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I had been suspecting for a while now that my young wife was having an affair. There had been little hints and signs: coming home from work to find that my wife had taken a shower in the middle of the afternoon; her eagerness to 'surprise' me now and then with a home-cooked dinner and pampering massage; the way she sometimes abruptly hung up on her cell phone when I would walk into the room (and the fact that she got a new cell, one that had a password lock on the memory).
And then there was the new lingerie I had found in the laundry basket, a set I had never seen before and which had obviously been worn . . . with another man's dried cum in the gusset of the panties.
At first, I was furious. It was a good thing Alexis was out of town that weekend with her mother; I might have acted on my first impulse and strangled her right then and there. But as it turned out, the fact that she wasn't going to be around for another two days was the best thing for me.
After I calmed down, I thought about it. Why would my wife cheat on me? I doted on her, gave her what she wanted without spoiling her, treated her with love and affection. We had a healthy sex life, and I knew I took care of her needs in bed. I wasn't smothering, had never tried to keep tabs on her. I was, if I say so myself, the perfect husband.
I sighed. But then, I was thirty-seven and my wife was twenty-three. She was young, gorgeous, wild and kinky. Two years before, when we met in a nightclub, Alexis was working as a topless dancer and juggling a couple of boy-toys. In fact, that very night, she had been at the club with 'a friend,' but she dumped him like an old pair of panties to hook up with me. I was, as they say, the 'total package:' affluent, stable, good-looking and in great shape. Alexis had thought I was no older than twenty-nine and thought that I was 'really hot' for a man of any age.
Her eyes flashed when I told her I owned my own company, her pussy dripped when I showed her to my convertible BMW, and she swooned when she took out my eight-inch tool and, right there in the parking lot, with the top down (hersandthe car's), started blowing me.
At first, I figured, Alexis just wanted a one-night stand. She fucked like a demon and did every kinky thing I suggested. In the morning, instead of asking me to take her home, she asked me to call in to work and stay home tomake loveto her all day. Well, a week later, Alexis moved in; four months later, I proposed; six months after that, wedding bells were ringing. Damn, she looked gorgeous that day. I literally thanked God for sending me an angel.
My friends and business partners commended me on my choice of bride. Alexis, for her part, flaunted herself like a trophy wife eagerly, even if she did embarrass me sometimes. Men leered at her voluptuous, curvy body (a sexy 38D-24-38 packed in a five-foot-seven frame) and long, flowing, natural blonde hair, her luscious lips, and wicked green eyes.
At pool parties, my wife was barely decent in her skimpy French bikini. At dinner functions, she wore tight strapless numbers or flimsy dresses with deeply plunging necklines that showed a lot of leg and cleavage (and sometimes more, if she moved too suddenly or bent over). Maybe her behavior was scandalous, making the middle-aged wives of my investors and partners blush and whisper under their breath. But Alexis turned me on.
Still, I suppose it wasn't enough for her. Alexis always liked pushing the envelope. Once, while we were shopping in the mall, Alexis, clad in a denim mini-skirt and no panties, tried on pair after pair of shoes, with the help of a pimple-faced young salesman who knelt before her. I got a charge out of watching him stare at my wife's beautiful blonde cunt, and couldn't wait to fuck her.
In a way, maybe her betrayal was partially my fault. I encouraged her exhibitionism, mainly because it turned me on, but also because it got her going, too. I guess it wasn't too much of a stretch that she would go from letting men look to letting them touch.
My wife, the slut, I thought heavily, dropping her soiled panties back in the hamper. Married barely a year and she's already stepping out on me.
My first impulse was to find some eager young thing and fuck the hell out of her. But that would have been too cheap, and ultimately unsatisfying. No, I had to teach Alexis a lesson. I had to show her how much her infidelity had hurt me.
And just like that, the idea came to me. Like an aggressive seed, it grew quickly, germinating into a complex plan.
By Sunday night, I had it all worked out. With morbid glee, feeling like a mad scientist eager to play out his latest scheme, I awaited the return of my wife the following afternoon.
***
Alexis squealed like the dutiful wife she pretended to be when she saw me in the airport terminal, and wrapped her sexy body around mine. I put on a good show, surprising myself with how good an actor I was as I groped and kissed my wife, all the while repulsed by her. I wondered if Alexis had met some former boyfriend back home, and 'relived the good old days.' Was I kissing a mouth that had recently been filled with another man's semen?
I tried not to gag at the thought.
"How's your mother?" I asked as we got to the car. I put her bags in the trunk, opened the door to let Alexis in.
She gave me a sexy smile and casually groped my crotch. "She's good," she said. "She sends her best. How's my big boy? Miss me?"
I smiled.I'm pissed as hell, you cheating bitch! "Anxious to see you naked," I said.
My wife pursed her lips and gave me a sultry look. "Ooo," she cooed. "Wanna take me home and fuck my brains out?" she asked with a giggle.
I smiled, headed around the car. I felt the stirring of an erection, but it was not inspired by my wife. "Actually, I need to stop at the office real quick before going home," I said as I got behind the wheel. "You don't mind, do you, honey?"
Alexis pouted. "Well . . . I guess not," she said, then smiled. "It's good to be back home, baby. I missed you so much. I love you."
I forced the words out while maintaining my fake smile. "I love you, too," I said, and started the car.
***
My company was a product distribution warehouse, thirty thousand square feet with a collection of offices in a loft construction at one end. Normally, my eighteen employees would be busy at work, sending and receiving shipments as trucks came and went. But I had given everyone the day off with pay. I told them it was a reward for being such good employees. Hell, I could afford it; I made an annual profit of damn near three hundred grand.
My personal office was pretty nicely furnished, with big bay windows that overlooked the wharf and shipping piers outside. Carpeted and furnished with a big leather couch, a couple of chairs, a conference table and my big mahogany desk, my office was my home away from home. There was even a private bathroom with a shower stall. Alexis and I had fooled around now and then in the office. I had taken her many times from behind as she leaned over my desk, her skirt pushed up and panties around her ankles.
Hmm, I thought.Gonna have to get a new desk.
I lead Alexis through the door, closed it behind me. I pretended to busy myself with some papers on my desk as my wife sat down on the couch. I could tell she was thinking about the times we had fucked in the office, by the naughty smile on her face.
"What are you thinking about, honey?" I asked casually as I scribbled on some blank paper, pretending to sign documents.
Alexis breathed in, smoothing her hands up and down her tight jeans. She looked around wistfully. "Oh . . . nothing," she said with feigned innocence.
I chuckled. My cock was getting harder with anticipation. My own jeans were getting a little tight. My bulge was showing. "Oh, I think I know what you're thinking," I said, turning to face her.
My wife's eyes fell to my crotch, and she licked her lips. Her cheeks colored as arousal washed through her.Yeah, that's it, baby, get turned on like the good little whore you really are.
"Looks like we're thinking the same thing," she said in that breathy, I-wanna-fuck-right-now way of hers. How many men, I wondered had heard that voice? Alexis' eyes glowed.
"Maybe," I said, feeling a shiver of anticipation at her impending humiliation. My wife took that as arousal.
She bit her lip seductively. "Come here, baby," she said, turning toward me as she sat.
I pretended to give in, and approached her. Her face was level with my crotch. I looked down at her face –so beautiful! So treacherous! – and caressed her soft blonde hair. Alexis stared back at me, her green eyes glazing with lust. Her hands came up and started massaging my cock through my jeans as it grew.
"I think it's time you gave me that welcome-home mouth fuck I've been dreaming about all weekend," she said heatedly.
I smiled. I couldn't believe how well Alexis was playing into my hands. "Oh, have you, now?" I asked her.
My wife nodded, keeping her eyes locked on mine. Her fingers groped and lightly scratched my bulging shaft. Still staring up at me, she leaned forward and gently bit my cock through the layer of denim that encased it. I groaned for effect.
"I want you, baby," she whispered. "Being away for three days was excruciating. I need my husband, baby. I need him to fuck me. Right here, right now."
My dick was throbbing. "Oh, you're going to get fucked, all right," with more meaning than she could fathom.
Alexis grinned, and started undoing my belt. "You remember that time, on our honeymoon cruise, when we were on the side deck? And you had just a towel over you?"
I sighed as Alexis pushed my jeans down, exposing my heavy cock. She gave the head a playful lick. "How could I forget?"
Alexis worked my jeans down, started taking off my shoes. "I just kept sucking you, and we kept getting interrupted as we heard people coming around the corner," she continued as I stepped out of my shoes. Alexis held my jeans as I stepped out of them, nude now from the waist down. Her hands slid up my muscular thighs as she stared up at me in arousal.
"We almost got caught, so many times," she said, breathing warmly on my dick. She kissed the glistening tip, smearing a little pre-cum across her lips. "And when you finally came . . . oh, baby! Like a volcano, you just kept shooting in my mouth!"
I threaded my fingers through her hair. "Best blow job I ever got, honey," I said.
Alexis' eyes blazed. I knew she was gone now, her mind overcome with lust. I could see it in the blush on her face, the way her nipples thrust through her tight shirt. She licked her lips, opened her mouth, and leaned forward, intending to suck me in. "Until now, baby," she whispered wantonly, slipping her pink tongue out toward my dick.
I suddenly stopped her, my hands cupped around her head, and pulled back my bobbing cock. Alexis whimpered with disappointment, giving me a questioning look.
"Strip for me, baby," I said to her.
My wife's shoulders sagged. "Oh, honey, just let me suck it," she practically begged.
I grinned evilly. "Please," I said.
Alexis closed her eyes a moment, then smiled, laughing softly. She leaned back, giving me a look. "Okay, baby," she agreed. "But you gotta promise me—"
"I promise," I said, interrupting her. "I'll cum like you've never seen."
Alexis swooned, eyes glazing once more. She sighed heavily. "Fuck, I'm so hot!" she muttered. Then she shook her head, licked her lips. She gave me a blazing look. "All right. Come on, sit down."
We traded places, and I stripped off my shirt as I sat on the couch. My wife stood, eyeing me hungrily, drinking in my muscular torso and abdomen, my thick arms. I was more stocky than cut, with impressive shoulders, making me look larger than my five-nine height. I weighed damn near two hundred pounds.
Alexis stared at my thick penis as it jutted up from my trimmed nest of black pubic hair, my balls shaved silky-smooth. My wife licked her lips hungrily as she began a strip-tease, dancing to some music only she heard. She ran her hands up and down her body, caressing her heavy breasts, her thighs, running her hands up between her legs. Then, slowly, she began to peel off her clothes.
I had seen my wife dance on stage numerous times during those first few months of our relationship, until she had quit to be the supposedly devoted housewife. I knew she was good, and turned guys on with her sexy moves. She had a penchant for making any guy who saw her at the gentleman's club where she had worked think they actually had a chance to bang her.
'Course, considering that my wife was a slut, maybe they had.
I watched as she gyrated, rolling her hips, slipping her shirt over her head. No bra, of course. Alexis did not wear one if she could help it. Her fake D-cups were pretty firm on their own.
My wife tossed the shirt aside, smoothed her hands over her large round globes. Her nipples were very dark and thick, fully engorged. She tweaked them, pulling on them with her red-nailed fingers, giving me sultry looks. Staring into my eyes, she lifted one of her tits and erotically sucked her own nipple. Despite my revulsion for my wife, I could not help but find that arousing. My dick twitched.
Encouraged, Alexis turned around, arching her back. She unzipped her jeans and slowly, teasingly pushed them down off her hips. I stared as her full, round ass was revealed, as golden-tanned as the rest of her body. She wore a tiny white thong that vanished between the big firm cheeks of her ass.
She bent over, keeping her legs straight, pushing her jeans down. She slipped off her platform shoes, stepped out of her jeans. She planted her feet about shoulder's-width apart, looked over her shoulder at me with a naughty grin. She smacked her hand loudly to her right cheek, making it quiver.
How many times have I watched that ass shake as I fucked her?I thought.And how many other men have done the same?
Alexis squeezed her cheeks, leaving red marks. She pried them apart with both hands, showing me how tiny her thong really was. It barely covered her puckered asshole and bulging, shaved pussy lips. There was a wet spot on the white fabric.
"You wanna see it, baby?" my wife cooed, rotating her hips sexily, as if she was being fucked from behind. "Wanna see my cookie?"
"Show me, baby," I said, slowly stroking my dick. "Show me that hot cunt."
Alexis hissed. She loved dirty talk. At the right times, my use of the word 'cunt' literally made her juice. Like now.
"Oh, yeah, baby, you want my sweet cunny? You wanna see it?" she asked hotly. Her thumbs hooked under the thin elastic straps, pulling them away from her hips.
"Show me that cunt, Alexis," I said. "Show me how wet you are. Show me how much you want my big cock fucking your tight, wet cunt."
"Mmmm," moaned my wife, super-heated beyond reason at this point. With a sexy sigh, she wiggled her thong down off her hips, letting the skimpy garment flutter down to her ankles. Her hands slid back up the backs of her thighs, prying them wide apart, brazenly exposing herself.
"Look at my pussy, baby," she said in a hot, gasping voice. "See how hot and wet I am for you!"
Alexis was, indeed, wet. She had just a tiny patch of honey-blonde pubes on her puffy mound, and thick, fleshy vulvae that were presently shiny with her fluid. Her inner lips were very slender and dark pink, her clit a tiny nub. As she pulled her cunt open with her fingers, her vaginal flesh glistened wetly. I could smell her aroma.
My wife spun around suddenly, giving me the hungriest, hottest look she had given since that first night when she had been desperate to get her mouth on my cock. She cupped her tits again, spreading her fingers across the broad, flushed mounds. Alexis looked like she was about half a second from cumming.
And for a moment, I thought,maybe this was all it took. Maybe she had just needed to be so turned on to the point where she could not think of another man but me. Maybe I could look past her infidelity . . . God, she's so fucking hot!
No!my rational mind all but shouted in my head.She cheated on you once – at least once – and she'll do it again. She married you for money and prestige. She used you and she'll humiliate you. She's a selfish, cheating bitch. She deserves this.
Alexis slipped her fingers between her legs, stroking her snatch, then brought them to her face, staring into my eyes as she sucked off her own tangy juice. I steeled myself, calling upon reserves of willpower to resist the urge to jump up, grab my wife, and shove my dick so deep inside her that she would scream.
Alexis' eyes fell to my thick, throbbing cock. I was so incredibly hard, harder than I had ever been. But not entirely because of her. Of course, Alexis thought that all I wanted was her, and she gave me a self-impressed smile. She settled her hands on her hips as she stood before me, tossing her hair back.
"So, big boy," she said breathily. "You gonna fuck me, or what? Or maybe you just wanna use my mouth . . . maybe you just wanna skull-fuck me and fill my tummy with your cum. I'll do anything you want, baby. Any kinky, nasty, dirty thing on your mind."
I grinned at the opening she had given me. I couldn't have asked for a better segue. "Anything?" I asked her.
Alexis grinned, her eyes glowing. "How dirty you wanna be, big boy?" she asked.
I pushed up, stepping before her. Alexis was so uncontrollably horny at that point, so aroused, that she would have done anything I wanted. I grinned. I had her.
"Close your eyes," I said.
Alexis took in a breath, her big tits swelling. Slowly, she closed her eyes and stood straight before me. I stepped around her, admiring my soon-to-be-ex-wife's body.
What a shame it has to be like this, I thought, heading to my desk a moment. Carefully, as Alexis waited, trembling with desire, I opened the top drawer and took out a box I had placed within. I opened it quietly, took out the items inside. Then I returned to my wife, stepping up behind her.
"You've been a very naughty girl, Alexis," I said in her ear as I gripped her wrists and pulled her arms back. She gave in readily.
"Oh, yes, I'm so bad!" she exclaimed. She gasped as she felt the cool metal of the handcuffs as I slipped them around her wrists. She shuddered and her cheeks bulged as she grinned.
"Ohhhh, baby . . . ." she moaned in arousal.
"Get on your knees," I ordered her.
My wife swooned. "Oh, God, yes," she groaned. "Anything you want." She eagerly lowered herself. I took the other pair of handcuffs, clipped them around her ankles. My wife trembled, flinched slightly at the feel of the cool metal. Then I attached the chain that gave her no more than a foot of slack between her wrists and ankles. Alexis was thus firmly secured on her knees, with her hands behind her back. She couldn't move if she tried, unless she wanted to worm across the carpet.
"Keep your eyes closed," I said, stepping around before her. My cock bobbed over her face. Itwould be so easy to take her mouth, I thought,to fuck face her deep, force her to swallow my cock, gag and choke on it. I considered the idea briefly; Alexis was a good cocksucker, but she refused to try deep-throat. She said my penis was too big for that; she was afraid of throwing up.
"Yes, master," Alexis said. I arched an eyebrow in interest at her response. My wife had never mentioned she had an S&M fantasy. Maybe it had never really entered her mind until that moment.
I stepped back, looking her over. Fully nude, arms behind her back, big tits pushed out, eyes closed and full lips parted as she breathed in arousal . . . Alexis was stunning. Any man on the planet, seeing her like this, would not have hesitated to take advantage of her.



But I was not just any man. I was the husband she had betrayed.
"I'm going to have to punish you for being a bad girl, Alexis," I said, moving back to the couch.
My wife trembled, her breasts swaying as she shook with arousal. "Of c-course, master," she panted. She suddenly grinned. "Oh, baby, if I knew you were this kinky—"
"Shut up, Alexis," I said sternly.
Alexis gasped, immediately clammed up, playing to the role. She kept grinning. She was enjoying this, anticipating being used. I literally saw droplets of her glistening fluid dripping down her inner thighs as they were splayed wide apart beneath her.
For several moments, I wondered what my wife thought as she heard me sit upon the couch, as she heard faint noises of movement, the whisper of skin on skin. Maybe she heard the soft, wet sounds of lips brushing and kissing. Maybe she heard the sound of a mouth opening wetly and sliding down over stiff, throbbing flesh. I was sure she heard my soft, grateful sigh.
My wife's brow furrowed, and her smile faded quickly. "Honey?" she asked, keeping her eyes closed.
I smiled. "Look at me, Alexis," I said.
Slowly, Alexis did so, and her eyes flew open wide at what she saw before her. She gasped loudly.
I sat back on the couch, my hands upon the bobbing head of my secretary, Emily, as my cock slipped in and out of the woman's mouth. Emily was a pretty, slender brunette with short, spiky hair and a lean, athletic body, a cute round face, high-set, upturned B-cups, smooth-shaved pussy, and a tight, sexy ass framed by 34-inch hips.
All of this could be seen by my wife, since Emily was absolutely naked as she knelt before me. My secretary had smooth, pale skin, dotted with tiny light freckles across her shoulders, down her arms, and here and there on her body. An impressive, fully-colored tattoo of a rose vine began on the back of her left shoulder and wound diagonally across her back to her firm, round right cheek, where a large rose lay, then wrapped around her lean leg as it spiraled down to her ankle.
Alexis stared for a long moment, mouth agape with shock as she watched Emily's face in profile, sucking hungrily up and down my stiff cock. I sighed at the heat and talented massaging motions of my secretary's mouth. Emily was an amazing cocksucker, better than Alexis, I realized. And to think that I could have been enjoying such blow jobs as this for the past year and a half.
"Wh-wh . . ." began Alexis, dumbfounded by what she was witnessing. She gave me a pleading look, her arousal destroyed by a sudden feeling of panic. "H-honey?"
I gave my wife a dreamy smile as I pumped my hips, driving my cock in and out of Emily's sweet mouth. My secretary, a good five years older than my wife (though she looked far younger), moaned and slurped loudly, smacking her lips along my rod. She obviously enjoyed giving head, and did so with paramount enthusiasm and skill.
"Oh, Alexis, she's so good," I sighed in bliss. "So fucking good . . . even better than you."
Alexis' lips and eyes quivered. "H-honey, if you w-wanted a th-threesome—" she started.
I laughed. "I don't want a threesome," I said as Emily eagerly sucked my dick, plunging down deeper with each pump of her soft, full, pink lips. I guided her head with my hands, watching as my saliva-slicked shaft slid back and forth in my secretary's hot mouth, sinking again and again between her slick lips. Damn, Emily looked so cute and hot like that! I looked back to my wife, unable to disguise the expression of desire and satisfaction on my face. My wife's own shocked expression was priceless.
"I don't want a threesome, Alexis," I said again. "I want you to watch me fuck my secretary."
Alexis stared, wide-eyed, astonished, and, I hoped, more than a little hurt. She was watching as her husband was getting a blow job from another woman. And her husband was very obviously enjoying it. My wife made a choking sound in her throat.
I sagged back, smiling at the eagerness with which Emily gave head. "Oh, God, Emily, you're so good at that," I said.
"Mm-hmm," she moaned passionately around my dick, sucking harder, taking more and more in her mouth. I gasped, arching my back. My wife watched with wide, astonished eyes as my cock slid into Emily's throat, as my secretary pressed her chin to my balls, her lips fluttering around the base of my shaft.
I gasped as Emily kept my cock wrapped up in the tight, rippling tube of her esophagus.Oh, shit! My secretary's throat was tighter than any pussy I had ever fucked!
Emily throat-fucked my cock for a moment longer, then slipped her mouth up along my rod, thick saliva pouring out of her mouth and down my shaft. She gasped, her wet mouth poised around the crown of my slick cock, and sucked up all of her own spit with loud, slurping sounds. She gulped loudly, gasped again, then plunged back down, bobbing rapidly and moaning eagerly all the while, sucking my cock like a desperate woman.
"Oh, God, Emily, if only I'd known . . . ." I said in rapture, enjoying the most incredible blow job I had ever received.
Emily slurped her mouth from my dick, her lips shiny and wet and dripping. She stroked my cock rapidly with her fist, smacking it up and down. Her pretty hazel eyes blazed up at me. "I've wanted you for so fucking long, Mr. Vansen," she said with passionate sincerity. The puffy nipples of her firm little tits danced along my inner thighs as her breasts shook. "Long before you married thatslut."
My wife gasped. "'Slut?'" she queried.
I moaned, and pushed Emily back down. With a sexy, purring sound, she willingly swallowed my cock once more, sliding all the way down to the root of my cock. I looked to my wife as I grunted with pleasure.
"See, baby?" I said. "She can take it all the way."
"H-honey . . . ." bemoaned my wife, a pained look on her face. She tried to move, but her bonds held her, and she fell forward. Her big tits mashed to the carpet as she fell, letting out a grunt.
Emily jerked her wet mouth from my dick, pumping it with her slick hand as she looked to Alexis. Her chin was shiny with saliva. She licked her lips and giggled at the sight of my helpless wife.
"Your husband has an amazing cock, Mrs. Vansen," she gloated to my wife. "I'm gonna make it shoot in my mouth. You gonna watch?"
Alexis suddenly seethed, looking angry. "Get the fuck away from my husband!" she shouted, struggling against the cuffs.
Emily ignored her outburst, and grinned up at me. "Cum in my mouth, Mr. Vansen," she whispered heatedly. "I know you want to. And I want it, too."
I moaned, so incredibly turned on. I cupped Emily's pretty face, finding her round cheeks, big hazel eyes and little button nose so erotically cute. She was a girl and a woman at the same time. "Do you, Emily?" I asked her, watching peripherally as Alexis squirmed on the floor, trying to get up. She grunted and huffed in exasperation, glaring at us.
Emily gave me an impassioned look, pumping my cock frantically while rolling my swollen balls with her fingers. "Oh, so much," she said emphatically. "I can't believe I'm finally sucking your dick. You don't know how much I've wanted to do this for you, Mr. Vansen, how many times I've masturbated while fantasizing about this."
I smiled, then pulled her face toward mine. I kissed her soft, wet lips, and my secretary swooned, moaning into my mouth as her tongue darted out to lick my lips. Alexis gasped again.
"Call me Daniel," I said to my hot secretary.
Emily grinned. "Ohh, Daniel," she sighed rapturously, smiling sexily. Her eyes glistened emotionally.
"Don't you call him that!" screamed Alexis from the floor. "He'smyhusband! And don't you fucking suck his dick! No! G-get your mouth off his—"
"Shut up, Alexis!" I snapped fiercely as Emily went back down, hungrily slurping and sucking once more, swiftly bobbing her head up and down and stroking me to the rhythm of her hot, tight, sucking mouth. She made muffled little whimpering noises as she anticipated my orgasm.
Alexis gasped, looking to me. I had never raised my voice to her before. Her green eyes trembled, and began swelling with tears. Anger was replaced with pain, even fear.
And still Emily's head pumped up and down, her lovely, unequaled mouth bringing me closer and closer to orgasm. I leaned back, closing my eyes, savoring the sensations as my secretary sucked and pulled, pumped and stroked, rolling her mouth, massaging with her firm tongue, squeezing my cock and balls with the sole intention of making me erupt in her mouth.
"H-honey," I heard Alexis' strangled voice. She sniffled, then continued, her words choked. "I-I know why you're doing this. B-Baby, I'm so sorry. I-I'll never do it again, I p-promise! I know I was a selfish bitch, and you can punish me any way you want, b-but not like this! Please, baby, not like this!"
I could not deny that Alexis' sobbing, pained words touched me. Maybe she meant what she said, and maybe she would have changed her ways if I had stopped. But it was too late. I could not have stopped Emily if I wanted to, and ultimately, I knew I didn't want to. Emily was just too good, and I was so close . . . oh, fuck, so close!
"Oh, baby! I'm gonna cum!" I cried, my body spasming, bucking my hips as my cock throbbed in Emily's incredible mouth. My sexy little secretary moaned eagerly, sucking as hard as she could, her hands gripping my hips as she fucked her mouth wetly up and down my straining shaft.
"Oh, God!" cried Alexis, sobbing, her face contorted. "Don't do it, baby . . . ."
But I did. I groaned loudly, arching my back as my cock catapulted what had to be the most satisfying orgasm I had ever experienced into Emily's mouth. My semen surged, thick and hot, between her sucking lips, spurting over her massaging tongue, filling her eager mouth. Emily jerked a little at the force of my orgasm, sliding her hot mouth up until just the head of my ejaculating cock was wrapped up by her lips. She sucked and pulled, drawing out every drop of my sticky fluid, and moaned in appreciation.
I writhed under her, holding Emily's head close, massaging her scalp as I reveled in the intense sensation of cumming in her mouth. Emily kept sucking, tugging on my dick with her mouth, squeezing my shaft tightly in her fist and pushing up, making sure that every drop of sperm I had to give oozed into her mouth. Her tongue felt incredible as it firmly caressed the underside of my ejaculating dick. She made wet sucking sounds around the tip of my dick as she swirled her tongue and kissed the oozing tip.
I heard Alexis crying on the floor, and opened the heavy lids of my eyes. My wife stared at us, a forlorn look on her wet face. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She pleaded with her eyes.
"Stop it, baby," she whispered. "Please. I'm so sorry. I-I promise I'll change."
I glared at my wife, even as Emily licked around my sensitive cock, her mouth still full of cum. My secretary murmured, kissing my cock affectionately.
"How many, Alexis?" I asked, panting, my heart pounding from my orgasm. "How many men since you married me?"
Alexis shuddered as she cried, lowering her head. "I-I'm so sorry," she repeated.
"You'resorry?" I cried bitterly. "How many?"
Alexis shook a while longer, then finally lifted her tear-dripping face. She took a deep breath, trying not to look at Emily as my secretary lovingly licked up and down my spent dick, lapping away a last bubble of sperm from the tip of my dick.
"Th-three," said Alexis, her face contorted by pain.
I gritted my teeth as my fears were confirmed. Not just one man, butthree, my wife had fucked while she was married to me. I knew then that I would never trust her again. My love for her vanished in an instant.
I took a deep breath, looking to the ceiling of my office. Then I chuckled harshly, and looked back to Alexis. "You little fucking whore," I said acidly. "Well, then. Guess I'll just have to fuck Emily until I cum two more times. That should make us even."
Alexis gasped, emitting a choking sound. Obviously, she had thought that by coming clean, she would spare herself further embarrassment. She was wrong.
Emily sat up, giving me a glowing smile around her mouthful. She quickly tucked in her cheeks, finally swallowing my creamy load, and licked her glossy lips. She gave me an excited look. "Goody!" she exclaimed girlishly, and climbed up to straddle my lap. I smiled upon her, suddenly thinking,my God, here is this woman, who has been wanting me for three and a half years . . . and to think how stupid I was for thinking I was in love with a selfish, manipulative stripper.
Emily stared into my eyes as she aligned my cock – not fully erect but still impressive – with her smooth-shaved pussy and slowly sank down, her soft pink lips spreading across the head of my dick. I sighed at the heat of her, at the unbelievable tightness of my sexy, sweet secretary's vagina. She wiggled her hips a little, eased up and down, letting her natural lubrication mingle with the residual cum on my cock to make it slick. Finally, she shuddered and groaned loudly in bliss as she pushed down, taking me all the way inside her.
"Oh, Emily," I moaned, caressing her slender, taut body. I loved the contrast of Emily's sleek, tight body to that of my wife. I bent my head, licking and sucking her stiff, bright pink nipples. Her puffy areolas turned me on immensely. They were so shiny and smooth, as if they had been buffed and polished. I swirled my tongue around and around those raised mounds, making Emily sigh in pleasure as she rode my cock, gliding up and down. She cradled my head to her breasts, urging me to suck and lick her.
Alexis cried as she watched us, unable to look away at what, for her, was the end of our marriage. She finally understood.
***
Emily and I fucked for hours, barely cognizant of my wife on the floor, laying on her side as she cried softly. I took Emily on the couch, holding her ankles and splaying her legs wide as I thrust away; upon both chairs in various positions, with Emily eagerly licking and sucking her own cream off my cock after she came; doggy-style over my big mahogany desk as Emily gasped in orgasm (I wouldn't have to replace the desk after all).
As a final insult, I fucked my secretary right on the floor beside Alexis, with Emily's legs curled back so her knees were practically buried in her own arm pits, her squelching cunt close enough to Alexis' face that my wife could see, hear, and smell my lover's pussy as I pounded her relentlessly. Emily's orgasmic screams echoed in the office as she came over and over and over again. I had never known a woman who came as much or as hard as my sexy little secretary.
I shot my second load deep inside Emily's pussy as she was astride me in reverse-cowgirl on one of the chairs, making her sigh with satisfaction as she felt it. Keeping me inside her, she scooped up my sperm with her fingers as it oozed out around my dick, licking them clean repeatedly, keeping me hard with the erotic, kinky sight.
The third time I came, I pulled out and splattered Emily's firm, upturned tits and cute little freckled face. Emily eagerly sucked my cock clean as I straddled her chest on the floor, Alexis laying beside us, watching in a daze as Emily's face dripped with sperm. Her body trembled as she listened to Emily's soft, contented moans and sighs, the smacking of her sticky lips as I slid my satisfied cock slowly in and out of her hot mouth.
The sky outside the windows was dark by the time Emily and I finally got up. She massaged the semen into her face, then licked her fingers, and giggled in satisfaction as she headed to the bathroom to wash up. As Emily showered, I knelt and picked up my wife.
I released Alexis from her bonds, set her on the couch. She was like a limp rag doll, letting me position her as I wanted. I sat down beside her, lit a cigarette. The pungent aroma of sex was thick in the air. The entire room smelled of pussy and cum.
"I-It's . . . over, isn't it?" asked Alexis at last, her eyes wide as she stared at the floor.
I nodded, blew smoke. "Yes," I said.
My wife took in a deep breath, let it out. Her eyes were red and swollen as she looked to me. "C-can I have one?" she asked me timidly.
I fished out another cigarette, gave it to her. I lit her smoke, and Alexis brought it away from her lips with trembling fingers. Her eyes fell back to the floor.
"I-I kept th-thinking," she said, as if talking to herself. She shuddered as she held back tears. "Wh-why do it? I-I mean, you were everything I wanted."
"I thought that, too," I said. I stared at her face in profile. "I was good to you, Alexis. I treated you better than ninety percent of the husbands out there. Ilovedyou. And youstillbetrayed me."
Alexis trembled, crying softly again. She squeezed her eyes shut, grinding her teeth. I stood, looking for an ashtray.
"And what the fuck was that?" Alexis cried, making me turn around to face her. The scene suddenly appeared comical to me; after all, we were both still naked.
"What was what?" I asked.
"That!" spat Alexis, suddenly angry as she glared at me, gesturing with her arms. "Fucking that . . . thatbimbo, right in front of me! I cheated onyou? You cheated onme!" She suddenly laughed ruefully. "Oh, aren't the lawyers gonna love that shit, huh? Just wait till they find out—"
"Find out what?" I asked calmly, cutting her off. I'd had a feeling my wife would try this, as the last act of a desperate soul. "You've no proof. Just your word against mine. Emily won't admit to anything. Meanwhile, Idohave proof ofyourinfidelity. Your panties with another man's semen on them. And your cell-phone, with all those calls logged into it. I know people who can break your password."
Alexis glanced furtively to her purse. She had not noticed that, when Emily had gotten up, she had rifled through my wife's expensive handbag for the phone.
"That's mine!" exclaimed Alexis indignantly.
I chuckled, smoked my cigarette. "No, it isn't. I pay for it," I said. "It's mine."
Alexis shook desperately. "N-no! No! This isn't fair! I'm your wife! I deserve—"
"You don'tdeservejack shit!" I barked loudly, making Alexis flinch. I glared at her. "What, you thought you'd marry a rich guy, screw around on him, then get half his money in a divorce?"
I stepped closer and sneered upon my wife's trembling face. "You don't knowfuckabout the law.I do. You try to sue, and I'll hold everything in probate until the cows come home, and you won'teversee a God damned penny. And don't think you can use all those credit cards in your purse. I spent all morning taking you off every single account. You try to buy even a stick of gum with one of those cards, and it's fraud. That's a federal offense, honey. Don't make it worse for yourself by becoming a criminal."
Alexis stared back, intensely fearful. "I-I'm broke?" she cried, incredulous and fearful. Her face contorted again. "Wh-what am I gonna do? You can't do this!"
I tapped ash off my cigarette. "Already done," I said. I sighed. "I wish it didn't have to come to this, Alexis, but you didn't give me any choice. I offered you a life, and a good one at that. You repaid me by being selfish and conniving. You thought you could do whatever you want, and keep me happy by spreading your legs once in a while. Well, I hate to tell you this, babe, but pussy don't make the world go 'round."
Alexis huffed, staring down, stunned. Her life, as she knew it, was over. She smoked her cigarette silently, hands shaking, letting the ash fall to the floor. I figured I could just vacuum it up later, and didn't say anything.
My wife was beaten, and she knew it. I bent, gathered up her clothes, tossed them to her.



"Get dressed," I said.
***
My lawyer met us at the house at nine-thirty that night. Numbly, knowing she had no recourse, Alexis signed the document that officially dissolved our marriage. Then she signed another that stated she would seek no civil action against me, and had no claim whatsoever to my estate.
But I was not completely heartless toward the wife who had betrayed me. As I showed her to the door, a taxi waiting outside, I handed my former wife a check for ten thousand dollars. She gave me tentative look as she slowly took it.
"I never want to see you again," I said, holding back my emotions. "Go away. Go back home, move someplace else, I don't care. But go away."
Alexis trembled, eyes welling once more. She tried to reach for me, but I blocked her hand.
"I still love you," she said emotionally.
I stared back. "But I don't love you, Alexis," I said. "I did, once. You ruined that."
My former wife stared at me, trying not to cry. But with a sudden, choking sob, she ran to the cab and jerked the door open. I stared after the retreating sedan as it slowly coasted away. I took a deep breath, let it out.
"I'm sorry, Dan," came my lawyer's voice as he stepped up beside me. "I thought she was a great gal."
I nodded. "Yeah, so did I." Then I turned and headed back into the house.
***
I went back to work, immersed myself in the operations of my business. My employees, investment partners, and friends all offered their consolations. A few jokingly asked me if I had Alexis' phone number. I laughed them off. I never did find out who, exactly, my wife had fucked while she was with me. I didn't really care to.
It took several months, but I got over the pain of my divorce. And when I did . . . .
Emily had been waiting patiently for me since that day in the office, when she had been my accomplice in my plot of revenge against my wife. She remained my secretary, and never mentioned the events of that afternoon, even though, from time to time, I caught her giving me wistful, longing looks.
And I never stopped thinking about her. Maybe Emily was a slender little imp, sexy and also tomboyish, but I could not deny that I felt something deep and true for her. She had always been there, not just as my secretary, but as my friend. I knew she'd had her chances for better jobs, but she had never taken them. And I finally realized why.
She was in love with me, and had always been.
"Emily," I said into the intercom of the inter-office phone one day. "Could you come in here for a moment? I need you to take some dictation."
A moment later, Emily appeared, professional in her demeanor. She sat down in one of the padded chairs before my desk, crossing her legs and settling her steno pad upon her knee. She gave me an expectant look, behind which I could sense something else . . . something primal and passionate and incredibly arousing.
"To Whom It May Concern," I said, leaning back in my desk chair. "Let it be known that Daniel S. Vansen is willing to proclaim his love for the one woman in his life who has always been there for him . . . ."
Emily scribbled as she wrote quickly in shorthand, then faltered. She jerked her head up, staring at me, suddenly breathless. Her face colored, and her breathing became deep and labored. Her hazel eyes stared at me, wide and round and wet.
"M-Mr. Vansen?" she asked in a soft little voice.
I looked to her, smiling. "You know, Emily," I said. "You're really going to have start calling me Daniel. Especially if you're going to be my wife."
She gasped, looking startled. She worked her mouth like a goldfish taken out of its bowl. "W-w-w-wife?" she stammered.
I just smiled.
Emily slowly grinned, her sexy, pink lips stretching wide. With an excited cry, she lurched up from her chair and scrambled across my desk, grabbing me and sliding onto my lap, straddling me. She cried and laughed and hugged me tightly, pressing her mouth to mine. She moaned desperately as she kissed me.
"Oh, God, if that's your way of proposing—"
"It is," I said, staring at my bouncy, girlish secretary. Almost thirty, and she looked and acted like a giggling, sixteen-year-old cheerleader. Damn, was she sexy!
Emily cried, shaking, kissing me passionately as she tugged on my clothes. "Oh, God, Daniel," she muttered, trembling with excitement and arousal. "The only thing I can say is, yes! Yes!Yes!"
Well, Emily cried out that same impassioned word quite often that afternoon, enough that pretty much everyone in the entire warehouse knew what was going on. Not that Emily really cared as she bounced up and down on my pole, making my desk chair creak and moan as she came over and over. She finally hopped off me and sucked my pussy-flavored penis, gulping down my cum as it spurted wildly in my mouth. Then she begged me to fuck her some more.
Emily and I got married exactly one year later, on the anniversary of the day that I proposed to her. By then, she was already three months pregnant, and she gave birth to our baby boy Nathan after a mere five hours of labor.
The transition of secretary to wife was pretty easy for Emily; she knew a lot about my business as it was, and fell easily into the role of business partner. In a strange sort of twist, Emily drew up a prenuptial contract that proved to me that she was not after my money. She never had been. She had always just wanted me.
Still, I shower her with gifts, spoil her with vacations. Emily is an enthusiastic and energetic lover, who can't go a single day without at least some form of sex. She told me that, the entire time she was my secretary, more than two years, she never had a boyfriend. She said she was waiting for me, and had known, through a Tarot reading, that I was the one for her.
Mysticism aside, I could not be happier with my eager wife. Even now, at thirty-five, Emily looks at least ten years younger. She is simply one of those women who is naturally youthful and energetic. Hell, sometimes her breathless lovemaking is too much for me.
Our children, Nathan and Nicole, are now seven and four years old. We love our children deeply, and dote on them constantly. I am a happy man, with a full and satisfied life: a loving, horny wife, two happy, healthy children, and a lucrative, successful business. I have more than I could want.
As for Alexis . . . .
My ex-wife went back home for a while, lived with her mother as she returned to stripping. About a year after our divorce, I happened to catch, quite by accident, a twenty-second clip on an adult porn site that featured Alexis getting fucked in the ass by a well-hung black guy. Over the course of the following couple of years, I found more clips of my ex-wife on a variety of adult websites. I watched her receiving anal and vaginal creampies, facials, and swallowing cum over and over. The scenes, at times, aroused me, and at times made me depressed.
Emily saw some of the clips (she and I watched porn together now and then), and understood what I felt. She repeatedly told me that it wasn't my fault that Alexis had become such a slut. Whatever happened to Alexis, she said, it was all her doing.
I finally emailed my ex-wife, once 'Alexis Sweet' got her own website that featured weekly updates of her in a new porno scene, and scheduled video-chat times in which she would strip down and masturbate on camera.
It was a while before she emailed me back. I was actually surprised when she did.
"Daniel,
I never thought I would hear from you again. I almost wish I wouldn't, especially not like this. Yes, I'm an Internet slut. Maybe that sounds harsh, but I am what I am. I'm enjoying it, I really am. Maybe you didn't want to hear that, maybe you figured I was on drugs all the time and doing this to get my fix. But, to be honest, I love it, and the only drugs I do are nicotine and little alcohol. I love every fucking second of what I do. This is what I am, and I've finally accepted it. Some girls were just born to be sluts, I guess.
I'm glad you're happy with Emily. I can't say I'm surprised you married her. I saw the way you looked at her that day, and it was pretty damn obvious to me that she wasn't just hot for you, she was in love. I wish you both the best.
Do me a favor, Daniel. Don't email me again. I love you, and I will always love you. No other man on the planet could take your place in my heart. You were my one and only husband, and I will never get married again. I know I ruined a perfect marriage, but in a strange sort of way, I realize it had to happen that way. Not that I'm glad I hurt you. I think about that every day, and sometimes it makes me cry. But now that I know you're with someone who truly loves you, and you're happy, makes me feel a little better. I don't cry so much anymore.
Please, my Baby, my Husband. Don't contact me again. I am glad you did, just so I could tell you all this, but I don't want to hear from you again. You have your life, and I have mine, and, as they say, never the twain shall meet. We're both happy, and let's just leave it at that.
Good-bye, Daniel. And, as strange as it sounds, thank you."
Emily read that message with me, looking over my shoulder. My wife gave me a small smile.
"See?" she said. "It all worked out."
I smiled back. Indeed it did.
-finis-
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During the summer that I turned eighteen, I worked my butt off at a burger hop – you know, one of those places where the girls all wear short-shorts and roller skates – with one goal in mind: to buy a car. I came from a middle-class family with two older brothers in college, so my parents didn't have enough money to afford a car for me. But, my dad made me a deal: if I came up with half the money for a used car, he would pay the other half. But I had to do it by the end of summer.
Talk about incentive to work! I pulled every shift I could, working days and nights over that scorching summer just so I could have my own transportation when I went away to college. Thankfully, my managers at the burger hop were pretty relaxed in their interpretation of the company's uniform standards (we were popularly referred to as the 'Hooters of car hops'), so I let my tits work as hard as I did.
I'm not the prettiest girl in the world (I think my nose is a little too big and no matter what I did, I always had a couple of pimples here and there on my face), but I do have, as one boy put it, 'the world's most perfect breasts.' Despite being D-cups, they are firm and lusciously teardrop-shaped and don't droop one tiny bit. Throughout high school, I was called 'Bag Lady' because of my fun bags.
Well, I wore my work polo unbuttoned all the way down, showing off my mouth-watering cleavage, and tied my shirt under my mams, showing off my well-toned tummy as well as the little kitten tattoo on my abdomen. I used to tease boys after I got the tat; "hey, wanna see my pussy?" Then I'd show them my kitten. 'Course, a few lucky boys got to see the real thing . . . .
Some of the other girls hated me because I was so shameless about flashing my boobs. But they were just jealous since the most they could ever hope for were little 'B-stings.' When they counted their twenty or thirty bucks in tips at the end of the shift, I'd gloat as I showed them my wad of cash that equaled twice what they made. And I saved just about every single penny.
***
By the time mid-August came around, I had saved up fifteen hundred dollars. I went to my dad, and we agreed that, when I found the car I wanted, all I had to do was call him up, and he would give me the money for the other half. But he cautioned me to be careful, especially with 'shady salesmen.' I assured him I would be fine; after all, my boyfriend Tommy was going with me.
That morning, I was giddy with excitement as I waited on the curb before my house for Tommy to show up. That day, I wore the tiniest little denim shorts that really showed off my camel-toe and long, slender legs, and a tight white tank top that might as well have been invisible for all the good it did covering my breasts. Hey, my tits had earned me good money so far; now they were gonna help me get a car.
Ten o'clock, and no Tommy. Ten-fifteen. Ten-thirty. I was starting to panic. I wanted to hit as many places as I could in one day. I was not about to let Tommy screw that up. God! Why did I have to pick the laziest, most irresponsible moron in school to be my boyfriend?
I headed back into the house to call him (this was back in the day before cell-phones were as common hanging off people's ears as earrings). No answer. I waited another fifteen minutes. Still no answer. I was getting pissed off.
Finally, I figured,fuck it. I jogged down to the corner bus stop, caught the Number 8 just in time, transferred to another bus, and arrived in the middle of a busy avenue lined with over a dozen little used car dealerships on either side. They had names like Shadow Car Sales, Henry's Car World, and Pick-N-Drive. Maybe not the most reputable of places, but I only had a three-thousand dollar budget.
My anger toward Tommy was replaced by hope as I headed into the nearest place. Thanks to my jog and from walking out in the sun, I had a light sheen of sweat and my nips were all but clearly visible. Guys in the lots stared at my tits as I checked out the cars. Now, thanks to my two older brothers, I knew a thing or two about cars. I knew that a cam shaft wasn't some guy named Cam's dick, and that an air filter wasn't a hand-rolled cigarette.
I checked out various cars and indulged in some Q&A as the greasy salesmen checked out my T&A. Naturally, they assumed that an eighteen-year-old girl with big titsmust be an airhead, and was therefore easily duped. Nope, not me. I startled them with questions about fuel rating, mileage, carburetor versus EFI, horsepower at RPM, and so forth. I crawled underneath and inspected hoses and fuel lines, popped the hoods and looked for evidence of oil leaks from the gasket seals.
I took a couple test drives here and there, sometimes with the salesmen beside me as I opened the various cars up. More than once I got propositioned. I didn't mind that so much since I knew how to let guys down easy and even shady, greasy salesmen could only go so far. In fact, it was kind of flattering.
I saw a couple of cars in my price range, but by four o'clock, I still had some time, so I headed to one of the last places, called Rudi's Car Emporium. A little brown trailer sat in the middle of the lot, surrounded by about thirty vehicles. Most were sleek little sports cars, definite classics. I looked around a little, and—
I actually gasped.Oh my God! No way! No freaking way!
Baby-blue, white vinyl top, it called to me. A 1966 Mustang. I literally ran to the car, slapping my hands to the driver-side window. Okay, so maybe the upholstery needed some work – I could always cover it – but the dash was perfectly restored, looking almost like brand-new, four-speed shift kit, and –gasp! – bucket seats!Oh, man . . . .
I popped the hood, and swooned at the sight of the engine: a 327 short-block V6 that had somehow been crammed into the compartment. It looked practically new, and I doubted there was more than a thousand miles on the thing. My heart was hammering, and my nipples were so hard that they almost tore through my shirt. I had never been so totally turned on by a car before, but my little cunny was juicing so much I was willing to fuck the gear shift.
This was it. This wasthe car. But there was one little problem. The four bright yellow numbers glowing on the windshield beside a dollar sign:3-5-0-0.
"So you like the Mustang, eh?"
The nasally voice startled me, and I straightened and spun around. The little man standing before me ogled my swaying tits. And he really was a little guy. I'm five-six in flat shoes, and he was a good two inches shorter. A dark-skinned Hispanic guy, thinning hair slicked back, a day's growth on his round face, he looked the epitome of 'greasy' and 'swarthy.' There was the overpowering aroma of some cheap cologne wafting off him like the stench from a pile of dead fish.
But at the moment, he was my salvation, or so I hoped. "Are you a salesman?" I asked excitedly.
He grinned, showing yellowed teeth. He lifted a cigarette, making no effort whatsoever to disguise the way he was undressing me with his eyes. "I'm Rudi," he said simply. "What kind of deal can we make today?"
I smiled, and put my hands behind my back, pushing my tits out toward him, shifting a little to make them bounce. Rudi's eyes drank in every movement, darted down to my crotch before coming back to meet my gaze.
"I really want this car, sir," I said emphatically. "This is exactly what I've been looking for."
He smiled, puffed on his cigarette, walked before the car and touching the hood. "Oh, she's a beauty, all right," he said. "And she needs a real beauty to drive it. Someone like you."
I actually blushed. Sure, it was a line, but his words made me imagine being behind the wheel, windows down, some old-time Aretha blaring out through the speakers, letting Tommy drill me in the front seat . . . .
"Wanna take her for a spin?" he asked.
Those were the magic words. Rudi headed into his little trailer for the keys, and I jumped behind the wheel. Rudi laughed from the passenger seat as he watched me drive up and down the street, through a subdivision, then out on the highway. The more I drove the car, the more I turned on I got. I even started thinking that cologne-marinated Rudi was kind'a cute. The 'Stang had aftermarket speakers that surrounded me with music.
I was sold. I had to have the car. Ihad to!
"But I should tell you," he said once we got back to the lot. "I may have a buyer for her tomorrow."
I gave him a serious look as I got out of the car and looked to him over the hood. "I'll take it right now," I said confidently, then faltered slightly. "It's just—"
He gave me a narrow-eyed look as he came around. "I don't do payments, Miss . . . ."
I held out my hand. "Sally," I said.
Rudi chuckled, shook my hand. His own was a little sweaty. "Sally," he repeated. "Of course."
I kept my smile. "I can pay cash," I said. "Well, half cash, and half check."
Rudi arched a skeptical eyebrow. "Money order?"
I fidgeted a moment. "Um . . . sure," I said, hoping my dad wouldn't mind getting a money order instead of writing a personal check.
Rudi smiled, flicked his cigarette. "Well, then, Mustang Sally, looks like you're about to drive off in the car of your dreams."
I followed him back to the trailer, where air conditioning awaited. I sighed in relief as the cool air washed over me. The office was surprisingly nice, with a couple of wooden-framed futons facing each other over a heavy wooden coffee table, a water cooler, and a desk toward one end, facing out. Rudi went behind the desk, sat down in a big leather chair. I shifted uncomfortably. "Um . . . there's one little problem," I said.
Rudi's eyes narrowed again as he looked up. He said nothing, waited patiently.
"Um . . . would you consider going lower than thirty-five? I-I can give you three grand right now—"
He sighed. "That Mustang is worth four thousand already," he said. "Thirty-five hundred is a damn good deal."
I started to panic. That wasmy car out there! I knew it was! "I-I know," I said. "Trust me, I know. M-maybe I could give you the other five hundred in a couple weeks, soon as I make the money—"
He raised a hand. "I have a buyer who will take it tomorrow, all cash, all up front," he said. "Why would I take your offer of less money with apromise of paying off the rest? I already told you, I don't do payments."
I trembled, even whimpered a little. I paced back and forth, feeling desperate. "M-mister . . . Rudi," I said, looking at him over his desk. He looked so small in such a big chair. "Have you ever found something that you just knew you were meant to have? Something so . . . special and perfect that you had to have it?"
He smiled roguishly, his dark eyes wandering over my body again. "Oh, I think I know that feeling pretty well," he said meaningfully.
"Please," I said, leaning over the desk. "I swear I'll pay off the rest. Iswear."
Rudi held my eyes for a moment, then stared at my tits. I took a chance, and pushed them out toward him, making the fabric of my top really stretch across them. "Please," I repeated.
"Well . . . I'll tell you what, Sally," he said. "I'll give you two options: come up with the full thirty-five hundred by six o'clock – which is about an hour and fifteen minutes away – or . . . ." he trailed off, licking his lips suggestively.
I understood his implication instantly. I straightened, feeling suddenly uncomfortable, and folded my arms across my chest. "Or what?"
He smiled. "Or fuck me, and I'll knock off five hundred bucks."
I just stared at him, astonished and offended by his offer. For a long moment, neither of us said a thing. Rudi just gave me that smug, I've-got-the-upper-hand look, and lit another cigarette. I felt my stomach churning.
"You're disgusting," I said at last.
He laughed. "You want the car, don't you?"
I huffed, grinding my teeth, looking away from him. Typical asshole male, I thought. Sure, he'll give me what I want, but only if I fuck him first. I shuddered at the thought of letting this sweaty, greasy, smelly little man have his way with me.
I finally looked back, glaring at him. "I'll have the money," I said. "All of it." Then I turned and marched from the room.
"See you soon," he called after me.
***
I jogged to a convenience store just down the street, called my dad. I told him I had found the car I wanted, but that I needed an extra five hundred from him. He refused to give me the extra money, saying that we had made a deal. It was his attempt at teaching me financial responsibility and value, I knew, but at the moment, I didn't want to hear that crap. I begrudgingly accepted what my father told me, then got him to send cash through a Western Union that was there in the convenience store.
While I waited for the money, I called my mom, my friends, even ex-boyfriends. I didn't bother calling Tommy; I was still pissed at him, and beside that, he was always broke anyway. No one could help me out, and I felt stupid and foolish and selfish for even asking. After I hung up the phone for the tenth time, I looked to the clock on the wall in the corner store. It was twenty 'till six. I had a choice to make.
My dignity, or my car.
Would it really be so bad?I thought. It's not like I'm a virgin, after all. Okay, so Rudi's a little guy and he smells like the perfume department of a pawn shop. But maybe he'll just pop off in ten seconds, and that'll be it. The way he was checking me out . . . .
I was nervous with the three thousand dollars in my pocket as I left the store, but even more nervous as I headed back to Rudi's Car Emporium. As I headed down the short drive, I passed by a young kid as he drove off in his new car. He did a double-take when I passed by. Rudi stood on the steps of his trailer, giving me a self-satisfied smile as I approached.
"Ready to make a deal?" he asked flippantly.
I said nothing, just followed him into the trailer. Rudi closed – and locked – the door behind me, then headed around his desk and sat down. He brought out some paperwork. I stood across from him, waiting, feeling more humiliated by the moment. Rudi seemed to enjoy drawing out the torture as he explained the details of the contract.
"And how will you be paying?" he asked at last, talking to my breasts.
I took the wad of bills from my pocket and smacked them down on the desk. Rudi smiled to himself, counting the money. He counted it twice, then looked up to me.
"Three thousand dollars," he said. His eyes fell to my crotch. "And how will you pay off the rest?"
I just stared at him for a long moment, feeling humiliated, mortified. But I steeled myself, and crossed my arms, tugging my top up over my head. My big sweaty tits bounced free and naked on my chest. I tossed my shirt on the desk.
Rudi just stared at my tits for a long moment, his eyes glazing in lust. "Oh, my," he said, his voice barely a whisper. He pushed back in his chair, motioned with his hand. "Come here, Sally."
I closed my eyes a moment, thinking, I can't believe I'm doing this! I'm a whore! I'm selling my body just so I can buy a fucking car! And I'm cheating on Tommy!
But . . . oh, Jesus, that's my car out there, I know it is. I gotta have it, and if I have to fuck a greasy little pig of a man to get it, so be it.
Numbly, I stepped around the desk, getting in between it and Rudi's chair. The greasy little man grinned crookedly, ogling my breasts. He leaned forward and grabbed them roughly, making me flinch and gasp. He breathed out, squeezing, kneading my tits, pinching the nipples with his fingers. Despite my sense of revulsion, my thick pink nips were getting hard.
"Mmm, I'm so glad you wanted to pay this way," Rudi murmured, pulling himself closer. "Uhmmm . . . ."
I winced again as he started sucking one of my nipples, rolling his tongue around it. He moaned constantly, smacking his lips, sucking like a baby trying to get milk. I gasped as I felt a surprisingly aroused charge arc through my body and zap my clit. I hated to admit it, but Rudi's mouth actually felt kind'a good.
I gripped the edge of the desk, breathing in and out heavily through my mouth, keeping my eyes shut as I tried to imagine that it was Brad Pitt or Tom Cruise or Matthew Perry nursing my boobs. But I couldn't ignore the reality that some sweaty, short little used car salesman was sucking my tits.
And doing a pretty damn good job of it, I had to realize. He pulled, sucked, licked, lapped, swirled his tongue around my areolas, kissed and sucked on the undersides of my mounds. His hungry mouth even dug into my arm pits, and I gasped as I realized for the first time that they were an erogenous zone. So distracted as I was by his skilled mouth, I did not realize that Rudi had unzipped my shorts until he shoved them down off my hips.
I gasped again as my shorts fell to my ankles, revealing my bare pussy. I had just a tiny little tuft of brunette hair above my clit, and kept my lips shaved smooth. Rudi certainly seemed to appreciate that as he touched and pried open my moist cunt. My labia bulged out, dark pink and a little wet, my clit thick and swollen in its fleshy hood.
"Oh, my, my," murmured Rudi, pushing back and lowering his head. My nipples were shiny and wet from his mouth.
"Mmmmmaaahhhh . . ." I moaned as Rudi pressed his mouth to my cunt, sucking on my clit like a piece of candy, swirling his tongue around. I felt his tongue slipping between my pink folds, tasting me, probing the entrance to my tunnel. His fingers spread me open, and I automatically parted my thighs, sitting on the edge of his desk. I leaned back on my hands, lifted my legs in the air.
Rudi smiled up at me, his dark eyes as shiny as his greasy hair, and pried my cunt open rudely with his fingers. He stuck out his tongue, then shoved it deep inside my hole. I whimpered, moaned, panted as he did it again and again and again. I had never been tongue-fucked before. Oh, fucking hell it felt good!
Rudi pumped his head back and forth, sliding his tongue deep inside my snatch, rubbing my needy clit with his nose. I started shaking and shuddering, feelingoh so fucking close—
"MMYYEEAAAHHH!!!! I cried out as Rudi covered my cunt with his mouth and sucked hard, his tongue thrashing against my clit. I bucked and trembled as I came, feeling my pussy swell and release a flood of cum that he eagerly sucked down. I heaved, moaning loudly. I hadnever cum while getting my pussy sucked before! Not even when Tina Stratton did it! Oh, Jesus, I couldn't believe how wonderful it felt!
Rudi smacked and slurped and sighed between my legs as he licked out all of my cum. I felt light-headed and drunk, heaving in satisfaction as I looked down at him. Then, suddenly, he was on his feet and I was on my knees before him. His dark slacks fell to the ground, along with red silk boxers, and—
Holy fuck!
A sudden, almost comical thought entered my mind:Now I know why Rudi's so short! All his height went to his dick!
Jutting out from a trimmed nest of jet-black pubes was a long, thick, mighty cock, fully circumcised. It had to be a good nine inches long and about six inches around. His balls were equally huge and heavy, and shaved smooth. The broad dark head was shiny and dripping with pre-cum. I was impressed and turned on by Rudi's immense dick, and lifted my hands to stroke his throbbing staff.
Rudi chuckled as he settled his hands behind my head, pulling me toward his groin. "Open wide, honey," he said.
I stared at his penis as it loomed closer, and automatically – maybe even eagerly – opened my mouth. I moaned as his dick filled my mouth, stretching my lips. His crotch had a thick, manly, musky smell to it, while his cock tasted salty and sweet. Oily pre-cum seeped onto my tongue. I felt every pulse and twitch of his dick against my tongue.



"Oh, yeah, that's it, Sally, suck my cock," he said in a passionate, heavy voice, watching me devour his rod. I had never sucked a dick as big as Rudi's before, had never felt my mouth so filled with cock. It thrilled me, inspired me. I sucked hard, then soft, pumping my mouth for a few strokes, then sucking just around the head while stroking his slick shaft. It wasn't long before Rudi began shaking as his orgasm began to build.
Abruptly, he pushed my mouth of him. I gasped, looking up at his face, saliva dripping from my mouth. He gave me a commanding smile.
"Stand up, baby," he said. "Turn around."
I did as he said, and leaned over the desk, arching my back, sluttishly offering up my treasures to him. I planted my feet wide apart on the floor, and Rudi grabbed my ass cheeks, prying my cunt open with his fingers. I felt the head of his cock nudge against my vagina. I couldn't wait to feel him inside me, fucking me, pounding me, treating me like thenasty filthy whore I was . . . .
"W-wait!" I cried, looking over my shoulder at him. "Don't you have a condom?"
He just sneered at me. "No," he said, then shoved his fat cock up inside my slippery tunnel, making me breathe in sharply. I felt split open, my pussy spasming as his thick dick penetrated me deep. I slapped the desk, panting, breathing hard. Rudi squeezed my ass with one hand, settling the other to my left shoulder as he drove his monster cock all the way inside me. I cried out in both pleasure and apprehension.
Mother fucker!I screamed in my mind. Fucking me without a condom (and fucking me so good)! You get me pregnant, you sweaty piece of shit, and I'll fucking have your ass in court (after I cum all over you a hundred times)!
"Ohh, fuck yeah!" he groaned, pounding my tight little pussy. He slapped his hips to my ass, making me grunt and whimper and pant with each thrust he made inside me. Rudi fucked me hard and fast, digging his fingers into my skin, plunging that incredibly long, thick, fat,oh my God, wonderful, incredible cock inside me over and over and over . . . .
"Uhn! Ah! Oh! Mm! Fuck! Me! Hard!" I couldn't believe the words coming out of my mouth, couldn't believe how hot I was to feel Rudi's stiff pole penetrating me deep.
I all but screamed as I came again, by body shaking and rolling, pushing my hips back against him, wanting him to go as deep as he could . . . oh, God, it hurt when he pounded my cervix, but, Jesus, it felt soGod damned fucking good!
I barely heard his long groan of release, but I sure as hell felt the hot flood of his semen spurting deep within my pussy, filling my womb. I cried out again, my cunt still spasming around his shaft, milking his cock for every drop of cum he had to give. I suddenly realized that I had never,ever, let a guy fuck me without a condom, not even when I gave up my cherry. Rudi's was the first sperm to ever swim in my womb.
Rudi drove up hard inside me one last time, and reached around to grope my tits as he sagged against my back. For several moments, we just stayed like that, panting, recovering. I could feel his mighty cock inside me, his hot thick fluid swirling within me like a whirlpool, oozing out around his penis and over my swollen lips, running down my thighs and dripping to the floor.
Rudi kissed my neck, making me shiver. "We're not done yet, babe," he said, and pushed up. He slipped his dick from my pussy and turned me around. I lowered myself to a squat before him as he pushed down on my shoulders. His half-hard dick was wet and glistening, streaked with pearly lines of semen. I took his cock in my mouth, sucking off our mingled fluid, grimacing slightly at the flavor. At the same time, I felt his sperm pour out of my pussy, making a puddle on the floor.
Rudi took my hands and lifted me to my feet after I had cleaned his cock. My lips sticky with cum, the taste of our mingled cream lingering in my mouth, I followed him as he lead me around the desk to the coffee table. He cleared it off, then had me lay back upon it. How eager I was to do what he wanted! But I figured, Rudi was essentially giving me five hundred bucks to fuck me, and he obviously intended to get his money's worth. I looked up at Rudi in a daze as he settled his penis between my tits.
"Squeeze them tight," he directed, and I obediently complied. I pushed my tits around his dick as he moved back and forth, sighing and grinning in pleasure. But the lack of lubricant started making rug burn between my tits, so I sucked his dick and spit on it now and then to keep it slick. Rudi chuckled, and fucked my tits harder.
It took a little while, which was fine with me since I always enjoyed a good tit-fuck. The head of Rudi's fat cock popped in and out of my mouth as he pumped forward, and I drooled all over him to keep his cock slick. Finally, he started shaking and giving me that pained look that signaled his impending orgasm. He moaned loudly and pushed his dick into my mouth, arching his back as he gripped my head.
"Oh, baby! Here it comes! Suck it, baby!"
He's gonna cum in my mouth! I thought with anxiety. I had only tasted cum once before, and wasn't too crazy about it. I winced at the idea of letting him ejaculate in my mouth, but I sucked his cock hard, wanting to get it over with. I flinched at the first burst of his warm, salty fluid, and almost gagged. But I kept sucking him, drawing out every little bit of sperm from his dick. Rudi stared down at my face with a rapturous look.
"Oh, fuck yeah, baby," he hissed. "Yeah, you like that juice? Swallow it, baby. Swallow for papa."
I gagged again, my mouth swimming with semen. But Rudi's dick in my mouth didn't give me the option of spiting it out. So I squeezed my eyes shut and gulped it all down, gasping around his cock. I almost threw up, but managed to hold down the reflex.
Rudi chuckled. "Good girl," he said, then lifted me up and turned me over. I let out a cry of surprise, little drops of cum falling from my mouth to the coffee table below, as Rudi got me on my hands and knees and shoved his cock back into me from behind.
Oh my God! When's he gonna stop?
***
Rudi finally stopped about an hour later, after drilling me from behind and shooting his load all over my ass and thighs, then fucking me hard with my legs curled back toward my chest. The last time he came, he pulled out and jacked off onto my face, splattering my lips and cheeks and chin with his sauce. Then he had me suck his dick clean.
There was a little bathroom in the trailer, and I took a quick shower to clean up. When I came back out, dripping wet and naked, Rudi looked me over with a satisfied smile and watched as I got dressed. I felt strangely turned on as I pulled up my shorts and tugged my top down. Then I signed the contract, took my keys, and headed out to my Mustang.
That evening, I called up my friends and picked them all up in my new '66 Mustang. They asked me how I had managed to find such a cool car. I just gave them a smile.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," I said.
The following day, I headed over to Tommy's apartment that he shared with another of his fellow frat brothers. Turned out that Tommy had gotten so drunk and stoned the night before he was supposed to pick me up that he simply forgot. I slapped him across the face and told him to never call me again.
***
My baby-blue Mustang served me well all throughout college and even beyond. I loved my first car, and the more I thought about it, the less perturbed I became about the circumstances around which I had come to acquire it. My little Mustang seemed to bring out the slut in me. Every guy I dated, the first time we fucked, we did it in my little 'Baby Blue.' Guys around campus started calling me 'Mustang Sally.'
A year after college, I met Andrew quite by accident – literally. I was on my cell phone, not paying attention, and drove through a red light, smashing into the tail end of a glossy black Porsche. The man who stepped out of the car was handsome, tall, with mixed Hispanic and Caucasian heritage. He was a few years older and was a successful architect. He did not seem perturbed about the damage to his car; indeed, he asked me out to dinner.
I went to bed with Andrew that first night (breaking my own tradition of doing a guy in Baby Blue's well-used front seat), and he proved to be a very satisfying lover. We dated for a few months before he popped the question, and I accepted without hesitation. We were married on the anniversary of our first date, and took a honeymoon in Brazil.
About a year later, I was stopped at a light in my beloved baby-blue Mustang when some asshole who wasn't paying attention slammed into me from behind. My car was shoved out into traffic and hit another car. By the time the world stopped spinning and the fire department cut me out of my car, I realized my 'little baby' was beyond repair. I cried all day at the loss of my beloved Baby Blue.
A couple of weeks later, Andrew took me to a dealership to find me another car. It was one of those massive car lots with the full range of automobiles available, from big trucks and SUVs to little sports cars and economy models. Naturally, I gravitated to the Mustangs and decided that I wanted a particular 2004 baby blue convertible. Andrew chuckled at my choice.
"Well, let's find a salesman," he said.
We headed to the whitewashed trailer in the middle of the lot, and just as we approached the steps,he opened the door and came out.
Even though more than six years had passed, Rudi didn't look a damn bit different. Same dark clothes, same thinning, slicked-backed hair, same confident smirk. Seeing him made my pussy juice as I remembered the monster dick between his legs. Andrew had a nice dick, but it definitely did not measure up to Rudi's python.
"Well, hello, folks!" he said buoyantly, shaking my husband's hand. He gave me a look that told me he remembered me, but focused his attention on Andrew. "What are you looking for today?"
Andrew did most of the talking as I stood beside him, gripping his hand. I couldn't take my eyes off Rudi, remembering that single afternoon of incredible sex, more than six years before. He and my husband talked business, and we all went for a ride in the Mustang. Once we returned, the deal seemed done.
Andrew's cell phone shrilled as we headed to the office, and he gave me an apologetic look as he flipped it open. He listened a few moments, spoke a few words, then snapped it closed. He looked to me with a pained expression. But I spoke before he could.
"Honey, it's okay," I said, knowing Rudi's eyes were on me. "It's your partners, right?"
Andrew nodded, scrunching his lips together. "Honey, I wish I—"
I smiled, gave him a kiss. "Go on, baby," I said. "I'll finish up here."
"You sure?" he asked.
I glanced to Rudi a moment, who smirked back. My clit throbbed. I returned my attention to my husband. "I can handle him," I said softly. I kissed Andrew tenderly, then whispered, "Just be ready for me later."
Andrew grinned, then headed away to his car after shaking Rudi's hand one last time. I watched my husband drive away, then turned back to Rudi, planting my hands on my hips.
"So," I said. "What kind of deal are we making today?"
***
Rudi fucked me and fucked me and fucked me again. Within the little trailer on the lot, he bent me over his desk and sucked me off from behind, then got me to return the favor as he lay back in one of the short-backed leather chairs. I tit-fucked him and sucked his thick, long dick until he spurted in my mouth, and swallowed every creamy, salty-sweet drop. I rode him hard, and he fucked me with my legs curled back until he blasted off twice inside me. I came so hard I was seeing stars.
Afterward, I washed up in the little bathroom, took up my keys, and drove off the lot in my new Mustang. Rudi had knocked off a full thousand dollars on the price of the car. I took that as a compliment.
Still tasting Rudi's spunk in my mouth, I met my husband at home a while later, and took him for a drive in my new car. On a lonely country road, I pulled over, unzipped his slacks, and went down on him. Once he was hard, I crawled over Andrew and eased down on his pole. With some of Rudi's thick cream still inside my pussy, I rode my husband hard and sure until he came inside me. Then we headed back home and fucked all night.
A little over nine months later, I gave birth to our baby girl Stephanie after eighteen hours of labor. Taking after her father, she has light caramel skin and black hair. She is the pride of our lives, and Andrew dotes on her constantly. He is a wonderful father.
I don't think I will ever tell my husband about the blood test. Taken as a matter of course to determine if our daughter is susceptible to certain hereditary conditions that are relatively common among Hispanics, the test, among other things, showed that there was no way Stephanie could be Andrew's daughter.
Only my doctor and I know the truth. And I have sealed his secrecy through periodic blow jobs and tit-fucks. It is a small price to pay, I figure, for keeping my family together.
You can't really blame me, can you?
-finis-
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Every summer growing up, my sister and I would go stay with our Aunt Betty and our cousins Lacey and Michelle. Lacey and I were roughly the same age, with Lacey being about a month younger. We always looked forward to seeing one another, especially once puberty hit and we began getting curious. Over the years following our thirteenth summer, Lacey and I shared a few firsts: our first serious kiss, our first groping.
By the time our sixteenth summer came around, Lacey began half-jokingly telling her friends that her 'boyfriend was coming home.' Our respective mothers thought that our 'relationship was cute,' and my sister Jean (a year and a half older than I) teased me about it all the time. But no one ever really seemed to think Lacey and I would get serious with our curious antics.
Aunt Betty owned a ranch in Kansas, a fairly sprawling tract of land with a spacious house, large barn, and over three hundred acres of rolling hills. Lacey and Michelle were both accomplished riders, Lacey especially. She spent at least a couple of hours nearly every day on the back of a horse. I found myself, once our sexual curiosity really kicked in.
The afternoon of our return to the ranch that summer of my eighteenth year, my sister and I got out of the car with Aunt Betty after she had parked before the house. After the cloistering feel of the city, the fresh air and wide open space of the ranch was welcoming. I really did feel like I was coming home.
"Jeanie! Mark!"
My sister and I looked as fifteen-year-old Michelle came charging from the horse corral toward us, her long blonde hair flying behind her. She leapt into my arms, squeezing me tight, smearing her lips on mine for a moment before jumping down and hugging my sister. I looked around, searching for Lacey, and saw her as she trotted up on her favorite horse, a roan mare named Ellie. She gave me a little smile as she approached, holding onto the reigns of another saddled horse, a spotted grey stud named Hal.
Oh my Goddid Lacey look good! In the nine months since I had last seen her, Lacey had really filled out. She had a sexy, curvy body she showed off in her tight Wranglers and loose pink blouse, which was unbuttoned and tied in a knot just under her mouth-watering 34Cs, revealing quite a bit of sun-bronzed cleavage. Her richly tanned abdomen, flat and toned, was bare, her sun-kissed, freckled face round and beautiful. Her naturally blonde hair fluttered around her face.
"Hey, Markie," she said casually, and tossed me Hal's reigns. I caught them with a grin, gave my sister and Aunt Betty a questioning look.
Aunt Betty laughed, my sister rolled her eyes. Michelle stuck her tongue out at her sister.
"Go ahead, you two," said Betty. "Dinner's in two hours."
"Hey, Mark," said my sister as I climbed up in the saddle, feeling Lacey's eyes on my soccer-player body. "I'm not unloading your suitcase."
I fixed her a look. "I'll get it when we come back." I turned Hal about as Lacey lead her mount away. I watched Lacey's tight, firm ass bounce in the saddle.Damn . . . .
"Mark."
I looked back to Jean. She gave me a knowing look and mouthed the word 'protection.'
That startled me, and I nearly fell off the horse. Neither Michelle nor Aunt Betty had witnessed Jean's message to me. I gave my sister a funny look, even as her lips curled in a knowing smile. Then I followed after Lacey, thinking,did she really just do that?
***
I chased after Lacey, who laughed and giggled euphorically as she spurred her horse on. Lacey was a hell of a better rider than I was, and literally ran circles around me. She smiled, laughed, and more than once, as she passed by, smacked my butt or leg with end of her reigns. Not hard enough to leave a welt, of course; she was just being playful.
"If you catch me, you get a kiss!" she shouted as we rode along a shallow valley between two hills.
A kiss? That was worth risking my neck! So I dug in my heels and slapped the reigns, urging Hal on. His hooves thundered across the ground, digging up clumps of dirt and grass that flew behind us. And wonder of wonders, as we approached the ancient, massive prairie oak Lacey and I had long ago christened Mr. Gnarly, I shot past Lacey, then pulled back on the reigns.
"You let me win!" I said as I turned Hal around and approached Lacey.
My beautiful cousin cocked her head as I came up beside her. "Of course I did, silly," she said. She leaned toward me. "I want that kiss."
I smiled, reached for her, leaning in. Our lips touched, then pressed. Her tongue slipped into my mouth. Her hands fluttered along my arm and settled onto my left leg. My hands went to her back and upper thigh. Mmm, damn, Lacey was a good kisser, a hell of a lot better than any of the city girls I had fooled around with. She sucked sensuously on my lips and tongue, moaning softly all the while.
We finally parted, and I stared at Lacey's sun-kissed face. Damn, not a bit of makeup, and she was absolutely, undeniably, gorgeous. Little button nose, bright hazel-amber eyes, freckles across her cheeks and nose, and those soft pink lips . . . oh, man . . . .
"Miss me?" she asked.
"Of course," I said, as if there was any doubt.
Lacey glanced around, then slid from her saddle to straddle me. I took in a deep breath as her legs wrapped around my hips, her warm crotch pressed against the growing bulge that was stretching down the left leg of my jeans. Lacey glowed, smiling, as she wiggled her butt a little, getting comfortable. Casually, she untied her blouse, letting it fall open, exposing her unnaturally firm, full breasts.
"Miss these?" she asked coyly.
I sighed with arousal, my penis twitching and throbbing against Lacey's thigh. I knew she had to feel it. Her breasts were perfect, as uniformly tanned as the rest of her body, capped with dark pink nipples that jutted out half an inch, with broad, saucer-sized areolas. Immediately, I cupped my cousin's incredible tits.
"Oh, man," I said, and lowered my head. I had waited so long for this! I kissed and licked and sucked the firm flesh, those stiff, warm nipples. Her skin was sweet, a little salty. She tasted better than I remembered.
Lacey moaned, leaning back a little, encouraging me to suck her nipples. Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, leaving her half-naked. I took as much of her tit in my mouth as I could, sucking hard, even biting slightly into her flesh. Lacey had real sensitive nipples, despite the size of her breasts, and she started breathing heavier and more passionately, grinding her crotch against mine. How often had I fantasized about doing this very thing, I wondered?
It did not take long. I knew girls' buttons fairly well, and pushed the right ones on my sweet cousin, gripping and squeezing her ass as I sucked one nipple, then the other, pulling on them with my teeth, flickering my tongue across them. Lacey bucked, moaned, threading her hands through my shoulder-length, wavy black hair. Her crotch humped against mine, and she gasped and shuddered as she came.
"Ohh, Markie . . . oh, yes!" she cried hoarsely, trembling.
I kissed and licked my way up her neck, meeting her lips as Lacey lowered her head. We kissed hungrily, passionately, rolling our bodies together. Hal shifted beneath me, perhaps affected by mine and Lacey's passion.
Lacey pulled back, eyes and face glowing. Her breasts were flushed. She gave me a satisfied smile. "Mmm, God I missed you," she whispered.
I smiled, then chuckled. I caressed her face, smoothing back a few strands of sun-bleached hair from her sweaty forehead. "You're beautiful, Lace," I said. "This is the best welcome-home I could ever ask for."
She gave me a sweet look. "I wish this really was your home," she said. "I wish you really were my boyfriend."
I frowned. "Why can't I be? We're eighteen now. Isn't this what we've been waiting for?"
Lacey touched my nose, then lightly kissed me. "You're my cousin, remember?"
I shrugged. "So? Jerry Lee Lewis married his cousin."
Lacey giggled. "So, you wanna marry me, now?"
I laughed softly. "And if I did?"
Lacey's smile faded slightly, replaced by one of nervous arousal. "Oh, Markie, don't say that," she said. She shuddered, swallowed nervously. "I-I mean, we're cousins . . . ."
I looked down. "I know," I said forlornly. "I wish we weren't."
Lacey cocked her head, nuzzled my lips, tilting my head up. "Hey . . . hey, Markie . . . I still love you. God, I would marry you in a heartbeat if I could."
I looked into her eyes. "You mean that?"
Lacey smiled. "I do."
I smiled, looking her over. God, she was so sexy, naked from the waist up, her bronzed skin, toned body, beautiful blonde hair . . . she put any model or porn star to shame. My eyes returned to her face. "I love you, too, Lace."
We kissed again, deeper and more loving, passionate and more needy. Lacey's hands tugged on my jeans as she sucked on my lips and tongue. I helped her, freeing the button, and sighed when Lacey pulled down my zipper and pushed the denim apart. She dug for my engorged cock, pulling it out. I moaned at the warm, firm grip of her hands as she started stroking my stiff cock.
"Mmm, Markie . . . yeah, I really missed you . . . ."
I chuckled, then sighed as she really began jerking my cock. None of the girls I had been with since the previous summer gave as sensuous a hand job as Lacey. She kept kissing as she rubbed, stroked, caressed my rod. Just as I seemed to know just how to suck her breasts to make her cum, my sweet cousin knew how to masturbate me to get me off.
"Oh, God! Lacey!"
"You gonna cum?" she asked in an excited whimper.
"Yes!" I grunted.
Lacey leaned back with a grin, tilting my cock toward her taut abdomen and cupping her left hand under the head of my straining dick. We both watched as my thick white sperm gushed out, the first shot splattering Lacey's belly. But most of my load pooled thick and warm in Lacey's hand. She cooed and giggled, jerking out every drop of fluid from my dick. I groaned, my cock spasming with pleasure. My entire body tingled.
"Ooo . . . damn, Markie," she said, staring at the glistening pool of cum in her hand. She giggled, looking up to me. She bit her lip. She tugged my dick a little more, her face glowing again. "You've been saving up for me."
I sighed in satisfaction. "Oh, man . . . I've been waiting for that."
Lacey giggled again, then, staring into my eyes, lifted her hand and slipped her tongue out. I watched in amazement as Lacey lapped up the sperm from her hand, moaning softly as she tasted my seed. Her tongue was streaked with semen over and over as she licked it up. She slurped it up hungrily, even sucked her palm and fingers to get it all. She savored the taste of my cream, then swallowed and licked her lips. "Mmm . . . yummy," she said, then smiled sweetly. She returned her hands to my dick, stroking it gently. A last thick bubble oozed to the tip, and she wiped it up with a finger, sucking it off.
I stared at her. I never knew Lacey would be so kinky! "Oh, baby," I breathed.
Lacey grinned. "I've been wanting to do that since last summer," she said. She sucked her lips. "Hmm . . . sticky."
I chuckled, noticed the glob of cum on her abdomen. "You missed some," I said, and scooped up the milky paste with my finger. Lacey kept her eyes on mine as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. I watched in fascination as she sucked my sperm-coated finger clean. She swallowed with an "mmm" sound, then leaned in for a kiss. Her lips were, indeed, sticky. The aroma of cum on her breath turned me on.
Lacey settled her forehead against mine, draping her arms over my shoulders. "Are you still a virgin, Markie?"
I kissed her softly. "Yes."
She smiled. "So am I," she whispered. She pulled back, stared into my eyes. "I don't wanna be able to say that by the time you go back."
I trembled. We had never talked about actually having sex, but I had always wanted Lacey to be my first. "You serious?"
Lacey nodded, biting her lip in arousal. "But we gotta get back, baby," she said. My cousin gave me a sexy smile. "Don't worry, Markie, we got all summer."
***
Satisfied and feeling closer than ever before, Lacey and I rode back to the house. I grabbed my heavy suitcase from the back of Aunt Betty's station wagon and Lacey held my hand, giving me little wistful looks as we went inside. The aroma of chicken fried steak wafted out from the kitchen. Jean was in the living room, talking on the phone to one of her boyfriends back home. Michelle was laying on her stomach on the floor, watching afternoon cartoons on the TV. She looked up as Lacey and I came through the door.
"Hey, Lacey, cousin Mark," she said, and gave us a suspicious look. "What haveyou two been doing?"
Lacey rolled her eyes. "Shut up, Mickie," she said. She gave me an almost apologetic look. But I just dismissed Michelle's words. For years, it had been a running joke that Lacey and I were 'summer lovers,' but I always assumed no one everreally thought my cousin and I had become intimate in any way. Still, I remembered Jean's suggestion of using protection . . . .
Lacey took me up to my room. Aunt Betty had a big house, with five bedrooms. Two of them were always set up as guest rooms, allowing Jean and I to have our own accommodations. I set my suitcase on the floor by the bed, and turned to my cousin. Lacey kissed me deeply, pushing me back onto the bed for a moment.
"I want you, Markie," she whispered heatedly, staring down hungrily into my eyes. "I've been saving myself for you."
I trembled, my cock getting hard again in my jeans. Lacey felt it as she rubbed her crotch against mine. I groped her breasts through her shirt, kissed her deeply. "Oh, Lacey . . . ."
"After dinner," she whispered. "I wanna go to the pond with you. There won't be anyone else around for miles."
I shuddered, staring up into her beautiful eyes. "Y-you wanna . . . I mean, tonight?"
She smiled sweetly, licked her lips contemplatively. "We can't, not yet," she said, then blushed. "I just got on the pill. I have to wait a few weeks, but . . . we can still do some things like what we did today, things we've always wanted to do."
I sighed with relief and arousal. I mean, I wanted Lacey, I wanted to make love to her more than I wanted to breathe. But I was apprehensive and nervous about having sex for the first time. I didn't just want to jump into it. So I was glad that we had to wait.
I smiled, and for a moment, tugged aside her blouse and cupped one of Lacey's nipples with my mouth. My cousin hissed with pleasure. I gave that dark pink nub a hard suck, then eased back.
"I can't wait," I said.
***
Dinner was a time for us all to get caught up on the events of the previous nine months. Jean went on and on about her two 'best boyfriends,' Kevin and Rick, trying to decide which one she wanted to be with. Michelle proudly shared the news that she was on the academic decathlon team at her high school. Lacey, who had just graduated high school – as had I – was nervous about going away to college.
"I still wanna be a veterinarian," she said. "I'm just kind'a scared about going away."
"Hey, it's no big deal," said Jean. "College is a lot of fun."
"Yeah, but, I'm gonna have to move away," she lamented. She looked to my sister. "You didn't have to leave home to go to school. I do."
Jean nodded sheepishly. "Yeah, that's true," she said. Her eyes flickered between our cousin and me. "So, uh . . . you have a boyfriend, Lacey?"
Michelle suddenly laughed. "Yeah, he's sitting right next to her!" she said, her dark brown eyes shining as she looked at me.
Lacey blushed deeply, and I felt a little warmth in my cheeks.
"Okay, that's enough, Mickie," said Aunt Betty. But I caught a look in her eye, even as she smiled, that suggested she thought the same thing as her youngest daughter. And I suddenly wondered if that smile meant she had no problem with Lacey and I being as close as everyone evidently thought we were.
Lacey and I shared conspiratorial smiles. I couldn't wait to get to the pond and be alone with her.
After dinner, we all had some of Aunt Betty's homemade rhubarb pie – two-time winner for best in the county, I might add – and watched a little TV as the sun went down. Betty broke out the Trivial Pursuit game from the closet.
"Who wants to play?" she asked with a smile. Jean and Michelle eagerly got down on the floor with Aunt Betty, but Lacey and I held back.
"Um . . . we're going for a ride," said Lacey, taking my hand. "Is that okay, Mom?"
Betty seemed to hesitate a moment, then nodded. "Sure, baby," she said affectionately. "Just be careful, okay?" It seemed to me that her words conveyed more meaning than simply warning of the dangers of riding at night.
Lacey blushed slightly. "We will," she said, then tugged on my hand, leading me to the door. Jean uncurled her legs and got up, following us. Lacey noticed, and gave me a nervous look.
"Um, I'll go get Ellie and Hal ready," she said, then slipped out the door. I watched after her, admiring her perfect ass. I tried to control my arousal.
"Mark."
I looked back to my sister and sighed. "Jean, don't start," I said.
My sister just smiled, glanced back over her shoulder to the living room. Aunt Betty and Michelle were busy getting the game ready. Jean looked back to me, brushing back a strand of long brown hair. She pulled her hand from her pocket, even as she grabbed one of my own, and settled a small plastic package in my palm.
"Just in case," she said, then gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. She spun away, heading back to the living room. "Okay! Who wants to get their butt kicked?"
I peripherally listened as Michelle and Aunt Betty responded to my sister's challenge, glancing down at what my sister had given me.
A condom.
I swallowed nervously, and quickly stuffed the package in my pocket. Feeling both embarrassed and anxious, I opened the door and stepped out.
***
It took about fifteen minutes or so to reach the pond. Flanked by elms and poplars, the pool was like an oasis between two hills, bordering the fence line of the ranch's property. The moon was rising when Lacey and I reared in the horses and slipped down from the saddle. We slapped the reigns around a low-hanging branch of one of the trees, giving Ellie and Hal room to graze on the grass and moss around the trunk.
Lacey gave me a nervously excited look as she took my hand and lead me to the pond. It was shallow, no more than three feet deep in the center, and about thirty feet across. The cool water reflected the moon above, and the entire glade seemed to glow ethereally.
At the edge of the pond, my cousin turned to face me. Without a word, we kissed softly and lovingly, our hands wandering. Like it was the most natural thing in the world, we began peeling off each other's clothes. Lips caressed naked skin as it was revealed, and Lacey sighed as I gently suckled her breasts once more. Jeans and shirts fell to the ground, then finally, underwear.
I had never seen Lacey naked, and took in a deep breath as she was totally revealed to me. She had such a tiny waist, which made her hips look sexy and voluptuous. Her blonde pubic mound was naturally sparse, and she trimmed only barely. The golden, wispy hairs above and around her sex seemed to vanish in the pale light reflected off the water.
Lacey trembled before me, as nervous as I. But she slid her fingers around my thick, engorged penis, tugging gently as we kissed. The sounds of her yearning sighs mingled with the chirps and burbles of unseen forest creatures.
Taking a blanket from her saddle bags, Lacey lead me to a soft patch of grass beside the pool, and spread out the blanket. We kissed some more, staring into each other's eyes. We did not have to say anything as we slowly settled onto our knees on the blanket. I caressed her firm breasts as her hands fluttered along my shaft and swollen balls. Her thumbs smeared pre-cum across the head of my dick while mine rubbed her stiff, swollen nipples.



I carefully lay my cousin back on the blanket, supporting myself over her as our lips remained locked. Lacey breathed hotly in my mouth, and I groaned as she rubbed the head of my dick against her slick, warm pussy.
"Ohh, Markie . . . ."
"Mmmm," I responded, my head spinning. The feel of her moist heat against my penis was incredible. It would be so easy, I knew, to push inside her, to make love to my beautiful cousin the way we wanted to. On instinct, I started pressing against her slick cunt, feeling her lips part around the head of my cock.
"Not yet, baby," she whispered, nervous. "Please."
I sighed, pulled back with some difficulty. I smiled upon Lacey's glowing face. "I . . . I have a condom," I said, somewhat hopefully. My earlier apprehension about having sex had totally vanished, replaced by pure desire and love for my cousin.
Lacey smiled back, cupped my face. "Baby . . . when we do it, when you're finally inside me . . . I don't want anything in the way. Please, Markie, let's wait."
Oh, how could I argue with her? I chuckled softly, kissed her again. "Whatever you want, baby," I said.
Lacey moaned, kissing me back desperately. Suddenly, she pushed against my chest. "Lift up, baby," she whispered. Her eyes flashed with excitement. "I wanna do something."
I pushed up, straightening on my knees, my stiff penis jutting out over Lacey's taut abdomen. The sight of her spread legs, her golden bush framing plump, pink lips . . . oh, Jesus, Lacey had a beautiful pussy! Her thick little clit glistened like a pink pearl at the top of her slightly swollen slit.
Giving me an excited look, Lacey got back on her knees, kissing my lips, then my neck, then my collarbone . . . I trembled as Lacey slowly trailed kisses down my body, licking my chest, swirling her tongue around my little nipples, flicking that stiff muscle down my abdomen. My cock twitched and bobbed as her face moved closer. My sexy cousin flipped her hair back as she got on all fours, arching her back. My God did her tight little ass look incredible!
I looked down at her sexy face, leaning back on my knees as Lacey cupped my balls in her hand, her mouth poised just before the shiny wet head of my penis. She glanced up to me, her cheeks blushed with excitement.
"I-I've never done this before," she said nervously. "So, um . . . bear with me."
I smiled, my heart pounding. I petted her soft blonde hair. The feel of her warm breath on my cock was maddening. God, how many times had I fantasized about her sexy mouth on my dick? "Oh, Lacey . . . you don't have to," I said, even though I was dying to let her suck me.
Lacey grinned. "But I want to," she said, and returned her adoring gaze to my stiff penis. "I really,really want to . . . mmmm . . . ." she moaned as her mouth opened and her lips slid wetly around the head of my penis, gliding down like a warm, moist sheath. Her tongue caressed the underside of my cock, massaging it firmly and pressing it against the roof of her mouth.
I moaned, leaning back more, supporting myself with my hands on the ground behind me. I watched in erotic fascination as Lacey went down on me, sucking sensuously but firmly. Her brow furrowed as she tasted a cock for the first time, as it filled her mouth. Her cheeks drew in, wrapping my dick in an envelope of hot sucking flesh. I shuddered in pleasure.
"Oh-h,God, Lacey!" I exclaimed. "That feels so good!"
"Mm-hmm," she moaned in response, sucking back and forth. I winced slightly as I felt her teeth scrape along my shaft, but Lacey shifted, adjusting her lip-lock on my dick, and was soon plunging smoothly up and down on my rod. I felt nothing but firm, wet warmth, the insistent push-pull of her mouth. The wet sounds she made were just audible above the crickets and bull frogs.
And I wondered:Did Adam feel this good when Eve gave him the first blow job in the Garden of Eden?
Lacey's sucking became more and more urgent, her excited whimpers louder. Her body writhed and rolled, her sweet firm ass moving in tight little circles as if she was getting fucked by the Invisible Man. Her fingers curled beneath my swollen balls, tickling them, lightly squeezing. The expression on her face was one of glorious bliss as she worked as much of my cock in her mouth as she could, about half my length. Her lips glistened wetly, her mouth dripping saliva from the corners.
I luxuriated in the most incredible sensation I had ever experienced, letting Lacey bring me closer and closer to orgasm. Her moans of "mmm, mmm, mmm!" only increased my pleasure. And I was getting so close, oh, God, so fucking close . . . .
I heard the horses snorting, they way they do when startled. I looked toward them, seeing their shadowy outlines beneath the tree boughs. And for a moment, there was an unmistakably feminine figure, standing between two trees. By her height and long hair, I knew it was my sister. Then, swiftly, she melted against the trees.
My heart palpitated.Oh, shit! She caught us! Jean caught us!

Then why isn't she doing anything? Why is she just watching?
Lacey slurped her wet mouth from my cock. I looked back to her, saw the wondering expression on her face, the way her soft pink lips were shiny and wet and dripping. My cock glistened from her mouth.
"Something wrong?" she asked.
I sighed. Damn, she was so unbelievably sexy! "No, baby," I said, settling a hand behind her head. "Just a rabbit spooking the horses."
Lacey giggled. "I wanna 'spook' you," she said, then engulfed my dick once more, this time staring up at me as she sucked and pulled on my cock. Oh, God, that was so sexy, staring into her eyes, watching her incomparable mouth wrapped around my dick, sliding back and forth . . . .
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Lacey!"
My cousin murmured excitedly, sucking even harder, her body rolling and writhing as she literally fucked my dick with her mouth. My skin tingled, my body tensed, my cock felt electrified as it pulsed and pumped and sprayed inside Lacey's mouth. I cried out, tilting my head back, watched a bolt of lightning flash across the sky high above as my semen jetted between Lacey's eager lips.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned as she tasted my juice, and kept sucking to get it all. I thrashed, holding out against the intense sensations since they feltoh so fucking good! Lacey pulled and licked, squeezed and stroked, filling her mouth with cream. She smacked her lips, and a little sperm leaked from the corner of her mouth, trickling down to drip off her chin. She trembled, whimpering around my cock, her body shuddering, her sweet round ass shaking and bouncing up and down. The expression on her face was one of uncontrolled enjoyment.
I convulsed, my strength gone, and fell back. Lacey stayed with me, lovingly sucking my spent dick, keeping me in her mouth as I slowly softened. I shuddered with every little movement of her lips and tongue, felt her breathe out through her nose.
Finally, she sucked her mouth off my dick, letting it flop like a newborn calf to my abdomen. I looked down at her face, saw her eyes closed as she licked her lips, savoring the load of cum that swirled in her mouth. Then she swallowed her mouthful of semen and breathed out, her lips trembling. "Uhn," she emitted faintly. "Oh, God . . . ." She returned her mouth to my crotch, licking up and down my half-hard cock, mouthing and kissing my balls.
My head fell back as I panted, recovering. I blinked, staring up at the stars through the leaves and branches above us. I felt so relaxed, so satisfied . . . .
Lacey crawled up over me, planting hungry kisses on my abdomen, chest, neck, and face. She mashed her lips against mine, driving her tongue into my mouth as she settled atop me, pressing her steamy, wet pussy against my cock. Holy shit, was she always that wet?
She lifted her head, staring at my face. Her freckles seemed more pronounced, or maybe it was because of the deep blush of her cheeks. The little trickle of semen still glistened from the corner of her mouth to her chin as she smiled upon me, amber-hazel eyes glowing.
"I guess you liked that," she whispered, then giggled softly.
I laughed with euphoria, made an effort to wrap my arms around her. "Oh, baby . . . I fucking loved that," I said earnestly.
Lacey grinned, bit her little pink tongue. "Guess what?"
"What?" I asked, brushing her lovely blonde hair with my fingers.
"I came, too," she said. "Right when you started squirting. Can you believe that? I wasn't even touching myself or anything, and I got off, too!"
I gave her a surprised look. "Really?"
She nodded, still grinning. "God, that was so hot!" she exclaimed. "I mean, I couldfeel it, right before you started cumming! It got all thick and really hard in my mouth, and then . . .sploosh!" She giggled. She breathed in deeply, then out, giving me a sultry look. "I wanna do it again."
I chuckled. "Might have to wait a little while," I said.
Lacey's sexy eyes burned. "Uh-uhn," she said, then slid down my body. She lifted my soft cock, licked all around it. She stared up at my face as I watched her. "Idare you to not get hard," she whispered.
I groaned, watching my cousin's talented, eager pink tongue lapping at my cock, her lips kissing and sliding up and down the sides. Despite my recent orgasm, I was, indeed, getting hard again. Lacey squealed with glee and started sucking me again.
Oh, God, she's incredible! I thought, settling my hands on her head, turned on immensely as she bobbed up and down, sucking hungrily. Lacey, apparently, had suddenly become addicted to giving head. She sure had a natural talent for it.
And I sure as hell didn't mind letting her satisfy her hunger with me.
***
"Oh, God! Please stop! Stop!" I grunted, my cock burning in Lacey's mouth.
I heard my sexy cousin laugh softly, punctuated as she swallowed my cum yet again. She crawled up beside me, laying down with her head on my shoulder, her hand stroking my chest, her left leg draped over my thighs. She idly wiped the corners of her mouth, sucked her fingers clean.
"You okay, baby?" she asked me sweetly.
I huffed for a few moments, seeing stars. "I-I think . . . f-four times . . . is enough . . . for one night."
Lacey giggled. She pushed up and a look of compassion passed over her sweet face. "I hope I didn't hurt you," she said.
I laughed, stroked her body. "No way, baby," I said. "I just . . . well, you sucked me dry."
She laughed. "And I had a lot of fun doing it," she said.
I smiled, kissed her tenderly. My head fell back. I was all but exhausted. "God damn . . . four times . . . ."
"Oh, baby, I'm sorry," said Lacey, touching my face and giving me an apologetic look. "I just couldn't help myself."
I smiled up at her angelic face. "Hey, don't get me wrong," I said. "Long as I can keep getting it up, you can keep doing that."
"Yeah?" Lacey glanced down to my penis, and her hand cupped my balls. "So, uh—"
"I wanna eat you," I said, interrupting her.
Lacey snapped her head back, her cheeks coloring instantly. Her eyes softened with arousal, and she bit her lip. She suddenly smothered my mouth with hers, kissing me deeply, digging with her tongue. She moaned into my mouth.
"Come on, baby," I whispered, breaking the kiss. "Come up here."
Lacey giggled girlishly, and crawled up my body. I watched her soft, blonde-haired pussy as she swung her lean leg over me. Her plump vagina was swollen and wet, her clit bright pink. I licked my lips in anticipation.
"Wait," said Lacey, and moved her leg back over me. She turned around, straddling my head as she got in a sixty-nine over me. "Just in case you get hard again."
I chuckled, looked up at my cousin's beautiful, hairy blonde cunt. Her tight, firm little ass cheeks were spread apart by the way she leaned over me. A shaft of moonlight seemed to land right on her perfect ass, completely illuminating her tight, puckered pink anus and swollen, equally pink pussy lips. I slipped my arms around her slender thighs, pried her pussy open with my fingers. Damn, she was so wet! I inhaled the strong, sweet, tangy aroma of her pussy.
Lacey whimpered in anticipation as I licked her inner thighs. I felt the soft hairs of her furry lips against my cheek as I got closer and closer. I pulled her open even more, eyeing her glistening, dripping pink. I moaned in arousal.
Lacey gasped, and whimpered loudly, her body shaking as I lifted my head and sucked as much of her dewy, slick pussy flesh in my mouth as I could. Oh, God! She tasted incredible! I sucked and slurped, pulling on her lips with mine, sliding my tongue as deep in her tunnel as it could go and rubbing her tight little asshole with my nose.
"Oh, Markie!" she gasped, grabbing my cock. "Oh, baby! Mmmm . . . ." Her moans became muffled as she stuffed my dick back in her mouth, sucking almost the entire thing since I was soft.
Lacey rolled her hips, grinding her increasingly wet snatch against my mouth as I sucked and licked and tongued her. I couldn't get enough of Lacey's pussy, and felt as addicted to her flavor as she was to mine. I sought out her clit with my tongue, slashed at it with my tongue. Lacey convulsed, gasping around her mouthful of dick.
I kept it up, licking, sucking, pulling, pushing, squeezing her ass with my hands and even massaging her asshole with my fingertips. A few times, I even licked up to her anus and rimmed her a few moments. Lacey rumbled around my cock.
She got off like a firecracker after maybe a handful of minutes, her pussy twitching and spurting and gushing in my mouth. I sucked out her cum eagerly, swallowing it down. Lacey slurped her wet, dripping mouth from my dick and cried out, gasping loudly through her orgasm. And I didn't stop.
Lacey came again and again as I sucked her heavenly pussy. I loved the way she writhed and rolled and whimpered when she came, and the taste of her rich fluid inundated my senses. She was all I could taste and smell. I was so turned on by her repeated orgasms that my cock stiffened once more in her grasp.
Lacey masturbated me furiously, licking the head as she shuddered over and over with her own pleasure. My own orgasm came over me before I knew it, and I moaned into Lacey's pussy as I erupted. Lacey giggled and gasped, pressed her mouth to the head of my dick and rubbed my spurting penis all over her face. Then she took me back in her mouth, sucking me lovingly and tenderly until I was soft.
We lay still a while, with me kissing her adorable cunt, Lacey mouthing my soft cock. Finally, she rolled off me and we both sat up.
We looked at each other. Lacey had streams and rivulets of cum dripping down her face, with a thick dollop of it on her nose, her mouth smeared with the stuff. I suddenly laughed. God, she looked so hot, yet so fucking cute!
"You're all wet!" she exclaimed, touching my chin. "Did I really juice that much?"
I touched my face, realizing my cheeks and chin were slick with Lacey's fragrant cum. "Me? What about you?"
Lacey giggled. "Is it all over the place?" she asked, crossing her eyes to look at the glob of sperm on her nose. She laughed.
"I wish I had a camera," I said, watching cum drip from her chin to her gravity-defying breasts.
Lacey's eyes flashed. "We'll take pictures some other time, baby," she said. She licked her lips, then wiped her nose and sucked her fingers. "We got all summer."
I eyed the pond. "Maybe we should clean up," I said.
Lacey smiled demurely. "What time is it?"
I checked my watch. "Damn. It's after eleven. We've been out here almost three hours."
Lacey bit her lip, looked a little disappointed. "We should probably head back," she said, and pouted.
I nodded reluctantly. "Yeah."
Lacey took my hand, and we got up, stepping into the pool. The bottom was muddy and soft, but the water was relatively clean. Lacey and I washed each other's bodies and faces, then climbed back onto the blanket. We cleaned the gooey mud off our feet with the blanket, then got dressed. Leaning against each other, feeling so totally satisfied, we walked back to the horses and climbed into the saddles.
I didn't tell Lacey, but I noticed the evidence of another horse that had been tethered to a tree at the very edge of the little grove.
I wondered how long my sister had watched us.
***
I wasn't much of a smoker; I usually only lit up when with some of my buddies and we had scored a case of beer through 'Uncle Charlie.' But, after the night's activities with Lacey, I really felt like I needed one. So, with the house dark and Lacey taking a 'real' shower upstairs, I stole out on the large back porch, took out my pack, and lit a cigarette. I exhaled with satisfaction into the still night air.
"Want some company?"
I was startled by the voice, and almost dropped my smoke. I looked to see my sister, clad in little blue shorts and a black tank-top, closing the door behind her. She gave me an impish smile.
"Uh . . . sure," I said.
"Got another one?" asked Jean, stepping up to me.
I blinked, then took out a cigarette, lit it for her. My sister was tall, taller than me, even, standing almost six feet without shoes on. She had a slender, athletic build gained from years of playing high school and college basketball, and long, wavy black hair. I always figured that Jean, with her attractive face and slender body, was destined to be a model.
"You guys have a, uh, a nice ride?" she asked cagily, looking out over the prairie.
I studied her face a moment, then chuckled and pulled on my cigarette. "Cut it out, Jeanie," I said. "I know you were watching."
She blushed. "I . . . I didn't mean to," she said, glancing to me sheepishly.
"Oh, really?" I asked challengingly.
Her blush deepened. "Look, Mark," she said. "Lacey's your cousin. No matter what you feel toward each other—"
"Yeah, I know," I said. My heart sank. "I know."
Jean didn't say anything for several minutes as we smoked in silence. She slipped her arm around me.
"I love you, bro," she said at last. "You know I do. Maybe we've had our fights in the past, but I still love you."
I nodded. "I love you, too," I said. I looked to her. "And I love Lacey. I really do."
My sister gave me a sympathetic look. "I know you do," she said. She flicked her cigarette, then headed to the door. She suddenly laughed softly.
"God damn, bro," she said. "Four times?"
I chuckled. "Five, actually."
Jean rolled her eyes, but she was still smiling. "My brother, the stud," she breathed out, then headed inside.
***
Lacey and I, as always, were inseparable. We would ride into town like Old West gunfighters, tethering Ellie and Hal outside the convenience store, the arcade, the grocery mart. Everyone knew us in the small town, and no one batted an eye as my cousin and I held hands and occasionally kissed. We had always been like that. We bought each other little trinkets, such as leather wrist bands with polished steel emblems on them, a straw cowboy hat for Lacey and a spur-like keychain for me.
We both got matching T-shirts that read 'Riders Do It In The Saddle' and changed into them right there in the store. Lacey gave me a look of arousal as her breasts were so publicly bared before pulling the shirt down over them. But there was no one else in the little store except the clerk, who was immersed in the latest edition ofHot Rod magazine.
Almost every single day, Lacey and I found ways to satisfy our passions. The hills were alive with the sounds of passion as Lacey and I sucked and stroked and fingered each other to numerous orgasms. My cousin, it seemed, had become a literal addict to the taste of my semen. I had no trouble feeding her as much as she wanted, even if it was four or five times a day.



While Aunt Betty and Michelle seemed to think that Lacey and I were just continuing our 'innocent' relationship, doing nothing more than kissing and holding one another, Jean knew the truth. But she seemed to approve for the most part, although she evidenced some worry about what would happen once the summer ended.
"You know she's going away to school, Mark," Jean said one afternoon as we did our chores around the ranch. We were in the barn, with me stripped to the waist, sweating profusely as I tossed bales of hay into the bin for the horses, Jean sweeping the hardwood floor. "She's gonna meet other guys."
"I know," I said sourly.
"And if she gets that internship at the zoo, Lacey won't be able to get away next summer—"
"I know!" I shouted at my sister, hurling another bale. She stared at me, startled by my outburst. She stopped sweeping and straightened up.
I sighed, shoulders sagging. "I'm sorry," I said. "I didn't mean—"
"Mark, it's okay," she said soothingly. "You really are in love with each other, huh?"
I gritted my teeth, cracked my knuckles through the thick canvas gloves I wore. "I don't wanna think about that right now," I said. I gave my sister a heartfelt look. "Look, as far as I'm concerned, nothing matters but this summer. Fall's not here yet. Don't ruin this for me, Jeanie. Just let us be happy, and when . . . when August comes and we have to leave . . . I'll say good bye. But don't make me think about it now."
My sister slowly smiled. She actually looked embarrassed, or maybe even a little jealous. She nodded. "Okay," she said simply.
***
That night, Lacey gave me anxious looks as she took me by the hand and walked me toward the barn. All throughout dinner, she had been staring at me, and I at her. We both knew that the 'waiting period' for her birth control had ended. She had marked the date on the calendar in her room, and we had both been counting down the days.
Everyone else was in the house, watching TV. Aunt Betty's boyfriend, a tall, muscular guy who had been a ranch hand, was over, commanding her attention, Jean was on her cell-phone with Kevin, and Michelle was busy watching her favorite animated movie. No one seemed to notice when Lacey and I slipped away.
The sixteen horses in the barn snorted and whinnied as we stepped through the little entrance beside the big barn doors, but Lacey shushed them. Giving me an anxious look, she climbed up the ladder to the hay loft. I followed her awe-inspiring ass as I climbed up after her.
We fell onto a soft bed of hay, kissing, groping, touching. Our clothes seemed to disappear on their own, leaving us both naked. I sucked on Lacey's firm breasts as she sighed in pleasure, stroking my rigid cock. I slipped my hand between her thighs, probing her slick pussy (I noticed she had trimmed her pubes, shaving her lips and sculpting her honey-colored bush to a triangle) as I licked and nibbled her stiff nipples. Lacey gasped and whimpered as she gushed all over my fingers, crying out my name.
She pushed me back, then went down on me, sucking hard on my stiff penis, getting it slick and ready. She moaned around my cock as I fingered her juicy cunt. She finally slipped her wet mouth from my dick and glared up at me.
"Make love to me, Markie," she whispered.
Lacey lay back on the hay, gazing up at me with a loving, nervous expression as I settled between her legs. I kissed her neck, her cheeks, her soft lips, pressing the head of my cock against her dripping pussy. She lightly scratched my chest, stared up into my face.
"I know it's gonna hurt, Markie," she whispered. "But no matter what, don't stop. Please, okay? Don't stop."
I smiled. "I won't," I said. "I promise."
Lacey murmured as I kissed her again, then let out a small, faint grunt as I slowly penetrated her. I gasped at the heat of her, the incredibly tight fit of her virgin tunnel. Oh, God! It felt even better than I thought it would!
Lacey huffed, held her breath, staring at my face as she grimaced. I worked back and forth, giving my sweet cousin a little more of my length on each thrust, until I felt something stopping me. It was soft, yielding, like wet cotton. I paused, looked down at her.
"I love you, Lacey," I whispered.
She nodded, looking both fearful and aroused at the same time. "I love you, Mark," she said, her face contorting as tears leaked from her eyes. "Oh, God, I love you so mu-AHHHH!!!"
Lacey convulsed, crying out as I stabbed my cock all the way inside her, tearing through the membrane that kept her pure. I shuddered with the heat and sucking motions of Lacey's sweet pussy as we both lost our virginities at the same time. Lacey shook under me, reflexively pushing against my chest, her legs kicking in the air. She gasped, cried, her eyes wide open and staring at the rafters.
"Oh, G-o-o-od," she whimpered, then closed her eyes, tears streaming from her eyes to soak into her hair.
I was lost in my own world, moving back and forth inside her –inside her! – relishing the rippling, pulling motions of her vaginal muscles as they pulled on my cock. I groaned in pleasure. I slid slowly in and out of her wet tunnel, looking down at her bulging vulvae as they were wrapped around my thrusting cock. I trembled at the sight.
"Markie," said my cousin, making me look at her. She was smiling. "It doesn't hurt anymore."
"It doesn't?" I asked dumbly.
She shook her head. "Oh, Jesus Christ, it feels so good . . . ."
I grinned, and Lacey and I laughed together, sharing our joy. We kissed deeply, and I kept pushing in and out of her tight little pussy. She wrapped her arms around my neck, moaning into my mouth. She rolled her hips, fucking me back, making love to me as earnestly as I made love to her.
After a while, Lacey started breathing rapidly and shallowly, her breasts bouncing as I buried myself again and again inside her. My cousin clutched me, digging her fingertips into my cheeks – damn, was I glad she trimmed her nails! – and howled long and loudly as she came. Her pussy spasmed and clamped down tightly on my thrusting rod, squeezing so hard I thought she might actually pinch it off. I winced, shaking over her, staring into Lacey's orgasmic, beautiful face. Her fluid spurted around my dick, saturating her inner thighs and cheeks.
She finally came back down, and before I knew it, she had rolled me over, keeping my cock inside her. She curled her legs up until she was in a squat over me, and braced her hands on my chest as she fucked me. She pumped up and down, tossing her head about, her long blonde hair flying around her face. She gave me feral, almost desperate looks as she smacked her tight, wet ass to my crotch again and again and again.
"Cum, baby!" she hissed, fucking me with abandon. "Cum for me, Markie! Cum inside me! Oh, God YYYEEEAAHHHH!!!!"
Lacey threw her head back and literally screamed in release as she came with her most volcanic orgasm ever. I was so overcome, so incredibly turned on. I squeezed her perfect ass, drove my cock as deep inside Lacey's spasming pussy as it could go, and groaned as I came.
Lacey stared at me with a wide-eyed expression as my thick surges of sperm rocketed from my cock to fill her womb. She pumped up and down, gasping and moaning, milking my dick with her pussy. "Oh my God! Oh my God! I can feel it! I feel it, baby! Uhnnnn . . . ."
I grunted, panting with my exertions, my vision going blurry. My dick burned inside my cousin's hot, sucking pussy. I slapped my hands to her hips and pushed her down, keeping my dick shoved all the way inside her. Lacey and I quaked together, and we both sighed in satisfaction.
She fell atop me, panting as she recovered. I lifted heavy hands and stroked her hair, her sleek, toned body. My penis slowly softened inside her.
Lacey kissed my neck, breathing hotly. "Oh, God, baby . . . oh, Markie, I love you so much . . . ."
I murmured, kissed her shoulder. "I love you, too," I managed to say.
***
We awoke a little while later, and Lacey finally pulled herself off me. We both watched, with Lacey giggling, as our mingled cum dribbled out of her pussy, soaking into the hay. Lacey wiped some up with her fingers, sucked them clean.
"Mmm," she moaned, staring at me. She gave me an impish look. "Wanna go again?"
I chuckled, and threw Lacey onto her back. She cooed as I went down on her. I had to admit that our cum tasted good, mixed together in the burning cauldron of her pussy. I licked and sucked Lacey' quivering clit until she climaxed again, then moved up over her and shared the sticky treat as I invaded her once more.
Lacey and I made love all night. She begged me to take her from behind, and I don't think I could ever see a more beautiful sight than my sexy cousin on her hands and knees, her firm cheeks barely shaking as I slapped my hips to hers, driving again and again into her eager cunt.
I came three more times that night, once more in her sweet sucking pussy, once all over her tight little ass, and once in her mouth when she urged me to pull out from her sopping pussy and straddle her chest. She wrapped her breasts around me and sucked on the pussy-flavored head of my dick until I erupted between her lips, and she swallowed my load with contented moans.
We fell asleep for the night in the hay loft, our sweaty bodies entwined, kissing and murmuring our love for one another. I knew I would never be in love with any woman as much as I was with my own cousin.
***
In hindsight, it is obvious to me that Aunt Betty, Michelle, and even my mother understood what had happened between Lacey and I that summer. But no one ever said anything about it. Perhaps, if Lacey and I had not reluctantly agreed to go our separate ways at summer's end, they might have voiced their concerns. But Lacey and I understood that, no matter how much we loved each other, our relationship could not go beyond the bliss we had experienced over those three wonderful months.
That last day of summer, just a week before I was to go away to my East Coast college and Lacey to hers, we shared one last, passionate afternoon, making love in the hay loft of the barn once more. I was surprised and aroused beyond words when Lacey got on her hands and knees and offered me a bottle of lubricant.
Oh, Jesus! How incredible it felt to penetrate her ass! Lacey winced a little at first, and grimaced at the discomfort, but once my cock was sliding back and forth between her cheeks, delving deep in her rectum, Lacey really got into it and all but slammed her ass back against me, crying out as she fingered her pussy and came again and again. The sight of her tight little anus stretched around my thrusting cock spurred me on, and I fucked her as deeply as I could before finally ejaculating in her burning bowels.
Afterward, we gave each other passionate kisses as we lay together. The looks we shared said more about how much we loved each other than words could ever express.
Lacey and I kept in touch when we went away to college, but the letters, and later, email, became less and less frequent as the years wore on. I dated several women, and was even engaged at one point before breaking it off when I realized she had cheated on me.
None of the women I dated seemed to compare to my sexy cousin. I hated the fact that the perfect woman for me was the one woman I could not have.
***
I'll never forget the pain I felt in my heart when Lacey sent out her wedding announcement. But I had to respect my cousin for the woman she was, and sent her my blessings.
I almost did not go the wedding, but realized that I had to. As much as I loved Lacey, I could not insult her with my absence on the day that she gave herself to her husband. And I had to admit that Jeff was a nice guy. He was honest, humble, and treated Lacey like a princess.
"He reminds me of you," she said that afternoon, when I came to see her in the little ready room of the church. Jesus, she looked so beautiful in her wedding gown, like a goddess. Her face glowed; she looked different with makeup on, like a painted doll.
"God, Lacey, I wish—"
She shushed me with a finger to my lips. Her eyes were emotional, and I could tell she was struggling to hold back tears. "I-I know, Markie," she said in a choked voice. She stared into my eyes. "So do I. B-but it has to be th-this way."
I nodded slowly, begrudgingly. "I know."
Lacey stepped up before me, pressing her slender, beautiful body to mine. "I love you, Markie," she whispered, then kissed me deeply. I moaned, kissing her back with as much passion as I could give. Without hesitation, Lacey slid down my body, unzipping my slacks and pulling out my dick. I trembled in pleasure, watching my sexy cousin, on her knees in her wedding dress, blowing my cock less than half an hour before she was to exchange vows with her husband. I held back my moans of pleasure as she eagerly serviced me, sucking hard, then soft, and staring up into my eyes as my cock ejaculated in her mouth. She let my cum bubble between her lips a moment before swallowing it.
Licking her lips, Lacey tucked my dick away and stood, kissing me once more. My hands wandered over her body, sliding up her lean thigh under her dress . . . .
"Don't, Markie," Lacey said, stepping back with a painful, apologetic look. "Please. Because you know I want you so much . . . ."
I forced myself to stop, and nodded reluctantly. A blow job would have to do, I figured. I smiled, accepting that the future I always wanted with my cousin was not to be. "Fix your makeup," I said. "Your . . . husband's waiting."
***
I got pretty drunk at the reception, but not so drunk that I couldn't seduce Jessica Watson, one of my cousin's hot little bridesmaids after Lacey and her new husband left to consummate their marriage. I banged the hell out of Jessica, first in my rental car, then in my hotel room. At one point, I called her 'Lacey' as I was shooting my load in her pussy. That pretty much killed the mood for her, and she left.
I graduated college a year later, went in with a friend of mine and started a small distributing firm. We struggled for the first year or so, but eventually began growing and making a profit.
I met Lana at a small business emporium in town, and we hit it off right away. She was a kinky, enthusiastic lover, and reminded me, in many ways, of Lacey. Like my cousin, Lana was a natural blonde, slender and demure, and sexually voracious. Four years younger than I, Lana nevertheless had a good head on her shoulders and a definite eye for business. She became my partner and helped the distributorship grow as we acquired more and more contracts.
Lana and I were married a year after we met. Everyone on both sides of the family showed up, including Lacey and her husband. The reception was hosted at my Uncle Mike's Hyannis Port home, which consisted of a two-story mansion, three acres of land, and even a private dock and a boat house.
At one point, as my new wife – beautiful in her tight little sun dress that showed off her firm breasts and long, killer legs – was talking with my sister and mother, Lacey approached me, leaving her husband with a group of men talking about barbecues, fishing, and football. Lacey looked even more beautiful than on her wedding day. She still had a slender body, her hips still narrow since she had not yet had children, even though she and Jeff had been trying for over a year.
"She's gorgeous, Markie," my cousin said, taking my hands and looking toward my wife. She smiled back at me. "I've talked with her. I like her. She'll be a good wife, I know."
I nodded. "The next best thing to you," I said honestly.
Lacey's eyes dipped. She sniffed, holding back her emotions. "Um . . . can we go for a little walk?"
I nodded. "Sure."
Lacey and I wandered around our uncle's property (Mike was Aunt Betty's brother), talking casually. She told me about the veterinarian practice she had joined with, shared a few anecdotes with me. I told her about how Lana and I met, about how the company was doing. Lacey commended me on my success.
Somehow, we ended up in the boat house. There was no one else in the building, and our seclusion from the outside world allowed our burning passion for one another to surface. We embraced, kissed longingly. My love for Lacey had never diminished, neither had hers for me.
I know I should have felt guilty for making love to Lacey on the day that I married my wife, but I didn't. Our clothes seemed to melt away as Lacey and I fell into one of the moored boats, and it rocked back and forth on the water as we made love. Lacey was just as hot and tight as I remembered, and she cried out in orgasm as she bounced atop me in reverse-cowgirl, impaling herself on my cock over and over. She urged me to cum inside her, then spun around and sucked our fluid off my dick.
We made love tenderly and passionately over the course of the following hour or so. I held her legs apart as I pounded away inside her, unloading once more in her eager womb. She passionately licked my cock clean as I lapped at her oozing pussy in a sixty-nine atop the boat's prow. We sucked each other until we came at the same time, Lacey gratefully gulping down my seed as I spurted in her mouth. Lacey's skill at giving head had grown exponentially; she was even better than my wife.
The boat house, thankfully, had a small bathroom, and Lacey and I cleaned up before heading back to the party. She went back to her husband, and I to my new wife. No one seemed to notice that we had been gone, except my sister. Jean gave Lacey and I a suspicious look as we came back, but said nothing.
I was surprised that night that I was able to get it up twice with Lana.
***
The wedding had been in mid-summer. The following Christmas season, Lana and I accepted an invitation to spend the holidays at my Aunt Betty's. Lana was the adventurous type, and looked forward to spending a couple of weeks in the country. She was itching to have sex outdoors, she told me. Aunt Betty said we could take one of the rooms in her house, while my sister and her husband Kevin would take another one. She casually mentioned that Lacey and Jeff were coming home as well.
It was a late afternoon when Lana and I arrived at the house. Snow was falling on the ground, and we shivered against the cold as I dragged our suitcases up to the house. There were numerous cars parked outside, most of them rental sedans like mine and Lana's.
Everyone was gathered inside, and Aunt Betty met me and my wife at the door with hugs and kisses. She showed us to the living room, where the dozen or so other guests milled about. A big Christmas tree dominated the room, already surrounded by presents for the kids. Michelle came to hug me, showing off her boyfriend. She had grown into a beautiful young woman, I noticed.
I found my sister Jean, gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek, pumped her husband's hand. Jean gave me a strange look and a little smile.
"Lacey's out on the back deck," she said meaningfully.
I blinked. "Um . . . thanks," I said.
Lana, the social butterfly that she was, easily mingled with the others, and let me step away after giving her a loving kiss. I headed to the back deck, opening the door to see Lacey standing alone, her back to me. She turned her head slightly, but she couldn't see me.
"Hi, Lacey," I said.
She smiled, then shuddered. I stood behind her, impulsively pressing my body to hers and kissing the back of her neck. Lacey trembled, breathing out, pushing back against me. But there was something reserved about her response. I got the feeling there was something my cousin wanted to tell me. Then she turned slowly, letting me get a good look at her.
My beautiful cousin's belly was noticeably swollen with pregnancy. She wasn't huge, but her condition could not be hidden no matter what she wore. I thought she looked incredibly beautiful.



I laughed. "Wow," I said. "Um . . . congratulations. Is it a boy or a girl?"
Lacey blushed. She wasn't wearing makeup, and suddenly reminded me of the eighteen-year-old beauty from six and a half years before. She touched her stomach.
"It's a boy," she said. Her beautiful eyes flashed to me. "You wanna feel?"
I smiled, mesmerized by her pregnant belly. I settled my hand on my cousin's firm, rounded stomach. I felt slight motion beneath, and gasped. "Holy shit," I muttered.
Lacey laughed. Her eyes bored into mine. "I-I wanted to tell you," she said. "I-I mean . . . I should have. I'm sorry."
I shook my head. "It's okay," I said. "I've been busy, anyway." I gently smoothed my hand over Lacey's naked belly as she pulled up her loose blouse. "So, uh . . . if I'm your cousin, what's that make me to him? Uncle?"
Lacey laughed, then suddenly cupped my face as her smile drained away. "It makes you 'daddy,'" she whispered, giving me a serious look.
I stared at her for a long moment, my heart suddenly thumping in my chest. "Wh-what?"
Lacey kept her eyes locked on mine. "He's our little boy, Markie," she said in a strained voice. Her eyes moistened with tears. "Yours and mine."
I shuddered, swallowing nervously. "A-are you—"
"Yes," she said, nodding. "When I found out I was pregnant, I asked for a blood test. I didn't tell Jeff. Markie, honey . . . our baby's blood type is the same as yours. I'm carrying your son."
I breathed out, feeling overwhelmed. I leaned against the snow-covered railing, trying to calm myself.
"Markie, it's okay," said Lacey.
I looked to her. "I'll do whatever you want, whatever you need," I said. "I-I'll support you, I promise—"
Lacey suddenly laughed. "Markie, relax," she said. She stepped up beside me, insinuated her face before mine. "I don't want anything from you. You already gave me the one thing I always wanted, and you can't believe how happy I was to find out that I'm having your baby."
I gave her a confused look. "But . . . Jeff . . . what's he gonna think?"
Lacey's eyes dipped. She felt a little ashamed, I knew, just as I did. "Well, in case you haven't noticed, Jeff's tall, dark, and handsome, just like you. However our little boy comes out, no one's gonna know it's not Jeff's."
I was quiet for a long moment. I was going to be a father, but the mother of my first child was not my wife. Still, it all seemed right. Lacey and I had shared so many firsts in our lives . . . why not our first child?
"I'd like to come see him," I said, looking to her.
Lacey's eyes dripped. "Any time you want," she said. "I promise."
I smiled, sniffed. "Jeff will be a good father," I said.
She nodded. "The best," she agreed. "Next to you."
I took my cousin in my arms, hugged her tightly. She shuddered against me, and I held her until her tears stopped flowing. Finally, I let her pull back, and wiped her eyes. Lacey smiled up at me.
"Come on," I said. "Let's go get some egg-nog."
Lacey laughed, squeezed my hand. "Okay, but no rum for me," she said.
***
Lacey's son, whom she insisted on naming Mark Jeffrey Baines, was born on April 3rd of the following year. Lacey and Jeff sent out announcements right way, alerting everyone to the birth of their healthy, eight-pound baby boy.
About a week later, I was checking my private email, and noticed a message from Lacey. No text, no subject, but there was a single attachment, a .jpg image. I clicked on it, and was treated to the sight of a tiny infant in a hospital nursery crib, flailing his chubby little arms and legs about. And superimposed across the bottom of the picture were the words, "Hi, Daddy!"
I couldn't help but cry.My little boy, I thought, and touched the screen.
"Honey?"
Lana's voice jolted me back to reality. I closed the image, logged off the computer, wiped my eyes as my wife stepped into the room. She gave me a quizzical look.
"You okay, honey?"
I nodded, smiling upon her. "You wanna have a baby?"
Lana's features melted, and she swooned. "Oh, honey . . . ."
-finis-
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I was frustrated. I had been dating Sandra for three months, and while she gave it up like a hooker at a Shriner's convention, she absolutely refused to fill her mouth with my dick. She had told me how, one time, she had been all but forced by a friend of her brother's to suck him off. He had been crude and rough and had not warned her when he was about to shoot, making her gag on his spurting load. The experience turned her off so completely that she never wanted to suck another cock for the rest of her life.
Maybe it would not have been such a big deal, since Sandra was a luscious brunette beauty with big natural tits and a tight little honey pot, but I had been spoiled by an orally-addicted former girlfriend who preferred my dick in her mouth to in her pussy. Not that I wanted Sandra to follow in that vein; all I was asking for was the occasional blow job. Not a big deal, right?
But to Sandra, it was a big deal. Big enough that she had gotten upset with me for even mentioning it again, and cut our date short. She didn't even give me a kiss before stomping up the walk to her house.
It was eight-thirty when I headed home. No, wait, I should clarify: it wasonly eight-thirty, on aFriday night. I was morose, despondent, pissed off, and as I already mentioned, frustrated. Not only was I not getting a blow job, but I wasn't getting any pussy, either. And I knew that my buddies were all with their wives or girlfriends, probably getting their share of poontang pie by now.
I got into one of those melancholy moods as I angled my car along the roads toward home. Twenty-three, still in college and with only seventy-two hours under my belt, living at home, waiting tables. I had friends from high school who were well into their careers by that point. Married friends, with kids on the way, homes of their own. Happy friends. Successful friends.
I parked the Dart along the curb before the house, mumbled to myself as I headed up the walk. I jerked open the door, almost slammed it closed. Mom was out of town, as she was every other weekend. She worked for a medical supply company and spent six days a month looking for other markets. Normally, that would have meant bringing Sandra home and letting her stay the night. But not tonight.
I headed to the kitchen, grabbed a beer from my private stash. My eyes narrowed as I realized one of them was gone. "God damn it, Hannah," I cursed under my breath. My kid sister had snaked one of my beers again.Probably to loosen up before she gave it up,I thought sourly.
"Bro?"
I was startled to hear my sister's voice from the living room. It was a Friday night; what the hell was she doing home? Hannah never stayed home on the weekends. Since the liberation of her eighteenth birthday, she had taken advantage of her fully legal status and the svelte, toned body she had been graced with. She had a literal crowd of boy-toys that called her day and night. It seemed she was always on her cell, talking to Ricky, or Joe, or Henry, or Stu, or . . . . I didn't know anyone who got as much action as my own sister.
But, then, I had to admit, she was a hottie. Five-seven, well-tanned, with long, straight, natural blonde hair and a model-gorgeous face, my sister was a stunner. I had seen her in bikinis and had to admit that her tight butt, long, toned legs and perky B-cups were damn near perfect.
I grabbed a brew, frowning. "Hannah?"
I came around from the kitchen, looked into the living room. There she sat, Indian-style on the couch, a bowl of sunflower seeds cradled by her legs. All I could see in the way of clothing was a long white T-shirt. Her hair was dark and damp from a recent shower, and her scrubbed face glowed naturally. Hannah rarely wore makeup beyond some eye shadow and a little mascara, but her total lack of face paint made her look like a sweet little sixteen-year-old.
She gave me a sheepish look, glancing to the open bottle before her on the coffee table. "I took one of your beers, Billy," she said. "Sorry. I was gonna leave a couple'a bucks in the case."
I shrugged. My sister was so sweet, I couldn't be mad at her. "It's no big deal," I said, falling into the big recliner across from the couch. Hannah had one of the cable channels on, showing one of those stupid teen movies. Something about a teen-aged porn star that lives next door to a high school geek.
"You okay, bro?" asked Hannah, cracking sunflower seeds. I could never understand my sister's addiction to the things. They seemed to be too much work for such a little reward. But she devoured them by the pound.
I grunted noncommittally, taking a healthy swig of my beer. I stared at the screen, not really watching the movie.
"I thought you were out with Sandra tonight," she said.
I grumbled, gave her a sidelong look. "What about you? You're never home on a Friday night."
She shrugged casually. "Didn't feel like doing nothing," she said. "I even turned off my phone."
That surprised me. "You without a cell-phone?" I chided.
Hannah rolled her eyes. "I'm not that bad," she complained. She sighed, cracked another sunflower seed. "I just wanted to be alone. Partying every weekend gets kind'a old after a while, you know?"
I pursed my lips, sipped my beer. "I guess," I said. "You want me to go upstairs?"
Hannah's brow furrowed. She was so blonde that her eyebrows were practically invisible. "Why?"
"Well, you said you wanted to be alone," I said.
Hannah cocked her head. "I meant from everyone else," she said. "You're my bro. I like being aroundyou. You don't . . ." she trailed off, scrunching her face as she picked at another seed.
I frowned. Something was bothering my sister. "I don't what?"
She shook her head. "Nothing," she said. She lifted her eyes, sensing that I was looking at her. "Look, I don't wanna talk about it, okay?"
I nodded, feeling a little concern for my kid sister. I respected her as both my sister and a woman, and didn't press the point. "Okay," I said. "Just . . . if you ever wanna talk, I'm here."
Hannah gave me an affectionate smile. "Thanks, Billy. You're so sweet."
I smiled back, and we sat in silence for a while, half-heartedly watching the movie. I was still thinking about Sandra, about how I could have been balls-deep inside her at that very moment, holding her legs wide apart while watching her big tits bounce as I fucked her. But,noooo . . . I had to be a jerk and ask for a blow job when Ifuckingknew she'd rather suck on a broken bottle than my dick.
I was getting hard, thinking about Sandra's luscious, meaty pussy, her little patch of brunette pubes above her clit, her pencil-eraser nipples adorning her firm, globular D-cups.I should have suggested a tit-fuck, I thought, berating myself. She let me do that sometimes, and even licked the head of my cock a little if she got turned on enough.
"But you better not blow your wad on my face, Billy," she would always warn me.
I was thinking I should head up to my room, pop in one of my porn movies and jack off, just to relieve the pressure. But my sister's voice startled me again.
"You guys have a fight or something?" she asked casually.
I jerked my head toward my sister. Hannah's eyes were on me, flickering back up to my face. I thought for a moment that she had been checking out my crotch. The bulge of my dick was pretty obvious in my well-worn jeans.
"What?" I asked.
Hannah chuckled. "You and Sandra," she said. "Hello? Anybody home? You guys have a fight, or what?"
I sighed. "Yeah, kind'a," I said.
"About what?" she continued.
"Nothing," I said.
Hannah snorted. "It's not 'nothing,' if you're sitting here on a Friday night, watching some lame-ass movie with your sister instead of banging Miss Big Tits," she said with casual bluntness.
I gave her a sour look, chugged the rest of my beer. "I need another drink," I groaned, getting up.
"Oh, so now you're gonna get drunk," lamented Hannah as I headed back to the kitchen.
"I'm not gonna get drunk," I called over my shoulder, popping the top off another beer. I took a big gulp from it.Okay, maybe I am, I thought, and grabbed another. "You want another one?"
There was a moment of hesitation before Hannah called back. "Sure, if you're offering," she said, then giggled. "We'll get drunk together."
I went back to the living room with the three beers, plunked one of them down next to my sister's almost-empty bottle. I could not help but glance toward her naked thigh, seeing most of one of her exposed cheeks. I suddenly wondered if my sister was even wearing underwear.
Well, that thought sure as hell didn't help my erection.
I fell back into the recliner, poured beer down my throat. I grimaced at the movie on the TV. "Can we watch something else?"
"Sure," said Hannah, downing the last of her first beer. "Lifetime?"
I gave her a sidelong look. "I was thinkingSci-Fi," I said.
Hannah rolled her eyes. "Please," she groaned, cracking another sunflower seed.
"Well, then what?" I asked, feeling annoyed again. "I'm not watching a chick channel."
My sister huffed, then suddenly smiled mischievously. "Let's order a porno," she suggested, her penny-colored eyes flashing.
I sighed. "I'm not watching a porno with mysister," I said. "Especially when I should be getting laid right now."
Hannah gave me a smirking look. "So why aren't you, Billy? How come Sandra's not bouncing her head in your lap right now?" She added a giggle to her question.
I huffed deeply. "Yeah, right, as if she would even do that in the first place," I grumbled dejectedly.
Hannah frowned, a funny smile on her face. "She doesn't blow you?" she asked casually. "Or, she's, like, one of those girls who does it for ten seconds and says that's enough."
I took in, then let out, a deep, heavy breath, staring at the screen. I gulped my beer. The alcohol was beginning to tingle in my limbs and shoulders.About time, I thought.
"She . . . she's got this thing about giving head," I finally said. "She had a bad experience with it once, and now she doesn't want to do it."
"You go down on her?" asked Hannah, as comfortable with the topic, it seemed, as if we were chatting about music or our classes.
I laughed sharply. "All the time," I said, surprising myself that I was indulging my sister with this topic. I supposed I just needed to get my thoughts off my chest. "It always gets her off, but if I even mention the B-word, she gets all huffy and shit."
Hannah shook her head. "I don't get that," she said. "Like, there's this girl I know, Maria. Won't suck a dick to save her life, but, oh man, you better be ready to lick her cooch. She thinks her mouth's too good to take a wiener in it, but supposedly, her slice is so fine that a guy can'tearn his chance to stick it unless he licks it." She finished her statement with a rueful shake of her head as she popped another sunflower seed in her mouth. "Selfish bitch."
I suddenly laughed at my sister's words. Hannah looked up at me, eyes wide as she stared. Then, she started laughing as well. "What's so funny?" she asked, eyes shining.
I laughed a moment longer, shaking my head. "You," I said. "You look like little Miss Bubbly Cheerleader, but you talk like a guest on Jerry Springer."
Hannah's slender body shook as she laughed, her round little tits bouncing under her shirt. "I always kind'a figured that was a good thing," she said.
I sighed, took a swig of beer. "I mean, I like her and all, but . . . I just can't get past it. I'm starting to feel like a jerk for even wanting her to do that."
"You're not a jerk," my sister said emphatically. "Hell, I wish the guys I go out with were as sweet as you. I see you with Sandra, how you open doors for her and hold her hand and give her roses and shit. And if you're munching her carpet, sheshould return the favor and give you a hummer."
"I wish she thought like that," I lamented.
Hannah was quiet a long moment. "So she doesn't even do it as foreplay?" she asked at last.
I shook my head, watching the stupid movie. "She'll lick it a little – just alittle – if I bang her tits, but that's about it. And she only lets me do that once in a blue moon."
"See, that just doesn't make sense," my sister said. "I mean, if I got a guy doing my tits, I'm sure as hell gonna suck it."
I looked to Hannah, imagining her with a guy straddling her chest and squeezing her firm B-cups around his pumping cock, pushing it into her mouth and feeling her full, soft pink lips wrapped around it . . . the image made my own penis twitch.
"I should have her talk to you," I said, trying to fight down my growing arousal.
Hannah responded quickly. "Hey, I'll show her all the tricks," she said readily. She giggled, then fell silent again for a moment as she cracked open sunflower seeds. "So that's it?" she asked. "She won't blow you? Just 'cause she had one bad experience?"
I nodded. "Pretty much."
"Then Ishould talk to her," she said. "I mean, I've had some good times and some bad times doing suck-jobs. It ain't always hot. Hell, this one guy tried to stuff the whole thing down my throat right away—"
I winced, interrupting my sister. I really did not need to hear details about her cocksucking adventures. "Hannah, please."
Hannah stopped, and I sensed she was staring at me. I turned my head, met her gaze. She had that mischievous smile on her face again. She chuckled softly.
"Damn, it's really that bad, isn't it? You were really looking forward to it, huh? 'Course, it's pretty obvious."
I frowned. "Hey, I'm not selfish," I said defensively.
Hannah laughed again, and she gestured casually with her hand, indicating my crotch. "No, I mean,it's pretty obvious. You've had some serious wood going ever since you got home."
I blushed deeply, and crossed my legs, hiding my bulge. But no matter what I did, the damn thing just wouldn't go away . . . of course, talking about cocksucking and tit-fucking with my pretty sister was not helping matters any.
"Hey, uh, if you need to relieve the pressure, I won't mind if you went up to your room for a little bit and—"
I grimaced. "Hannah!"
"What?" she said, laughing. "Like you don't freakin' jack off every day! I know you do! Hell, I've seen you do it!"
I stared in shock at my kid sister. "What?"
Her body shuddered as she laughed. "You gotta remember to lock your door, bro," she said. "Hell, one time, I just about walked right in on you, and there you were, big dick and all, just pounding away! You didn't even know I was there! God damn, no matter Sandra don't wanna suck you! You'd choke her on that thing!"
I stared, astounded, dumfounded. My own sister had watched me masturbate? I felt my cheeks redden deeply.
"Hey, it ain't no big thing," my sister said, then giggled. "Well, in your case, itis a big thing. Jesus Christ, Billy, how'd you get such a big wiener?"
I fell silent, trying to will the blush of my embarrassment away. It wasn't working.
Hannah giggled again, evidently enjoying the torture she was putting me through. "Hey, Billy, look away a sec," she said abruptly.
"Why?" I asked.
My sister gave me a look. "'Cause . . . I gotta use the bathroom, and . . . ." she trailed off. Now she was blushing.
"And what?"
Hannah huffed. "And I'm not wearing anything, okay? Undies, I mean," she said. "So, just . . . look away."
I breathed in, unable to quell the sense of arousal I felt as I realized that Hannah was, indeed, naked under her shirt. I acquiesced to her request, tilting my head to the wall. I heard Hannah move on the couch, the sound of her bowl of sunflower seeds being placed on the glass-topped coffee table. Then her feet as she padded to the downstairs bathroom.
I turned my head back, looking over my shoulder as Hannah disappeared around the corner of the hall. Her long shirt barely graced the bottoms of her firm cheeks. My cock throbbed at the idea of Hannah's modesty being so flimsily protected.
I eased back in the recliner, and glanced to the bowl of sunflower seeds. I thought about how she had been cradling it in her lap . . . her naked lap.
On impulse, I rolled from the chair and leaned over the coffee table. On one side of the bowl of sunflower seeds, there was a slight, glistening smear. I lowered my face, sniffed. Oh, yeah, I could smell it. My sister's sweet, spicy pussy. Not thinking about what I was doing, I wiped my fingers up the side of the bowl, feeling some slickness. I quickly tucked my fingers in my mouth. I could taste my sister's pussy. It was sharp and sweet and damn good.
I felt a sudden moment's revulsion.That's your sister your tasting! Your fucking sister! Doesn't matter how good she tastes . . . even if she tastes so fucking good . . . .
I settled back in the chair, the flavor of Hannah's sweet cunt lingering on my tongue. I drank some more beer, but I could still taste her. I wanted to jack off more than ever, but something kept me where I was.
I faintly heard the toilet flush, and Hannah returned, her naked feet slapping on the tile in the kitchen. Unexpectedly, she bent over beside me, giving me a kiss on the cheek. "Look the other way, Billy," she whispered.
I sighed, turning my head. I heard her flop back on the couch, waited a moment, then looked back. She had resumed the same position, bowl of sunflower seeds in her lap, her legs wrapped around it. She gave me a sheepish smile.
"Sorry," she said simply.
I found myself laughing softly. "Why aren't you wearing underwear?" I asked.
Hannah shrugged as she dug in her bowl. "I don't like panties," she said. "Most of the time, I don't wear any. I don't know. Guess I'm weird that way."
I gave her a curious look. Again, my erection wasn't abating. It pulsed against the denim that encased it. Like my sister, I rarely wore underwear. "A lot of guys would think that's hot," I said.
My sister chuckled, gave me a knowing look. "You're right," she said meaningfully, with a wicked arch of her pencil-line brow. Her brown eyes glowed. I suddenly thought about a time, a few months before, when I had taken Hannah shopping. She had worn a tight little skirt that day, and on the way out to the car, me with my arms full of bags and Hannah carrying just her purse, I spied a dollar bill on the ground. Now I understood why she had refused to bend over and pick it up.
I shook my head in wonder, finished my second beer.My sister, the kinkster, I thought. I twisted off the cap of my third beer.
My sister suddenly laughed. "You know, I really think you should go take care of that," she said. I glanced to her, saw her eyes lingering on my crotch. She sipped her own beer.
"Yeah, right," I said. "I'm gonna go upstairs and jack off, with you knowing what I'm doing.And, knowing you've watched me do it! I couldn't get off if I fucking tried."
Hannah giggled. "Oh, really? Looks to me like that thing's about ready to explode."
I groaned. "Can we change the subject?"
"Why?" asked Hannah with an impish laugh. "You embarrassed about sportin' wood around your sister?"
I glared at her. "Cut it out," I said.
Hannah giggled to herself, picking at her sunflower seeds. "Talk about 'big brother,'" she muttered, and giggled again. Her eyes flashed to mine, impish, mischievous. I suddenly realized how sexy her mouth was, curled devilishly at the corners, her lips so full and pink.
Bet those lips know how to make a dick feel good, I suddenly thought, then berated myself instantly.
"So let me ask you something," said my sister.
"No," I said. "Don't ask—"
She chuckled. "You ever get a real nice, long blow job? You know, the kind that gets you almost all the way off, then stops, then starts again? Ever have a girl do that—"



"Hannah!" I snapped.
Her grin remained, and she kept laughing. "Bet you never got a suck job like that," she said. "Bet you never had a girl build you up, then make you shoot like fucking Mount Saint Helens—"
"Actually, I have," I said, meeting my sister's gaze boldly. "You remember Charlene?"
Hannah's brow furrowed in thought. "Matt's sister?"
I nodded, smirked to my sister. "She spoiled me."
Hannah's eyes blazed suddenly. She seemed surprised. "That cutie? She sucked you off?"
"Like she needed it," I answered wistfully, remembering all those times, in my room, in my car, in the movie theater . . . . I sighed heavily. "Hell, sometimes, she'd just wanna do it over and over."
Hannah stared, mouth agape. She grinned. "Wow! I never would'a thought. She was so . . . innocent!"
"If you only knew," I sighed, sipping my beer.
"So that's what it is," said Hannah. "Little Charlene gave you the best head you ever got, and now you're with Sandra, who barely even licks your wick."
I breathed out through my nostrils, tapped the rim of my bottle. I tilted it back, drank deeply, then lowered the beer. I stared out as I spoke, not looking to my sister, not really looking at anything. "Maybe I'm just being selfish," I said. "I mean, yeah, it feels damn good, and it's really the only kind of sex where I don't have to do anything, just lay there and enjoy it. Most of the time with Sandra, I gotta do most of the work. It's nice to just . . . do nothing but get off. Still . . . ."
"Still, nothing," said Hannah flatly. She gulped deeply from her beer. "You suck her off, right? So, she should do it, too. I don't care what's happened to her, if she's willing to let you eat her pie, she should be willing to eat some sausage. That's all I gotta say 'bout that."
I chuckled, then sighed with discomfort. My cock was still hard, and bunched up in my jeans. Automatically, I reached down and adjusted it, squirming slightly.
"Billy," said Hannah.
I looked to her. "What?"
My sister rolled her eyes. "Just go do it, okay? Go pop in one of those pornos you got, rub one off . . . you'll feel a lot better."
I huffed. "I can't," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
"'Cause you'd know," I said simply, feeling embarrassed again.
"So?" she asked. She sighed. "Look, I do it all the time, too. Hell, I did it, like, half an hour before you got home!"
I gave her a surprised look. "You did?"
Hannah giggled. "Yeah. So, go ahead," she said. "I'll wait. Tell you what: you go make the monster squirt, then we'll watch theSci-Fi channel. Promise."
I groaned. I still felt uncomfortable. "That just sounds too weird," I said.
Hannah breathed in deeply, looked away a moment, and huffed in exasperation. A thoughtful look crossed her face as looked back to me. "Okay, then," she said.
I frowned. "Okay what?" I asked.
Hannah stared at me for a long moment. "You want a blow job, right?"
I frowned. "What?"
Hannah rolled her eyes, then lifted the bowl from between her legs, leaning forward to set it once again on the coffee table. Her sense of modesty had apparently vanished. For a brief moment, before my sister got up from the couch and approached me, I caught a glimpse of her pussy, puffy pink vulvae lined with ethereal wisps of light blonde hair. My breath caught in my throat.
My sister leaned over me as she very casually pulled on my jeans, popping the button. "I can'tbelieveI gotta do this," she said.
"Hannah, what—" I began, shocked, surprised, but ultimately turned on. I did not stop my beautiful kid sister as she pulled down my zipper and slid her hands under the denim toward my hips.
"Lift up," she said. "Come on, they aren't gonna come down by themselves."
Dumbfounded and aroused, I lifted my hips off the chair, and Hannah shoved my jeans down to mid-thigh. My erect cock was revealed, thick and long and hovering above my abdomen. Hannah smiled excitedly, her cheeks coloring. Her hands slid up my legs, one of them wrapping around my shaft, the other cupping my heavy, swollen balls. I sighed at the contact, and slowly pumped my hips as my sister's hand squeezed my shaft. Her slender fingers barely touched around my girth.
Hannah looked to my face. "You tellanybody about this, and I swear I'll kill you," she said seriously, even as she stroked my cock.
I shuddered. "I won't tell anyone," I said.
Hannah smiled sweetly, then licked her lips. She looked to my cock as she pumped it, watching as pre-cum oozed out over her slender fingers. As I stared with arousal and shock, Hannah lowered her head, parting her lips. I sighed loudly, sagging back in the recliner as my sister's hot, wet, eager mouth wrapped around my cock, sucking tenderly, pulling me in. I moaned, pushed up with my hips, settling my hands on her blonde-haired head. Her hair was still a little damp.
Jesus Christ, I'm getting a blow job from my own damn sister,I thought. Oh, fuck, this feels so good! Suck it, baby, yeah, suck my fucking cock!
My sister, I quickly realized, was an incredible, expert cocksucker. She slid her mouth up and down with long smooth gliding motions, smacking her lips and sucking wetly, swirling her tongue about the head of my dick each time she pulled up, and massaging my shaft with it every time she went down. With each plunge of her sweet, sucking mouth, she took more and more of my cock, eventually opening her throat and letting me slide in.
Hannah's throat bulged as she took me to the root, and she worked her mouth back and forth to get every inch of me inside her. I gasped and shook, reveling in the intense sensation. Not even Charlene had given me deep-throat. The feeling was incredible, heightened by the sight of my sister pressing her jaw to my abdomen and feeling the tip of her nose brushing my balls.
After a few moments, she slid up, breathing deeply through her nostrils. She sucked noisily, slurping up her own spit, stroking my dick with her hand at the same time. She essentially masturbated me into her incredible mouth, squeezing my cum-laden balls all the while. With the sexual frustration I had been plagued with all evening, and my sister's expert skill, I felt my orgasm building far faster than normal. I felt my toes curl and body tingle as I realized I was about cum.
My dick pulsed, sending a little burst of semen into Hannah's mouth. She moaned as she tasted it, then suddenly stopped stroking, stopped bobbing. Keeping the head of my cock in her mouth, she squeezed the base of my penis, keeping my orgasm in check. I gasped, on the very edge of exploding, my body tensing. I winced, feeling my sister's mouth gently chewing on the head of my dick.
I sighed as the need to cum faded. Hannah murmured around my cock, then resumed sucking, slowly bobbing up and down, pushing my cock down her throat again. I groaned in pleasure, massaging my sister's scalp. I had never received such an incredible blow job. My cock glistened with saliva, and my sister's hands became slick as she stroked it.
Again and again, Hannah stopped her intense sucking just before I was about to erupt, stemming the eruption of my juices by pinching the base of my straining cock. The effect was both pleasurable and frustrating, and finally, I had to cum. I simplyhad to.
"Hannah, please," I groaned as my sister bobbed. Hannah laughed softly around my cock, but sucked seriously with the intention of making me spurt. I gripped her head in my hands, panting as my cock throbbed between my sister's lips. My balls were heavy and swollen, ready to burst.
"Oh, God!" I gasped, bucking in the chair, plunging my cock into my sister's mouth over and over. She remained passive for the most part, letting me fuck her mouth even as she stroked and squeezed my throbbing cock with her hand. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Uhm-hmmm," she responded, pulling with her mouth, sucking harder and harder. I convulsed, the sweet rush washing through my body. I spasmed, slapping my hands to the arm rests of the chair, my cock pulsing in my sister's sweet mouth. I finally groaned in pleasure as I erupted.
Thick sluices of sperm gushed from my dick, filling Hannah's mouth, flowing toward her throat. My sister moaned appreciatively as she felt and tasted my creamy cum, and kept sucking to get it all. My dick pulsed and pumped in her mouth, releasing shot after shot of semen, and I thought my orgasm would never end. Hannah's tongue swirled around the head of my dick as she slurped loudly and wetly, her hand tugging urgently on my shaft and bumping her lips. Frothy bubbles of semen mixed with her saliva trickled from the corners of her mouth and glistened along her chin, or were smeared into the shaft of my cock as she stroked it.
I convulsed, grunting, spewing every drop of sperm my balls contained into Hannah's hot mouth, before falling back and wincing as my dick became too sensitive. My sister seemed to know just when to stop sucking and slip her mouth off me. She lifted up, regarding my spent dick as her hands slid lightly up and down. A thick bubble of semen oozed to the tip, and she ducked down to lick it away.
Finally, Hannah looked up to me, smiling around her sperm-filled mouth. Her lips and chin glistened wetly, dripping cum. I stared at her in bliss and gratefulness, breathing heavily. Hannah breathed out through her nose, then opened her mouth to show me thick, gooey white puddle on her tongue. Her mouth was fully saturated with my load. I stared in amazement. With a giggle, Hannah sucked in her cheeks and swallowed loudly. She sighed in satisfaction, licked her soft, full lips.
"Mmm, that was tasty," she commented, her hands fluttering along my shaft.
I almost fainted, my head falling back. "Oh, shit," I muttered.
My sister giggled. "Damn, bro, that was one big monster load," she said with a sigh, gently tugging on my cock. She smeared her lips around the head, glazing them with cum once more. "Man, all those times I watched you squirt, I kept wondering if I could handle that much all at once. I should have done this a long time ago."
I panted, drained and incredibly satisfied. "Oh, Jesus . . . oh my God . . . that was . . . unbelievable."
My sister giggled, then slid her leg across my body, straddling me. I felt the heat and wetness of her pussy against my balls. Hannah lifted up her shirt, exposing her toned, bronzed abdomen as well as her barely trimmed, incredibly blonde bush as she wiped her chin. Her pubic hair was so light-toned as to be nearly platinum, an erotic contrast to her full-body tan. She had puffy vulvae and a thick little clit wrapped in a bright pink hood.
I barely knew what Hannah was doing as she lifted up, rubbing the sperm-smeared head of my dick between her hot, slick folds. My cock had barely softened after her blow job, and now reacted to her heat and stayed erect. My sister sighed deeply as she slowly eased down, her incredibly snug tunnel sucking me in. I winced at the tight fit and burning heat of her cunt around the head and first inch or so of my shaft.
I suddenly realized what was happening, and I stared at my sister as she impaled herself upon me. Her expression was one of pleasure, her glossy lips spread by a smile. Still, as much as I was turned on, a wave of panic washed through me.My sister's fucking me! My dick is in Hannah's pussy!
And then I felt it: that tell-tale barrier, the proof of my sister's virginity.Holy shit! Hannah's a virgin?"W-wait!" I gasped. "Hannah, wh-what—"
My sister grinned down upon me, her cheeks glowing red. "Uh-uh, big brother," she said, pushing down a little deeper with her cunt. Hannah stared down at me, eyes blazing, lips and chin glistening wetly. She gave me a sudden impassioned, dreamy look. "It's about time we fucked, Billy," she whispered heatedly, and shoved down suddenly, making my thick cock drive all the way up inside her, ripping through her barrier.
Hannah shrieked, head falling back, long blonde hair trailing behind her. I felt a gush of thick, warm fluid, knew it was blood. Hannah mashed her pubis against me, her cunt sucking and spasming convulsively. Her face grimaced intently as the pain of her deflowering washed through her. Her body shook and her hips bucked, her thighs tensing and pussy clenching.
I just stared at her, awed, surprised, amazed, and worried. My sister has just given me her virginity, I thought astonishingly.How is that possible? How is she still a virgin? I thought she gave it up years ago!
Hannah shook for a while longer, until the pain faded and pleasure dominated. Eyes closed, she smiled broadly, and began moving up and down, sliding her slick cunt along my fiercely-throbbing cock. The realization that I was being fucked by a virgin made my penis jerk inside her. I forgot about the reality that Hannah was my sister, that what we were doing was incest in its purest form. All I thought about was how tight and wet and incredible her sweet blonde pussy felt wrapped around my cock.
Hannah gave herself fully to her first fuck, bouncing up and down, her thighs tensing as she lifted and lowered her body over and over, impaling herself eagerly. She braced her hands against my abdomen, panting and gasping as she fucked me. Her juicy cunt squelched around my thick shaft. I felt her fluid dripping down my balls.
I gave in, and helped her along with her frantic fucking, guiding her hips as she rolled and pumped them. Blood smeared along her puffy vulvae and became matted in our mingled pubes, but the pain of her deflowering was long gone. All my sister felt now was pleasure. She worked the first cock her pussy had ever known with desperate enthusiasm, fucking hard and fast, slapping her sweet ass to my loins, then grinding against me with tight, rolling motions. Her fingers clawed and scratched my abdomen and chest, and she never stopped grinning, except when she came.
She shrieked and gasped as she orgasmed for the first time, her unbelievably snug tunnel contracting even more tightly around my shaft. I grunted at the contractions of her pussy, barely able to move inside her. But she eventually relaxed enough to keep fucking me, and as her neck and cheeks glowed intensely from her first real orgasm, she stared down at me, eyes blazing with lust.
"I came, Billy," she panted. "Oh my God, I came! Holy fuck, that feels so good!"
Overcome with her abandon, and knowing there was no turning back now, I lifted up, turned us over, and lay my sister on the recliner. Hannah whimpered, giving me a pleading look, and moaned deeply as I held her legs wide apart. "Fuck me, Billy," she whispered heatedly. "Fuck me, big brother!"
I groaned, unbearably turned on. I plunged into her cunt again and again, slapping my hips to her upturned cheeks. Cum and a little blood leaked from her pussy and streaked along my shaft, oozed down her cheeks. The sight was strangely arousing.
My sister watched my cock sliding back and forth between her quivering legs, mesmerized by the sight. Her pussy squelched wetly around my pumping shaft as I pounded away. I held her ankles in my hands, admiring her long, lean, tanned legs. Jesus, but my sister was gorgeous.
"Ohmigod! Ohmigod! YYYEEEAHHH!" screamed my sister as she exploded again. Her pussy clamped down hard, making me wince. Her spasming, rippling pussy was too much, and as she kept cumming, rolling her hips aggressively, fucking me back, her stiff clit throbbing against my pubic bone, I felt my own orgasmic rush begin.
"Oh, fuck!" I cried, jerking my throbbing, glistening cock from Hannah's squelching cunt. Hannah gasped, watching as I stroked my dick over her. Her face was so flushed, glowing so beautifully, her eyes wide and bright. She yanked up her shirt to her neck, exposing her incredibly firm and perfectly round tits, dominated by swollen, puffy areolas that swelled half an inch above her breasts, sporting pencil-tip nipples.
The sight of those delicious pink puffies heightened my orgasm, and I groaned as spurts of semen lanced from my cock, splashing her tits, abdomen, and pubic mound. Hannah jerked her head back, then giggled, watching my explosion of cum. I squeezed out every drop of cum my balls had to give as my sister cooed beneath me, staring at the semen coating her body and grinning. Then, on impulse, I slid back down and shoved my dick back up inside her, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, rippling cunt. Hannah gasped and hissed deeply, then panted as she slowly relaxed.
My sister smiled blissfully, eyes closed. She smeared her fingers in the streaks of semen that decorated her body, erotically sucked the fluid off them. I sagged over her, panting for breath. Her cum-smeared body pressed against mine as my sister hugged me tightly. I shivered as her lips and tongue tickled my neck. Her pussy sucked on my cock.
Holy shit,I thought. Did that really just happen? Did we . . . my sister and I . . . we . . . oh, God . . . .
I rolled over, onto my back, bringing her with me. Hannah cuddled on my chest for several moments, murmuring as she breathed in and out. Then, abruptly, she lifted up. her shirt fell down over her body like a curtain, sticking to her cum-smeared skin. She looked dazed, even drunk. Her eyes seemed to avoid me. I heard her wince as my dick slipped from her pussy. She stumbled toward the bathroom, almost falling against the wall. She slammed the door behind her, and I heard the clatter of the toilet seat being flipped up.
And I felt immensely guilty.
I just fucked my sister,I thought. And more than that, I took her virginity.
***
I took a quick shower upstairs, in the bathroom my sister and I shared, washing away the evidence of our coupling. The crimson band around the base of my shaft was like a badge of shame, a scarlet letter, before I washed it away. After toweling dry, I stared at myself in the mirror, so utterly sober that I felt like it would take a twelve-pack to even give me a buzz.
You fucked Hannah, one side of my brain said.You took her virginity. That's sick and perverted and twisted.
Um, excuse me, Mr. Right Brain, but in case you weren't paying attention,she fuckedme! Weren't you paying attention when I tried to stop her?

Yeah, you tried real hard didn't you? Especially when you rolled her over onto her back and started pounding away, when you busted a nut all over her tits and . . . .

All right, shut up!
I sighed.I'm going crazy, I thought.Arguing with myself. I can hear the doctors now: "Why is he being admitted to the psychiatric ward?" "Oh, he popped his sister's cherry and went schizo. Watch out for him. He's a real sick fucker."
I shook my head, turned away from the mirror. In my room, I pulled on a pair of shorts and a tank-top, hesitated before going downstairs. From the TV, I heard the sounds of some elite special forces group fighting a giant snake. I paused at the foot of the stairs, saw Hannah seated as she had been before, bowl of sunflower seeds in her lap as she shelled and popped them in her mouth.
I watched her a moment, just admiring how beautiful she was, how sweet and casually sexy. She had changed into another long white T-shirt, this one with a faded 'Hello Kitty' on it. Her long, straight hair was mostly dry now, tied into loose pig tails behind her ears that hung down over her breasts. Briefly, I wondered if it had all been a strange dream. Maybe I had just gone upstairs and masturbated, and only fantasized about doing Hannah. Jesus, she looked so cute, so sweet . . . .
Hannah's softly-glowing face turned toward me, her eyes wide and innocent, but laced with something else. Guilt lanced through me again. Her innocence was just an illusion, now, I realized. Thanks to me.



"Hi, Billy," she whispered, giving me a little smile.
I sighed. "Look, Hannah—"
"Don't, Billy," she said quickly, looking nervous. Her eyes swelled a little as she held back tears. "I know what you're gonna say, so don't. It's no big deal."
I blinked, astounded at her words. "'It's no big deal?'" I echoed, dumbfounded. "Jesus Christ, Hannah! Until less than an hour ago, you were a virgin!"
Hannah blinked profusely, looking down at her bowl of sunflower seeds. Tears dribbled down her cheeks. "I know," she said. She lifted her face, giving me a look that would make Hitler weep. "It felt really good," she said with a shuddering laugh. Her lips quivered.
I approached Hannah, and she watched me, staring with those wide brown doe-eyes, as I knelt before her. I took her trembling hands in mine. "That's not the point," I said. "Hannah, baby . . . why . . . why me? Why like this?"
She slowly shook her head, her eyes never leaving mine as they burned into my soul. "I don't know," she said in a choked, little-girl voice. "I-I guess . . . I mean, ever since puberty . . ." she paused, sucking her lips as she thought. "I used to watch you do yard work, and play soccer, and I'd hear all the girls talk about what a hunk you are, and . . . I mean, you were always around, and . . . and . . . ." she huffed, sniffled, pursing her lips.
I was quiet, massaging her hands. My guilt was fading, replaced by the acceptance that Hannah had, in a roundabout way, wanted to do what we did. Maybe she had not planned it like this, but it had obviously been on her mind.
"I used to . . . fantasize about you," she said with an uneasy smile. "I'd make up all these little scenarios in my head. God, if you only knew how many times we've made love in my dreams. I'd get jealous when you went out with other girls, and . . . and when I started dating, I just . . . I kept thinking about you, and how I couldn't think of anyone else in the world I'd wanna give it up to." She sniffed again, shrugged. "'Cept maybe Brad Pitt," she added with a smile.
I couldn't help but laugh. The tension was fading as we talked about it. "All this time," I said, looking to her hands as I rubbed them with my fingers. "I always thought—"
"Yeah, I know, that's what everybody thinks," she said with a rueful laugh. "Hannah the slut. Hannah, who fucks a different guy every night of the week. Just 'cause I flirt a lot and go out a lot, people just assume I'm this big ho. I mean, sure, I've given lots of blow jobs, but . . ." she suddenly blushed.
"Hannah, I don't think you're a slut," I said.
She gazed into my eyes. "Wanna know why I stayed home tonight?"
I studied her beautiful face. "Why?"
My sister lifted her face, staring at the ceiling a moment. She sniffed. "There's this guy – Joe – I've been seeing," she said. "He's older, and, uh . . . married." She laughed in self-admonishment, looking back down at me. "I met him at Starbuck's, and we just . . . hit it off. I thought it was kind'a hot to be the 'other woman,' you know? And at first, he was just happy to do oral stuff. But Joe started saying we should go all the way. He pretty much figured out I was a virgin, and he said he'd be real gentle, and make it nice for me . . . ."
My sister squeezed her eyes shut a moment, making a few more tears dribble out. Automatically, I reached up and wiped them away. Hannah shuddered, breathing out. She smiled fondly upon me.
"It was supposed to be tonight," she continued. "He had it all planned out. Nice hotel room, champagne, roses, candlelight . . . but I couldn't do it. I mean . . . I just had this feeling. Like, I'd go through with it, and it would be as good as he said it would be . . . ."
I nodded. "But that would be it," I finished for her. "He'd probably never call you again."
Hannah nodded, swallowed her tears. "Yeah. And I'd be stuck with giving up my cherry to an older married guy I'd never see again."
"That's why you turned off your phone," I said, understanding.
Hannah squeezed my hands, her eyes glittering as she looked upon me. "We were supposed to meet at six," she said. "Have dinner first, then . . . then, you know . . ." She breathed in heavily, let it out. "I just couldn't do it. I wanted to . . . God, Iwantedto! I was so freakin' horny all day! But I started thinking about it, and . . . I mean, he only wanted me 'cause I'm eighteen and a virgin. I didn't wanna get popped like that. I wanted to do it with someone I could still be with afterward."
I stared back. "So, when I came home . . . ."
My sister nodded, smiling again. "I mean, I really didn't plan it this way, but . . . well, it's always been in the back of my mind. You know my friend Michelle?"
I nodded. Michelle was a slightly chubby, freckled brunette with long, thick brown hair and a cute face.
"She's been messing around with her brother for a while," said Hannah. "The first time she didanything, it was with him. I always wondered why they were so close. When she told me that – and I've never told anybody else – I just started thinking about you and me. We've always been close, too. And all those times I watched you . . . like I said, I guess it's always been in the back of my mind."
She suddenly laughed, smiling affectionately. "So tonight, when you came home, and you were so pissed about Sandra . . . I really didn't think I'd do more than give you a blow job," she said. She blushed. "I mean, at first, I just felt bad for you. You were so angry, and frustrated about it, and . . . and to be honest, I neededsomething to tide me over. And there you were, all hard and . . . holy shit, it was so big, I just couldn't help it."
Despite myself, I smiled, laughing softly. I looked down, noting how smooth and perfect her tanned legs were.
"Did you like it, Billy?" she suddenly asked.
I lifted my head, giving her a surprised look. "What?"
She worked her lips, making them pout. "Did you like it?" she asked again.
I sighed. "Oh, Hannah . . . it was . . . amazing," I said. "Why would you even ask?"
She blushed, smiling broadly. "Really?"
I nodded. "How do you feel?" I asked her. "I mean, you know . . . down there."
Hannah shrugged. "Kind'a sore," she said. "It doesn't hurt, it's just . . . like, raw or something. It's all puffy and swollen, but I think that's normal. I'm okay."
I hung my head, conflicted in my feelings. On the one hand, I felt a strange sense of pride for having been the one man my sister had chosen to give herself to. On the other hand, I understood that it had been fundamentally wrong, no matter how good it had felt.
"Hannah," I said, looking down. "I don't know what to make of all this. I mean, I love you, baby, and I always will—"
"I love you, too, Billy," she said quickly, making me look up. Her face glowed sweetly.
"—but you're mysister," I said meaningfully.
Hannah nodded. "I know," she said. "And I know that, as much as I wish we could be together, we can't. Not like, forever. But . . . Billy, I just want you to know that . . . what happened between us . . . I'll never regret it. I can't think of any other man I'd want to be my first. You've always been so good to me. And at least, I can say that the man I gave my virginity to will always love me, and be there for me."
I smiled suddenly. My sister's strange logic made sense. "You don't have to worry about that," I said. I lifted up, and she eagerly met my kiss. And it wasn't just a little peck, either. Hannah moaned, parting her lips, slipping her tongue in my mouth. She sighed deeply, sucking my lips, chased after me as I pulled back.
"Careful," she said heatedly. She smiled sexily. "You're gonna get me all hot again."
I felt a stirring in my groin, and my libido intruded upon my rational mind. My eyes wandered over my sister's slender body. "Would that be so bad?"
Hannah swooned, giving me an impassioned look. Her hands slipped from mine and cupped my face. Her lips pouted. "Billy, don't tease me," she pleaded softly.
I stared into her eyes, took the bowl away from her lap. My sister breathed in sharply, her arousal spiking again. "B-Billy," she stammered. She looked down, seeing that her beautiful, nearly-platinum pussy was revealed to me. I looked as well. Her pussy was swollen, red, puffy, her clit thick and poking out from beneath it's hood. Wispy hair surrounded her sex, so soft and ethereal, almost pure white as it extended down to her perineum. I had never seen a pussy so blonde. The aroma of soap mingled with the sharp essence of her arousal.
I looked back up to my sister's face as I slipped my hands to her firm cheeks, pulling her to the edge of the couch. Willingly, Hannah scooted forward, staring at me, letting out small gasps. She uncurled her legs, spreading them wide as her perfect little ass was poised at the edge of the couch. She leaned back on her arms, her legs hovering in the air.
"Do you want me to—" I began.
"Yes!" moaned my sister desperately. "P-please."
I smiled, lowered my head. I inspected my sister's sweet, fragrant cunt. Her inner lips had swelled, slipping past her swollen vulvae, so pink and tender and wet. Her anus was as smooth and pink as her pussy, evidence that she retained her virginity there. I sighed, incredibly turned on. I realized that I was about to go down on my own sister, and as perverted as the idea was, it turned me on immensely.
Fuck it, I'm a perv, I thought, and pressed my mouth to my sister's sweet, warm, succulent pussy. I moaned as I tasted her, sucking her wet lips, lapping up and down her slick cunt.
"Oh, God!" cried Hannah, placing a hand behind my head. "Oh, Billy, don't stop! Please, oh fucking hell don't stop!"
I groaned into my sister's pussy, loving the feel of her soft, wispy pubes against my cheeks and nose. I sucked eagerly, wetly, shaking my head back and forth. Hannah pushed her cunt against my mouth, giggling and sighing with pleasure as I serviced her. She rolled her hips, giving herself fully to me.
I slipped my mouth up to her clit, sucked it between my lips, nursing it, gently chewing upon it. Hannah tensed, gasped, and shrieked enjoyably. "Oh, yes! Mmmm . . . Ohyesohyesohyes!" she panted hotly, humping my mouth. "Do it, Billy! Make me cum! Oh, Goddddd . . . ."
I sucked and slurped, pushed and pulled, digging deep in her tight tunnel with my tongue, drawing her lips into my mouth, lashing at her clit and sucking it hard. Hannah convulsed, crying out as her first orgasm overcame her. She bucked her hips, her juicy cunt literally spurting in my mouth. I devoured her tangy fluid, swallowing it down lovingly. Damn, she tasted so good!
I kept sucking her, making my sister shake and wince. She tried to push me away from her sensitive clit, but I maintained my lip-lock on her drenched cunt, sucking her hard. Hannah screamed, falling back against the couch, planting her little feet on the cushions and lifting her hips, mashing her pussy against my mouth. My sister came again and again, until she was writhing incoherently beneath me, her pussy literally flowing. Her inner thighs, the cheeks of her ass, as well as my chin and lips, were soaked with her sweet cum.
Hannah heaved, breasts rising and falling. At some point between orgasms, she had torn off her garment and was now totally naked beneath me. Her thick puffies glowed a dark pink, her nipples incredibly erect and jutting up almost half an inch. I moved up over her body, sucking one of those sweet mounds into my mouth, lavishing her nipple with my tongue. Hannah cooed, her body shaking under me.
"Fuck me again, Billy," she gasped, rolling her hips urgently. She slid her hands down my body and pushed my shorts off my hips. My cock sprang out, instantly seeking the source of her heat. "Oh, God, please do it to me. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me all night."
I moaned, and kissed my sister deeply as I slid my stiff cock inside her. We both moaned at the sensation of my cock swallowed up in her tight, spasming tunnel. Hannah sucked desperately on my tongue and lips, devouring her own cum, then moved to my chin and neck as I plunged again and again inside her. My sister wrapped her legs around me, locking her ankles, and bucked back against my thrusts, fucking me as eagerly as I fucked her. We both gasped and moaned, sharing kisses now and then as we made love.
Hannah winced, her pussy squeezing tight around my dick, then cried out as she came yet again, shuddering under me. Her cunt spasmed, soaking my dick, her juices flowing out to saturate my pubic hair and balls as they smacked against her ass. I was incredibly turned on, and fucked her harder through her orgasm, even though she was so tight that I could barely move inside her.
"Oh, God, Billy!" cried Hannah as I pounded her. Her penny-colored eyes glowed as she stared up at me, caressing my face lovingly with her hands. "I wanna feel it! Cum inside me! Please! Oh, God, please!"
I groaned loudly, my body shaking. I thrust hard, mashing my pubis against hers, watching her puffy blonde-haired lips stretched wide around my cock. The contrast of her incredibly light-toned pubes against my darker hair was erotic, as well as the sight of her glowing pink clit hovering above the shaft of my thrusting cock. Hannah's eagerness, her moans, her cries, her tight, wet pussy . . . it was all too much.
"Oh, Jesus!" I cried, arching my back, driving deep inside her. Realizing I was about to cum, Hannah gasped loudly, clutching my ass in her hands, digging her fingers into my cheeks.
"Don't stop, Billy! Don't stop! Uhmmmm . . . ."
I let out a long, satisfied sigh as I ejaculated inside my sister's tight, sucking pussy, filling her womb with gouts of sperm. I kept pumping, spurting over and over, and Hannah stared up at me, her eyes flying open wide as she felt the pulses of my dick and the heat of my cum filling her.
"Ahh! Oh, Billy! Ohmigod! I feel it! It's so hot! Ohmmmmaaaahhhhh!!!!"
Hannah climaxed yet again, set off by the geyser-like surges of my semen inside her. We rocked together, sharing our orgasms to the fullest. I winced, enduring the intense sensation as my sister's cunt sucked hard on my cock, squeezing out every last little bit of juice. Our mingled cum oozed out around my dick, soaking her cheeks and dripping to the couch cushions beneath us.
Finally, my strength gave out, and I fell atop my sister. Hannah moaned, murmured in satisfaction beneath me, smoothing her legs up and down my thighs. She stroked my back, kissed me tenderly. I felt my consciousness fading.
"It's okay, baby," cooed Hannah, holding me tight. "Just stay inside me . . . stay inside me, big brother . . . ohhh, Goddddd . . . ."
***
I awoke the following morning with a serious sex hangover. I groaned slightly, rubbing my eyes, then rolled onto my side and looked into the angelic face of my sleeping sister. The aroma of sex was thick about us; Hannah and I had, indeed, made love all night. I was so literally drained that I wondered if my balls would ever recover.
Hannah looked so incredibly beautiful in the soft glow of the morning sun. The light tan of her skin made her body shimmer. The sheets barely covered her. I found myself drawn to her puffy, sand-dollar-sized nipples. I graced one with my fingertips, making Hannah jerk her arm in her sleep. I chuckled.
Hannah suddenly breathed in deeply, licked her lips, and smiled. Whatever she was dreaming, she liked it. I shared her smile, then leaned in and kissed her soft, sexy lips. My sister murmured, then moaned softly as she came awake. Like the most natural thing in the world, Hannah rolled onto her back, wrapping her arms around me as she smiled into my mouth. We kissed tenderly, lovingly.
My sister parted her legs, sliding them along the outsides of my thighs. My cock was hard and automatically sought out the moist heat of her sex. Hannah sighed passionately as she felt the head of my penis nudge her rapidly-swelling lips.
"Mmm, morning sex," she whispered.
I chuckled. "God, you're beautiful," I said.
My sister's eyes glittered as she smiled up at me. "So are you," she responded, then closed her eyes, hissing with pleasure as I slowly penetrated her. "Oh, God! Oh, Billy . . . we're not gonna . . . do this . . . all weekend, are we?"
I smiled, slowly thrusting in and out of her. "Yes, we are."
Hannah suddenly giggled, looking up at me again and smoothing her hands over my chest. She bit her lip sexily and started rocking her hips, fucking me back. "Good," she said, then sighed again.
***
I sometimes wonder if Mom ever caught on. Hannah and I had always been close, but after that fateful weekend, we became very close. We went out more often, held hands in public, kissed each other know and then on the lips, even in the company of our friends. Mom gave us interested, even concerned, looks from time to time, especially once Hannah and I started sitting side-by-side at the dinner table instead of across from one another.
But Mom never said anything. Maybe she didn't want to think her only children were engaged in an incestuous relationship, and didn't want to risk asking about it. Or maybe it just didn't bother her.
Hannah and I continued dating others, but on the weekends when Mom was out of town, Hannah and I reveled in our incestuous relationship. We remained naked almost the entire time, even when we went out to the pool in the back, and only paused in our lovemaking to eat and sleep.
Still, now and then, Hannah and I would find times during the week to indulge our seemingly boundless desire for each other. Blow jobs in my car, quickies behind the theater, an occasional tender coupling in my bed at night when Mom was asleep in her room. While we continued our relationships with others, neither Hannah nor I ever felt that we were cheating on our respective lovers. What my sister and I had was special.
Eventually, Hannah and I went our separate ways. I finally graduated, got a decent job, and moved in with Sandra (and I finally cured her of her hangup over giving head; she's quite good at it). We lived together for a year before I popped the question, and got married a couple of months after she got her master's degree. And Hannah, after dating throughout college, finally accepted a proposal from her boyfriend Joe. Hannah told me Joe reminds her of me in many ways.
Hannah and I talk a lot on the phone, and email each other almost daily. We share all the details of our lives with one another, and in our conversations, the sexual tension is noticeable. It's now been a good three years since the last time Hannah and I made love.
Christmas is coming. For the first time since I moved out, I and my wife, and Hannah and her fiancé, are all heading back to Mom's house for the holidays.
I can't wait to see my little sister again.
-finis-
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"Prostitutes are like a box of chocolates. You never know what you're gonna get."
Okay, so maybe that's paraphrasing Forrest Gump a little. But the adage works just as well.
By the age of thirty-five, I had pretty much given up on relationships. Engaged four times, and not one of them had worked out. I was out a good ten grand, all told, on engagement rings. Not that I was particularly materialistic, mind you; I mention the fiscal fact merely as an interesting sidenote.
Following my last breakup, I moved to a new city in the Southwest, taking a teaching position at a research one institute while earning my PhD in Anthropology. I wasn't being paid much, but I did not have to worry about tuition, and student loans gave me an extra three grand a semester to cover my bills and incidental costs. I rented a small apartment not far from campus, a cheap, one-bedroom efficiency. It wasn't much, barely enough room for me, but I did not seriously entertain the idea of bringing anyone over.
Truthfully, I was pretty disgusted with the whole prospect of relationships. I had tried and tried again, and was still nowhere. I remember thinking back to when I was seventeen and just starting college. I had dreams that, by the age of twenty-five, I would be well into a career in advertising, with a wonderful, loving, and sexually kinky wife, a kid or two . . . .
Now I was ten years past that mark, still single, no kids, making a grand a month while still in school. Advertising had lost its appeal; I was more interested in people. Not that I regretted my life or the choices I had made; I had spent years living in Europe and South America; I spoke half a dozen languages, seen sights and been places most people only read about in text books. I'd had an intellectually rich and adventurous life.
But as regards the Great American Dream . . . I was sorely lacking.
Anyway, this is an erotic story, and not a diatribe about my life. So let's get on with it.
My first experience with a prostitute had occurred while I was still with my fourth fiancé, Kim. She had been a busty, compact little redhead who had some intimacy issues, and while I had been willing to give her patience and time to crawl out of her shell, after a few years, I was getting pretty frustrated with having sex only once or twice a month.
One night, heading home from work (I had been a bartender at the time, while Kim, a few years younger, was getting her master's), I stopped at a light near the edge of downtown. I wasn't really paying much attention to my surroundings, but I had enough wit about me to notice a slim little brunette, wearing red stretch pants and a dark pink top, standing in the shadows of a closed-down store.
And she was looking right at me.
I guess I stared a little too long. She must have thought I had given her an invitation. Hell, maybe I had. She was skinny and lithe, her skin heavily freckled, the opposite of my cherubic, big-breasted, pale-skinned fiancé. Perhaps my subconscious found the contrast stimulating.
Next thing I knew, she was stepping out of the shadows, walking up to my car, and opening the passenger door. She got in, closed the door just as the light turned green. There was a strong, spicy aroma about her, some cheap but enticing perfume I had smelled often enough on undergraduate girls when I was in school.
She told me her name – I can't remember it now – and asked if I was a cop. When I said I wasn't, she slid her hand to my lap and groped me.Boing! It surprised me how hard I got, and how quickly. I had no illusions that this girl was anything other than a prostitute, and that, for the right price, she would do anything I wanted. And that fact seriously got my blood running.
She pulled down her top, invited me to touch her little tits to further prove I was not a cop. I remember that her nipples were really thick and stiff. Satisfied that she was not in danger of being arrested, she got down to business. She asked me what I liked.
"Well, I like getting my cock sucked," I said as I followed the girl's directions through a twisting maze of a low-income residential area. I saw no reason not to be direct with my words.
"I bet," she said, giving me a look and licking her lips.
"And I like eating pussy," I added.
Her eyes flashed. They were dark, maybe brown or a dark blue, I could not tell in the dim light. "Yeah?"
I smiled back. "Yeah."
She thought a moment. "Forty bucks," she said. "Is that cool? You do me, I do you."
I was feeling excited, aroused. This wasguaranteedsex, I realized. No dinner, flowers, a movie, or little gifts. I didn't have totryto get her into bed. Just shell out a couple Jacksons, and she was my sexual plaything. Now I understood the appeal of prostitution.
I agreed, and we found a little place to park behind a low-rent apartment building. I gave the girl the money, and she immediately lifted her hips and shoved her stretch pants down to her ankles. She had a shaved pussy, I remember, a little dark stubble, but it was not unpleasant. She lifted her legs, let me get between them, and sighed and moaned as I ate her out. She tasted fairly sweet, a little too tangy and bitter; I figured she might have gotten fucked a couple times before I picked her up.
I wasn't sure if she really came or not, but after about ten or fifteen minutes, she pushed my head back and we switched positions. She pulled out my dick and started bobbing on it. She really wasn't all that good a cocksucker, but the eroticism of the situation – paying a hot little thing to suck my dick in my car in a public environment – soon had my balls boiling and pulling up. I jacked off into her mouth, and she dutifully sucked out every drop of semen I had to give. I reveled in the relatively novel sensation. Not even Kim let me ejaculate in her mouth.
The streetwalker turned to the passenger window, rolled it down, and spat out my cum. I heard it splatter wetly on the ground as I recovered. I remember seeing a little drop of sperm on her chin, and didn't tell her about it. She gave me a few minutes to recover, and we smoked casually before I started the car and took her back. She gave me a little kiss on the cheek and promised she would be at the same corner the following night.
I never saw her again, of course.
But I did see a cute little thing about two weeks later, smoking a cigarette in front of her motel room door. She was talking to some guy on a bicycle, who gave me a dirty look. I circled the block, came back. The bicycle dude was gone and the cutie eagerly hopped in my car. She told me she had two kids she had to feed and that was why she was a hooker. She barely looked old enough to have kids, but she assured me she was nineteen.
She let me lick and finger her – she tasted a lot sweeter and more fresh than the first girl – and sucked my dick with gusto. But she warned me not to unload in her mouth, or else she would throw up. She did, however, let me cum all over her face, and it was kind of hot to watch her wipe up my sperm with her fingers and flick it out the window.
I never saw her again, either.
I started feeling guilty about my little escapades. I liked to think I was devoted to my fiancé. For a while, I didn't even think about picking up a streetwalker, even though I saw them every night on my way home.
But after Kim hit me with the bombshell 'I think we should get separate apartments for a while,' I knew the end was nigh. Kim and I tried to 'date' for a few months, but it did not work out. Finally, I picked up a skinny little dyed blonde named Michelle and fucked the hell out of her in the front seat of my '69 Impala before unloading all over her little saggy tits. She kissed and licked my dick clean, something none of the other hookers did, and gave me her phone number.
And of course, I never saw her again. The number was to a Pizza Hut.
***
So, there I was, in a new town, starting over, and focusing on my life rather than pleasing someone else. Between my studies, the classes I taught, and other work I did for the university, I spent more than half my day in servitude to academia. I didn't have time for a woman even if I wanted to start dating again.
Still, a man's libido is a difficult thing to ignore . . . .
I discovered, quite by accident, that the same avenue upon which the university lay was the man boulevard for streetwalkers. Most were to be found about five miles to the east, but a few were bold enough to stalk the streets close to the university. I saw them now and then whenever I left my office in the Anthro building late at night, but I really didn't think anything of it.
Then came the night I met Gabi.
Some of the parking lots for the university lay really close to Central Avenue, the dividing line between the northern and southern parts of the city, and also the street along which hookers strutted their stuff. On one particular day, I had been forced to take a parking spot close to the street, which was a real pain in the ass. My first class was in a building a good five minutes away.
Following the classes I taught, and those I took, and my own research, it was almost midnight by the time I got out. Crickets and cicadas chirped and rattled noisily in the grass and trees as I headed to my car. Just as I reached it, I spied a slender form standing on the sidewalk. She had pale skin, dark hair slicked and tied back, and a round, sexy, Hispanic-featured face. She wore a tight, dark blue sweat suit top with a zipper down the front and the tightest, tiniest of shorts that let half her firm little ass cheeks hang out. Her little feet were encased in dirty white sneakers. She had nice legs, I noticed.
For a long moment, I stared at her over the hood of my car, admiring that perfect, round little ass. She was obviously young, but as for how young, I could not be sure.
"Hey!" I called.
She stiffened, looked around, then turned my way as I called to her again. Her face was shrouded in shadow, yet I could still make out wide, round eyes made bold by dark eye liner. She had a narrow mouth and a round button nose.
"Need a ride?" I asked, hoping she was what I thought she was.
The girl hesitated, looked around, then started up the short grassy slope toward me. She stopped about ten feet away, hands in her little pockets. She had tiny breasts, barely a handful, but her nipples were clearly stiff and poking through her top.
"Maybe," she said, shifting back and forth. "Where you going?"
I smiled warmly. "Wherever you need to go."
She looked down, then back toward the street as a few cars passed by. She seemed nervous, scared, apprehensive. Her eyes finally drifted back to mine. "I need someplace to stay the night," she said.
I took a step toward her, feeling a strange mixture of arousal and sympathy. I stopped as the girl tensed, ready to flee at a moment's notice. I raised my hands, showing her my empty palms. "Are you in trouble?" I asked.
She shook her head. Damn, was she a beauty. She looked so innocent and sweet, but at the same time impish and slutty. "I just don't wanna go home right now," she said, then sighed. "Look. You wanna do something with me, fine. But just let me stay the night. I won't steal nothing. I'm not like that. We can just . . . make a trade, you know?"
My libido drained away. Maybe this girl – and I was sure she was a teenager – was a streetwalker, but she was still a human being, still a woman. I gave her an encouraging smile. "Come on," I said. "I won't try anything. You can stay with me, but . . . I don't have a whole lot of room, so . . . we'll be in the same bed. But I won't try anything."
The girl thought a moment, assessing me. Finally, she nodded to herself, and stepped closer. She held out a slender-fingered hand. Closer now, she was even more attractive. No lipstick, and just the eyeliner, but damn did she have a sexy, cute young face and a tight little body . . . .
"I'm Gabi," she said.
I smiled back, shook her hand. "Devon," I responded. I led her around the car, opened the door for her. She gave me a little smile as she slid in the seat.
"You always do that?"
"Do what?" I asked her.
"Open doors for girls."
I chuckled softly. "Yeah, I do. Guess I'm just old-fashioned."
She smiled more genuinely, showing little white teeth. "I like that."
***
We did not talk much on the ride to my apartment. Gabi fidgeted a little, looking down at her feet, and picked her nails. She gave me apprehensive smiles and looks, especially when I parked the car before my apartment and turned off the engine.
She followed me up the walk, skittishly looked around when I opened the door. She had a little smile on her face as she observed my minimalist decorations. My apartment was essentially one large room, eighteen feet by twenty-two, with the bathroom closed off. I had a futon for a bed, a love seat, and an entertainment center with a twenty-seven-inch television. The kitchen amounted to little more than a basic stove, a refrigerator, and a counter stuffed into one corner.
As I closed the door, I faced the girl – damn, she looked so young, she could have been half my age, perhaps even younger – and gave her a serious look. "I don't want any trouble," I said.
Gabi stared at me, wide-eyed, anxious, nervous. I noticed for the first time that her right nostril was pierced with a little stud. "I swear," she said. "I just want a place to stay."
I nodded. "Want a drink?"
She smiled suddenly. "Depends," she said hopefully. "Is eighteen old enough to drink in this place?"
I chuckled, and felt a little relief. "Old enough for me," I said, and headed to the fridge. I had a six-pack of high-potency beer chilling on the bottom shelf. I pulled out two of them, popped the tops, handed her one. Gabi took it with a little smile, then tilted her head bag and gulped deeply. She sighed, licking her lips, then smiled sheepishly.
"Thanks."
I laughed softly, then gestured around my apartment. "TV, microwave . . . I have a few things in the fridge if you're hungry. But just one bed. And I sleep in the nude."
Her eyes dipped, and I thought she was glancing to my crotch. "Okay."
"Need to use the bathroom? You can take a shower if you want."
Gabi gave me a grateful look. "I'd really like that," she said.
"Be my guest," I said, and gestured to the bathroom door.
Gabi chugged from her beer again, gulping greedily. She set the beer on the little counter of my breakfast nook, then headed to the bathroom. I watched after her perfect ass as she closed the door.
***
The shower ran for a good half-hour. I sat before my TV, watching some lame late-night programming. A good quarter-hour after the shower pipes stopped whining, and Gabi was still in the bathroom. I was feeling pretty tired; it was almost two in the morning at this point. The effects of the alcohol in my system compelled me to seek slumber. I turned off the TV and the lights, peeled off my clothes, crawled under the comforter.
I barely heard the door open and close, the sound of small feet across the floor. The futon shifted a little as she got into bed. Her warm, slender body curled up against mine. Her arms slipped around my body. I shuddered slightly; I could tell she was naked as well. Her small breasts sported very stiff nipples that poked into my back.
She began kissing my shoulder, down my arm. The feel of her warm, wet lips roused my libido. I rolled onto my back, and she was there, leaning over me, her soft lips parted and moist, her dark eyes glowing.
Gabi slid her body atop mine. Her nude body was warm and inviting. The insistent heat of her soft, down-covered pussy burned into my cock as she straddled me. She kissed me deeply, yearningly, letting out soft moans of passion.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"For what?" I asked back.
"For being nice," she responded, and kissed her way down my body.
I trembled at the feel of her warm lips and flickering tongue on my skin, my nipples, and down my flat abdomen. The head of my cock, fully engorged and hovering stiffly above my abdomen, bumped her chin. Gabi giggled, an endearing, girlish sound.
"Ooo . . . what's this?" she asked playfully. I groaned as I felt her hands wrap around my shaft.
"It's for you," I said, my eyes squeezed shut. I thrust my hips up, reveling in the tight grip of her warm hands.
"Oh, all for me? Oh, wow . . . mmmm . . . ." her moans became muffled as her lips slipped around the head of my cock, sucking me in. I sighed in pleasure as her tongue began massaging my prick. She steadily sucked more and more of my dick into her mouth, her hands stroking up and down. I loved the sounds of her smacking, slurping lips, her soft sighs and moans.
I gripped the sheets, pushing up to her mouth, wanting to give this girl everything. I lifted my head after a while, and trembled in passion at the sight of her wet mouth sliding up and down my straining cock, the expression of concentration on her young face. She emitted muffled 'mmm' sounds as she devoured my cock. She seemed to enjoy sucking my dick almost as much as I liked having it sucked.
Her skill could not be denied. The wet suction, the massaging movement of her firm tongue, the little eager moans she made . . . she brought on my orgasm in less than ten minutes. "Oh, shit! Jesus!" I gasped, my body tensing.
Gabi kept sucking, kept pumping and stroking, whimpering excitedly as my penis throbbed between her lips. I all but screamed as my cock pulsed and jerked in her mouth, unleashing a torrent of thick fluid that sluiced over her tongue. Gabi made little grunting sounds as she sucked out my heavy flow, squeezing my dick with her hands. I felt every little lick of her tongue, the insistent pull of her lips. My orgasm seemed endless.
I finally sagged back, totally drained. I panted, recovering, barely feeling Gabi licking and kissing up and down my spent cock, mouthing my deflated testicles. She sucked the head of my cock between her lips for a moment, making me wince. My dick was still damn sensitive. Then she crawled up over me and rest her body upon mine. I wrapped my arms around her narrow, tight body.
"Devon?"
"Yeah."
"That was really nice. I like doing that."
I chuckled, and kissed her sticky lips. The aroma of semen lingered on her breath. I realized she had swallowed my cum, and that turned me on. "Well, you're pretty good at it," I said, and stroked her narrow back, reaching down to that perfect bubble butt and gently caressing her cheeks.
She smiled, her dark eyes glittering in the darkness. "I've had a lot of practice," she said. Her smile faded a little; the subject of her being a prostitute, I figured, bothered her on at least some level.
I kissed her again, thinking to myself,how many dicks have graced these lips? How many sets of balls have been emptied in her mouth?Rather turn me off, the thought excited me. I felt blessed at having enjoyed such a skilled mouth. And for free, no less.
"Well, I've had some practice, too," I said, and slid my hands further down, between her cheeks, finding a moist, hair-lined pussy with butterfly-winged lips.
Gabi gave me an apprehensive look, even as she arched her back a little, giving my fingers somewhat better access. She was very wet. The tip of my finger easily penetrated her tight little tunnel. "Um . . . okay, but just head, all right? I, uh . . . I don't have any condoms."
I smiled, nudged her round little nose with mine. "I do."
She swallowed nervously. "Please . . . just let me suck you again, if that's okay."



I smiled. "Why don't you turn around?" I suggested.
Her brow furrowed. "What do you mean?"
I chuckled. "You ever hear of a sixty-nine?"
Her frown disappeared, replaced by a little smile. "Oh . . . yeah, sure. I thought . . . I thought you meant something else."
Gabi didn't give me a chance to ask her to clarify as she got up on all fours and swung her lithe young body around me. I stared up at her heavenly ass, noting the obvious virginity of her sphincter. Her pubic hair was soft, and in the dim pale light streaming through my windows, I realized that her pubic hair – only barely trimmed but naturally sparse to begin with – was actually a light brown in color, rather than the jet-black tone of the hair on her head.
The girl had very pink labia, and as I said, her lips flared out like butterfly wings that overlapped her slightly puffy vulvae. Her clitoris was thick and round, about the size of a peanut. Gabi tensed as I touched her lips with my fingers, prying open her moist pink. Then she hissed with pleasure as I began licking up and down her slit. The natural, tangy flavor of her, the fresh smell of her young pussy mingled with soap, turned me on immensely. My dick hardened quickly in her grasp.
"Oh . . . ohhhh, god . . . that feels so good," she moaned. Her hand pumped up and down my dick. I felt strands of damp hair hanging down from her head, gracing my cock as she stroked it.
"Yes, it does," I agreed, kissing and licking and sucking her dewy lips. I couldn't remember tasting a pussy as fine and sweet as little Gabi's. I wanted to eat her all night.
She let out a little yelp as I slipped my tongue inside her tunnel, finding her spicy and hot. She seemed pretty tight for a prostitute. Maybe she was one of those with a 'no fuck' policy. A lot of girls were like that, wanting to minimize the risk of getting an STD.
Fine with me. I didn't mind not being inside her, especially with the way her soft lips were once again caressing the head of my dick, her tongue swirling around it. She kept masturbating me, whimpering with pleasure, her breath warm and moist on my cock. Her body vibrated, especially when my tongue finally found her clit. I lapped at it with firm passes of my tongue, making Gabi moan around my dick. The muffled sounds were erotic and encouraging.
I kept it up, sucking, licking, fingering her pussy. I eased one, then two fingers inside her, slowly sliding them in and out. She was, indeed, very tight, and I wondered about the unlikely possibility that she could be a virgin. A virgin streetwalker?
"Huhn! Huhn! Hhaahhhh . . . ."
Gabi bucked and writhed atop me as she climaxed. Her clit stiffened, then shrank, her tunnel tightened considerably around my fingers. I eased them out, then latched onto her trickling hole and sucking greedily. Her cum was uncommonly sweet. I licked deep inside her to get it all, and Gabi moaned in approval all the while, grinding her sopping snatch against my chin.
"Oh, Mary, Mother of God," she giggled, basking in her afterglow, cooing and sighing as I ran my hands up and down her muscular back. I kissed and licked her inner thighs, her flushed pussy. Gabi made no move to get off me.
"I'm glad you liked that," I said, gently licking her fur-lined vulvae.
"Oh, God, that was so good . . . so fucking good . . . mmmm . . . ." I let out a small gasp as her mouth descended upon me once again, sucking hard and yearningly. Her orgasm had refueled, inspired her, and she sucked me like an animal, all but desperate to make me cum.
I held out as long as I could, wanting to savor the sensation of her incomparable mouth gliding like a warm wet sheath along my cock. But when she eased my cock head into her throat, and bobbed up and down like that, my resolve vanished. I arched my back and cried out in ecstasy, ejaculating right down her throat. The rippling tightness of her esophagus was like a pussy as it drained my cock.
I panted into her pussy as I recovered. Gabi licked and tenderly sucked on my penis as it softened, making little girlish giggling noises and moans of satisfaction. Finally, she turned back around and curled up in my arms, her back to me. She took my hands, cupped one of them over her right breast, settled the other on her soft pubic mound. We both quickly fell asleep.
***
I have a strange internal clock that, for some reason, always gets me up at 6:58 in the morning. It doesn't matter how much I've had to drink, or what I've done the night before – such as, for instance, enjoying incredible oral sex with a teenaged prostitute – but I am always awake at two minutes before seven.
Gabi, I realized, was a hard sleeper. I tried to wake her, but she groaned and murmured in her sleep. I chuckled, let her be, then got up. I drank some milk from the fridge, popped a few vitamins. My usual breakfast. Then I headed into the bathroom, started the shower, brushed my teeth before getting in under the warm spray.
I didn't hear the door open, or the curtain being pulled back. I stiffened a little as I felt the cool air outside the shower. Then came a soft, feminine giggle.
I opened my eyes to see that Gabi had joined me. Jesus Christ, she looked even better in the morning than she had the night before. Without the shadows and darkness, I could see Gabi in all her glory; long, lean torso, very high-set breasts with dark pink nipples, practically no areolas. Her hair was a little longer than shoulder-length and naturally lustrous. For an Hispanic girl, she was very pale-skinned.
"Morning," she whispered, and gave me a little kiss as she grabbed the soap.
I smiled. "Good morning."
Gabi didn't say anything else. She had a cute little smile on her face, her lips curled just a little at the corners. Her eyes were so wide and round and dark, with a slight little slant to them. I wondered if she had some Asian heritage. The soft, almost straight pubic hair on her mound certainly suggested she did.
We soaped each other up, our hands leaving no body part untouched. Gabi sighed, leaning her back against my chest as I thoroughly washed her young genitals. My penis was hard as a rock by the time her hands had massaged soap into it.
We rinsed off, and I turned off the shower. Just as I was about to step out, however, Gabi eased down on her knees as if she had expected me to do so. I certainly did not stop the girl as she once more took my cock in her mouth and sucked hungrily. I held onto her damp head, loving the feel of it bobbing back and forth as she serviced me.
All too soon, I fed little Gabi her breakfast, which she gulped down with enthusiasm. She tenderly sucked every little drop out of me, then got up and gave me a little kiss.
Half an hour later, we left my little apartment. Gabi had a somewhat forlorn look on her face as I locked the door behind us. She looked up and down the street. I lived just a few blocks south of Central Avenue. There were students walking toward school, many of them giving us looks. Some, I was sure, recognized me as a member of the faculty. I wondered if they could tell what little Gabi was by her tiny shorts and snug-fitting sweatsuit top.
"Can I drop you off somewhere?" I asked.
"Um . . . no," she said, her eyes darting to mine for a moment before looking away. "I know my way around."
I nodded, took my hand out of my pocket. "Look, um . . . why don't you take this?"
Gabi looked down at the two twenties I offered her. She hesitated, then nodded, and took the money. "Thanks, Devon," she whispered, then gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. With no further hesitation, she started up the street. She didn't look back.
I thought about calling after her, to get her number, or at least suggest she come back. But that would have been awkward. Like every prostitute I had known, I figured I would never see Gabi again.
***
Beingan anthropologist, I naturally wondered about Gabi's life. What turned such a pretty young woman into a cheap prostitute? I did not get the impression she was a drug user. She had no track marks on her arms or thighs, and her behavior certainly did not suggest she had any of the usual cravings for crack or speed.
So why give head for money? Kids? Nah, that seemed unlikely. She had very narrow hips and no stretch marks, no scar from a C-section. So she had no mouths to feed other than her own.
My only conclusion was that Gabi came from a poor home, was probably a high-school dropout, and had no good job prospects other than working at one of the many fast-food joints in the area for six bucks an hour. Hmm . . . six dollars an hour versus forty dollars for a blow job . . . Gabi could do five guys in a night and make what she would in one week at Burger King. I didn't have to be a fiscal genius to understand why Gabi did what she did.
Being a Friday, I didn't have any of my classes to attend, just the two classes I taught. Looking out at my students as I lectured on social mores and patterns of behavior, I could almost see Gabi's face amongst them. Almost half my class was composed of Hispanics and Chicanos. Gabi would have fit right in . . . and at the same time, she would have been out of place.
I spent the afternoon doing some on-line research in the office I shared with four other graduate students. I was alone, the others -–years younger than I – having started their weekend early. I envied their youth.
Dr. Kandath, one of the tenured members of the department, came in to drop off a couple books I had requested from his collection. Kandath was Indian, with a noticeable accent and a very chauvinistic look on life. He held to Indian tradition, and his wife, wed to him by arrangement, was a docile creature who always wore the brightly-colored sarongs and bindis that were traditional to their people. Kandath had a hard time taking any of the female grad students seriously, but he liked me.
"Hey, Candy," I said to him, using the nickname that he allowed only a few to address him by. He gave me an expectant look.
"You, uh . . . you prepared a thesis on prostitution, didn't you?"
"Yes, I certainly did," he said in that lilting tone of his. "My second master's thesis, in fact. You have an interest in such things?"
I felt a little awkward. "Well . . . in a clinical way."
He suddenly grinned, showing uncommonly white teeth. They were a stark contrast to his dark skin. "The best way to study such phenomena is to experience it first-hand," he said.
I chuckled. "Where did you study?"
"Brooklyn," he said, sounding almost proud. "The whores there were very eager."
His casual bluntness did not surprise me, or shock me as it did many of the grads. I had gotten used to the way he spoke. No sugar-coating for Kandath.
I thought over my words, picking diplomatic ones. "What, um, what did you find as reasons for the girls doing what they did?"
Kandath shrugged, crossing his arms and leaning against the edge of my cubicle. "There were several," he said. "Drugs, desperation, a dominant male partner or pimp who forced them into it. Very few were whores because they enjoyed it. Why are you interested, Devon? Do you know a whore?"
I considered lying, but figured Kandath, of all people, would not think less of me for divulging the truth. "Yes," I said. "In fact, I do."
He smiled. "Is she eager?"
Strange question, I thought. "Actually, she was."
He winked. "Then keep her around," he said. "But do not try to get too close. You will scare her off."
I chuckled. "I doubt I'll see her again," I said.
"Oh? Why is that? Were you rough with her?"
I frowned, shaking my head. "Just . . . it's just a hunch."
Kandath mused quietly a moment. "In my country, whores are an accepted part of life. They do things a wife will not. I certainly would not want my wife performing oral sex on me. But such . . . delicious perversions are ingrained in the male. That is what whores are for. They are necessary."
I smiled wanly. Sometimes, Kandath's views bothered even me. "Well, I'm not sure if I agree with everything you just said, but thanks for your input."
Kandath grinned again. "My advice? Find your whore, take advantage of her. Enjoy her. If you do not, she will find another."
Kandath turned and left. I sat in my chair, thinking over Kandath's words.
He's wrong, I thought.Gabi isn't there for me to use her . . . not that she's ever coming back, of course . . . .
***
I didn't feel much like research after that, so I headed down to a popular diner across the street from the university, treated myself to a half-pound burger with cheese, grilled onions, and green chili. I went back for my car, drove to a music store and picked out a couple of CDs I had been wanting. It was a little after six when I got home.
I watched TV for a while, then had an inspiration for my thesis and got on the computer. Time flew, and before I knew it, the news was over and the Tonight Show was coming on. I sighed, leaning back in my desk chair, stretching. I cracked my neck, rolled my shoulders, switched off the monitor.
Enough work for one night, I thought. I retrieved a bottle of Southern Comfort from the cabinet under the kitchen sink, mixed it with some Diet Coke in a glass.
Knock, knock.
I looked toward the door, wondering who it could be. Ten-thirty, on a Friday night? Could it be her?
I set down my glass on the little coffee table, answered the door.
Gabi looked up at me, her eyes swollen and red from crying. She wore a frilly white half-top, one of those that just covered her breasts and left her shoulders bare, but included full sleeves that ended in bell-shaped cuffs. Denim cutoffs and the same dirty white sneakers completed her outfit.
My heart sank as I saw the bruise on her left cheek. "Gabi, what happened?"
She sniffled, rubbed her little red nose. "Can I stay with you again?" she asked, timid, afraid, desperate.
"Come on," I said, stepping back and opening the door for her. She picked up a well-worn denim bag and came inside. I closed the door, locked the deadbolt. I came around, gingerly touched her shoulders, looked into her beautiful dark eyes.
"Do you want to tell me what happened?"
She stared back, her jaw working a little, her lips twitching. "Can I have a beer?"
I sighed, and suddenly remembered Kandath's words:don't get too close, or you will scare her off."Sure," I said, and let go of her shoulders. I headed to the fridge, grabbed one of the last two beers I had. When I turned back around, Gabi had plunked herself down on my little loveseat. She took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one up.
"Rough night, huh?" I said as I set the beer down on the coffee table before her.
She shot me an intense glare, then immediately softened. "Yeah," she confirmed, her voice barely a whisper.
I sat down next to her, slipped my arm around her shoulders. She stiffened at first, then slowly leaned against me, her tight, tense body starting to relax. For many moments, we just sat like that. I could feel her trembling, then her sighs. She curled her arms around me and hugged me close, crying softly. I did not say anything, I just let her pour out her emotions.
She finally pulled back, sniffling again. "After I left this morning, I . . . I got something to eat, just hung out for a while. I, uh . . . got picked up, and, um, well, you know . . . ."
"Yeah, I know," I said.
Gabi leaned out, picked up her beer, took a long, deep drink, swallowing several times. Cold amber liquid trickled down her chin to her neck. She gave me a sheepish look as she wiped her face. "God, you probably think I'm a lush or something."
I massaged her back, smiling. "I think you need a friend," I said.
She smiled sweetly, and her eyes smoldered a little. "What I need is a shower. Wanna join me?"
Oh, how quick a man's libido takes control! Just like that, and suddenly, all I wanted was to see her naked and feel that wonderful mouth again. Gabi gave me a knowing smile and stood before me. her crotch was level with my face. Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned and unzipped her shorts, then pushed them down. Her pussy was inches from my face, fragrant with her natural aroma and the smell of sweat. Her pink clit was stiff and swollen, jutting through the soft brunette hair that surrounded it.
"Come on," she whispered, and pulled me to my feet. Like an automaton, I followed the sexy little teen into the bathroom. She gave me sexy little smiles as she disrobed me. Once I was naked, she bent over and kissed the head of my cock. I was half-erect, and quickly responded to her warm, soft lips.
In the shower, Gabi took up the soap and rubbed it all over my body, from my chest to my feet, building up a good lather. Then she pressed herself to me, stiff nipples stabbing into my abdomen, one of her legs lifted and wrapped around my hip. Her steamy, wet pussy rubbed against the top of my erection.
She kissed me deeply, hungrily, moaning softly into my mouth. Her body moved up and down, smearing the soap from my body into her skin. She used me like a human washcloth. Once her breasts and belly were dripping with suds, she turned around and rubbed her back against me. She lifted up, slipping my cock between her legs, and reached down to press it against her young cunt. The feeling was exquisite. With the soapy water making her inner thighs slick, I was able to move back and forth, like I was fucking her. But the angle did not allow my cock to penetrate her.
Gabi rolled her body, her sighs becoming louder and more passionate. She pushed the head of my dick against her clit, bucked back against me. She made sexy little high-pitched noises, her body shaking. She gripped my thighs, lay her head back against my shoulder. I cupped her firm tits, pinched and rolled her nipples. Gabi cried out as she came. I felt the flood of her juices on my prick.
She stayed like that for a while, and I held her close, feeling strangely more intimate with her than I thought I should have. After a minute, she eased forward, then turned around and dropped to a squat. She grabbed my cock and started jerking on it, squeezing it tightly. Her pink tongue stretched out, flicking the tip of my oozing dick, lapping up pre-cum.
I braced my hands against the shower wall as Gabi masturbated me furiously, occasionally taking the head of my cock in her mouth. She winced when she did that, and I assumed the bruise on her pretty face was causing discomfort whenever she opened her mouth too wide. I told myself that if I ever found the asshole who hit her, I would give him ten times as many bruises.
"Oh, Gabi . . . Gabi!" I moaned, feeling my orgasm build.
"Come on, baby, cum on me! Do it on me!" she said in a heated voice, stroking, pulling, jacking me. She parted her lips, brushing them against the head of my dick . . . .
I groaned with release, thick spurts of semen gushing out, splashing on her lips and chin, streaking across her cheeks. Gabi smiled, giggled as my cum jetted onto her face. A couple of shots streaked across her nose and forehead, into her hair. Gabi sighed, then rubbed my oozing cock all around her mouth, licking up traces of semen here and there.
Her eyes glowed up at me as she kissed my cock with sperm-glazed lips. "I like you, Devon," she whispered.
I petted her wet hair. "I like you, too," I said.
***
Gabi seemed pretty comfortable with her nudity, and as she sat naked on the love seat, drinking her beer and smoking, I thought how casually sexy she was. No makeup, hair wet and sticking to her back, beads of water dripping down over her pert breasts . . . not even the bruise on her face could mar her simple beauty.
I sat down beside her, half-turned on the couch to face her. I didn't bother with clothes, either. "What happened, Gabi?"
She looked away from the TV, her eyes studying mine. She drew off her cigarette, ground it out, then sat up straight. She cradled the beer in her lap, resting to cool metal can against her pussy.



"It just happens, sometimes," she said. She shrugged casually. "You know, sometimes a guy gets rough, or he doesn't want to pay . . . least I've never gotten cut, or shot. I Know this one girl, after she did a guy and his friend, they stabbed her in the stomach and took her money. She was in the hospital for, like, a week."
"I'd hate for something like that to happen to you," I said earnestly.
She took a deep breath, let it out while watching the TV. She sipped her beer. "You're nice to me, Devon," she said, then gave me a little smile. "That's why I came back. You don't make me feel . . . you know."
I nodded. "Hey, a beautiful young woman wants to spend time with an old guy like me? I'm not gonna say no."
Gabi laughed softly. "You're not old," she said. "What are you, like, twenty-eight?"
I pursed my lips. "More like thirty-five."
She reared back, giving me an 'I don't believe you' look.
I just laughed. "I'm serious. Wanna see my license?"
Gabi laughed. "Well, for an old guy, you look pretty good."
I lit a cigarette. "Clean living," I joked.
Gabi watched me a moment, her eyes wandering over my body. She drained her beer, set the empty can on the table. "Can I have another one?"
"What, you wanna get drunk?" I asked.
"Maybe a little, if that's okay. You doing anything tomorrow?"
I shook my head. "Not really."
She curled up against me, suddenly affectionate, and lowered her head to plant an affectionate kiss on my cock. "Good," she said, easing up. "I wanna see how many times an old guy like you can get it up."
I watched her with interested and aroused eyes as Gabi swayed her tight little butt to my refrigerator and helped herself to my last beer. She gave me a wicked smile as she came back. She straddled my lap, lightly rubbing her pussy against my slowly-growing erection.
"I got an idea," she said. "Why don't we grab a couple of six-packs and order a pizza, then . . . give each other lots and lots of head."
I ran my hands up and down her back, watching her as she popped open the beer and drank. "Just head?" I asked.
"Just head. Is that okay? I like doing it."
I smiled. How could I possibly refuse?
***
I awoke the following morning with a pair of serious hangovers. One was from the beer, the other from the sex. Gabi lay next to me, deep in never-never land. Her mouth and chin were flaky with dried semen. More was on her neck and breasts. The pungent aroma of pussy lingered in my mouth.
I was conscious of the fact that, while Gabi seemed to enjoy our antics, she had used sex as a diversion to keep me from asking too much about her. Whenever I would try to pry some information out of her about her life, where she had been, how she got the bruise, or whatever, she would reach for my dick and straddle my lap, and that would be it. She couldn't very well answer my questions when her mouth was full, after all.
I had finally given up, and figured Kandath's advice about not getting to close was on the money. Gabi wanted the security of being with someone she felt she could trust, and rewarded that feeling in the sweetest way possible. I felt a strange sense of pride. After all, she charged other men for her services. If she charged me for every orgasm she had thus far coaxed from me, I would be out at least three hundred dollars.
Even though it was Saturday, I was still up at 6:58, and there wasn't a damn thing I could to go back to sleep. I got up, started some coffee, stumbled to the bathroom. Gabi was still in dreamland, muttering in her sleep when I came back after showering and brushing my teeth. She didn't wake up until I had drunk a pot of coffee and the eleven a.m. news came on.
"Devon?"
I turned away from the TV, looking at Gabi as she sat up, touching her face. She absently scratched away flakes of cum from her chin. Her eeys were wide, round, still a little sleepy.
"Good morning," I said.
She smiled, crawled from the futon and over the back of the love seat, curling up in my lap. She nuzzled her nose against my chest, wrapped her arms around my neck. Her affection was a little surprising.
"Mmm, you smell good, baby," she said. She kissed my chest.
I chuckled. "You don't."
She lifted her head, her face blank. Then she suddenly laughed. "I'll be right back," she said, and got up. She grabbed her little denim bag and headed into the shower, giving me a sexy look as she did so.
I suddenly wondered if I had a girlfriend. And if so, would that be the smartest move? This girl was half my age. What could we have in common? And did I want a prostitute for a girlfriend?
Oh, snap out of it, Dev. Don't flatter yourself.
***
Still, all day long, Gabi and I were like a couple. We went to lunch, saw a movie, did some window shopping at the mall. Gabi held my hand the whole time, gave me little kisses now and then, and occasionally groped my crotch. She modeled some lingerie for me at Victoria's Secret, and I bought her a pair of see-through panties and a matching teddy after she promised she would wear them for me that night.
And she did. After turning down the lights once we got back to my place, she danced for me, clad in her new lingerie, and rubbed herself all over me. After slowly peeling off my clothes, she urged me to masturbate while she fingered herself on my coffee table. And when I was ready to cum, she opened her mouth wide and gave me the extra thrill of watching her firm little tongue become slathered with semen. She swallowed it all with a smile and sucked my cock until I was soft.
We sixty-nined in bed until we were both satisfied, then fell asleep like that, her little body rest atop mine, her mouth gently sucking me as she drifted off.
It seemed pretty obvious to me that Gabi was there to stay. I started thinking about moving us into a large apartment.
***
In the shower the following morning, I made plans for the day. Head out to the zoo or the park, I figured, make a day of it. Maybe Gabi would be into a little outdoor sex. The zoo had lots of little hidden benches and nooks we could sneak into.
But when I came out of the bathroom, intending to surprise Gabi by licking her awake, I found that she had left. Her clothes, her new lingerie, her bag, it was all gone. I felt a little anxiety, checked my pants for my wallet. But it was there, as well as all my money.
Okay, maybe she had to go out for a while, I thought.
I stayed in, getting a little work done on my thesis, but I was having a hard time concentrating. I could still taste her, smell her, hear the echoes of her sighs and moans. Everything in my little apartment reminded me of her.
By six o'clock, I began to realize she was not coming back. By ten, I started worrying. Finally, around midnight, I got in my car and started driving.
I drove up and down Central, looking for Gabi. A few times, I thought I saw her, but in the shadows, one slender body looked like another. Girls looked me over, sometimes with interest, other times with resignation and disdain. Any one of them would have gotten in my car, I knew. But none of them were Gabi.
I thought about stopping some of the girls to see if they knew her, of where she could be found. But that might have caused some problems, or roused the interest of the police.
By two in the morning, I gave up and headed back home.
I didn't get any sleep.
***
"Perhaps she got a better offer," suggested Kandath after I gave him a recount of the weekend. We were in his office, the door closed. I didn't want anyone to know I was infatuated with a teenaged prostitute.
"What do you mean?" I asked him.
Kandath scratched his chin. "A girl with few prospects like that, she was obviously searching for someone to take her in."
"But that's what I did," I said, frowning. "I took her in."
"Well, perhaps you did, and perhaps you did not. And perhaps she found someone with more money who did the same."
I frowned. Leave it to Kandath to burst my bubble. Why did I even talk to that jerk about it, anyway?
***
Over the following weeks, as the end of the spring semester loomed closer, I gradually put Gabi out of my mind. I could never forget the incredible sex, her exuberance, her eagerness, but I told myself I would just have to be happy with the memories. Gabi wasn't coming back. Period.
"Hi, Devon."
I was startled by the sound of her voice as I sat at an outdoor table before a little bistro on the edge of the campus. I was doing some grading, musing to myself how some of these stupid kids ever got accepted into college in the first place.
The last thing I expected was to see Gabi again. Yet there she was, in a loose yellow skirt and a white tank top, and those same little white sneakers. She had cleaned them up a little.
For a long moment, I just stared at her. I wasn't sure if I should be mad at her for her abrupt departure, or relieved to see her again. Nor was I sure if I should be aroused or not.
"Can we talk?" she asked at last, looking nervous.
I took a breath. "Sure."
Gabi looked around, noting all the people at other tables, those passing by on the street. I noticed as well, especially the way some of the guys around us were ogling Gabi's tight little body. I wondered if any of them knew her the same way I did.
"Um . . . can we go somewhere else?" she asked timidly.
I thought a moment, then nodded. "Sure. But not my place."
She blinked, cast her eyes down. She seemed a little hurt that I did not want to take her home. But she nodded nonetheless. "Okay."
***
Gabi was silent throughout the entire drive. She barely even looked at me, except to give me a strange, reluctant smile now and then as I drove. I stopped for a couple of sodas and a six-pack, bought a pack of cigarettes, then drove to a little spot just outside the city, on a bluff overlooking the flat plains of the High Desert. It was a breezy, warm day.
Gabi and I found a couple of large rocks to sit on, and cracked open the beer. I lit her cigarette, then lit my own. I was patient as I waited for her to begin.
"You know, that first night I met you, I felt like I could tell you anything," she said, breaking the silence.
I looked to her, saw the way the late afternoon sun glowed on her face. The bruise was pretty much gone, with just a tiny welt on her cheekbone remaining. "Why didn't you?"
She shrugged. "I don't know," she said. "I didn't think . . . I mean, you picked me up, remember? You wanted to get laid, not hear my sob story."
"Maybe I wanted both."
She turned her face toward me. "Yeah, I get that about you. I saw all those books you got. Are you a teacher, I mean, a professor?"
I nodded. "I'm working on my PhD, but I teach a couple classes."
She nodded. "Cool."
"What's going on, Gabi?"
She shuddered with a deep breath. "I grew up on that street," she said. "I've almost never left Central, never been out of the city. My whole fucking life has been that street. It's funny. You go to where I live, and you get gangs and drugs and hookers and skanks . . . but you go right down the street and there's the college, and all the clean people, and –"
I chuckled. "I wouldn't say they're all clean."
Gabi managed a smile. "I always liked hanging around there. I'd talk to some of the students, learn some things. This one guy, he met me every day after his last class and we'd sit on the grass, just talking. 'Course, we didn't just talk. Had to pay for my lessons, you know."
I smiled, knowing what she meant.
"I dropped out of high school in tenth grade," she said. "My mom . . . she was pretty sick, and we owed a lot of back rent. She couldn't work that much, and it was just me and her. So, soon as I could, I started working. It wasn't much, but . . . at least we had a place to live. I don't hate her 'cause she got sick, but . . . sometimes I just wish she could have waited until I graduated."
"You can get a GED," I said. "I, uh . . . I could help you study for it."
Gabi smiled warmly, her eyes betraying emotion. "Thanks," she whispered. She looked down, regarding her beer, then took a healthy swig. "I wish it was that simple."
"Why isn't it?" I asked.
Gabi looked to me, saying nothing, even though her eyes told me she really wanted to come out with it . . . whatever it was.
I scooted a little closer, and touched her shoulder. "Gabi, look. If you want me to help you, I will. But you have to let me in. Tell me what's going on. It might not be as bad as you think it is."
Her nostrils flared, and her eyes watered. She struggled to hold back the tears. "My . . . mom . . ." her voice cracked, her features contorted. "She, um . . . she passed away when I was . . . when I was with you."
My heart sank. Guilt flooded through me. Gabi broke down, started sobbing uncontrollably. I pulled her against me, held her as she cried for many long moments. It was all, finally, starting to make sense.
She stopped crying, rather abruptly, and pulled up her shirt to wipe her face. Despite the circumstances of the moment, I found it strange erotic that Gabi so casually exposed her breasts. Not that there was anyone around but me to see her.
"I knew it was coming. We both did. Still . . . it's just so—"
"'We?'" I asked.
Her eyes bore into mine. "Rico," she said. "My . . . step-father," she added with more than a little disdain in her voice.
I took a chance and followed my intuition. "He's the one who hit you."
Self-consciously, Gabi touched her cheek. She didn't have to say anything to confirm the truth. The look on her face was enough.
"He said we weren't paying the money back fast enough," she said. "So, I . . . he told me if I worked for him, I could pay it off quicker, and . . . he'd let me go. Except . . . now it's all paid off and he won't let me go."
"Why don't you just leave? You can come stay with me."
Gabi smiled sweetly, touched my face. "You're sweet, Devon, but . . . I really want to be alone sometimes. I need my own place, where no one knows me."
I nodded. "I can help you with that. I know a lot of students. Many of them are looking for room mates, especially now—"
"I can get a place," she said, interrupting me. "That's not the problem. I just need the money, and since Rico takes half of what I bring home—"
"How much?"
Gabi sighed. "Devon, I didn't come for your money."
"How much?"
She huffed. "It's not even about that. Even if I get away from Rico, he still has Letty."
I frowned. "Who's Letty?"
"My sister," she said. "She was living with her dad – we don't have the same fathers – but Rico found her anyway. He got Freddie – Letty's dad, he's a real asshole – to give her to him. He wants her to work for him, too, like I am. So it's not just about me."
I gave Gabi a serious look. "What would it take to get you and Letty away from Rico?" I asked.
Gabi winced. "Devon, I didn't want to bring you any trouble. Don't get involved, okay? I just wanted to talk, and get it out . . . I just wanted a friend, that's all."
I pulled her close, kissed her temple. "I am your friend, Gabi," I said. "And I am going to help you, one way or the other. So why not just tell me what it will take, and we'll see what happens."
Gabi cried a little bit, tears brought out by grief for her departed mother, her trapped sister, her gratitude for me. Eventually, I got it all out of her. Rico was a slum lord, who lived in a house not far off of Central, and that was where he kept Letty, wearing her down until she agreed to prostitute for him. Apparently, Rico was a pretty active pimp. Gabi told me he had six other girls working for him.
The basics were this: Gabi needed five hundred bucks to pay her deposit on an apartment in a community where she knew she would be accepted, a place across town and out of Rico's sphere of influence. And she needed to get Letty away from Rico.
"What's the apartment complex?" I asked her.
"What?" asked Gabi as I stood and headed back to my Impala. "Why?"
"Just tell me," I said, and reached into the glove compartment. I grabbed my checkbook.
"Um . . . it's called Sierra Ridge," she said.
I nodded, scribbled on a check, handed it to Gabi. She took it, staring wide-eyed at what she held. "Devon?" she asked, wonderingly.
I tore out a slip of blank paper from the back of my checkbook, gave it to Gabi along with the pen. "Now, I need Rico's address."
"Devon, don't—"
"Do it," I said, using my best authoritative voice.
Gabi clammed up, and wrote on the slip of paper. I smiled upon her once she gave it back to me.
"It's going to be all right," I said, hoping I could back up my own words.
Gabi looked grateful, emotional. "Devon . . . you didn't have to do this."
I sat back down, took her hand. "I wanted to," I said. "Just let me take you out once this is all over."
Gabi laughed softly, a short, nervous sound. "You can take me out right now," she said, and touched my face. "Or, better yet . . . take me home."
***
I barely remember the drive back into town. Maybe Gabi and I talked, maybe we didn't. I was conscious of little more than my desire to be with Gabi again, and I was pretty sure she felt the same way.
Once inside my apartment, our clothes seemed to vanish on their own, melting away like a cotton T-shirt in a downpour. I lay Gabi on the futon, kissed and licked along her narrow torso. She sighed, whimpered, moaned passionately as I sucked her warm, sweet flesh, as I gently bit and caressed her nipples with my lips and tongue.
"Oh, Devon . . . Devon," she moaned.
I made my way down her lithe body, placing little kisses here and there. The aroma of her sex was intoxicating as my lips traveled southward. I noticed she had trimmed a little more, sculpting her brunette pubes to a rectangle above her pussy.
Gabi bucked and moaned deeply as I pressed my mouth to her pussy, tasting her once more. God, how I had missed her flavor! No woman could ever taste as sweet as Gabi, I realized. Not to me, anyway.
Gabi rolled her hips back, pulling her knees to her chest and spreading her thighs wide. She lifted her head, staring down into my eyes as I ate her out. Emboldened, I licked from her clit to her puckered little asshole, and Gabi gasped, watching me as I rimmed her. I wish I could have captured the incredible expressions on her face as she came. Never had I seen a sight more beautiful.
I drank all her fluid down, kept licking her until Gabi pulled on my head. "Come up here, baby," she whispered.
I crawled up over her, and Gabi wrapped her arms and legs around me, eagerly meeting my lips, kissing me deeply. My hard cock pressed against her slipepry folds, the head just barely pushing inside her.
"Make love to me, Devon," she whispered between heated kisses. "Please. I want you inside me."
I grunted, almost giving in, but pulled back. "I've got some condoms in my—"
"No," she said quickly. "Please. I'm clean, baby, swear to God. And I trust you. I want it like this. Please, baby."
I moaned. My resolve was gone. I wanted her, too, more than she knew. Staring down into Gabi's beautiful young face, I pushed my cock inside her, wincing at the tight fit. She may have been wet enough to soak all the way through the mattress, but she was still damn tight.
"Uhn! Oh! Ah!" Gabi grunted, her face contorted. She bit her lip, took several deep breaths, held the last one. I worked back and forth, her juices lubricating my invading cock, then pushed deeper . . deeper . . . I felt something pop.
"Ahhh!" cried Gabi, and she bucked, clutching my back, her legs quaking as they gripped my waist tightly. I groaned as I was buried inside the girl.
"Oh, God! Oh, God, stop! Just stop!"
I looked down on Gabi, saw the pain on her face even as I felt the maddening spasms of her tight young tunnel around my shaft. Jesus, was she hot! And so incredibly tight!



"Gabi?" I queried.
"It's okay," she said, even as she winced again. Her eyes were still closed. "The . . . the pain's going away. I knew it was gonna . . . hurt . . . oh! . . . I just . . . uhnnn . . . wasn't ready for it . . . ."
Oh, shit,I suddenly thought. I looked down at our conjoined bodies, my dark pubic hair intermingled with hers. I stared back into Gabi's eyes as she opened them. She was breathing deeply, staring back, her eyes glazed.
"Oh my God," I said in astonishment. "Gabi, baby . . . you're a virgin?"
Her body shuddered, and she winced again, letting out a little squeaking sound. "Mmm . . . not . . . not anymore," she said between puffs of breath.
I sighed, at once mortified and turned on. "Oh, Gabi, why didn't you tell me?"
"I . . . I thought I did," she said, then pulled herself up, her mouth open and hungry. "But it doesn't matter. Make love to me, Devon. Please."
I groaned, overwhelmed. I could never have thought Gabi was a virgin. It just seemed so far outside the realm of possibility that a prostitute would manage to maintain her virginity. Yet Gabi had managed, somehow, and now here I was, the first man to take her, to be joined with her.
My mind reeled. "Oh, Gabi . . . ."
"Mmm, yes, baby, make love to me," she whispered. "Take me, I'm yours . . . oh, God . . . ."
I lay atop her, pressing my lips to hers, easing in and out of her snug, hot pussy. Gabi trembled, shook, cried softly, her hands roaming all over my body. She gave herself completely to me, rolling her hips, fucking me back. But it wasn't fucking.
It was love.
Once the pain and discomfort were gone, Gabi really got into it, digging her nails into my back, pulling herself up against me. She hissed, panted, moaned, and glared at me with a feral, purely passionate expression on her face, one I had never seen before. It was the face of a virgin girl becoming a woman . . . and one enjoying the transition to the fullest.
"Fuck me, Devon!" she growled. "Fuck me!"
I groaned, sharing her lust, and started really giving it to her, pounding hard and deep. Gabi yelped, gasped, cried out as I bottomed out, as her no-longer-virgin cunt was invaded over and over.
"Oh God! Oh God! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeyyyeeeaaahhhh!!!"
Gabi arched her back deeply, pushing me up as she came. Her pussy constricted so tightly around my penis that it hurt. I couldn't move inside her, and so just held on, letting Gabi's orgasm run its course. She shrieked, cried, and literally screamed as her first true orgasm tore through her body. I had no doubt that my neighbors, and even passersby on the street below, could hear her orgasmic cries.
She finally relaxed, and sagged down into the bed. I stayed atop her, inside her, my cock burning in the furnace of her cunt. Thick warm fluid seeped out around my cock. I gave Gabi a moment to recover, then started moving again.
Gabi's eyes opened, soft and sexy and full of passion. She stared up at me, slack-jawed, lips shiny and wet. Her hands caressed my muscular chest, my neck. She pushed a couple fingers into my mouth, and I sucked on them. I wanted to keep fucking her forever.
I curled her legs up, rolling them back, and settled my hands on the backs of her knees. Both Gabi and I looked down, watching as my cock slid in and out of her fur-lined pussy. We were both aroused at the sight of the crimson streaks along my shaft, at the matted blood in her pubic hair. There was not much evidence of her deflowering, but there was enough.
Gabi came again, panting and gasping, and just as she hit her peak, thrashing about beneath me, I erupted as well, my cock spasming and releasing its flood deep within her womb. Gabi's eyes flashed open as she felt the warm fluid filling her. It made her cum again, and the force of her orgasm made my fluid squelch out around my cock, soaking into my balls and flowing down her cheeks.
I collapsed atop her, drained of strength. Gabi did not seem to mind my weight upon her. She cooed and kissed my shoulder, my neck, my lips. I barely managed to kiss her back.
"Oh . . . oh . . . Devon," she panted, holding me close.
"Jesus," I replied. "Oh, Gabi . . . oh, my sweet Gabi . . . ."
***
I awoke a while later. The sun had long set; there was only the desk lamp on in the far corner, which I never turned off. I lay alone in bed, surrounded by the heady aroma of sex. I sat up, a feeling of panic running through my brain as I feared that Gabi had left me yet again. But, no, there was her skirt upon the floor, and her little tank top across the back of the love seat.
I looked to the bathroom, saw that the door was closed, light shining golden from beneath. I got up, headed to the bathroom, and carefully opened the door.
Gabi looked up, sitting naked on the toilet. She smiled sweetly, almost innocently.
"You feel okay?" I asked her.
She nodded, still smiling. "I'm, uh . . . kind'a sore, but it's okay," she said.
I stepped closer, touched her soft dark hair. Gabi pressed her cheek to my thigh, hugging me. "I wish you would have told me," I said. "I would have made it special for you."
She lifted her face, her smile even broader. "It was," she said. "Devon . . . it was perfect."
I lowered myself until we were eye-to-eye. "You're an amazing woman, Gabi."
She swooned, touching my face. Softly, lovingly, she kissed me, her lips gently sucking my own. "Devon, I want to tell you something," she said as she pulled back.
"What's that?"
Her eyes searched mine, digging into my soul. "I'm in love with you," she said.
***
The police were called to the home of one Ricardo 'Rico' Montana the following night, after receiving an anonymous tip that illegal drug distribution and prostitution were being conducted from the location. SWAT showed up in full force, and the house and all within were seized without a shot being fired. Rico gave himself up as he stared down half a dozen sub-machine gun barrels.
I stood across the street, watching as Rico and his men were taken away. In the year since I had come to the city, I had made a few friends, among them a detective by the name of John Garcia. His little brother was one of my students. John had headed up the raid on the house, and now, as he crossed the street toward me, he gave me a dubious look.
"Looks like our 'anonymous' tip worked out," he said. "Four kilos of cocaine, tons of paraphernalia, a small arsenal . . . this bust might just make me lieutenant."
I smiled. "Well, whoever gave you the tip, I'm sure he's happy for you."
John stepped closer. He was a tall man, especially for an Hispanic. "Rico was caught in the bedroom with a sixteen-year-old girl," he said under his breath, so that only I could hear. "Looks like they were about to do something. You wouldn't know anything about her, would you?"
I said nothing for a moment, watching as two female officers escorted a pretty young girl – she resembled Gabi in some respects – from the front door and toward a patrol car. The girl was crying, covering her face.
"Don't tell me this is what I think it is, Dev," he said. "Don't tell me you've been getting your rocks off with a sixteen—"
"She's a friend of a friend," I said. I glanced back to my car, where Gabi waited. She was understandably afraid to show herself while Rico was still around.
John followed my eyes. "And who's that?"
"The friend."
John studied me a moment, and I remained silent, meeting his intimidating stare. Finally, he smiled, a thin, knowing smile. "The girl's going to be put in a home," he said. "Until social services can—"
"She has a sister," I said. I smiled. "And she's a very responsible sister."
John let out a sharp laugh. "Why am I not surprised?"
I smiled back. "See you around, John."
***
Gabi's apartment was a small one-bedroom on the west side, far away from where she had grown up. She did not have much to move from her mother's house, just a dresser full of clothes and a worn-down old bed. There were a few boxes, mostly pictures and things that reminded Gabi of her mother, but little else.
Once everything was moved in, I drove Gabi to the small cemetery wherein her mother had been buried. I kept my distance, watching Gabi as she brought flowers to her mother's grave, spoke to her for a while. Then I took Gabi back home, and we made love softly, tenderly. She was asleep when I left the next morning.
It was late June before I saw Gabi again. She called me up, out of the blue, telling me that she had been awarded custody of her sister. Letty was going to move in. Gabi was happy, ecstatic, even. She told me she had gotten a job waiting tables and was doing pretty well. She said she wanted to see me.
I picked her up with roses in hand and took her to dinner. We saw a stage play afterward, a local production of 'Little Shop of Horrors,' then headed back to my place and made love all night. Gabi was insatiable, as always, and I had little problem keeping up with her.
Four and a half months later, the three of us – Gabi, Letty and I – moved into a three-bedroom home on the north side of the city. Letty had gotten a job at a massage therapist's office as a receptionist, and over the following few years worked her way up, getting her certification, and became a masseuse. I finished my PhD and was offered a position at the same university. Gabi, meanwhile, passed her GED exam with my help and enrolled in college. She wanted to go into anthropology. Imagine that.
Gabi and I are more in love now than ever. We don't talk about her past, but I accept her for who she is and what she has done. She is my best friend, my confidant, my lover. She is everything to me.
And in a few months, Gabrielle Arredondo is going to become my wife. We've already decided to name our first daughter after her mother, Anisa.
I guess I got the Great American Dream after all.
-finis-
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(This tale is based on an experience a friend of mine claimed to have had many years ago. I'm still not sure if it really happened, but it's a hot fantasy nonetheless. Enjoy.)
*
Working the night shift at a convenience store can be a real pain in the ass sometimes, especially when I get those guys showing up one minute after midnight, telling me their watches say it's 11:58 and they want their fucking beer. Or the welfare breeder chicks with their four kids by different fathers who get their brats to buy ten-cent gumballs with a dollar food stamp, then use the change to buy cheap beer.
Yeah, I see all kinds. The rich assholes with their Mercedes who want the professional car wash – "and youbetter not scratch the paint!" – the hot little party girls in their barely-there minis buying breath mints and wine coolers, the shy young girls nervously asking for a package of condoms. I like messing with those, making them show me their identification. Yep, Angela Bates, turned eighteen just three days before . . .damn . . . not that you need ID to buy condoms, but a lot of them didn't know that.
One night, a week ago, this one hot little Latina chick came in, all attitude and West Coast style. Tight low-riders that would have popped off her ass if she bent over, and a backless halter that showed off her flat stomach and navel ring. She had naturally dusky skin, and her hair had that glossy wet look, brushed back and hanging all the way to her ass in thick shiny tendrils. She looked to be all of five-foot-three and had a narrow, tight little body. Not much upstairs, butdamn did she have a nice little ass.
It was about ten p.m. on a Tuesday, and there was no one else in the store at the moment. The girl gave me a bold look from beneath her thick lashes and silver eye shadow as she set down an eighteen-pack of beer on the counter. "And a pack of Lights," she said with just a touch of impatience.
I smirked, looking her over. I knew her game; show enough attitude, make me think she's twenty-one . . . .
"Can I see some ID?" I asked.
The girl huffed, rolling her eyes. "I left it in the car, okay? I'm old enough, dude."
I shrugged. "Go get it," I said, drumming my fingers on the case of beer. "I'll wait."
She huffed and crossed her arms. "I come in here all the time," she said indignantly. "Jesus! Just ring it up, okay?"
I was beginning to enjoy myself, especially since I noticed how pert her firm tits were. Her V-cut top was showing a fair amount of cleavage.Hmm, A-cups . . . "Not without ID," I said.
The girl sighed heavily. "Look, you really think I'd just come in here and grab a case of beer if I wasn't old enough? You think I'm that fucking stupid?"
I chuckled. "Stupid? No. Bold . . . definitely," I said. I started to drag the beer toward me. "No ID, no beer."
She stared at me a moment, working her jaw. I could tell she'd already had a few and was borderline ready to give me some typical trashy, self-righteous, self-important tirade about how I was only giving her shit about her age because she was Hispanic and I'm white, and yada, yada, yada . . . .
"What's your name?" she asked belligerently, gesturing with her hands and swiveling her head in that particular way. "No, what's your fucking manager's name? Bet he wouldn't like to hear that you refused service to aLatina. I know a lot of people who shop here, and I can get them to fucking . . . fuckingblackout this place—"
I gave the girl an amused look. "You mean, 'boycot?'" I asked.
The girl folded her arms, gave me an exasperated look. "Whatever,wedo," she said bitingly.
I stared at her a moment, feeling my ire rise before I forced it down. I really hated girls with attitude. I decided to give a little of it back. "<In case you don't know how to read English, little girl,>" I said in perfect Spanish, and pointed to the name tag pinned to my uniform shirt. "<My name is Chris, andI am thefucking manager. And according to that sign on the front door, I have the right to refuse service to anyone. So I'm refusing service to you. Have a wonderful night.>"
I took the case of beer from the counter and set it behind me on a low shelf. When I looked back, the girl glared at me, livid. Then she gave me the usual, rapid-fire Spanish diatribe of insults, jabbing at me with a finger, before storming out. Damn, she even looked hot when she was angry. I chuckled at her barrage, watching her tight little ass as she shoved open the door, bitching and yelling all the way out to her car.
***
It started to rain about fifteen minutes later, a serious downpour. Until it let up, I knew the store would be pretty dead. So I did some light cleaning, sent Mike, my employee, home for the night. I got a couple of customers during that time, but they paid at the pump with their credit cards and didn't come in.
Then, half an hour after she left, the self-importantloco bitch returned. She strutted in through the doors with pompous arrogance, her top slightly wet and revealing the outlines of her stiff nipples. She wiped some raindrops from her face and slapped down a driver's license. "There you go, Mr. Manager," she said haughtily, crossing her arms and cocking her head.
I chuckled inwardly, taking up the license. Alma Salinas . . . hmm . . . "Wow," I said. "You look really good for thirty-three."
She gave me an acidic look. "Thanks," she said. "You happy now? Now give me my fucking beer."
I laughed and set the ID card back on the counter, pushing it toward her. "I don't think so," I said.
She gave me an insulted look. "What? I fucking got ID, you mother fucker!"
"And I'm still not selling to you," I said.
The girl huffed, grinding her teeth, not looking at me. Finally, she fixed me with another of her bold looks that was supposed to be intimidating, but came out as ridiculous. "What do you want?" she asked. "Huh? What, you wanna see my tits?"
She jerked up her shirt, showing me a pair of very nicely-formed naked breasts, capped with stiff, dark pink nipples. Her skin tone was uniform, making her cleavage almost golden.
I stared a moment until she dropped her shirt. "Very nice," I said. "But, no."
The girl sighed heavily in exasperation again. "Look, I ain't walking out of here without my beer,Chris," she said. "So what's it gonna take? Wanna see my snatch? Want me to fucking drop my pants right here?"
I laughed, then decided to match her trashy boldness. "Tell you what," I said flippantly. "There's a little space under the counter, here. You get underneath, give me a blow job, and I'll sell you the beer."
I had expected the indignant girl to get so shocked that she would run out of the store and never come back. But instead, she just stared at me, her expression blank, studying my face.
"You promise?" she asked.
I gave her an interested look as my cock came alive in my jeans.Oh, so she's willing to play, huh? "Cross my heart," I said, my dick beginning to grow.
The girl looked around, satisfying herself that the store was empty. She met my eyes again. "Okay, but you better not blow in my mouth," she said.
I stared back. "No point to a blow job if you don't go all the way," I said. "No swallow, no beer."
The girl looked disgusted. "Yo, dude, I don't fucking swallow forno man," she declared. "Not even my boyfriend. And I sure as fuck—"
"You want the beer or not?"
She stopped, staring at me. Her eyes narrowed. "You fucking asshole," she said.
I chuckled. "Yup, that's me. An asshole who wants his dick sucked. You do it, and do it all the way, and you get your beer. You spit, and you get shit."
The girl glared a few moments longer, fuming quietly. She looked down at the floor, working her jaw. I was patient, my cock getting stiffer and stiffer in my jeans as I anticipated the feel of those glossy, soft lips wrapped around my tool, sucking and pulling and working for my load . . . .
Finally, she looked back. "All right," she said. "But if I'm paying with my fucking mouth, I ain't giving you no fucking dollars. Deal?"
I licked my lips, looking her over. "Do it topless and we got a deal," I said.
The girl rolled her eyes. "Deal."
I chuckled, scarcely believing my luck. The girl came around the edge of the counter, and I lead her to the little cubbyhole beneath the first register. She eyed it speculatively, then figured she could fit in the space. With a heavy sigh, she pulled off her top, her firm tits jiggling only slightly. Then she got on her knees and crawled under the register, turned to face me.
"Okay, come on, let's do it," she said impatiently.
I stepped up before the register, my crotch level with her face. "Do the honors," I said, then smirked down at her. "Have fun."
The girl looked annoyed, but she nevertheless pulled down my zipper. Her fingers dug around in my jeans, finding my hard cock, engorged to its full eight thick inches. With a grunt, she hauled it out.
"Madre de Dios," she exclaimed softly.
I chuckled, reached under the counter and pulled her head toward my groin. I got that reaction a lot. Not only is my dick longer than average, but it's damn thick. "Open wide, baby," I said.
"Oh, fuck," she whispered, then fluttered her wet lips along the head of my cock before sliding them down around my stiff shaft.
I moaned at the heat and wet sucking feel of her mouth. Maybe this chick didn't enjoy sucking cock, but she was pretty damn good at it. She smacked her lips around my shaft, delving down about halfway, swirling and massaging with her tongue. I sighed in pleasure, rolling my hips slightly. The girl grunted softly, pulled back whenever I gave her more than half my length. But her mouth never left my dick.
The rain let up and customers came into the store. As the girl sucked my cock under the counter, her actions hidden from their view, I rang the customers up and gave them receipts, wishing them a nice night. One of the regulars came in, a middle-aged biker named Bob, and he leaned against the counter, bullshitting with me as my little Latina cocksucker worked on my rod.
I don't think anything turned me on more than getting a hummer while unsuspecting customers lined up at the counter. I wondered if any of them heard the faint little slurps and sighs my witless cocksucker made.
The girl sucked and pulled, stroked and squeezed my dick with her mouth and hands, obviously wanting to get me off and get the blow job over with. But the distractions of my customers kept me from cumming even as I savored every little lick and suck and tug she made on my cock. Now and then, when no one was looking, I leaned back from the counter and watched the girl's soft lips gliding back and forth on my rod, keeping it wet. She kept her eyes closed most of the time as she serviced me.
Finally, a good half-hour later, after Bob left, I reached under the counter and grabbed the girl's head around her ears. I seriously pumped her hot sucking mouth, making her moan and whimper and grunt in surprise. I fucked her face hard and fast, panting, gasping, using the little slut the way she deserved to be used . . . .
"Oh-h-h-h, fuck!" I cried out, my body shaking and tingling with that wonderful orgasmic rush. I held the girl's head in place as my dick surged and swelled and pumped thick gushers of sperm between her lips. She emitted muffled disagreeable sounds as she tasted my seed, as her mouth was filled with spunk. Her hands slapped to my thighs and she tried to pull back, but I held her close, emptying my balls within her oral cave.
"Oh, yeah!" I grunted, staring down at her face in bliss. "Suck it all out! Eat my cum, girl! Swallow that fucking juice!"
The girl shook, her lips loosening around my dick, sperm leaking out from her mouth and dripping from her lips and my cock to the floor. She had a disgusted look on her face. She clearly did not enjoy the taste of cum. That just made the whole experience more intense.
I stared into her dark eyes as they flashed open, looking up to me angrily. Her nostrils flared as she breathed in and out. She looked like she was on the verge of throwing up.
"Swallow it,puta," I snarled. "You can kill the aftertaste with beer."
The girl gurgled something, cum bubbles forming around her semen-slicked lips. She glared back, then eased her mouth back until her frothy lips were just at the tip of my dick, and swallowed quickly. Her face contorted, and she gagged and coughed around my cock. I groaned, and pushed back into her mouth, giving her every last little ooze and dribble of cum my balls had to give.
"Clean it up," I said. "Lick it clean." And, suddenly obedient, she sucked out every last bit of my juice and swallowed once again.
Customers began coming into the store, and I wondered if any of them had seen anything. No one could have seen my cocksucker, of course, but they could have noticed me looking down and talking to someone beneath the register. Anyone with half a brain could have deduced what was going on.
I kept my cock in the girl's mouth, making her suck me beyond my orgasm, as a short line of customers formed before the counter, some giving me strange and curious looks. I took their money with a satisfied smile, ringing up their purchases as the girl on her knees softly licked and sucked my spent penis.
Finally, the store emptied out once again, and I stepped back, looking down at her. She stared back with a slightly uncomfortable expression, her sperm-glossed lips shiny and quivering. She was less angry now, looking more humiliated than anything else. Trickles of glistening semen had run from the corners of her mouth to her chin. A couple of droplets had fallen to her little tits.
I chuckled and tucked my spent dick away. The girl got up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She gave me a spiteful look, smacking her lips, clearly disgusted with the flavor of sperm that yet lingered in her mouth.
Without a word, she headed back around the counter, making a bee-line to the beer coolers. She grabbed an eighteen-pack, then lugged it toward the door.
"What's your name?" I called.
She paused just as she reached the door. She glanced over her shoulder. Her chin was still a little shiny with cum. "Jennifer," she said.
I held up a pack of cigarettes with a smile. "You forgot your smokes," I said.
Jennifer sighed, then trudged back to the counter, fixing me a look as she snatched up her cigarettes. Her lips curled slightly. "Thanks," she said.
"Anytime," I said meaningfully.
She glanced briefly to my crotch. "Maybe I'll be back," she said coyly, then turned and headed out. She passed a couple of young toughs on her way to her car, and they gave her double-takes upon seeing her wet chin.
I chuckled, told myself I would have to make sure to pop the security tape before I went home. No sense letting the home office know about my little bit of fun.
I watched Jennifer get in her car.Hmm . . . maybe you can earn more than a case of beer next time . . . .
-finis-
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My sister Kathleen is a real bitch. I don't know where she got the idea that she is the center of the universe, but she acts like anything she does is the most important thing going on. Everyone has to do whatshe wants, and she gets all huffy when they don't.
Case in point: one afternoon, a few weeks ago, Kathleen came home after shopping, as I was getting ready for work. I'm eighteen, and I work at a fast-food restaurant while going to college. Conversely, Kathleen, twenty-one years old, doesn't work and has a ton of boy-toys that she strings along. She makes them buy her things, teasing them with her body (even I had to admit that my sister was pretty hot). But I knew from some pretty reliable sources, however, that my sister almost never puts out. She's a cock-tease in the strongest sense of the word.
Anyway, Kathleen came through the door, seeing me in my work polo and jeans. She snapped her fingers as she sucked on the straw of a frozen mocha from one of those over-priced coffee houses. "Oh, good, you're home," she said. "I got some bags in the car. Go get 'em and take them up to my room."
I gave her a look like,fuck you. "I gotta get to work," I said annoyingly, even though I knew, even if I took my time, I'd get there ten minutes early.
Kathleen rolled her eyes. "Just go get them, Joey!" she snapped. "God damn it! Not like your job'simportant or anything! You sellfried chicken!"
I stared at her. "At least Iearn my money," I said pointedly, but I nevertheless headed down to my sister's car as she huffed behind me.
I came back in with the bags, carried them up to her room.More clothes, I thought. Like my sister didn't already have a wardrobe as big as the selection at Macy's. Kathleen gave me an annoyed look as she stood by the window of her room, chattering away on her cell.
"Just leave them on the bed, Joey," she ordered.
I dropped the bags unceremoniously on her bed. "Anything else, princess?" I asked sarcastically.
"Yeah," she said. "Get the fuck outta my room!"
I shook my head. I stomped out of my sister's room, headed back downstairs. I would still be early getting to work.
I noticed my sister's iced mocha sitting on the coffee table. It was about a third finished. I sneered.Hmm, I thought.Tabasco, chili powder, castor oil?
Or . . . I laughed softly to myself as the most incredibly perverse and twisted idea came over me. I stared at the mocha.Go on, do it! It'll be the sickest thing in the world!
I stood still for a moment, faintly listening to my sister prattling upstairs. Mom and Dad weren't home.
"Fuck it," I said to myself, and unzipped my jeans. The kinky thought that had entered into my mind had made my cock hard. It sprang out at its full length. Pre-cum was already shiny at the tip.
I didn't have much time, so I grabbed my dick and started stroking fast. I squeezed it hard, fondled my balls. The perversity of my idea really turned me on as I jacked off. I didn't even have to fantasize about shooting off in Brittney Anderson's mouth or banging Tina Ramirez' big tits to get off.
It took only about three or four minutes before my cock was tingling and I was ready to shoot. I bent my legs, pointing my dick down, sticking the head through the wide opening of the plastic dome lid of my sister's iced mocha. I shuddered, held back a moan as my cock twitched and throbbed and spurted long, thick streams of ball juice right into the dark liquid.
I squeezed out every drop of sperm, shaking them off my dick and into Kathleen's drink. My cum was a thick puddle on the surface of the brownish liquid. Finally spent, I tucked my cock away, zipped up. I stirred my sister's mocha, mixing in my seed.
I heard Kathleen coming down the stairs. Quickly, I stepped back, taking up one of the free advertisements that always came in the mail. Kathleen came into the room, flipping her long dark hair back.
"I thought you had to be at work," she said acidly, giving me a look.
"I was just leaving," I said, watching as Kathleen leaned over the coffee table and took up her drink. I tried not to grin as she sucked on the straw.
My sister smacked her lips, gave me a look. "Enjoy your piece of shit job," she said haughtily, then turned away, sucking more of her drink through the straw. She obviously did not taste anything different in her drink as she unwittingly drank down her own brother's semen.
Enjoy your cum-flavored mocha, I thought, then left, chuckling to myself.
***
I was in a pretty good mood as I headed to work. Getting back at my sister the way I had – even if she was clueless about the whole thing – gave me a smug feeling. I thought about my pretty, bitchy sister slurping down my load along with her coffee drink.
I got into an even better mood when I realized that I was closing with Michelle that night. She was a real cute, voluptuous little blonde with short, light-toned hair and a cute, round, freckled face. She had a pretty nice rack that pushed against her red work polo, a cute little pudge to her belly, and wide, flaring hips. She stood all of five feet tall and looked like a cute little pixie. The only things missing were the wings.
We flirted with each other as we always did. Michelle only went so far when she flirted (and she flirted witheverybody), but I always thought that maybe, if the circumstances were right, I might get to one day find out if she really was a natural blonde (and I was pretty sure she was).
But then, the night took a sour turn after the dinner rush. The dining room emptied out, and with only an hour left in the shift, our manager sent the other two employees home, leaving just me and Michelle. She started cleaning up the dining room and I took care of the stuff in the back.
Andshe came in. Mrs. Gould. The bitchiest, most annoying customer we got, and she came in damn near every day. Chicken Caesar salad, extra dressing, no croutons, and the chickenbetter be fresh-grilled!
She was as bad as my sister, the way she treated us, even worse. Talking down to us because we worked in a fast-food restaurant, telling us we were the bottom rung of the ladder. She was so full of herself because she married a rich guy twice her age and acted like her last name was fucking Rockefeller or something.
"Hey, can I get some service?" she asked indignantly, after she had been at the counter for all of three seconds.
I rolled my eyes at the grating sound of her voice. Mrs. Gould was a hot piece, no doubt about it, no more than six or seven years older than me. She had big, fake tits and a slender body, and always wore clothes that made her look like a topless dancer. Hell, she probably had been one before she trapped her unlucky husband.
I saw Michelle, sweeping up in the dining room, giving me an amused look as I approached the counter. Her expression seemed to say,'better you than me.' I tried to stay as professional as I could as I stepped up to the register.
Mrs. Gould rattled off her order, which never changed. "And get it right, this time," she said arrogantly, giving me a superior look. "There wasn't enough dressing last time. Damn it, you kids never getanything right."
I forced a smile. "It'll be right up," I said distastefully, giving Mrs. Gould her cup.
I headed back to the grill, tossed a fresh chicken breast on it. It would take several minutes to cook through. I heard the flap of the door from the dining room, looked as Michelle came toward me. She slid up pretty close to my side.
"God, what a bitch," Michelle said in a low tone. The grill was visible from the front counter.
"She's worse than my sister," I said.
Michelle glanced over her shoulder, looking back toward Mrs. Gould – the only customer in the dining room – as she mixed her iced tea. Michelle looked back to me, her wide blue eyes mischievous. "We should spit in her salad," she said. "Or, like, mix in some Imodium or something with the dressing."
I chuckled. "You happen to carry around diarrhea medicine?"
Michelle shook her head ruefully. "I'd put battery acid in her food if I had any," she said.
I suddenly remembered the dirty trick I had played on my sister, and my cock instantly twitched in my jeans. "I know something we could put in it," I said.
Michelle's eyes flashed. "Yeah?"
I looked to her. "It's kind'a . . . kinky," I said.
Michelle stared at me, eyes narrowing for a moment. Then, suddenly, her eyes flashed down to my crotch, and she got this big grin on her face. "You serious?" she asked.
I couldn't believe what I had talked myself into, and that Michelle seemed so excited by it. I smirked. "Let me, uh, use the bathroom for a minute," I said. "I'll take one of those little plastic souffle cups and—"
"Why do it in the bathroom?" Michelle asked, interrupting me. "She can't see you from the salad table."
I gave Michelle a surprised look. "You're kidding, right?"
Michelle giggled, gave me a suddenly sexy look. "I'll help," she said suggestively. "Come on. Dana's in the office. You know she doesn't come out 'till closing time. It's just you and me.Come on, Joey."
Now, that ideareally got my dick throbbing. Jack off in front of Michelle? Hell, yeah! I shuddered a little, incredibly turned on. Michelle giggled, and pushed her tits out a little. I could make out the nipples of her C-cups, pushing against the fabric of her shirt.
"Come on," she said urgently. "If you're gonna do it, you gotta do it now."
I moved on automatic, feeling a little dazed. I crossed the kitchen, approached the salad table as Michelle followed me with her excited eyes. I glanced to her as I took out one of the big metal bowls, tossed in lettuce and tomatoes and mushrooms and capers, added some dressing, and mixed it up. Michelle looked impatient, watching me. her freckled round face was blushing with excitement.
I hesitated only a brief moment, glancing back to the closed manager's door.Michelle better be right, I thought, and unzipped my jeans. I tugged out my dick. I was already hard.
I heard a slight gasp from Michelle, looked to her. Her eyes were locked on my cock. She smiled widely, and looked impressed. That only inspired me. I wrapped my hand around my dick and started pumping, staring at Michelle.
Slowly, she walked toward me, drawn like a glutton to a buffet. Her eyes were fixated on my thick, stiff dick as I jacked it. She moved up beside me,very close. Those firm, full tits pressed against my arm as I pumped it.
"Damn, Joey, I wish I knew you had such a nice dick," she whispered. She was obviously turned on. She licked her soft pink lips. Her attention and arousal inspired me, and I smacked my hand along my penis as I masturbated furiously.
"God damn, that thing's bigger than my boyfriend's," Michelle was saying. She settled a hand on my butt, casually squeezing my cheeks as she watched me jack off. "And I thought he was big."
"I'm glad you like it," I said, my voice straining. Fuck, was I turned on!
Michelle grinned, watching me pump my dick. She squirmed a little, pressed a hand between her legs. She made a little sighing/grunting noise, bit her lip. Then she looked up at me, her wide blue eyes glowing.
"Can I do it?" she asked softly.
I stopped stroking instantly, my dick twitching. The head was shiny and wet from pre-cum. I all but swooned at the thought of Michelle stroking me. "Please," was all I could say.
Michelle grinned, then looked back to my throbbing, hard cock. I pulled my hand away, and slowly, tentatively, Michelle lifted her own, wrapping it around my shaft.
I sighed at the touch of her hand. Michelle shifted her fingers, getting a good grip. She smiled excitedly as she started pumping my dick. I held back a moan, slipped my arm around her. Michelle leaned against me, those wonderful tits mashing against my side. She stroked me faster and faster, squeezing my cock more tightly as I told her to do so.
"What is taking so long?" came Mrs. Gould's exasperated voice from the other side of the counter.
I sighed in frustration, and Michelle rolled her eyes. She took her hand from my cock, and for a moment, licked her fingers, tasting the pre-cum that had dribbled down over them from my penis. She turned away, glancing to the front as she headed to the grill. "He's chopping some fresh greens for you, Mrs. Gould," Michelle said. "It'll just be a minute. You wouldn't want wilted salad, would you?"
I heard the bitchy woman huff. "Whatever."
Michelle flipped the chicken, moved it to a cooler area of the grill, where it would simmer, but not overcook. Then she came back, eyes locked on my dick once more and smiling broadly. She giggled as she grabbed my dick and resumed pumping. I sighed in pleasure.
"Fuck, you look so hot with your thing sticking out like that," she whispered. Her eyes blazed. "Now, just try to stay quiet, baby," she said.
I was about to ask what Michelle was going to do when she sunk to her knees before me and, without a moment's hesitation, slipped her hot, warm, wet mouth around my dick, sucking hard and eagerly.
I trembled, so totally turned on. Fuck, Michelle had a nice mouth! She sucked hard and deep, gliding her sweet soft lips back and forth, getting my cock nice and wet with her mouth. She mumbled faintly, apparently enjoying the taste of my dick, the way it filled her mouth. I was stupefied by the erotic sight of her hungry mouth gobbling my rod.
"Is it gonna be much longer?" asked impatient Mrs. Gould.
"It's coming right out!" I called out, trying to sound calm. I pushed against Michelle's mouth, holding her soft-haired head in my hands. God damn, this was the best blow job I had ever gotten! Michelle was a hell of a lot better than Brittney Anderson, that was for sure!
I felt my balls tighten and my body tense, and then . . . oh, my God . . . I was cumming. And cumming hard. My sperm shot into Michelle's mouth, and she moaned softly as it surged over her tongue, gushed to her throat, making her cheeks swell. Michelle moaned appreciatively, sucking tenderly, slipping her lips up to the head of my spasming cock and pumping her mouth just a little. Frothy little bubbles of cum emerged from between her lips and were smeared along my slick shaft. The sight had me shaking with pleasure.
I finally had to push Michelle's head away, and she laughed softly through her nose, looking up to me. Her pink lips glistened and dripped with cum. She worked her jaw a little, rolling my salty load in her mouth. Then she looked to the salad bowl and cocked her head meaningfully.
I realized her intent, and took up the bowl, holding it down under her face. Michelle tilted her head down, parting her lips. I watched in astonishment as my thick sperm flowed out of Michelle's mouth, dripping down into the bowl, coating the lettuce and tomatoes and mushrooms. Michelle spat a couple times, then licked her lips, leaning back with a grin.
"I'll get the chicken," she said, pushing to her feet. She gave me a devilish grin, wiping the corners of her mouth and making a show of sucking her fingers. She pranced across the kitchen, scooped up the chicken filet with a spatula, and brought it over to me. I didn't bother with tucking my dick away – especially since Michelle was tickling it with her fingers – as I sliced up the chicken breast and served it into the bowl.
I made sure to toss the salad really well, mixing in my sperm with the Caesar dressing. Every little leaf glistened by the time I was done. I scooped the salad into a plastic tray and sprinkled on some parmesan cheese and croutons. Michelle grinned, her lips still a little glossy from my cum. The aroma of semen wafted around her cute little face. She took up the salad, gave me a naughty look.
"All of a sudden, I'm kind'a jealous of Mrs. Gould," she said meaningfully. "She gets to eat it."
I looked back with a grin. "Oh, I think I can work up some more special dressing for you," I said.
Michelle grinned, biting her lip. Then she turned and headed back to the counter with the salad. "Here you go, Mrs. Gould," I heard her say. "And we made sure to putlots of dressing on it."
***
Michelle and I watched from the counter as Mrs. Gould sat in the dining room, devouring her salad. She did not seem to notice the 'extra seasoning' Michelle and I had given her meal. Or, if she did, she liked the flavor. She ate every single bite, licking her lips. Then she got up, leaving her empty plastic plate on the table, and gave us a haughty look as she headed to the door.
"Clean up after me, will you?" she said in her self-impressed way.
Michelle and I just smiled. We busted out laughing after Mrs. Gould left.
"She fucking ate it!" cried Michelle, her pretty eyes blazing as she grabbed my hands and jumped up and down. "Holy shit! Mrs. Gouldate your fucking cum!"
I gave Michelle a look. "And you're next," I said.
Michelle suddenly stopped jumping, and gave me a sexy look. She breathed in deeply. "Mmm, you got more dressing for me?" she asked.
"Yes," I said. "Much as you want."
Michelle bit her lip, smiling, and tilted her head back. "Suck me, first," she said.
My heart flipped at the idea of tasting Michelle's sweet honey pot. "Well, I usually don't eat pie before dinner . . . ." I said teasingly.
Michelle giggled. "Make an exception?" she asked, jumping up on the counter and starting to unzip her jeans. "Come on, baby, have a slice of my pie. I guarantee you'll like it."
***
Michelle and I sucked each other off through the remainder of the shift. Michele truly was a natural blonde, as I thought, with just a little strip of golden pubes above her succulent cunt. She had a puffy, fleshy little pussy, and she tasted so divine as I dug my tongue deep in her tight tunnel. I got her off a couple times as she squirmed on the order counter, then she returned the favor, sucking me until I spurted in her mouth again. But this time, she gulped down every drop of my gooey seed.
Our manager, Dana, came out for the end-of-night inspection, and found everything to her satisfaction. Michelle gave me a ride home, and we sucked each other off again in her car as she parked along the curb before my parents' house. I loved the way she tasted when she came, and she gulped down my warm cum eagerly, telling me afterward that I had the 'tastiest juice in the world.'
Michelle and I hook up almost every shift we work together, but she's still with her boyfriend (he's a few years older and has a 'real' job). We never fuck ("That would be cheating," she says). Still, she gobbles my prick like she's desperate for it, always swallows my creamy load, and holds her legs open wide when I suck on her slick little cunt.
And now and then, when Mrs. Gould or some other bitchy customer comes in, Michelle helps me add some 'special seasoning' to their order.
-finis-
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I desperately needed to use the bathroom. I always drink a big glass of water before going to bed, and in the mornings, I always wake up with a full bladder. Normally, that's not a problem, since the house in which I live with my mother and older sister has two bathrooms between the three of us. But the master bath was having plumbing problems. So that left the hall bathroom.
Mom had already gone to work. My nineteen-year-old sister Mandy was in the bathroom, taking her sweet ass time as always. Normally, I wouldn't care how long it took for my sister to get ready, but today was different.
"Mandy! Come on!" I shouted through the door, dancing on my feet.
"Go pee in the back yard, Charlie!" she shouted back.
I groaned. I was not about to go running out in the back yard and relieve myself when I could hear Mr. Denton's lawnmower running next door. Our fence is pretty low; I knew he'd be able to see me. I pounded again. "Mandy!"
"You're just gonna have to wait!" she shouted back. "Or you—"
"Fuck this!" I cursed, and crashed through the door, breaking the lock. Mandy, clad in just her panties, screamed as I stumbled to the toilet beside her. She dropped her eyebrow pencil into the sink and slapped her hands over her tits.
"Damn it, Charlie!" she cried as I jerked down my shorts and aimed my dick at the toilet bowl. My sister stared in shock as I fired a powerful stream of urine into the toilet. I sighed in relief.
Mandy looked dumbfounded, maybe even mesmerized, staring at my pissing dick. I gave her a lopsided look. "Told you I couldn't wait, Mandy," I said. I couldn't help but notice what a nice body my sister had. A little soft in the middle, but her little paunch looked sexy, I thought. And she had adamn nice rack, I realized. C-cups, easily, and her hands did little but cover her nipples. Her long, wavy blonde hair was pushed back from her face by one of those headband-things. I could just make out the shadow of her pubes through the sheer white cotton panties she wore.
Mandy didn't seem to realize I was checking her out. She appeared occupied with my cock, her eyes wide. "I guess so," she commented softly, ogling my dick. I had been blessed with a large penis which, even soft, is long and thick. Rumors of my big dick circulated among the girls at school, but I was pretty shy and had thus for only gotten a few hand jobs and one half-assed blow job from Christy Summers.
I finally stopped peeing, shook off the last few drops of piss, then tucked my penis away. Mandy blinked, looking dazed, and turned her head. I noticed her cheeks were red. I wondered what she was thinking about.
I flushed the toilet, washed my hands as my sister got out of the way. I chuckled, looking at Mandy in the mirror as she turned away and grabbed her robe. For a moment, I saw her breasts from the side, noting how stiff and thick her nipples were. And so damn pink! But she closed the robe tight, and stared at me blankly.
I dried my hands, stepped past my sister. "I'll fix the lock later," I said. "Sorry I had to do that, sis."
"I-it's okay," she stammered as I left.
***
Mandy was weird around me all day, giving me these strange looks whenever we saw each other. My sister and I weren't real close, but we weren't estranged, either. Even though we aren't even a year apart in age (she was born in November, and my birthday's in October; for 36 days each year, my sister and I are the same age), Mandy and I never really hung out. She had her girlfriends, I had my buddies. Even when Mandy briefly dated my friend Teddy, my sister and I didn't really spend much time together, at least not alone.
I started wondering if Mandy had been turned on by my cock. Maybe I was a shy nerd at school, but I knew that a lot of girls were turned on by a large penis. And I sure as hell couldn't get her soft, voluptuous body out of my mind. I had seen a few girls naked (well, mostly naked) and had to admit that my own sister was one of the hottest chicks I knew.
Whoa, wait a sec, dude,I thought as I was doing some homework for my Biology class. You're thinking about Mandy like she's a piece. She's your fucking sister, man!
Yeah, and she was sure as hell checking out your rod. 'Course, I can't blame her for that . . . wonder what she'd do if she ever saw it hard . . . .
Hmm . . . wonder what I'd do . . . .
***
I got up the following morning, once more with a full bladder ready to burst. And once more, Mandy was in the bathroom. I had fixed the lock, but noticed that Mandy hadn't turned the bolt.
"Mandy, don't do this to me again!" I lamented through the door.
"Just come in and do it, Charlie," I heard her say with exasperation. "I've already seen your thing once."
I shrugged.Okay, I thought, and opened the door. I almost stumbled when I saw my sister's full, perfect round ass, totally exposed by the tiny red thong she wore. The way she was bent over the sink, her back arched and legs slightly parted, the bulge of her apparently meaty pussy was pretty damn obvious. I could just about make out the shape of her vulvae.
At least she wore a bra this time. It pushed her breasts together, forming somevery tempting cleavage, the kind of cleavage a guy fantasizes being pushed up against his dick. I stared at her tits a moment in the mirror. Mandy stopped applying her makeup and stared back at my reflection with annoyance.
"Are you gonna just stare, or are you gonna get it over with?" she asked, sounding perturbed.
I tore my eyes from my sister's tits, then stepped up beside her, fishing my dick out of my shorts. I peripherally noticed my sister watching closely. What happened next, I later realized, was a carefully-planned choreography by my sister.
She dropped her eyebrow pencil, and this time it clattered to the floor beside the toilet. At the same time, I bent over and lifted the toilet lid. Mandy dropped to her knees as I straightened, her hair brushing my thigh as she groped on the ground. Her face was inches from my cock. The first drops of urine started dripping from the head of my penis, just before the imminent flow began.
Suddenly, Mandy, still on her knees, grabbed my hips, half-turning me to her, and dove for my cock, sucking the head into her mouth just as my urine gushed powerfully from my dick. I gasped, startled by my sister's actions, and almost stumbled back. But Mandy hung on, clutching my ass fiercely with both hands. Her brow furrowed and she winced as I pissed in her mouth.
Oh, shit, that felt good! Urinating was always, essentially, a pleasurable act, but the fact that Mandy was sucking the piss out of my dick, massaging my hissing cock with her lips and tongue, gulping my urine down as quickly as it filled her mouth, made it feel like a long, sweet, incredibly satisfying orgasm. I sighed at the indescribable sensation, holding onto my sister's blonde head. She made soft little moans as she drank from my dick. The expression on her face was one of contorted bliss.
"Oh, shit! M-Mandy! Ahhhhhhhnnnn . . . ."
"Mmm," she responded, sucking harder, a little golden fluid dripping out from between her lips and trickling off her narrow chin. She made such sexy sounds . . .Gulp, gulp, gulp!As she drank from my cock.
I couldn't believe what Mandy was doing. I stared in shock and arousal at my sister's soft pink lips wrapped around the head of my cock, her throat rippling with each powerful spray of my dick. I should have been disgusted, repulsed, at the fact that my sister was drinking my piss. But I wasn't. I was fuckingturned on!
As my'urinorgasm' ran its course, my dick began hardening, thickening in Mandy's hot mouth. My sister worked her lips, still swallowing, and moved one of her hands around from my ass to my shaft. She began stroking my nine-inch cock as it swelled to its full, impressive size. My bladder was finally emptied, and Mandy sucked a little longer to get every golden drop.
"Oh, damn," she whispered, slipping her lips from the wet, broad, shiny head. She looked at the erect cock she held, and swooned. "Holy shit, Charlie . . . so it really is true . . . mmm . . . ."
Mandy moaned as she pushed her mouth back down my penis, taking half my thick length between her lips and sucking softly. I sighed, threading my hands through her golden hair, relishing the feel of her tongue stroking the underside of my cock. I didn't think about what was happening, didn't think about the fact that my own sister was now giving me a blow job. I just enjoyed the kinky eroticism of the moment.
Your sister just drank your fucking piss, dude, and now she's giving you a blow job! How fucking hot is that!
Mandy sure as hell knew her way around a cock, that was obvious. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue a writhing, massaging presence. Mandy pumped her head back and forth, her eyes looking down at the massive dick that penetrated her mouth over and over. She alternated between stroking my shaft and fondling my balls with her hands. She no longer had to hold me in place; she knew I wasn't going anywhere.
Mandy and I both moaned and sighed as her blow job continued. I had never been sucked so damn good before. I wondered if Teddy had gotten blow jobs like this when he was dating my sister.
Her pace finally quickened, and Mandy sucked harder and harder, fluttering her hand back and forth rapidly on my shaft. I gasped as my sister masturbated me into her mouth, as she emitted sexy little whimpering sounds that increased in pitch as she grew more and more excited. My dick throbbed in her mouth, and I stroked her soft, lustrous hair, loving the feel of her bobbing head in my hands.
And then . . . "M-Mandy!" I cried, every nerve in my body tingling as my orgasm rushed through me. "Oh God! I-I'm c-c-cumming! Oh, Jesus!"
"Mmm! Mmm!" Mandy whimpered anxiously, sucking just the head as she jacked my cock. She moaned in satisfaction around my dick and I nearly screamed in pleasure as my dick spurted thickly in her mouth, shooting the biggest and most satisfying load of cum I had ever served up. Mandy sucked hard to get it all, pulling on my dick, squeezing my balls as she devoured my creamy sperm.
I shook, seeing stars as I fed my sister her reward. I had never felt anything so intense in my life, and the fact that Mandy just kept sucking my cock prolonged my pleasure incredibly. But eventually, my dick became too sensitive, and I had to pull back.
My sister leaned forward with me, trying to keep my cock in her mouth, but finally let me pull free. My still-hard dick popped from between her lips, leaving a little trail of thick white cum on her lower lip and chin. I gasped, sagged to the edge of the bath tub.
For the first time since she had taken my dick in her mouth, my sister looked at my face, her brown eyes wide. She suddenly smiled around her mouthful as I stared at her in disbelief. She smacked her lips, giving me glimpses of the creamy fluid that filled her mouth, then tilted her head back, swallowing my load. She breathed out with a sigh, then looked to me again, pushing her tits together with her arms and licking her lips.
"Damn, baby brother," she said. "You sure shoot a lot!"
I panted for breath, shaking my head in wonderment. "I can't believe you just did that."
Mandy giggled. "Well, you didn't stop me," she said.
I laughed euphorically. "Oh, don't get me wrong," I said. "I didn't wanna stop you. God damn, Mandy!"
She wiped her chin with a finger, sucked my fluid off it, still smiling. "Well, that's two things I've never done," I said. "No, make it three. I never drank piss before, never even tasted cum before, and I never blew my own brother. Think I might have to do all three of those a little more often."
I chuckled, looked to my half-hard dick. "Only if I get to return the favor," I said.
Mandy's eyes flashed. "Well," she said, and stood before me. She slipped off her tiny thong, showing me that she did, indeed, have a wonderfully meaty pink pussy. Mandy had fat lips and a thick pink clit the size of a pearl that made my mouth water. Her vulvae were shaved silky-smooth and she had just a little strip of dark golden pubes above her glowing button. "I hope you're thirsty," she said, approaching me. "'Cause I really gotta go."
I stared in awe at my sister's beautiful fleshy cunt. Mandy pushed me into the tub, stood over me with her legs spread over my face. Oh, Jesus, what a sweet view! My sister was wet,so fucking wet, and her thick clit glowed like a little beacon. She braced her hands against the tiled wall above me and lowered her slick pussy toward my face. Eagerly, I latched my mouth to her snatch, moaning at her sweet, fleshy, slightly musky flavor.
My sister sighed in pleasure as I sucked on her cunt, shuddered as she released her own flood gates. Warm, thin, tart fluid gushed into my mouth, and I gulped down Mandy's piss as eagerly as she had drunk mine. I never thought I'd be so turned on to drink pee, but I was! I felt my dick twitch, and I held onto her heavenly ass as my sister moaned and sighed, flooding my mouth to overflowing. Mandy gasped, pushing her cunt against my mouth as she relieved herself. I was surprised at how arousing it was to drink my sister's urine.
Mandy stayed where she was, rolling her hips after she finished pissing, and urged me to keep sucking and licking her dripping snatch. She was bucking and shaking, panting like she was cumming. I figured she felt the same way I had when she sucked the urine from my dick.
I moaned into her pussy, my nose tickled by her little strip of pubic hair. We stared into each other's eyes all the while that I ate her out. Her face glowed, and her tits – when did she take her bra off? – swayed as she wiggled her awesome ass back and forth. Her nipples were as pink and meaty as her cunt.
Mandy didn't take long to cum for real, and she made sexy, high-pitched gasping noises as her clit shrank and her lips swelled, gushing tangy, slick fluid. I sucked down my sister's sweet cum, kept licking her until she pulled back. A line of oily fluid stretched from my bottom lip to her swollen, thick cuntlips.
"Damn, Charlie!" she giggled, her face glowing. "How'd you get to be so good at eating pussy?"
I laughed, licking my lips and gently massaging Mandy's satisfied cunt. "Beats me," I said. "That was the first time I'd ever done that."
Mandy gave me a surprised look. "Seriously?"
I nodded, then leaned forward and kissed my sister's pussy. She hissed, and I smiled. "Am I really good at it?"
Mandy laughed, then lowered herself, straddling my hips. I felt her steamy pussy against my stiff cock. The contact made me gasp. I stared at Mandy's impressive tits, tentatively groped them. Mandy bit her lip, studying my face.
"Are you still a virgin, Charlie?" she asked.
I nodded, feeling a little embarrassed. "I, uh, almost went all the way with Christy, but she chickened out. She was afraid I'd hurt her 'cause my dick's so big."
Mandy giggled, then her smile faded. She touched my face, moved her hips a little, settling her steamy wet cunt against my rigid prick. I stared back, my heart pumping. God, that felt so fucking good!
"Do you wanna have sex with me?" my sister asked, a look of unmistakable lust on her face. She moved her hips a little more, sliding her pussy back and forth across the underside of my cock. I moaned at her heat.
"Oh, man," I moaned, groping Mandy's impressive tits.
"It's okay if you say no, Charlie," my sister whispered, kissing me gently. Her tongue slipped in my mouth for a moment. "But I'd really,really love to feel your giant dick inside my tight . . . little . . . wet . . . pussy."
I groaned.Fuck, was I turned on! I suddenly wanted my sexy, kinky, beautiful sister more than I had ever wanted anything in my life. My cock twitched, rubbing against Mandy's pussy, getting hard again. I squeezed her tits, lowered my head and sucked on one of her thick nipples. My sister hissed, running her hands over my head.
"Oh, yeah, Charlie," she whispered heatedly, moving more insistently now. "Yeah, that's it, baby. Bite my nipple. Bite it."
I moaned, clamped my teeth down. Mandy sighed loudly, throwing her head back, shoving her full, warm, ripe tit against my mouth. "Oh, God, Charlie!" she panted, grinding her cunt hard against my swelling dick. "Tell me you wanna fuck me! Please, Charlie! Please tell me you wanna fuck your sister!"
I couldn't resist. I was so unbelievably horny that I couldn't stand it. I slipped my mouth from Mandy's tit, licked up her neck. One of my hands slapped loudly on her firm round ass, making my sister gasp. "I wanna fuck you, Mandy," I growled. My cock throbbed, wanting her.
My sister looked down upon me, her face glowing. She was smiling widely with passion, her eyes shining. Jesus, she was gorgeous, with her wavy blonde hair surrounding her face. She pulled back, stood in the tub.
"Come on, Charlie," she said in a hot, throaty voice, grabbing my hands. "Let's go to my bed."
Numbly, transfixed by my sister's awesome naked beauty and her tell-tale passion, I pushed to my feet. Leaving my boxers in the bath tub, I held Mandy's hand as she lead me to her bedroom. We lay down on her bed, and Mandy got on top of me.
"God, you're so handsome, Charlie," she said, stroking my toned chest and flat abdomen. "All this time, living in the same house, and I never realized how hot you are."
I stared back, nervous. "Y-you're gorgeous," was all I could say.
My sister stared into my eyes, looking all the way down into the deepest parts of my being. "Do you really wanna do this, Charlie?" she asked. "'Cause, if you wanna stop now—"
I shook with desire. "I don't," I said, my voice strained. "I don't wanna stop. Oh, shit, Mandy, please . . . God, please . . . ."
My sister smiled sweetly. "Just relax, Charlie," she whispered, then nuzzled my neck, sending tingles through my body. Her right hand slid down between our bodies, and she grasped my cock, lifting it up until the head brushed the slippery, fleshy lips of her pussy. I gasped as I felt her heat searing through my dick.
"Oh, God, Amanda . . . ." I tentatively stroked my hands up and down her muscular back, groped her firm cheeks.
My sister breathed hotly in my ear. "You called me 'Amanda,'" she said. "I like that."
"Oh, shit, I've never been so turned on," I said as my sister slowly worked the head of my cock inside her, easing back and forth a little. She whimpered.
"Oh, Charlie," she panted. She brought her hand back up, planted both of them on the bed on either side of me. Her heavy tits swayed as she moved back and forth, slowly pushing more and more of my cock inside her. I winced at the tightness of her tunnel. "Mmm . . . fuck, you're thick!Oh my God I've never had anything so big, so . . . so fuckinghuge inside meeeee!"
I groaned, and Mandy shuddered as my cock slipped up inside her, sucked in by her ravenous cunt. The squeezing, rippling, pulling motions of her vaginal muscles were like a dozen little hands and mouths on my dick all at once. Never had I felt anything so incredible. And judging by her reactions, neither had Mandy.
"Oh, holy Jesus!" gasped Mandy as she impaled herself on my rod. Her pussy spasmed around my dick as she got used to the size of my cock. She stared down at me, looking so totally enraptured. "Damn, Charlie, you have no idea how good this feels."
I cupped her hanging breasts, massaging her nipples. "Oh, I think maybe I do," I said.
Mandy bit her lip. "Tell me to fuck you, Charlie," she said heatedly. "Tell your big sister to fuck your cock with her hot little cunt."
I shuddered at Mandy's words. Obviously, my sister got off on talking dirty. I squeezed her tits. "Fuck my cock, Mandy," I said. "Ride my fucking cock with your tight cunt."



Mandy gasped, trembling. "Oh, yeah," she sighed, and started moving back and forth, massaging my dick with her pussy as it slid in and out. "Oh, fuck yeah, baby! Fuck me, Charlie! Fuck your sister's pussy! Make me cum all over your big fucking dick!"
I groaned, pushing my hips up as Mandy impaled herself over and over on my dick. She moaned and panted, hissed through her teeth, tossing her hair about wildly. She rode me hard, slapping her hips to mine, grinding her clit against my pubic bone. She kept telling me over and over how good my cock felt, how her cunt was stretched and filled, how she wanted to make me cum. She kept accentuating the fact that we were brother and sister; it clearly turned her on.
She sat up straight, ran her hands through her hair as she bounced up and down on my rod. My sister was lost to pleasure, sucking and nibbling her fingers, her eyes closed as she savored our fuck. Her full round tits bounced on her chest as she pumped up and down. I watched the incredible sight of my glistening dick sliding in and out between her bulging, dark pink pussy lips.
"Oh, Charlie! Oh, Charlie!" she cried at last. "I'm cumming! Oh, baby, cum with me! Cum in your sister's pussy!"
I let out a moan, gripping my sister's hips as she slammed down hard on me, her cunt squeezing me more tightly and hotly than before. Mandy shuddered as she came, throwing her head back and crying out hoarsely. Her abandon inspired my own orgasm, and I groaned as my dick throbbed and pulsed and gushed a flood of semen deep into my sister's womb.
Mandy gasped again, squeezing my dick, sliding up and down to heighten my orgasm. "Oh, yeah! I can feel it! Keep fucking me, little brother! Fuck, your cum is so hot!"
We shook and moaned and spasmed together, sharing and enjoying our orgasms to the fullest. Mandy kept cumming over and over, and I winced as the sensations of her sucking pussy almost burned my cock. Finally, my sister collapsed atop me, her face in my neck, breasts mashed to my chest. She wrapped herself around me, holding me tight as she panted.
For long moments, neither of us said a thing. We caressed, kissed, touched each other, languishing in our afterglow. My head was spinning and my body felt totally relaxed. I had never been so satisfied.
Finally, Mandy lifted her head, staring at my face. Her own was flushed and sweaty. She smoothed back strands and tangles of blonde hair away from her face. Her eyes were quivering, her lips trembling. "Oh, Charlie . . . ."
I stared back, suddenly afraid that Mandy would regret what we had done. I couldn't read her expression. Then abruptly, she slipped up and kissed me deeply, whimpering into my mouth. Her pussy twitched around my dick as it slowly softened.
She eased back a little, touching my face as she smiled upon me. "Damn . . . the best sex in the world and it's with my own brother," she commented. Her smile faded. "Are you okay with this?"
I took a deep breath, slowly nodded. "Yeah, I'm just . . . I mean, it's incest," I said.
Mandy bit her lip, her eyes drifting away a moment. She smiled slyly, looking back to me. "Kind'a makes it hot, doesn't it?"
I laughed softly, lifted my head to kiss her. "When did you . . . I mean . . . ." I sighed. I didn't know how to ask what I wanted to ask.
Mandy's eyes flashed. "Yesterday, when I saw your dick. I just couldn't take my eyes off it. I'd heard the rumors that you had a big one. I remember Jessica and . . . what's her name, Kelly, talking about you one time at the burger hop. Kelly was going on and on about how big and thick it was. She didn't know I was listening. And then—"
Mandy reached past me to her bedside table, opened the drawer. She fished around, then took out a well-worn cheap paperback, showing it to me. The cover showed a teenaged couple holding each other, the girl in a cheerleader skirt and her blonde hair in pig tails, the boy wearing a high school letter jacket. The title was 'Sibling Love.'
Mandy blushed. "I don't know why I got it, not at first," she said. "But I saw it at that adult novelty store, and . . . I don't know. I read about two pages, and it turned me on. Then I got this one—" she pulled out another dog-eared paperback, which showed a young man from behind as he stood over an open toilet, and a smiling girl peeking through the open door. The title was 'Golden Dreams.'
"Damn, Mandy," I said, looking at the two books. "I never thought you were this kinky."
My sister giggled, cheeks coloring. "Neither did I," she said. "But . . . I just got so turned on, reading these books, and I'd think about you, and with all those rumors . . . I never really thought that I'd ever have the opportunity to be with you like this, but after yesterday . . . I had to go for it."
I chuckled. "So this morning, you set me up."
Mandy bit her lip and nodded. "Yeah," she admitted. "It was just the perfect way to do it. I wanted to know what it was like to drink pee, and I wanted to be with you, so . . . ." she trailed off with a shrug and a smile.
"So what now?" I asked my sister.
Mandy breathed in, licking her lips slowly as she set the books back in her drawer and closed it. She stared into my eyes, and her own blazed brightly. "Now we fuck each other silly."
***
It's been a few weeks since Mandy and I started fooling around. We usually confine our sexual antics to the late mornings and afternoons when Mom isn't home and we're both home from school. But sometimes, even when Mom is there, or we have friends over, Mandy and I will give each other little horny looks, and she'll meet me in the bathroom to suck the piss out of my dick and then blow me until I fill her mouth with cum. And I always return the favor. I'm not sure what turns me on more; drinking Mandy's pee or sucking out her sweet cum.
I honestly don't know what's going to happen now. Mandy and I date other people, of course, and I feel a little jealous now and then when I know she's out getting fucked by her boyfriend. Similarly, guilt washes over me when I'm with one of the girls I date and she's screaming her lungs out as I pound away at her snatch.
All I do know is that I have the most incredible, satisfying, and kinky sex in the world with my own sweet sister.
And I don't ever want it to end.
-finis-
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I watched Jana as she bounced on her feet, trying to look past the other kids and adults in line to the 'jolly fat man' seated on his throne. Her childish excitement and frustration at having to wait her turn made me laugh.
I looked to the mall Santa in his padded red suit and thick white beard. This one did a better job than most at playing the role; his beard seemed real, as did the roundness of his belly. He was flanked by a couple of cute teenagers in their Peter Pan-like elf suits, surrounded by giant-sized candy canes and all the gaudy decorations that seemed necessary for the scene.
Jana caught my eye and frantically pointed toward Santa, grinning childishly. I nodded, smiling back.Yes, Jana, that's Santa Claus. You see him every year.
The nine-year-old jumped up and down exuberantly, her little body practically vibrating with all the sugar she had consumed. I knew her mother would hate me later, once Jana was home and going on and on about Santa and what he would bring her. But for the moment, I was just happy for the little tyke. It had been a rough year, what with the separation and all. She deserved to be just a little girl for a while.
I tried to remember what it was like when I was her age, when I sat on Santa's lap and told him about the toys I wanted. I frowned as I realized my memory was lacking. I couldn't remember ever having done so.
I know they had mall Santas in the eighties, I thought.Maybe mom and dad just never took me. Hmm . . . .
I shook my head, looked back to Jana. She was getting closer in line now, practicing her balance by hopping forward on one foot. I chuckled. Oh, to be young again and with nothing to worry about but the moment.
"And why aren't you in line?" asked a bubbly voice beside me.
I was a somewhat startled. The cute little elf had appeared out of nowhere, it seemed. She stood on her tip-toes beside me, hands behind her back, swiveling back and forth. She was tiny, very tiny in fact, not even five feet tall. She had a round, glittering face, long curly blonde hair through which her pointed ears poked, and the biggest blue eyes I had ever seen.
I chuckled, looking down at the cherub. "I'm a little too old to be sitting on Santa's knee," I said.
She gave me an exaggerated frown. "Bull pucky!" she exclaimed in her girlish voice.
I laughed. "'Bull pucky?'"
She shrugged and smacked her gum. "Elves aren't allowed to use bad words," she said, then pirouetted around before me. Damn. She may have been tiny, but she did have a nicely-shaped little body. The tight green elf costume didn't leave much to the imagination, especially with that short frilly skirt . . . .
The girl suddenly grinned, showing dimples. "You checking me out, mister?" she giggled.
I blushed.Christ, she can't be more than a kid—
"It's okay," she said casually, as if reading my thoughts. "I'm a lot older than I look. We elves don't show our age, you know."
I arched an interested eyebrow.Is this girl flirting with me?
She bit her lip and rocked back and forth on her heels, pushing her little breasts out toward me. "Darn tootin' I am."
Now this was just getting too weird for words. This girl was acting like she reallycould read my mind. And so far, it seemed she was.
Abruptly, the girl spun around and leaned against me, pressing her little body against mine. She slapped her hands to my hips and wiggled playfully. "So, if you're not here to sit on St. Nick's lap, then why?"
I was surprised at the girl's bold move. To be honest, her forwardness was a little intimidating. "Um . . . I'm here with my niece," I said, tentatively putting my hands on her narrow shoulders. The top of her head was a few inches below my chin. She smelled sweetly of peppermint.
She pulled her hands from my hips then slapped them over my own, pulling them away. "Okay, lemme guess," she said, then suddenly clapped my hands directly onto her firm breasts. They were perfectly round, like softballs cut in half, with stiff nipples that stabbed right into my palm. "The little one with the brown hair? Red jacket?"
My eyes bulged. I looked around, wondering if anyone noticed how I was groping this girl. A few glances were cast my way, eyebrows arched in wonder. But, quickly enough, the flirtatious little elf slid my hand from her breasts to her waist.
"Uh, yeah . . . ." I said, wondering if this girl was being serious, or if she was just a curvy little teasing piece of jailbait.
She suddenly tilted her head back, looking up at me with her upside-down face. "I told you, I'm old enough. Don't worry about it."
"Would you stop doing that? Reading my mind, I mean."
The elf spun around against me, pleasantly rubbing her body against mine. My swelling groin was pressed against her little stomach. "Sorry," she said. "Habit."
I gave her a funny look. My statement had been rhetorical; hers wasn't.
"So," she said, taking my hands and leaning back, trusting me to support her weight. It wasn't difficult; she wasn't even a hundred pounds. She eased back until both our arms were extended. The ends of her honey-colored hair brushed the floor. A young man and his girlfriend stumbled out of the way as she blocked their path. They gave me a curious look.
"So?" I asked her, starting to enjoy her playful attentions. Especially now that, they way she was literally hanging off my arm, her little feet planted against mine, I could practically see up her skirt. Her legs were nicely slim yet muscular, with a golden tone to her skin that matched her face and arms.
She jerked herself back up and bounced on her feet, grinning. Her little breasts jiggled under her top, giving me ideas of what I would like to do with them . . . and the rest of her.
"So . . . If youwere standing in line to sit on jelly-belly's lap, what would you ask for?" she inquired, gently squeezing my hands.
I laughed. "Santa Claus is for the kids," I said.
The girl frowned and pouted. "You telling me you don't believe in Santa?" she asked.
I shook my head with a smile. "Do you?"
"Duh!" she exclaimed. "He's right there! Why are you such a fuddy-duddy?"
I smirked.'Fuddy-duddy.' Cute. "I'm just . . . realistic."
She gave me a contemplative look. "So . . . if you did have a Christmas wish, and it came true, would that make you believe?"
I chuckled. "Yeah, sure."
"Goody!" the girl exclaimed, and slapped my hands onto her slender hips, leaning into me again. There was just something so undeniably sexual about her, despite her girlish demeanor. Her playful round eyes glowed up at me. "So what's your wish?"
I met her gaze. "You can read minds," I said. "What do you think?"
The girl gave me a look of shocked innocence, clapping her hands to her cheeks. Her beautiful blue eyes flashed, catching the light. "Oh, my!" she exclaimed dramatically. "You're embarrassing me, Dave!"
I frowned. "How'd you know my name?"
She giggled. "You told me, silly!"
My frown deepened.I did?
She suddenly proffered her hand. "And I'm . . . Trish," she said, as if she had to think to remember her name.
I chuckled, took her hand, bent to kiss her fingers. Trish giggled again and slinked closer.
"Oo! A gentleman," she cooed. Her eyes glowed again as she moved closer. "I like that. I like that a lot."
"Are you always this forward?" I asked her as Trish gripped my hand with both of hers.
She rolled her shoulders. "Sorry. That's my nymph heritage." She rolled her eyes. "And you know howthey are."
I smiled.No, but I'd love to find out.
Her eyes flashed. "Okay, so where are we going?" she asked suddenly.
I blinked. "Huh?"
Trish bit her lip. "Well, aren't we gonna go out on a date?" she asked buoyantly. "I mean, you don't have a girlfriend, and no one likes to spend the holidays alone."
"What makes you think I don't have a girlfriend?"
Trish leaned against me, pressing that warm, firm body against mine and smiling up at me, her chin on my chest. "'Cause you wouldn't'a been groping my boobies if you did," she said with an impish smile.
I settled my hands on her tiny back. "You've got a point."
Trish giggled. "I got two of them, can'tcha feel?" she said, and wiggled her body, grinding her breasts against my stomach. I could, indeed, feel her nipples through the thin layers of clothing between us.
I took a breath to try to suppress my rising libido. I had never had a girl come on to me like this before, so blatant and sexual, yet also playful. It was as if someone had taken a girl scout, high school cheerleader, and porn star and put them all together in one sexy little body.
I reminded myself of where we were: in a crowded mall, six days before Christmas, standing out in the middle of the galleria as my niece sat on a mall Santa's lap. I smiled as I watched Jana recite her prepared list to the jovial fat man.
Trish pushed back and turned around, curling my right arm about her tiny waist. "Oh, she's a sweetie," she said, looking upon Jana.
"Yeah, she is," I agreed. "I love her to death."
Trish chewed her lip as she wore a sympathetic smile. "She wants her mommy and daddy to get back together. It's the first thing on her list."
I gave Trish a curious look.How does she know that?
My attention returned to Jana as she gave Santa a hug and a kiss on his cheek. She jumped down and ran toward me, threading her way through the throng of people, a big grin on her face. I laughed at her exuberance and let go of Trish's hand, just in time to squat down and meet Jana's charge.
"I saw Santa, Uncle Dave!" my niece screeched happily, wrapping her arms around me. She squeezed me tight the way only a little girl could, pressing her grinning cheek to mine.
I gently pushed her back. "Did you tell him everything you wanted, sunshine?" I asked, using my pet name for her.
Jana bounced on her feet. "Yeah!" she said, and held up a little candy cane. "And he gave me candy, too!"
I chuckled. "Maybe you better hang on to that," I suggested. "Your mom's already gonna be mad at me because of those chocolate-covered cherries."
The nine-year-old rolled her eyes. "Okay, Uncle Dave," she said. She suddenly noticed Trisch, standing beside us, and her eyes lit up. "Are you one of Santa's elves?"
Trish grinned and stooped slightly, hands on her knees. She wasn't that much taller than my niece, I realized. "I sure am, sweetheart," she said. "You're Jana, right? My name's Trish. I'm your Uncle Dave's new friend."
Jana's excited eyes darted back and forth between Trish and I. "Wow! Really? That's cool!"
Trish's glittering face matched my niece's enthusiasm. She touched Jana's nose casually, making her giggle. "Santa's a really nice guy, isn't he?"
Jana nodded vehemently. "Uh-huh," she agreed. "He said I was a good girl this year."
"Well, I'll tell you what," Trish said. "Santa can't makeevery little girl's wish come true, but . . . I'll put in a good word for you, okay?"
Jana's face glowed as she grinned. "Really?"
Trish nodded. "Promise."
Jana squealed happily, clapping her hands together. She looked to me. "I like her, Uncle Dave," she declared.
I chuckled, hugged my niece again, looking to Trish's angelic face. "Yeah, I like her, too."
Trish smiled.
***
Jana scrambled onto my back, wrapping her arms and legs around me as I headed back through the mall, Trish walking beside me and holding my hand. I noticed more than a few men looking Trish over in her sexy little elf costume. The skirt really didn't do much to preserve her modesty. Trish seemed to be enjoying the attention; her smile was constant.
I wondered how it was that this sexy little thing had latched onto me so quickly and eagerly. I had never thought I was the kind of man to attract much attention from women; not that I was a social maladroit, and I was always considered handsome. But girls had never thrown themselves at me the way Trish had. I finally decided not to worry about it, and to enjoy Trish's attention.
I just hope she's not a psycho.
We reached the entrance to the mall, with cold air and snowflakes blowing in from outside. I shivered at the sudden contrast, and Jana hugged me tighter, making a 'brrr' sound. Trish didn't seem the least bit affected.
"Hey, gimme a sec, okay?" Trish asked, pulling away as she noticed a couple of similarly-clad girls standing beside a candy stand. Like Trish, the girls were very tiny, and also like Trish, very sexy and curvy. One was a brunette, the other a redhead, with long, curly locks. They both looked so much like Trish it was eerie.
Triplets,I figured. They gotta be triplets . . . they just dye their hair differently, that's all.
"So is she your girlfriend, Uncle Dave?" giggled Jana in my ear.
Good question. "Um . . . maybe," I said awkwardly. A thought struck me. "Hey, can I see your Christmas list?"
"Sure!" agreed Jana, and I felt her wriggling against my back. "It's okay for you to see it now, since Santa already has."
I chuckled at her nine-year-old logic. Jana handed me the crumpled list, written on a piece of pink stationery with a little cartoon kitten in one corner. It was a short list, at the top of which . . . .
"1. I want mommy and daddy to be happy again."
A chill went through me.How had Trish known?
"Is it a good list, Uncle Dave?" asked Jana's innocent voice.
I smiled, pressing my cheek to hers. "It's the best list I've ever seen," I told her. "You didn't show it to anybody before you saw Santa, did you?"
"No way! That would jinx it! Only you and Santa have ever seen it!"
Thought so. I handed the list back to my niece, looked back to Trish. She left her nearly-identical fellow elves and skipped back toward me, blonde hair bouncing around her girlishly-grinning face. Her tiny skirt flapped against her upper thighs.
"So!" she said as she took my hands again. "Where are we going?"
I couldn't help but smile. "I gotta take my niece home first, but . . . are you hungry?"
Trish flashed her eyes. "I'm starving!" she declared. "Can we have pizza? I haven't had pizza in so long!"
"Sure. Anything you want," I agreed as we headed outside. Trish took my hand again and walked beside me as I piggy-backed Jana through the parking lot. I felt the chill instantly through my leather jacket and sweater, even with my niece's body heat. It was close to freezing, and snow was falling all around us in thick, heavy flakes.
But in just her skimpy green outfit, legs bared and only her little curl-toed shoes covering her feet, Trish didn't seem cold at all. She was as comfortable in the frigid outside air as she had been in the mall.
"Aren't you cold, Trish?"
She made a 'pfft!' sound, brush snowflakes out of her hair. "This ain't nothing compared to where I'm from," she proclaimed.
"Yeah, she's from the North Pole, Uncle Dave!" said Jana, her nine-year-old mind working its usual logic. "It's like a bazillion degrees below freezing there!"
I pursed my lips. "Oh, right," I said.
Trish gave me a little smile and winked. Her hand was warm in mine.
***
Trish waited in the car as I dropped Jana off at the house. My sister greeted her squealing, exuberant daughter with a hug at the door, and Janna immediately fell into a mile-a-minute monologue about Santa, the mall, and 'Uncle Dave's new girlfriend.'
My sister Vickie gave me an interested look. "'Girlfriend?'" she asked as Jana ran into the living room where mine and my sister's grandparents sat.
I smiled sheepishly. "We, uh . . . just met," I said, glancing back to my car. I could just make out Trish's blonde head in the front seat.
Vickie craned her neck, looking. "Well, bring her in," she said, and gave me a smirk.
I scratched the back of my head. "Eh . . . we've got a date," I said. "She wants pizza."
My sister chuckled. "Well, good for you," she said, playfully punching my arm. "It's about time you got over Donna."
I screwed up my face. "Yeah, well, um," I said awkwardly, taking steps back and gesturing behind me. "I gotta, well, um, you know—"
Vickie rolled her eyes, still smiling. "You have your key, right?"
I nodded. "Yeah," I said. "Uh . . . good night, sis."
Vickie shook her head, laughing. "Good night, little brother," she said as she closed the door. "Have fun!"
I blushed and turned back to the car. Trish was grinning at me as I approached and headed around to the driver-side door.
"You're so cute when you're flustered!" she exclaimed as I got in.
I stared at her, sitting with her legs curled beneath her on the seat. The heater had warmed the car as it idled, yet I had the feeling that it could have been ice-cold in the car and Trish wouldn't have cared.
"I just wanna say something," I said, staring into her pixie-like blue eyes.
Trish bit her lip and leaned closer. "What's that?"
"You're the most incredibly beautiful woman I've ever met," I said honestly.
Trish's eyes softened. She licked her soft lips. "I think we gotta get something out of the way," she said.
"What's that?" I asked, staring at her sexy mouth as Trish leaned even closer.
"This," she whispered, and pressed her lips to mine, kissing softly, deeply. She slid halfway across my body, pressing her hands to my chest. Trish moaned and sighed softly, sucking ardently on my lips and searching for my tongue with her own. I willingly responded, meeting her passionate kisses with my own. I discovered that she didn't just smell like peppermint, she tasted like it, too.
Trish finally pulled back with a soft sigh, touching my lips and staring into my eyes. My heart was pounding with desire for this girl. Never had a kiss been so arousing.
"There," she said, her voice soft and breathy. "That's better."
I smiled.Maybe for you, I thought.But now I've got a serious hard-on!
Trish glanced down to my lap and giggled upon seeing the bulge in my jeans. She slid back into her seat, giving me a coy smile that seemed to say,'Don't worry, I'll take care of that soon.'
God, I hope so.
***
The best place in town for pizza was Constantine's, located on the edge of a large city park. The diner-style restaurant was fairly busy when Trish and I headed inside. She was still in her little elf costume, of course, and just about every guy in the place looked at her like she was the gift they wished Santa would leave under their tree. The fact that Trish was hanging off my arm did wonders for my ego.
The restaurant had wooden tables draped with red-and-white checkered cloths and simple, red-padded stools. Trish and I took one near the window, away from the middle of the room. Our waitress commented on Trish's costume before taking our drink order.
"What are you drinking?" Trish asked me.
"Um . . . Coke works fine for me."
"Me, too," said Trish. She giggled as the waitress stepped away, then pushed her menu aside and leaned across the table, pushing up with her knees upon the stool. She gave me a soft, wet kiss, then leaned back while licking her lips. "I'm gonna make it a personal rule to give you at least one kiss every fifteen minutes, okay?"
I chuckled. "I'm not gonna argue with you."
"Better not," she said. Her eyes dipped to my open menu. "So what are we having?"
I shrugged. "What do you like?"
"Everything," she said with a flash of her eyes. "Especially you."
"Well, unfortunately, I don't come on a pizza," I said.
Trish's eyes smoldered sexily. "I bet I could make you," she said suggestively, pouting her lips just a little.
And there it was, Mr. Erection once again. I stared at Trish, suddenly wanting nothing more than to drag her across the table, rip her clothes off, and—



Trish blushed deeply, looking around as her tight little body trembled slightly. Her nipples poked aggressively through the painted-on material of her top. "Now, now, bad boy," she said playfully, her lips curled.
I took a breath. "Sorry," I said.
"No, it's okay," she said coquettishly, pushing her breasts together with her upper arms. "I'm turned on, too. But let's at least have dinner first."
I arched an eyebrow at her statement. "'First?'"
She nibbled her lip, her eyes never wavering from mine. "Well, we are gonna make love, aren't we?"
I took another breath, gritting my teeth as Mr. Erection tried to push up through my jeans. "Wow . . . you are direct, aren't you?"
Trish giggled. "I just know what you want," she said simply. "And it just happens to be what I want. Besides . . . you like being teased, just a little, right?"
I nodded. "But you already knew that," I said.
Trish nodded as well. "Yeah, I already knew that," she said softly.
I huffed, forced myself to look down at the menu. "Okay, well . . . let's pick out a pizza."
***
"So, who were those girls you were talking to, right before we left the mall?" I asked Trish about half an hour – and a couple kisses – later, after our pizza had arrived and we were on our second round of sodas.
"They're my sisters," she said, nibbling on her slice of pizza.
"I kind'a figured," I said. "They looked just like you."
"Oh, we all look alike, 'cept for hair color," she said casually. Her brow furrowed. "Not really sure why, exactly."
I chuckled, glancing to her pointed ears. They looked pretty good for plastic. "You're really into the whole elf thing, huh?"
Trish gave me a strange smile, set down her half-eaten slice. "It's what I am," she said simply.
Okay, she wants to play out the fantasy,I thought. No problems here. Never had an elf fantasy before, but I sure have one now.
"So . . . any male elves up north?" I asked, deciding to just go with it. Sometimes it's fun to cater to a fantasy, even when it isn't entirely sexual.
Trish shrugged. "Yeah, but they all got beards and those big mustaches and pot-bellies. All that thick dark beer, I guess. And they're so short!"
I chuckled. "Not your type, huh?"
Trish smiled. "I prefer tall, handsome guys with dark hair and clean-shaven faces," she said meaningfully. She picked up her soda and sucked on the straw.
I watched her lips move, the way her little nose wrinkled a little as she drank. "What else do you like?" I asked.
Trish grinned and snatched up her slice. "I like pizza!" she declared, and took a big bite. "Harmph!"
I laughed, watching her.So playful, so cute, so damn sexy . . . if she's the same way in bed . . . oh, man . . . .
Trish gazed into my eyes, chewed, swallowed. There was a smear of tomato sauce at the corner of her mouth. "What do you like?"
"Hmm. Cute little blondes with pointed ears."
Trish reached up and touched her ears. "You like them? Really? I hate them. Get in the way when I wanna wear a cowboy hat."
I reached across the table with my napkin and dabbed the corner of her mouth. "Since when do elves wear cowboy hats?"
"I was in Oklahoma last year," she said. "Lots of cowboys down there."
"That's true," I agreed. "So how'd you end up here?"
"This is just where they sent me," she said with a shrug, then gave me a sweet look. "But I'm really glad I'm here."
"Trust me, so am I."
***
"Oh, I feel loads better!" declared Trish as we headed out of Constantine's. Impulsively, she jumped onto the short, snow-covered railing beside the steps, slid down to the ground. She giggled, slapped snow off her butt as she danced across the slush-covered parking lot.
"I think I ate too much," I grumbled, rubbing my stomach.
Trish jogged up to me and gave me a sympathetic look, touching my abdomen. "Aw, poor baby. Too much in the tummy?" she asked with a pout.
"I'll be all right."
Her eyes lit up. "Hey! It's been more than fifteen minutes!" She jumped up into my arms, wrapping her little arms and legs around me. Softly, affectionately, she kissed my lips, little sucking, pecking kisses amid gentle murmurs that brought life back to my erection. I settled my hands on her wet butt.
"Mmm," she moaned gently, pulling her face back. She rubbed the tip of her button nose against mine.
"So what do you want to do now?" I asked her, testing the waters by gently kneading her firm cheeks.
Trish bit her lip and squeezed me with her thighs. "Hmm," she contemplated, looking around. She noticed the meandering paths of the nearby park, with snow-covered trees and bushes. "Let's go in there."
Sounded like a plan to me. I headed away from the car, toward the park, keeping Trish tight against me. She gave me no indication she wanted to be set down.
"Oh, this is romantic," sighed Trish, looking around. The thick layers of snow upon the bushes and tree limbs gave our surroundings a soft, pale glow. The air was still and crisp, but despite the cold, Trish's body heat was keeping me comfortable. Or maybe I was just so turned on that I didn't notice the chill.
"Yes, it is," I agreed, stopping to give her a soft kiss. Trish grinned, kissed me back. I headed along one of the winding trails, walking slowly, just enjoying the feel of Trish's warm tiny body against mine and the soft kisses she gave my lips, chin, and neck. I shivered with pleasure when her darting tongue tickled my ear. That had always been a serious erogenous zone for me. My penis bulged in my jeans, seeking the source of the heat between Trish's legs.
"So," she whispered, her peppermint breath warm on my face. "Ready for desert?"
My arousal swelled. "Here?"
Trish's blue eyes flashed naughtily. She glanced around, noting the seclusion afforded by the frosty vegetation. She nodded. "Right here. Don't worry. No one'll catch us."
My dick pulsed in my jeans. "Hmm . . . ."
Trish giggled playfully, then smothered my lips with a serious kiss, moaning into my mouth. My nervousness about public sex – always my most arousing fantasy, but one never realized – was quickly assuaged by Trish's soft lips, questing tongue, and gently-undulating body. I squeezed her ass more firmly, and Trish squealed with excitement.
She broke the kiss and leaned back in my arms, crossing her own to grip the hem of her skirt. In a swift move, she drew her tight dress over her head, tossing it casually aside. "You want me, baby?" she asked breathlessly.
I stared at her body. Flawless, golden skin glittered in the refracted light that bathed us. Trish's breasts were full and firm, standing high and proud on her chest, capped with strawberry-colored nipples. Her abdomen was trim and well-toned, her waist incredibly tiny. Sexy hips flared out as her legs straddled me. Her pubic hair was almost the same color as her golden skin, making it practically invisible. It didn't even register to me that her panties had somehow disappeared.
"Oh, Jesus, you are beautiful," I said, heart pounding.
Trish's face glowed as she cupped her breasts. "Wanna taste?"
I was feeling light-headed with desire. "God, yes," I replied and lowered my head. Trish sighed as I cupped my mouth over one of her stiff, sweet nipples. And it really was sweet! She tasted like cinnamon. Trish hissed as I sucked first the one nipple, then the other. I frowned in pleasant surprise as I tasted nutmeg.
Peppermint, cinnamon, nutmeg . . . this girl's a sexual candy store, I thought as I laved her breasts with my lips and tongue.
"Ohh, yes, baby, that's it," cooed Trish. She ran her hands through my hair, then pulled herself up my body. I felt her warm breath in my ear as she nipped at my earlobe. "Unzip your jeans."
I didn't need to be told twice. Licking back and forth between her flavored nipples, I took one hand from her ass and tugged on my zipper. I had to work to get my erect penis out, grunting with the effort, which made Trish giggle. Finally, my cock was freed, thrusting out into the cold air.
"Mmm, there we go," sighed Trish, lowering her body back down. I groaned as I felt the heat of her sex, ethereal wisps of pubic hair tickling the head of my penis. Damn, this girl was turning out to be every fantasy I had. Petite, eager, playful, gorgeous . . . and with a full bush, which I always preferred on a natural blonde.
But . . . .
Trish gave me a little pout as I stopped her from impaling herself on me. "What's wrong?" she asked heatedly, clearly as aroused as I, perhaps even more eager to consummate than I was.
"Um . . . I don't have a condom," I said sheepishly.
Her brow crinkled just above her nose. "A what?"
I chuckled. "You know, a condom? Rubber? Prophylactic?"
She suddenly understood. "Oh, you mean one of those stretchy things you guys have to put over your wieners?"
"Yeah, one of those." How could she not know what a condom was?
She smiled sweetly. "We don't need it," she said firmly. "I'm not old enough to get pregnant."
I gave her an alarmed look. "What!"
Trish giggled. "For an elf, silly!" she exclaimed. "You gotta be ninety-nine before you can have kids, and I'm a long way from that."
I gave her a strange look.Okay, there's only so far you can go with a fantasy,I thought. Even if this girl is the hottest thing I've ever . . . met . . . oh . . . damn . . . .
Trish had slipped her hand down between us and was lightly stroking my cock, tilting it up and slipping the head back and forth between very wet and very warm lips. I could feel the stiff button of her clitoris, which seemed larger than normal against the head of my cock.
She kissed and sucked my neck, panting in my ear. "Put it in, baby," she whispered hotly. "I wanna feel it inside me. Please.Pleeeaasseee . . . ."
"Oh, God," I groaned, then thrust up inside her, feeling her slick tunnel sucking me in. All concerns over sexually-transmitted disease vanished.Fuck it,I thought. Sometimes you just gotta take the risk.
Trish gasped loudly, followed by a long sweet sigh of pleasure as my cock slid all the way home. She was tight and sweet, with fluttering muscles that rippled along my shaft like dozens of tiny hands. I groaned at the pleasure of being inside her, of being joined with her. Trish's heat seared into my cock, spreading through my body.
"Oh, David!" she cried, squeezing me with her legs, wanting to get every last inch inside her tight body. I swayed on my feet, trying to keep my balance. Trish rolled her hips, sucked on my neck, moved to kissing my mouth. She moaned and whimpered, squeezing my thrusting cock with her hot, incomparable pussy.
I squeezed her cheeks, slapping her down against my loins. Trish squeezed me tight, her sexy, girlish sounds heightening my already astronomical libido. She panted on my neck, fucked me back with as much energy and enthusiasm as I gave her, threaded her fingers through the hair on the back of my neck. Again, one of my most sensitive erogenous zones. Trish somehow knew just where to touch.
"Mmm, oh David! Oh, David!" she panted desperately, shaking against me. "Oh, yes! Yes!"
Trish vibrated against me, her body spasming as she came. Her tunnel sucked hard on my cock, insanely tight and caressing, nearly triggering my own orgasm as hers washed through her lithe, twitching body. But I managed to hold back, feeling the hot bath of her orgasmic fluid soaking into my cock.
"Ooo, oh, baby," she moaned, coming back down from her high. She kissed me deeply, passionately, licking my lips and finding my tongue to suck on. She kept rolling her hips, massaging my cock with her vaginal muscles as she slid back and forth.
I didn't last much longer.
"Oh, God, Trish!" I grunted as my orgasm began. My prick throbbed inside her.
Trish jerked her head back, staring into my face, her own a mask of pure passion. "Now, baby?" she asked.
I shook, squeezing her ass. I wasright there . . . "Now!" I cried.
Swiftly, smoothly, Trish drooped to the ground, landing in a squat before me as my cock slipped, shiny and wet, from her pussy. Immediately, just before my eruption began, she sucked it into her mouth, wrapping her soft pink lips tightly around my shaft, just beneath the head. Her hands gripped my hips and she sucked hard, staring up into my eyes.
Holy shit!I thought in erotic amazement. She wants me to cum in her mouth! How did she know that's what I wanted . . . .
"Oh, fuck!" I cried, ejaculating with the most intense orgasm I had ever known, gushing my load into Trish's insistent mouth. She moaned and whimpered around my cock as she tasted me, her eyes glazing over in an expression that seemed genuinely grateful. The always pleasurable sensation of cumming was magnified as Trish sucked out a literal river of my cum.
I held onto Trish's head for support, watching as her cheeks bulged slightly. Thick trickles of snow-white cream oozed from the corners of her mouth, dribbling down her chin. I groaned at the kinky sight. And then she sucked in her cheeks and swallowed, devouring my gift. I trembled and almost fell over.
If I had felt light-headed before, now I felt drunk. Trish kept sliding her slick lips back and forth along my cock, taking most of my length as it softened. She murmured in appreciation, gliding her tongue around my very satisfied penis. I closed my eyes, savoring the moment, petting Trish's soft blonde hair, feeling the tips of her pointed ears, listening to the tender wet kissing and licking sounds she made, her affectionate murmurs.
"Oh, Jesus," I sighed at last, blinking my eyes open.
"Nope. Just me," said Trish with a giggle, popping back up. She had her elf dress on again, and she had evidently wiped her chin. Not a single trace of my orgasm remained.
I gave her a dazed look as Trish lifted up and kissed me. The peppermint flavor of her mouth was mixed with a slight, lingering trace of my cum. As we kissed, Trish deftly tucked my spent penis away and zipped me up.
Trish took my hand and gave me a sweet, little-girl smile. "Come on, baby," she whispered. "I gotta get back."
I tried not to show my disappointment. "Oh."
Trish touched my face. "I know you want me to stay with you," she said. "But I can't. We'll be together tomorrow, okay?"
I smiled at her implied promise, and squeezed her hand. "Okay."
"Let's go, David," she said, tugging on my hand. I stumbled beside her.
She giggled again. "You okay, baby? You gonna be able to make it to the car?"
I sighed. I had never felt so satisfied in my life, so pleasurably drained. "Barely . . . ."
***
I pulled the car along the side the curb before the closed-down mall, near the same door through which we had exited earlier. The parking lot was a ghost town except for the patrolling security trucks with their flashing amber lights.
I looked around. "Where's your ride?" I asked.
Trish smiled, snuggling against me. "They'll be here in a minute," she said.
I returned the smile, looking down into her beautiful blue eyes. "I'll wait with you," I said.
She lifted up, kissed me. "That's okay, sexy," she said. "You go home, get some sleep, and I'll see you tomorrow, I swear."
I frowned, started to speak, but Trish shushed me before I could get the words out by settling a slender finger to my lips. She smiled.
"Let a girl be mysterious," she whispered, then gave me one last, deep, soulful kiss. She pulled away with a musing sound, dragging her hands along my chest and over my lap, and opened the door.
"Um . . . what's your phone number?" I asked. "Or, do you just want to met me here?"
Trish bit her lip and winked. "I'll find you," she said. "Promise."
I frowned, confused, but I had the sense that I could trust her. I nodded. "Okay."
"Good night, lover," she said, then slipped out of my car. I watched her walk along the sidewalk that wrapped around the mall.
I was startled by a tap at my window. I looked to see a hefty black woman giving me a look.
"Move along," she said through the window. "Mall's closed."
"I was just making sure my girlfriend's okay," I said.
"Your who?" she asked.
I frowned, looked back to where I had seen Trish. She was gone.She couldn't have gotten around the corner that fast!
"Come on, get going," said the security officer impatiently.
Confused, I nevertheless started the car and pulled away from the curb. I looked back one last time, but saw no trace of Trish.
***
The lights were still on when I got back to my sister's house. Our grandparents were gone, back to their home on the other side of town. Our mother's car was in the driveway; I assumed she had come over to help my sister plan Christmas dinner.
I really didn't want to talk to my sister or mother. I loved them both, but after the incredible experience I'd had, I just wanted to take a shower, go to bed, and make tomorrow come that much quicker. I couldn't wait to see Trish again.
Alas, I didn't even make it through the door before I heard Vickie's voice.
"Hey, Dave!"
I groaned inwardly. The tenor of her salutation told me she wanted to hear about my date.Don't wanna be rude, I thought.
I smiled at my sister and mother, sitting in the living room. They had some late-night Christmas movie on the TV and were sipping rum cocktails. Jana, of course, was asleep in her room. It was too late for her to be up.
"So?" prodded Vickie.
I shrugged, playing it cool. "So . . . what?"
My sister rolled her eyes. "Dave, come on."
I chuckled, headed into the living room, gave my mother a kiss on the cheek. "Hi, Mom."
She smiled knowingly. "So?" she asked, mimicking my sister.
I sighed. "She told you, obviously."
My mother laughed. "Of course she told me," she said. "And it's about damn time, too!"
"Why does everybody say that?" I asked rhetorically as I headed to Vickie's dry bar. I poured some rum into a glass, dropped in a cherry as an afterthought.
"Maybe because it's been over a year since you and Donna broke up."
I shrugged, sat down on the couch. "Just haven't met anyone," I said simply. My face soured a little. The pain of Donna's leaving still stung after fourteen months, especially considering that she had moved with my best friend Joe to the West Coast, just like that, throwing away four years of our lives together.
"Until now," said Vickie.
I blushed and smiled. Trish's aroma and her varied sweet flavors remained soaked into my senses. "Hope so," I said.
"Jana told me she's one of Santa's helpers," my mother said.
I chuckled. "Yeah, she's one of those holiday elves," I confirmed. "We just . . . hit it off. Actually, I was surprised; she came on to me."
"That's because my baby is a handsome boy," my mother said in her typical, motherly way.
I rolled my eyes. "Please, Mom. I'm twenty-seven. I think you can stop calling me your 'baby.'"
Mom laughed. "You're always gonna be my baby," she said. "Even when you're fifty-five and coming to see me in the old folks' home."
I laughed, sipped my drink.
"You gonna see her again, stud?" my sister asked chidingly.
I nodded. "Tomorrow," I said, then immediately thought,I hope.
"Ah, holiday romance," my mother said wistfully. She gave me a little smile. "Are you going to bring her over for Christmas dinner?"
I chuckled. "Mom, we just met," I said. "Let me get to know her before you guys scare her off."
My mother feigned an insulted look. "What a terrible thing to say!" she exclaimed, then smiled disarmingly. "I'll be nice, I promise."
"We'll see," I said.
My sister grunted as she rolled forward in her chair. "I need a refill," she said. "Anyone else?"
My mother and I answered at the same time. "Sure."
We watched the movie on TV for a while, one of those typical, feel-good holiday specials staring TV actors. At one point, a scene showed the main characters heading through the mall, shopping for presents. Seeing the mall Santa reminded me of something.



"Mom," I said. "How come you and Dad never took me to see Santa in the mall?"
My sister perked up. "Yeah! What gives?" she asked. Obviously, Vickie had never gone to see Santa, either.
Our mother sighed. "Your father," she said sourly. She and Dad had been divorced since a week after I graduated high school. She gave me a look. "You know how he was. 'Mr. Practicality.' Didn't want you kids believing in things like Santa Claus."
I pursed my lips. "I was just wondering," I said. I smiled. "Man, you should'a seen the look on Jana's face when she came running back."
My sister grinned with vicarious pride in her daughter. "She always loves seeing Santa. I swear, that girl is gonna believe in Santa Claus for the rest of her life."
I met my sister's eyes. "You know what she asked for?"
Vickie's smile faded slightly. "I've got an idea," she said, considering her drink.
"What is it with you and John?" I asked, referring to my sister's estranged husband. "I mean, nine years, and . . . pfft! That's it?"
Vickie gave me a look. "It's not that easy, Dave," she said heavily.
I sighed. "It's breaking Jana's heart."
"Yeah, well it broke mine, too," Vickie said darkly.
"Vic—"
My sister ground her teeth. "I really don't wanna talk about it right now, okay?"
I nodded. "Sorry, sis."
She didn't say anything as she sipped her cocktail. I caught the expression on my mother's face, one of warning to me and understanding for the sympathy I had for my niece. I just gave her a short nod, wordlessly saying, 'I won't push it.'
"Well, I'm gonna go to bed," I said, and drained my second drink. I pushed up from the ouch, gave both my mother and sister a kiss good night. I held Vickie's hand a moment, letting her know I was sorry for bringing up a painful subject. She squeezed my fingers and let me go.
I headed up the stairs to my room. It felt strange to have a room in a house again; since I was nineteen, I had always had my own place. My own bathroom, my own kitchen, my own living room. But after spending the previous year's holidays alone, I did not want to go through that feeling of unbearable loneliness again.
So when Vickie's invitation came to let me stay with her through Christmas, I jumped at it. I was between jobs as a bartender and had saved up more than enough money to carry me through for at least a few months. Being around family would do me good, I figured.
And I had been right. Not just my sister, but my mother lived in the same city, as well as my grandparents on my mother's side. I had been away for too long, I figured. In the week since I had been back, I had begun thinking about finding an apartment in the city.
Starting over.
Getting on with life.
I paused beside the cracked-open door to Jana's bedroom, pushed it open just a little to peer inside. My niece was tangled up in her sheets, laying on her side, facing the door in her Spongebob Squarpants pajamas. I smiled. Donna and I had talked about having kids when we were engaged; hell, we planned on it. Two kids, we decided, a boy and a girl. We had even picked out names: Jeremy David and Melissa Shane Cooper. We had shared dreams about our life together.
Now, those dreams were gone. Dust. Just shattered glass and broken promises.
My smile faded. I started to leave Jana's room.
"Uncle Dave?"
I looked back. Jana had lifted her sleepy head, brown hair sticking out. "Hey, sunshine," I said.
"I had a dream about Trish," she said, blinking slowly, stretching her eyes open.
I frowned, stepped into her room. I sat down on the bed beside my niece, stroked her back. "Did you?" I asked.
Jana smiled, murmuring, still sleepy. "Um-hmm," she said. "She told me my Daddy's coming home."
I felt a tugging on my heart. "Sounds like a nice dream," I said.
"She also told me she thinks you're really cute!"
I laughed. "I think she's really cute, too," I said. I leaned over and kissed Jana's cheek. "Get some sleep, honey."
Jana curled her arms up beneath her, her eyes closing once more. "Hmm . . . okay . . . ."
I stood and left my niece's room, softly closing the door. Then I headed down to my room, stripped off my clothes, and fell into bed. I was asleep within minutes.
***
I helped around the house the following morning, doing dishes and laundry, being the good brother for Vickie. I made breakfast for Jana as my sister slept off her hangover from the night before. As I would later discover, she and our mother had stayed up until the wee hours, drinking half a bottle of rum between them.
"Uncle Dave?" asked Jana as I cleaned up after breakfast.
"Yes, sunshine?" I asked, glancing to Jana as she worked on a Sudoku puzzle. I couldn't understand her addiction to the Japanese concoction.
"Is Trish a real elf?"
I frowned, putting the pots and pans in the sink. "Do you think she is?"
Jana screwed up her face in thought, tapping her pencil on the table. "I think so," she said.
I smiled. "Well, I trust you," I said. "If you think she's a real elf, then that's good enough for me."
Jana gave me a concerned look. "But if she's a real elf, then you can't get married and have babies."
I approached the table and sat down, poured some orange juice from the carafe on the table. "Why do you say that?"
Jana furrowed her brow. "'Cause she's anelf," Jana said, as if that was all the explanation she needed to give.
I pursed my lips. "Do your puzzle," I said.
Jana shrugged, studied the puzzle for a moment, then looked back up at me with a little smile on her face. "Although . . . if she really is an elf . . . ."
"Yeah?"
My niece grinned. "Then that means Santa really is real."
***
It was just before noon. I was out in the back yard, having a snowball fight with Jana and Vickie, when I heard my mother call my name: "Da-vid!"
"Yeah!" I called back, and turned around toward the patio deck. My heart caught in my throat.
Standing beside my mother, dressed in a tiny denim skirt, brown leather go-go boots, and a tight yellow halter, was Trish. Her hair was in pig tails that trailed down along the length of her arms. She gave me a sweet, sexy little smile. My heart flip-flopped.
God, she's gorgeous, I thought.But how'd she know where to find me--
A snowball smacked right into the back of my head.
I stumbled, wincing at the sting of the impact, reaching back to scoop snow out of my hair. Jana and Vickie both howled with laughter. My sister ran up beside me, grabbing my arm.
"I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" she said, over and over.
"It's okay," I said, shaking compacted ice off my gloves. I looked toward Trish again, saw the amused smile on her face.
"Wow, that's her, huh?" my sister asked. She leaned close. "Dave . . . she is old enough, isn't she?"
I shot her a look. "Yes, she is," I said.
"Trish!" screamed Jana excitedly, running, stumbling through the snow of the back yard. My new girlfriend jumped down from the deck and met Jana with a hug, grinning ear to ear.
"Um . . . looks like Jana really likes her," my sister said, and slapped my back. "You know what that means."
"No. What?"
Vickie chuckled. "Dum-dum-da-dum . . . ." she said, mimicking the first bars of 'Here Comes The Bride.'
I rolled my eyes after my sister as Vickie headed up to the house. Strangely enough, I wasn't all that perturbed by her apparent precognition. Maybe I didn't know Trish all that well, but I couldn't think of anything about her that I didn't adore . . . or even love.
***
My mother loved her. My sister was impressed with her. And Jana simply thought that Trish was the 'coolest thing in the world.'
The four of us sat in the living room, with Trish cuddled up beside me on the couch. Even though she was out of 'uniform,' my petite, cherubic little lover had her pointed ears on. The long, slender protrusions were made even more prominent by her pig tails. I had to admit that the things looked convincing; I could tell where her real ears ended and the fake ones began.
"So, are you in school?" my mother asked Trish as we all shared a casual lunch of toasted ham and cheese sandwiches and tomato soup.
"Sort of," Trish said. "Guess you could say I'm into anthropology. I'm a big time people-watcher."
"Grandma," said Jana, plunking her sandwich down in her lap for a moment. "She's anelf. Elves don't go to school."
We all smiled at Jana's childish comment.
"Well, that's not true," said Trish, leaning forward and the couch and tousling my niece's shoulder-length hair. "Elves go to school, too. We have to know how to act around you humans."
Jana nodded slowly. "Oh . . . well, that makes sense."
I looked to my mother; she was giving me a strange smile.
"Trish?" Jana asked.
"Yes, sunshine?" responded Trish, casually using my niece's pet name. I frowned.I didn't tell her about that, did I?
Jana gave Trish a serious look. "Is my daddy really coming home?"
Trish's smile didn't waver. "Didn't I tell you he is?"
Jana grinned, excited. "Yay!" she exclaimed. "Daddy's coming home! Daddy's coming home!"
My sister looked visibly disturbed, shooting Trish a look that my elfin girlfriend seemed to ignore. "Um . . . J-Jana, why don't you get your colors? I bet Trish would love to see your pictures."
Jana grinned and jumped up. "Yeah! Stay here, Aunt Trish, I'll be right back!" My niece ran up the stairs.
Aunt Trish? I thought.
"Trish," my sister said, giving my girlfriend a look. "I know you mean well, but Jana's father and I . . . it's complicated. He's not coming back."
Trish's didn't skip a beat. "You sure of that?"
Vickie laughed ruefully. "You really don't know us that well, okay? So don't go giving my daughter false hopes."
Trish's expression was dead serious. "I don't give false hopes," she said.
My sister stared at her, with a look that told me she was about to explode into one of her patented inflamed diatribes. I decided to head it off.
"Hey," I said, forcing myself to sound upbeat. I looked to Trish. "I almost forgot! We were gonna see that new movie today! You know, that comedy! The new one!"
Trish held my eyes a moment, then smiled. "Yeah, that's right," she said. "Wow. Where has the time gone?"
"Well, we'd better get going now, or we're gonna miss it," I said, standing and taking Trish's hand. Trish stood up with me, setting her plate on the coffee table. She looked to my sister and mother.
"It was nice meeting you," she said.
"Likewise, dear," my mother said.
"Yeah. Likewise," said Vickie acidly.
***
"Why did you do that?" I asked Trish as we headed down to my car.
Trish darted ahead of me, stopping my march to the car. She stared up at me. "What makes you think I'm wrong?"
I forced myself to stay calm. "Look. Jana's very vulnerable right now. She doesn't need someone telling her that her father's coming home, when he isn't."
Trish's confident look remained. "Oh? And you know that for a fact?"
"More than you know that he's coming back."
Trish's lips curled. "Well," she said. "We'll just see, won't we?"
***
I held onto a handful of Trish's long, silky hair, my other hand on her naked hip as I shoved into her from behind. She gasped and panted, clawing the back of the passenger seat, all but screaming as her orgasm roared through her tiny body.
"Cum on me, baby!" she cried passionately. "Come on, do it! Shoot it all over me!"
I grunted as I felt my balls tighten. I slipped out of her snug pussy, admiring the way her fine blonde hairs surrounded the puffy lips of her sex. I marveled at her perfect ass and bright pink anus. Trish whipped around, onto her back, spreading her legs wide and cupping her breasts in her hands. She stared up at me with a feral, passionate expression, her mouth hanging open as she panted.
"Yeah, baby, stroke it," she whimpered, her eyes darting down to my cock as I masturbated over her. "Jack it, baby, go on! Go on! Do it all over me!"
I shuddered with release, spurting thick streams of cum that splashed onto Trish's breasts, stomach, and pubic mound. A few ambitious globs of fluid landed in her mouth, upon her soft pink tongue. Trish grinned and cooed, watching me erupt. As my spurts became dribbles, she rolled up and slipped her mouth around my cock, sucking out the last little bit and swallowing with a sigh.
I collapsed in the driver's seat, panting as I regained my breath. Trish cuddled close, running her hands up and down my body and affectionately fondling my spent cock. She ducked down to kiss and lick my penis, then snuggled her head on my chest. She murmured contentedly, scratching lightly along my abdomen.
"Mmm, baby," she moaned softly.
"Jesus," I huffed. "Now I know why people wanna smoke after sex." I looked around at the steamed-over windows. The air inside my car was steamy and warm from our frenzied lovemaking.
Trish giggled against me. "I think we were 'smokin'' enough," she said.
I laughed. "Damn, Trish . . . I can't believe how good you make me feel. And not just like this."
She lifted her head, brushing back a strand of hair. A thick dollop of sperm was conspicuous on her chin. "I'm glad I make you feel this way, baby," she said. "It really makes me happy."
I smiled, kissed her forehead. "Do I make you happy?" I asked her.
She gave me a dreamy look. "David, do you even have to ask?"
***
The following few days were a passionate, hedonistic blur. Trish and I would make love two, three times a day, always in my car or in some secluded little grove in the park. While our sex life was the stuff that great porn is made of, it never felt likejust fucking. Trish and Imade love, albeit in the most incredible, intense ways imaginable.
But never at the house, or wherever she lived (questions about which she always managed to deflect). Whenever I picked her up, it was always outside the mall, and when I dropped her off, late at night, it was always at the same spot. A couple times, I met her inside the mall, near 'Santa's Wonderland.'
She was always excited to see me and seemed nearly impatient to be alone with me. Sometimes, we spent time at Vickie's house, and Trish and Jana were almost inseparable when she was there. Jana always referred to my girlfriend as 'Aunt Trish,' a title that perturbed me less and less.
But more than make love with all the passion and desperation one would expect from virgins on their wedding night, Trish and I talked. I told her about my life back in Florida, and with her urging, about Donna and the pain I felt. Trish listened sympathetically, never once sounding offended for hearing about my ex-fiance.
By Christmas Eve, I was seriously considering using the remainder of my savings to buy an engagement ring. The idea was ludicrous, to be sure, but . . . Trish was everything I had ever desired in a woman, and then some. Physically, emotionally, Trish seemed to have been molded directly from my fantasies. Sexually, she was more than any woman had ever been, more than I had ever realistically hoped for. No matter what I wanted, Trish was always instantly and eagerly willing to comply.
While my sister tried to keep her distance whenever Trish came over, even she could not resist Trish's overwhelming charm and charisma. With some reluctance, Vickie warmed up to my lover, apparently forgiving her for her remarks to Jana. As Christmas loomed closer, Trish was introduced to my grandparents and other members of my family. She always seemed to almost instantly endear herself to everyone she met. No one ever had anything bad to say about Trish, although a few comments were made here and there about her tiny stature and pointed ears. Jana conveniently explained that 'that's just how elves are.'
But, as much as I wanted to have a life with her, somehow, I knew it wasn't to be.
"She's a wonderful girl, Dave," my mother said to me the afternoon of Christmas Eve, as we stood out on the patio of Vickie's house. Trish, Jana, Vickie and a few of my cousins were all in the back yard, making a snow man.
"Yeah, she is," I agreed, watching Trish. Now and then, she would look back to me and smile, wave her hand.
"You're in love with her, aren't you?"
I sighed, frowning. "Yeah, I think so."
My mother moved around and looked into my face. "So what's bothering you?"
I sighed heavily. "There's something wrong," I said, then checked myself. "No, it's not wrong, just . . . I have this feeling."
"What feeling?"
I looked to Trish forlornly. "Like . . . like this is the last night we're gonna be together," I said.
At that moment, time seemed to slow down, like a movie set on slow-motion. Trish, slapping a handful of packed snow onto the snowman's face, turned her head toward me, giving me a smile. It was a sad smile, an apologetic smile.
Don't leave me, I thought.
Her smile changed a little, and seemed to say,I have to.
***
I wasn't all that surprised when Trish told me she had to head back to the mall that evening. She changed into her elf costume in the bathroom (pretty quickly, too) and held my hand tightly as we headed down to the car.
Trish was quiet on the drive, staring out the window with a blank expression on her face. Once we stepped through the doors to the mall, she made a bee-line for 'Santa's Wonderland,' pulling me along behind her.
The galleria was crowded. Nine o'clock on Christmas Eve, and there was still a line for Santa. I watched the kids fidgeting in line, anxious to see Santa before the mall closed.
I noticed Trish's 'triplet' sisters standing at the edge of the gated area, watching us approach. They seemed to look at Trish as if thinking,it's about time you showed up.
Trish stopped at the edge of the display and turned to me. She squeezed my hands, looking up into my eyes. Her own were swollen and wet, ready to burst with tears.
"I have to say good-bye, David," she whispered, her words choked.
I held back my emotions. "I know," I said, strangely accepting the moment.
She shook. "I don't want to, I really don't," she said.
I touched her face, her neck, threading my hands through her hair as I gently cupped one of Trish's long, pointed ears. She closed her eyes a moment, enjoying my touch, her soft lips parted as she breathed in and out. I hated to admit it, but my suspicion was finally confirmed. Trish's long, pointed ears weren't fake.
Strangely enough, the confirmation of what Trish was didn't surprise me. I realized I had always known. I just had to accept it.
I stooped, tilting her face up, and kissed her dearly, lovingly. Trish whimpered and pressed herself against my body, curling her arms around me and squeezing tight.
"I love you," I whispered.
She breathed out, a hot, heavy sound. "I love you, too, David. I always will."
I kissed her again, wanting to keep her with me, to just pick her up and run like a mad man back to the car . . . but I understood somehow that I knew I couldn't. Trish pulled away from me, stepping backwards, tears streaming down her cheeks.
"Good-bye, baby," she whispered.
"Good-bye."
And then she was gone, meeting her sisters, vanishing with them into the crowd.
I sighed heavily, straightening, swallowing my tears. The buzz of conversations, the chime of advertisements, the melodies of Christmas carols surrounded me. I wiped my eyes, almost feeling self-conscious about my display in such a public place with so many people around. But ultimately, I really didn't care what anyone saw or thought.
***
"Ho, ho, ho! Merry Christmas, young man! Off you go!"
I watched as the little boy – six or seven years old – jumped off Santa's knee and ran toward his mother. Santa smiled as well, a genuine expression that made his snow-white beard shift upon his broad chest. His small, grandfatherly eyes drifted to me.



"Oh-ho!" he exclaimed jovially. "Aren't you a little old to sit on Santa's lap?"
I smiled in self-admonishment. "Probably," I said, stepping up to him. Looking more closely now, I could tell that the beard wasn't fake, nor were the rosy cheeks or the big round belly. Nor the look of kindness, age, and wisdom in his eyes.
"Well, what can jolly old St. Nick do for you, young man?" he asked.
I shook my head with a smile. "Not a thing," I said. "I just wanted to say 'thank you.'"
His eyes smiled. He gave a short nod in understanding. "You're welcome, David," he said. I wasn't surprised that he knew my name. "Love is a gift you never lose. Remember that."
I nodded. "I will."
Santa held up his hand, holding a plastic-wrapped candy cane. "Merry Christmas," he said. "And a very happy New Year."
I laughed, even as I felt a tear trickling down my cheek. I took the candy, clasped his hand. "Merry Christmas . . . Santa."
***
I was in a strange mood when I returned to Vickie's house. The tears had dried, and I was left with a feeling of acceptance and inclusion into something very few people ever enjoy.
Cars filled the driveway and lined the streets. I had to park half a block away and walk back to the house. I didn't mind. The air was still, crisp and pleasant, carrying the aromas of peppermint, cinnamon, and nutmeg. I was smiling by the time I reached the front door. Everything just seemed . . . right.
Vickie opened the door at my knock. I could have used the key, I knew, but it somehow seemed more appropriate the rap my knuckles on the door beneath the mistletoe wreath.
"David," she said in a soft voice. Her face was red and her eyes were swollen. She looked like she had been crying.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
My sister suddenly grinned, and crushed herself against me. "He came home, baby brother," she said, sighing in my ear. "He came home."
He? I stepped into the house with my sister and looked to the living room. There, sitting on the floor, was my brother-in-law John, playfully wrestling with his daughter. I watched them for a moment, stunned. Then I slowly smiled.Of course.
Somewhere, ethereally, at the edge of hearing, came the sound of sleigh bells.
Vickie squeezed my hand as she stood beside me. "He showed up about two hours ago," she explained. "Right after you left. Didn't call or anything, he just . . . showed up."
I looked to my sister, saw the elation on her face through her happy tears. "I guess Trish was right after all," I said.
Vickie flashed her eyes to me, staring a moment, then laughed. "Yeah, she was," she said, and sniffled again.
"Uncle Dave! Uncle Dave!"
Jana ran up to me, leaving her father for the moment, arms outstretched and young face glowing. I automatically dropped down and hugged her close.
"My daddy's home!" Jana cried in my ear. "My daddy's home!"
I squeezed her tight. "Merry Christmas, sunshine," I said. I held up the candy cane Santa Claus had given me. "I brought you something."
Jana pulled back, grinning happily. She snatched the candy cane from my hand. "Where's Aunt Trish?" she asked. "I wanna thank her for bringing my daddy back."
I touched Jana's nose, making my niece blink. "She had to go home," I said.
Jana cocked her head, smiling sweetly. Her eyes seemed to suddenly contain the wisdom of the ages. "Don't worry, Uncle Dave," she said. "Christmas comes every year, you know."
I chuckled, hugged her again. All the questions in the world could be answered by a nine-year-old, I realized. Jana squeezed me with all the strength she possessed, then drew back. "So . . . you believe in Santa Claus, now?"
I nodded. "Yeah," I said. "I believe."
-finis-
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. As always, let me know what you think.
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The journey begins.
Part One: From Innocence Born
The summer between high school graduation and my first semester of college, I took a job in the mall at a casual-dining restaurant. I had never waited tables before, but caught on pretty quickly. I had always been friendly and a little outgoing, and even though I had rarely spent too much time around guys (I attended an all-girl Catholic high school), I wasn't too awkward at flirting and got better as time went on.
Being young, blonde, pretty and slender, and blessed with my father's good work ethic, I did well at my new job. I made some friends, earned some regular guests (we don't call them 'customers' in the restaurant biz) and made more money than I thought I would. Like a lot of kids, I was clueless about how much money a waiter or waitress could make, and was pretty impressed the first time I took home a hundred bucks after a five-hour shift.
The money helped a lot, since my parents didn't have much money to throw around. They paid my tuition, but it was up to me to pay for everything else. Not wanting to stay at home (it was too far from school), I got a little efficiency apartment of my own, and my bills and all other incidental costs ate up most of what I made.
By the time classes started and I bought all my books and school supplies, I realized I wasn't making as much money as I thought I was. I wanted to buy a car, since I hated getting up two hours early just to take the bus to school, but dreaded the prospect of a car payment and insurance and gas and . . . .
Anyway.
It was just a couple of weeks into the fall semester. I had fallen into a routine of going to class during the day, then heading to the mall and hanging out for a couple of hours, having lunch, window-shopping and reading books at the Barnes & Noble, before reporting to work at four o'clock. I worked five days a week, Wednesday through Sunday, mostly night shifts. While I enjoyed the occasional hundred-dollar night, most days I usually made about half that. Still, waiting tables was better than standing behind a counter and asking 'you want regular or curly-fries?'
On this particular day – a Wednesday, I remember – I sat at a table in the mall's food court around two in the afternoon, reading my notes from class and munching on chicken fried rice. The dress code at the restaurant called for blue jeans and a yellow polo shirt with the company logo on it. The jeans I was wearing; the shirt and my balled-up apron were stuffed in my backpack, as always, and I wore a simple green tank. I was just another girl in the crowd, I figured.
At one point, I looked up, cracking my neck and popping my back as I twisted in my chair. Going over the basics of economics had become repetitive, to the point where I wasn't even ingesting the words I had jotted down or those printed in the text book. I needed a break, a diversion . . . .
I saw them standing by the little hallway in the food court that lead to the bathrooms. A tall, skinny blonde guy and a shorter, if equally skinny Hispanic. I didn't think either of them were more than a few years older than I. They wore nice clothes, sported expensive watches and had good hair cuts.Regular studs, I thought. I had seen a lot of guys like that since I started waiting tables. They always flirted with me.
But these guys weren't flirting. They were staring. And grinning. And not exactly in a 'hey, you're pretty cute' kind of way. It was more like a 'I wanna do dirty, disgusting things with you' kind of way.
I looked away from them, dropping my head and staring down at my plate. I didn't like the way they wereleeringat me (that was a word my father always used when describing 'disreputable' boys). I felt suddenly self-conscious in my tight jeans and tank. I only wore clothes like that because that's what all the other girls wore, and I wanted to blend in. Suddenly, I wished I had on a big, loose sweater and an ankle-length skirt.
The guys I worked with – all of them older than me – flirted with me a lot, and I always flirted back, but it was all harmless. Having had practically no experience with boys – beyond a little kissing and some touchy-feely at inter-school dances – I was nervous about dating. My strong Christian background compelled me to think of sex as nothing more than a means of procreation, not something to be indulged in casually. I always figured that I would lose my virginity on my wedding night and be a good wife and mother, just like my mom.
So, while inexperienced, I wasn't naïve, and I could pretty much tell what those two boys were thinking. That made me feel both mad, and . . . and something else. Something that made my face warm and brought a little tingle to my crotch, right on that little button that I sometimes rubbed at night, alone in my room, thinking about Leonardo DiCaprio.God, was he sexy. . . .
After an eternity and a half, I looked back up and saw that the boys had left.Thank God. I really had to go to the bathroom – I was dancing in the plastic chair – but I had been afraid to get up while the boys were standing by the hallway to the restrooms. Seizing my chance, I grabbed my bag and quick-stepped down the corridor, pushing open the door to the ladies' room and finding an unoccupied stall.
I sighed as I relieved myself, wiped, flushed, washed my hands in the sink and applied some powder. I prided myself on my appearance. I had practically flawless skin and knew that most guys considered me a 'hottie.' My blonde hair was long, straight, and very fine, reaching almost to my waist. I always thought my hips were too narrow, and I didn't like my pear-shaped breasts with their big, puffy areolas. I felt suddenly self-conscious in my tight shirt. Even with my bra, my nipples showed.
I checked the time on my cell phone – I had about an hour before I had to get to work – and figured I would head down to the Kincaid Gallery and look at some of the pieces by the Master of Light that I could not yet afford.
I stepped out into the hallway . . . and there they were. The same two guys, flanking the hall just before it angled back toward the food court. They looked like they had been waiting for me, considering their lecherous grins and they way they nodded to each other.
I swallowed nervously, my heart hammering. Shouldering my backpack, I started to walk between them—
"Hey, honey."
I froze, automatically looking to the Hispanic guy. I knew instantly that I should not have done that. I should have kept going. Salvation was a turn of the heel and thirty feet away. I could hear the buzz of a dozen conversations in the food court, mingled with the tinny music wafting out from hidden speakers. I could find safety and anonymity in the crowd. But here, in this hallway, it was just me and these two boys.
I met the Hispanic guy's eyes. He wasn't much taller than me, maybe five-seven, and he had that overly self-confident look that always kind of bothered me. 'Smooth,' was the term. I hated smooth.
"What's your name, baby?" he asked.
I knew I should have just kept going. What could they really do, anyway? But there was something about him – or maybe something about me – that kept me rooted to the floor. "Alyssa," I said, and nervousness spiked again, especially when I caught the tall blonde guy from the corner of my eye, stepping closer. "U-um, I gotta get going. M-my boyfriend's waiting for me."
The Hispanic guy chuckled. "Your boyfriend, huh?"
I swallowed again, my mouth dry. I wished I hadn't left my Diet Coke on the table. "Uh-huh."
"So what'cha gonna go do with your boyfriend, huh?" he asked, sliding closer.
"N-nothing," I said, dumbly. My heart was pounding, my mind filled with awful images of pain and blood and screaming. Still, I was conscious of a sense of arousal, of a growing dampness between my legs. I never felt that except late at night, in my bed, looking at 'Leo's' gorgeous pictures inYMorPeople. Why the hell was I feeling it now?
Oh Mary, Mother of Grace . . . .
"'Nothing?'" quipped the Hispanic guy. My eyes danced for a moment to the tall blonde, who looked me over the way a scientist inspects his latest lab specimen. He smiled thinly, licking his lips.
"W-well—"
"I bet Mr. Jackson could give you something to do."
I turned back to the Hispanic guy, frowning. "Who?"
They both laughed, their voices echoing a moment in the empty hall. "Mr. Jackson," repeated the Hispanic guy, pulling his hand from his pocket. He held a twenty-dollar bill in his hand. "Don't you know our tenth president?"
I frowned. I had always been a good student, and knew my history. "He was the seventh," I corrected him.
He chuckled, glancing to his friend. "Hey, she's a smart one," he said.
The blonde sneered. "Smart and hot," he returned.
Now I was feeling really nervous. I didn't have to have graduated summa cum laude to know what these guys wanted. But I felt like I couldn't get away. The blonde guy was behind me, the Hispanic blocking my escape to the food court. Unless I screamed for help, or someone else came down the hall – and at three o'clock on a Wednesday afternoon, traffic in the mall was light, I knew – I was on my own.
"Hear that?" asked the Hispanic guy. "My friend Rick thinks you're hot. So do I."
Dread filled me. "Please, I gotta get to work," I pleaded.
The Hispanic guy reached out and nudged my chin with his fingers. I flinched at his touch. "What time you gotta be at work?"
"R-right now," I said. "I'm gonna be late!"
He chuckled. "Mr. Jackson says it's okay to be late," he said, looking me over like a toy he couldn't wait to play with. He pulled another twenty from his pocket. "In fact, he says it twice."
I was scared, mortified, and trapped. Rationally, I know I could have called for help, or broke into a run and escaped them. But at the moment, I felt cornered and unable to do anything other than go along with what they wanted.
"Wh-what do you want?" I asked, not looking at his face, my eyes dropping to his Tommy Hilfiger shirt.
He grinned, cast his eyes around briefly, then leaned close. "I want you to suck my dick," he said in a rude whisper.
I trembled, and winced. But as those words filtered through my mind . . .'suck my dick'. . . I felt the dampness between my thighs growing, becoming a trickle that soaked into my panties. I suddenly imagined wrapping my mouth around a stiff, warm penis. I hated to admit it, but I was getting turned on.
I fought the feeling down and forced myself to meet his lecherous gaze. "N-no," I said, but I sounded much less adamant than I had wanted to.
He looked amused. 'Rick' chuckled behind me, and reached out to touch my hair. I recoiled, stepped away, and Mr. Suck My Dick grabbed my arm. "Hey, baby, don't be like that," he said in a suave tone, pulling me against him. I whimpered, struggled with less effort than I should have. "No need to get nasty, right?"
I caught the undertone in his voice right away. I realized I had two options: give in, do what they wanted, or resist, and be raped. I whimpered again.
"Hey, Miguel, I think she gets it now," said Rick.
Miguel chuckled, and jerked me close, breathing in my ear before his tongue flicked out to lick it. I whimpered. The heat and moisture in my panties was growing. "Yeah, you get it, baby, don't you? Hey, it's no big deal. Not like you never gone down before, right? And we're gonna pay you, anyway . . . ."
He trailed off as he dragged me to the men's room. I stumbled beside him, meekly giving in, even as I felt myself getting more and more turned on. I had never done anything sexual in my life aside from kissing and touching a boy's leg. Once, and only once, I had touched a penis through thick layers of denim.
I had always been nervous and skittish when it came to any kind of physical intimacy. Secretly, I had always wanted to experience the many varied and pleasurable ways of having sex, and when my older brother still lived at home, I had sneaked peeks at his collection of dirty magazines. Some had been very explicit, showing young girls with their mouths wrapped around penises and dripping with thick white fluid. My fantasies of Leonardo DiCaprio always ended with feeling that same stuff dripping down my chin. I always wondered what it tasted like.
And, now, suddenly, in a way I had never expected, I was about to find out.
I was pulled through the door of the men's room, across grimy tile, to the last of three stalls. Miguel pushed me down – not too rough, but firmly – onto the closed toilet lid and unzipped his fly. I stared at his crotch, breathing hard in both fear and anticipation. I was about to see a real penis for the first time, I realized.
And there it was. Sticking out through his fly. Stiff, brown, curved upward and a little to the right, with a dark, spade-shaped head and a little oozing slit that glistened with clear fluid. Miguel dug into his jeans and pulled out his hairy testicles as well, making them bunch up around the base of his penis.
"For forty bucks,chica," he said, taking my hand and slapping the money into my palm. He reached for my head with both hands and pulling me toward his musky groin. "You better go all the way."
Go all the way? I wondered, even as his cock slipped into my mouth.What does that mean?
"Oh, baby, yeahhhh," he moaned, moving his hips, sliding his penis in and out of my mouth. I had never tasted a penis before, and had no frame of reference for the salty, sweet, musky flavor that soaked into my senses, nor the way that stiff tube of flesh rubbed against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. I tasted something sweet and oily on my tongue. Inexperienced as I was, I clamped down and sucked hard.
"Ouch!" Miguel grunted, jerking back. His cock popped out of my mouth, shiny and wet. My lips dripped with saliva. I realized with wonder that my mouth was watering.
"Damn, girl!" he exclaimed, staring down at me in consternation. "This ain't your momma's tit! Suck it soft, okay? And don't use your teeth! Shit! Ain't you never give a blow job before?"
'Blow job.' The term seemed alien, even though I had heard it before, of course. I blushed, feeling embarrassed, as if I was somehow less than a woman for being so inexperienced. "Sorry," I said, and licked my lips. "I'll do better."
It amazes me now, how eager I was to satisfy this man. Had things gone sour, I could have been bent over the toilet and screaming in pain as I bled all over his cock. But that thought did not enter my mind at the time. I only wanted to be good at what I was doing . . . and what I was doing was sucking the first penis my tongue had ever tasted.
"You better, baby," he groaned, and thrust back into my mouth. I tasted him again, felt his length between my lips, his fleshy weight on my tongue. I opened my jaw, locked my lips around the warm, pulsing shaft, and rubbed my tongue back and forth against the underside. I felt more of that oily fluid leak out. I discovered that I liked the flavor.
"Oh, baby . . . ." Miguel moaned, running his fingers through my hair. He stood still, and I took that as encouragement. My body tingled as he massaged my scalp – it reminded me, strangely, of when my mom used to wash my hair – and I heard myself moan. Mimicking what I had seen in my brother's porn magazines, I glided my lips back and forth, sucking gently but firmly, swirling my tongue round and round and round . . . .
The sensation, and the knowledge, that I had a penis in my mouth –I'm sucking dick! Giving a blow job!– thrilled me in ways I had never anticipated. The moistness in my panties became a river of my own sweet nectar as I worked on his shaft. There came that slow tingling rise of what I had always thought of as 'buzzing,' since I always felt a long, static sensation whenever I came. And I wasn't even touching myself!
I felt every little pulse and jerk and throb of Miguel's erection, loved the taste of that sweet fluid that dripped out onto my eager tongue. Wanting more, I slipped back until just the spongy head was in my mouth, and brought up my hand. Miguel shuddered in pleasure, gripping my head tighter in his hands as I squeezed and stroked his shaft. I moaned at receiving yet more of that candy-like cream.
This doesn't taste bad at all, I thought, sucking harder and harder, pulling on Miguel's tense cock, squeezing the base with my hand as I pumped my mouth back and forth.Why have I always heard that cum tastes nasty? This stuff is sweet! I could lick it up all day—
And then Miguel was shaking and moaning, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth, all the way to my throat. "Oh, fuck yeah!" he gasped, humping my face. "Take it, baby! Uhnnnn . . . ."
My eyes flashed open.'Take it?' I gagged and jerked my head back, almost retching, as the first thick surge of warm fluid flowed across my tongue. My senses were lit up by the flavor. It wasn't anything at all like the sticky clear essence I had been enjoying. This stuff was runny, dry, bitter, and a little caustic. Still, there was something about it, something primal and naughty and attractive about the taste that made me excited.
And I thought:He's cumming! He's . . . he's ejaculating right in my mouth!
Before I knew what was happening, I felt my pussy spasm, the rush spreading out from my groin and traveling rapidly through my body. I was shocked and startled that, even as I realized I had brought a man to orgasm with my mouth – andinmy mouth! -- I was cumming as well.
I shook and moaned and whimpered around Miguel's twitching dick, feeling some of his warm fluid seep out over my lower lip, down my chin, to drip audibly to the floor below. Miguel was lost to ecstasy, plunging into my mouth, making his cock slick and streaked with semen. But the majority of his sperm remained in my mouth.
My own orgasm faded away, leaving my panties sticky and wet as they clung to my labia, and I relished the afterglow as I sucked tenderly on the softening cock in my mouth. I smacked my lips and murmured in pleasure, stroking Miguel's penis to make every last drop of cum ooze into my hungry mouth. Miguel sighed in satisfaction, running his fingers through my hair, and let me suckle him until he pulled back. His wet dick popped from my mouth, the head shiny and smeared with pearly fluid. Impulsively, I licked all around it until he pushed my head back.
Gently, Miguel tilted my head up until I was looking at him, and he grinned rakishly upon seeing my face. "Fuck, you're hot, baby," he said dreamily. "You look so nasty with cum on your face."
His words were unexpectedly exciting. I could feel his fluid trickling over my chin and down my neck. His cum swirled in my mouth, like watery pudding, soaking into my tongue and cheeks, flowing to the back of my throat. Reflexively, I swallowed some of it, frowning slightly at the flavor. It struck me that cum tasted one way when I held it in my mouth, but entirely different when it slithered down my throat. It wasn't terrible, just . . . different.
"Go on, baby," Miguel encouraged me, petting my hair affectionately. He wasn't the forceful brute anymore. Now he was the grateful recipient of a world-class blow job. "Go ahead, you can do it."
I breathed in, inhaling the aroma of sperm. I knew what he meant, and suddenly, I wanted to do it. I wanted to be the naughty girl, one of those girls guys always whispered about with awe when they said those magic words:"she swallows."There was something about that simple act that elevated a girl to some sort of pinnacle, making her special. I wanted to be special.
I took another breath, readying myself, then ducked my head and gulped it all down. Miguel's sperm rushed down my throat like a waterfall, filling my tummy. It was warm and bitter and dry going down, leaving me with an aftertaste not altogether unpleasant. I breathed out, licking my sticky lips. They felt glazed, like a Krispy Kreme donut.



"Oh, fuck!" exclaimed Miguel with an impressed chuckle. "Man, you one hot little bitch! You like that, huh?"
I glanced back to his face, blushing with both arousal and a little embarrassment. "It's okay," I said. I touched my chin, feeling it slick, then reached for my purse and pulled out my compact. I stared at my glistening chin in the little mirror. Miguel's cum wasn't white; more like grey, in fact. Of course, maybe that was because it was mixed with my own spit. Tentatively, I massaged it into my chin and cheeks, wiped it up from my neck. As if it was the most natural thing in the world, I sucked my fingers clean.
"So what you think, baby?" asked Miguel, offering his spent dick for one last lick before tucking it away and zipping up.
I looked past him, savoring that last warm drop of cum on my tongue, saw Miguel's blonde-haired friend standing in the now-open stall door. He was giving me an anxious, hopeful look. I felt deliciously naughty as I said, "I think I'd like to see if Rick is as friendly with our seventh president as you are."
Rick grinned upon hearing that, and Miguel stepped back, clapping his friend on the shoulder. "She's good, man," he said. "She's fucking great."
I smiled proudly, bit my lip in excitement as Rick closed the door and turned to me. I could see how excited he was as he unzipped his jeans. "You ready for more?" he asked, pulling out a stiff, long penis, soft blonde hair surrounding the root of it.
I licked my lips, eyeing his penis. "First things first," I said, rubbing my fingers together.
Rick chuckled, dug in his pocket, handed me two crumpled twenty-dollar bills. Happily shoving them in my jeans, I dove for his crotch, hungrily and eagerly filling my mouth with cock for the second time that day, and the second time in my entire life.
***
I headed to work with the lingering flavor of two loads of semen in my mouth and throat, feeling the delectable juices swimming in my stomach. Rick's cum had been a little thicker and slightly sweeter, making me think that not all guys came the same.
My face was slightly blushed as I recalled every vivid moment of my first two blow jobs ever. Every aspect of the act turned me on: the feel of a stiff tube of flesh in my mouth, the musky, manly taste of the skin, the sweet flavor of pre-cum, and that incredible rush of liquid encouragement that rewarded my efforts. But the hottest part of the whole thing . . . .
I had been paid to suck cock. That single thought cascaded through my mind, making me feel so incredibly naughty. I was now, and forever would be, a prostitute.
The idea was deliciously intoxicating. I had power over men, I realized. Power gained by my eager mouth and apparently natural skill.
I couldn't wait to do it again.
I had an incredible night at the restaurant. We sold mainly burgers, sandwiches, and salads, and while most checks rang up at around ten dollars a person, I made 'bank,' averaging over twenty percent in tips per check. Still, in the three and a half hours that I was on the floor, I made just a little less money as a waitress than I had as a prostitute.
I giggled at the thought.Half an hour with a dick in my mouth, and I make more money than three hours taking out food and slinging drinks. I was in rare form that night, giggling and joking with coworkers and guests, flirting with any man who came close enough. I imagined every man I saw with his penis hanging out and waiting for my eager mouth. Such thoughts, and the vivid memories of sucking off Miguel and Rick, kept my panties wet all night.
I left the restaurant just before eight o'clock, since it was pretty slow, after finishing my sidework duties. Wanting to get back to my apartment so I could finger myself silly, I made a beeline for the bus stop. If I hurried, I could be home in half an hour . . . .
My bus was pulling away when I was about twenty feet from it. I called out, yelling to the driver, but he neither saw nor heard me. I cursed, stamping my feet like a little girl, and dragged my heels back to the covered bus stop. I fell down on the bench heavily, pissed that I had to wait another forty minutes for the next run. I was alone in the little booth, which made it worse. I thought about heading back to work and hanging out with my coworkers, but I worried that I would forget the time and miss my next bus.
So I sat there, pouting, watching shoppers as they left the mall, heading to their cars in the parking lot. I want a car, I lamented to myself. I hate taking the fucking bus!
As I looked around, playing Tetris on my cell phone, I noticed an attractive older guy, carrying two big department store bags, heading to a sleek Jaguar that was parked not too far away from where I sat. For a moment, as he placed the bags in his trunk, he looked up, right toward me.
I smiled. He had a handsome face, reminding me of my Uncle Jeff. Strong lines, dark hair . . . maybe he had a little bit of a pudge, but I thought it was kind'a cute.
He smiled back, gave me a little nod. Just then, a chime sounded from my cell phone, telling me I had lost my game. "Shit!" I cursed, and slapped the phone closed. I checked the time: I still had half an hour to wait.
Man, I'm gonna miss the first fifteen minutes of Law & Order, I thought angrily.Stupid bus driver . . . .
A car pulled up in front of the bus stop. The same hunter green Jag. The passenger window slid down smoothly, and a man – my 'Uncle Jeff' clone – leaned over in his seat. "Would you like a ride, young lady?"
Talk about a pick-up line. I had been propositioned many times before as I sat at the bus stop. I had heard from some of the girls I worked with that sometimes, real streetwalkers hung around the mall, acting like they were waiting for a bus. I guess guys figured any young woman sitting in the booth was fair game. And I supposed, dressed in my tight jeans and green tank-top, my work shirt once more invisible in my backpack, I might have appeared as one of those girls.
And instantly, I was.
I had never, ever, considered getting in a strange man's car before. I had been brought up to believe that doing so was dangerous, that any man who offers a girl a ride was a demented serial killer or rapist. But I had a strange intuition about this man in his expensive car. Maybe it was the fact that he looked like my uncle. Or maybe it was because I just felt naughty enough to do what I figured he wanted.
All that went through my mind in about one second. I smiled flirtatiously, taking up my bag, and approached the car. "Sure," I said, and opened the door.
The car smelled of cigarettes and cologne as I slid into the passenger seat. The man behind the wheel held a cigarette between the fingers of his left hand as it rested on the steering wheel. I noticed the wedding band around his ring finger, and wondered about his wife.
"My name's Gary," he said, giving me a smile as he looked me over. His eyes lingered on my chest. He didn't offer to shake hands. His right hand rested on the gear shift.
"Alyssa," I said, my eyes dropping to his crotch automatically. He wore loose, light brown slacks.
He nodded, drove away from the curb. He pulled on his cigarette, blowing smoke. I had never liked cigarettes before, and had only smoked a few times with friends. But suddenly, it seemed attractive. Smoking was something I had always seen 'naughty girls' do.
"Can I have one?" I asked him.
Gary smiled, pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his breast pocket and handed it to me along with a blue plastic lighter. I looked the package over, thinking how funny the picture on the cover was.What do camels have to do with smoking?
I took one out, lit it, and breathed in. Having smoked before, I was prepared for the tight feeling as my throat constricted. My lungs convulsed only slightly, trying to force the invader out, but I suppressed it. I exhaled smoke, tasting the tobacco and nicotine. I handed Gary his cigarettes and lighter, pulled a few more times on my smoke. The rush hit me about thirty seconds later, making my body tingle.
"So, uh, where are you going?" he asked.
I gave him a smile. I don't know why, but I could tell that I was calling the shots. Gary wanted something from me, and he would do whatever it took to get it. I was in control, and I loved it.
"Home," I said, and figured there was nothing wrong with telling him where I lived. My apartment complex consisted of thirty-six buildings, after all. I could have Gary drop me off at the entrance gate, and he would never know exactly where I lived.
But, there was something to be done, first . . . .
"So, um, you work at the mall?" he asked.
I smiled, falling into the role. "Sometimes."
He nodded, turning the wheel. I got the impression he was nervous. "So, um . . . you a cop?"
I frowned.What a silly question!"No," I said with a soft laugh.
"Can you prove it?" he asked.
I stared at him, wondering why he would even . . . and then it dawned on me.Oh, right. I knew from watching Law & Order that cops sometimes posed as prostitutes to make busts. One of my favorite episodes was about that. "How?" I finally asked.
He looked around at the sparse traffic on the street. There weren't too many cars on the road, and the sun had long gone down. "Show me your tits," he suggested.
I hesitated a moment. I had always been sensitive about my breasts. Girls who had seen me in the showers in high school called me 'Puff' because of my big, fat areolas. They stuck out about half an inch from my B-cups and were about the size of espresso cup saucers. But if showing this guy my breasts was how it was done . . . .
I pulled up my top, glancing around nervously outside the car. I was both apprehensive and excited about this little act of exhibitionism. Gary alternately watched me and the road as I reached behind and fumbled with the clasp of my bra. I got it undone, then pushed my bra up, leaning back as my breasts were completely exposed. The cool night air rushing over them made my nipples stiffen even more.
"Oh, damn," he muttered, his eyes glazing. I didn't stop him as, for the first time, a man touched my naked breasts. He cupped the left one, squeezing it gently with his fingers, rubbing his palm against my sensitive nipple. I sighed, pushing my tit against his hand. It was encouraging and arousing that Gary seemed so turned on by my pear-shaped titties.
"Jesus, baby, you're gorgeous," he said, groping my other breast. I just moaned softly, lifting my hands to push his more firmly against my tits. I stroked his forearm, let my left hand wander to his upper thigh. He automatically parted his legs. I knew he wanted me to touch his cock.
So I did, leaning closer, surprised at how bold I suddenly was. I felt his stiff penis through his slacks. The simple feel of that hardness was intensely thrilling. He was erect, and it was because of me. My pussy started getting wet again.
Gary was breathing hard, one hand on my tits, the other on the steering wheel as he drove. I massaged his crotch, feeling that stiff rod against my hand. I wanted to see it . . . God, I wanted to suck it so bad!
"Hey, uh, lemme just, um, hit a gas station and grab some condoms, okay?" he said, squeezing my left tit again.
I jerked my hand back and sat up, staring at him anxiously. "Condoms?"
He nodded, not looking at me. "Yeah, of course," he said, taking a corner. "I only do it with condoms."
I was quiet.Sex, I thought.He wants to have sex. He wants to fuck me. I felt nervous, scared. I hadn't thought he would want that. I didn't want to give up my cherry like this.
"What's wrong?" he asked, finally looking back at me as I pulled my bra back down over my breasts. Then he seemed to understand, at least a little. "Oh. You don't fuck, huh? Just head?"
I stopped, biting my lip, giving Gary an apologetic look. "Yeah. Just head," I said. "Is that okay?"
Gary shrugged. "Yeah, sure," he said. I could tell he was disappointed. I thought his reaction strange. Every guy I ever knew would give their right testicle for a good blow job. And here I was, offering . . . and he was disappointed?
"Something wrong?" I asked.
Gary sighed, then smiled at me. "No, nothing wrong, it's just . . . I've never, uh, well . . . I can't cum from a blow job."
That surprised me. "Really?"
"It's okay," said Gary, pulling off the main road into a middle school parking lot. The place was deserted. "You can suck it for a while, it feels really good, but I'll just have to, well, finish with my hand."
I looked down. "Oh."
Gary parked the car beneath a tree, but close enough to a street light so we could both see inside the car. Without much ado, he pushed his seat back, unsnapped and unzipped his slacks, and shoved them down his knees along with a pair of dark blue boxers. His dick stuck almost straight up, sleek and pale and fully circumcised. The sight of it turned me on.
"Can I touch your tits?" asked Gary, leaning back in his seat.
I smiled. "Sure," I said, and slipped off my tank. I pulled off my bra, suddenly and for the first time topless with a man. My puffy nips swelled with excitement.
"Oh, baby, you've got the hottest tits I've ever seen," he murmured, reaching with both hands. Swiftly, he leaned over and cupped his mouth over my left nipple, sucking it and my thick areola in its entirety into his mouth. I gasped at this new sensation, automatically pushing against his face and cradling Gary's head.Oh, Jesus that feels so good!
Gary mumbled and moaned as he sucked my tits, moving back and forth, groping, licking, fondling, sucking. I eagerly offered him my breasts, getting hotter and hotter as I watched his lips wrap around my puffies. My pussy twitched and spasmed, and I couldn't help but press my hand between my legs, rubbing through my jeans.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Uhhhmmm . . . ." I moaned aloud as I came, and Gary kept sucking my tits, pulling on them hard, and in the midst of my orgasm, jammed his fingers into my crotch, pushing my hand aside and digging through the denim. I gasped and hissed, humping his hand. I clutched his head close, shaking as I crested the summit of orgasm.
I was instantly overcome with lust, becoming a totally different woman. I pushed Gary back into his seat and leaned over him, aggressively grabbing his stiff dick. He stared at me with a mixture of awe, surprise, and desire. I don't know where the words I next said came from:
"I'm gonna suck your fucking cock and make you cum in my mouth," I declared, then went down wantonly, taking his cock between my lips and sucking hard. I bobbed up and down, possessed by my desire to taste him. Gary moaned, one hand on the back of my head, the other groping my breasts as I mouth-fucked him.
I took every last little inch of his manhood in my mouth, feeling the smooth head prod my throat as my lips wrapped around the base. I felt the reflex to gag, but suppressed it, and pushed down even more. Gary moaned loudly as the head of his dick popped right into my throat. I felt my air suddenly cut off, and my eyes bulged slightly. But still I sucked, wanting every bit of his cock in my mouth.
His balls were musky, hairy, tickling my nose. I ran my fingers across them, massaging, caressing. Gary shuddered, moaning again, pushing my head down further. I loved the feel of his cock sliding down my throat. But after a few moments, I had to breathe.
I slid up, pulling Gary's dick out of my throat, and sucked hard as I took in deep breaths through my nose. Filling my lungs with air, I pushed back down, making a wet popping sound as his dick went all the way in once more. I bobbed fast and hard, my esophagus rippling around the head of his penis. I felt the steering wheel against my bangs, Gary's firm grip on my left tit.
Back and forth like that I went, for several long, sweet minutes, taking Gary all the way down, then moving back up and massaging the head with my lips and tongue. I loved the way Gary gasped and moaned, as overcome with lust as I was.
"Oh, shit! Oh, God! B-b-b-baby! Oh, ffffuccckkkk . . . ."
I felt the surging through his shaft, the way his cock became incredibly stiff in my mouth. I slid my mouth up until just the head was trapped between my sucking lips, and stroked his slick shaft hard with my hand. I had developed an instinct for giving head, I realized. I knew just what to do to maximize a man's orgasm.
Into my mouth, thick and rich and sweet, surged Gary's sperm. He shook and moaned loudly, arching his back, relishing the sensations I gave him. I sucked and pulled, stroked and squeezed, getting every little bit of that creamy treat. Only the third load of cum to be spent in my mouth, and I was already addicted to the flavor.
My mouth-work on his penis proved too much, however, and he begged me to stop, pulling on my head. Giving his spent dick one last, hard suck, I let it pop out of my mouth as I lifted up. I sighed in satisfaction, swishing his manly load in my mouth. His cum was the sweetest yet, and fairly thick as well.
For a few moments, as I petted Gary's spent and wilted dick, running my hands over his soft, pudgy abdomen, I just held his cream in my mouth, savoring it. I smiled at him, enjoying the stupefied reaction on his face. Then, staring him in the eye, I sucked in my cheeks and made a loud gulping sound as I swallowed his load. I could feel the warmth of it in my chest as it oozed down to my stomach.
"Holy shit!" he exclaimed. "Y-you swallow?"
I licked my lips and smiled in satisfaction. "Mm-hmm," I moaned, then leaned over and licked a last little bubble of cum from his dick. I showed Gary the creamy white dollop on my tongue before sucking it down with a sigh. Being so naughty and dirty turned me on so much more than I had ever thought it could.
Gary laughed, sagging back in his seat. "Oh my God," he breathed out. "I can't believe it. You did it, baby." He sat up, giving me a worshipful look. "In all my life, I've never cum from a blow job. How'd you do that?"
I smiled and shrugged. "Just a gift, I guess."
He swooned. "Baby, please," he said with such sincerity. "I know I shouldn't ask, but . . . I gotta have your phone number. Please. I promise I'll be discreet."
I thought about it a moment, then nodded, and gave him my cell phone number. Then I looked at him expectantly.
"What?" he asked, then smiled sheepishly as he understood. He dug into his jeans, pulled out a wad of cash. He peeled off two twenties and a ten, handed them to me. I was impressed.
"You're that good, baby," he said.
I just smiled and gave him a little kiss. Then I kissed his dick one last time before he pulled up his slacks.
***
I thought about my experiences over the following few days. Three times in one day, I had given head in exchange for money, making me aprostitute. That word, which had always held a seedy, dark reputation, now seemed almost like a badge of honor. More than the act of giving head, more than taste of cum, what aroused me the most was being so decadent and wicked as to take money in exchange for the pleasures of my mouth.
Still, twelve years of Catholic guilt were difficult to overcome, and I felt shame andwickedness(as my father had always called it) as I thought about what I had done. I fell back into my mode of being the shy, quiet one at school and work. While I still flirted as I had always done, I toned it down, and kept to myself.
On Saturday morning, before my lunch shift at work, I got off the bus before St. Andrew's. The towering steeple of the church loomed over me like the condemning hand of God. Guilt over my actions three days before washed through me with the strength of Noah's flood. I could hear Bible verses repeated in my head in my father's voice.



The church was mostly empty, save for some of the more devout who knelt in the first few rows of pews, muttering prayers over and over. I headed to the confessional, slid the door closed as I sat on the hard wooden bench. I picked my nails until I heard the little window slide open in the wall to my right.
"Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned," I intoned.
"How long has it been since your last confession, child?" asked a wizened voice through the wire screen. The priest sounded tired, weary of hearing the selfish confessions and whining he was subjected to on a daily basis.
I trembled. "About . . . three months," I said.
"What do you wish to confess?"
I fell silent.How can I say it? How can I confess to something so wicked and decadent, yet so . . .wonderfully satisfying?
"Talk to me, child," came the voice again, urging me. "You would not be here if you did not have sins to confess."
I sighed. "I have always listened to God's word," I said. "I have honored my father and mother, done charitable things, and behaved as I was taught a proper woman should behave."
"That is very commendable," said the disembodied voice.
I continued. "But, recently, I . . . I did something I know is wicked and immoral, but . . . it just felt so good! I couldn't help it! I wanted to do it, even though I know I shouldn't have."
"What did you do, child?" asked the tired voice.
I gritted my teeth, having arrived at the moment of truth. The air in the confessional was fragrant with the aromas of pine and guilt. "I . . . I accepted money in exchange for . . . ." I trailed off, unable to finish.
"For?" the invisible priest prompted me. He seemed suddenly interested in my confession.
I felt hot, embarrassed, but also aroused as I recalled Miguel, and Rick, and Gary, and the stiff, throbbing cocks between their legs, the rush of cum on my tongue, the tart flavor of semen as it flowed down my throat . . . .
"For . . . giving head," I said with a sigh, then immediately corrected myself, feeling a need to be clinical. "I mean, performing oral sex."
"Ah. I see. That is, indeed, wicked."
I slumped, feeling ashamed. And ashamed even more that the mere thought of what I had done was making me moist again. I had spent every night and morning since Wednesday masturbating in my bed to the memories of what I had done, often exploding in multiple orgasms that left my thighs and cheeks dripping.
"And you . . . you say you accepted money for this service?" asked the hidden priest.
"Yes, Father," I said. "Please, forgive me."
"Did it . . . excite you?" he asked.
I breathed out, whimpering. "Oh, God, it turned me on so much!" I exclaimed in a pained, hoarse voice. "Just the feel of it, and the knowledge that I was doing it for money, and . . . and the taste . . . oh, God, it tasted so good . . . ."
"The . . . taste, child?" he queried.
I moaned, lost in my recollection, forgetting where I was and who I was talking to. "Mmm, when they came in my mouth . . . oh, fuck . . . that's the best part."
"I . . . see."
"Am I wicked, Father?" I asked, temporarily returning to the moment. "I am, aren't I? I'm terrible, and wicked, and . . . and evil, and—"
I stopped abruptly as I heard the little screen in the window between the booths pulled to the side. There was a dark shadow of movement, the sound of cloth, and then, through the window, thrust a hard, very pale, and very throbbing penis.
"I think you need special dispensation, child," said the voice.
I whimpered again, controlled by lust. Without hesitation, I descended upon the priest's cock, wrapping my fingers around the base, sucking on the head. I moaned in pleasure, determined to satisfy my craving for the taste and feel of a stiff cock that had been building for the previous few days.
"Oh, yes, child," moaned the priest on the other side. "'Our father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth, as it is in heaven.'"
I hummed along to the cadence of the prayer as I slurped and sucked hungrily on the pale, marble-like rod in my mouth, drawing out a literal river of oily pre-cum and swallowing the sweet treat. The vibrations I made as I repeatedly mumbled the prayer seemed to excite the priest even more, bringing about his orgasm quickly.
The pitch of the priest's voice became more strained: "Our father . . . who art in H-heaven . . . uhn . . . h-hallowed by thy n-name . . . th-thy kingdom . . . ohhh . . . thy kingdom . . .cum! Oh, Lord, forgive me!"
I could actually feel the forceful spurts of the priest's pudding-like semen as it shot out of his penis. I nearly choked on the first gooey glob as it hit the back of my throat, but managed to swallow it down. I moaned in rapture, and kept sucking as thick ropes of cum landed heavily on my tongue. The flavor was unexpectedly sweet, the consistency of his juice like tapioca. I figured the priest had not ejaculated in quite a while.
Abruptly, the priest jerked his prick out of my mouth and back through the window, leaving me with drops of sperm on my lips and a mouthful of his 'spiritual' essence.
"God bless you, my child," he murmured.
I leaned back, holding his cum in my mouth, wanting to savor it for as long as I could. My hands touched my breasts through the white tank I wore, caressing my stiff nipples.
"Ten Our Fathers," said the priest, his voice breathless. "And my . . . personal grace." A twenty-dollar bill emerged through the window.
I sighed through my nose, taking the money.I guess a priest deserves a half-price blow job, I thought. "'Hank oo, fa'er," I managed to say around my thick mouthful, then took up my bag. I stepped from the booth, smiling naughtily. There was a fat woman outside, waiting to enter the confessional.
"Is Father Thomas in a good mood today?" she asked me, her eyes wide.
I smiled at her, conscious of the traces of gummy white fluid on my lips. I knew she could see them. I sucked in, swallowed Father Thomas' rich sperm, then licked my lips. "Oh, I'm sure he's in averygood mood," I said, then stepped away, listening to the fat woman's gasps of shock.
I left the church, heading to the bus stop, feeling strangely vindicated and absolved.There's no turning back now, I thought.
"'Our father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name . . . .'"
***
That afternoon, following my single lunch shift (it was rare that I only worked a Saturday lunch and not a double, as was the norm), I headed out into the mall, after once again stripping off my work shirt. I felt a strange sense of confidence, of casual arousal. The thick taste of Father Thomas' sperm remained with me, even after six hours. It made me want more.
As I headed through the mall, seeing boys and men, fathers with their families and husbands with their wives, I kept thinking that it would be so easy to approach any of them and make them an offer. I simplyknewthat no man would refuse me, and that knowledge fueled my ego, making me inordinately confident.
As I passed a shoe store, I stopped in my tracks, spying a pair of leather go-go boots I had always dreamt of having. My mouth watered, and my pussy juiced just looking at them. I had to have those boots. Still, the two-hundred-dollar price tag was daunting. I didn't have that much on me, nor even in my account. The money I had made since Wednesday had gone toward bills, groceries, and incidentals.
Still, there was no harm in looking . . . .
I headed inside, made a bee-line for the display of boots. There happened to be a pair in size five, and I took them down, smelling the rich leather.Mmm . . . if these boots were a man, I'd give up my cherry right now,I thought.
I took the boots down an aisle, sat down and took off my black work shoes. But I realized that I wouldn't be able to pull on the boots, since my jeans were so tight around my legs.Damn it, I wish I wore a skirt!
"Can I help you, miss?"
I looked up from the little bench I sat upon, seeing an attractive black man with a shaved head, wearing khaki slacks and a blue polo. He had a name tag that read, "Marcus."
"Yeah," I said, looking to his crotch a moment. I could see a faint bulge beneath the fabric. "I wish I could try on these boots."
Marcus shrugged. "Go right ahead."
I smiled in a self-deprecating way. "You gonna let me take my jeans off right here?" I asked sarcastically.
The salesman looked me over in a way that told me he sure as hell wouldn't mind seeing me in my panties. "Tell you what," he said. "We have a stock room in the back. I'll watch the door."
I mused over the proposal a moment, then smiled. "Sure."
***
Marcus lead me through a narrow door in the back, and I found myself in a room lined with overstuffed shelves of shoes and heels and boots. The aroma of leather was strong and seductive. Marcus closed the door behind us and looked me over again as I found a little stool and sat down.
"I thought you were gonna watch the door," I said.
He smiled confidently. "I am. From the inside."
What a sneaky bastard,I thought, even as I smiled. "Is that what you like to do? Watch?"
Marcus licked his lips, already undressing me. "You got it, babe."
That warmth returned, making my cheeks blush and my pussy twitch. Teasingly, I unsnapped and unzipped my jeans, giving Marcus a glimpse of my white cotton undies with little hearts on them. I sat with my legs parted, providing him with a great view. "You could do more than watch," I suggested, hardly believing the words coming out of my mouth.
He arched a thin eyebrow, and took a step closer. "Yeah?"
The idea of exposing myself to this guy suddenly made me hot . . . even hotter than taking off my top and blowing Gary in his car. "Maybe," I said.
He narrowed his eyes and smiled knowingly. "What'chu want, girl?"
I leaned forward, spreading my legs more, my hands on my knees, letting him see my cleavage. "Two things," I said. "I want these boots."
He pursed his lips. "Hmm . . . ."
I smiled mischievously. "And I want your cum in my mouth," I added, feeling so wonderfully naughty as I spoke the words.
"Ooo," he responded, taking a breath. He shuddered a moment, then composed himself. "Show me that gash, baby, and you got a deal."
I grinned, ogling his crotch. "Show me yours," I said, lifting my hips as I pushed my jeans and panties down. "And I'll show you mine."
Marcus' eyes glazed as he took in my blonde bush. My pubic hair is just as light-toned as the hair on my head, maybe even more so, and I trim it just enough to wear a bikini. I trembled in excitement as I allowed a man to see my naked pussy for the first time ever. I had to bend and spread my legs to work my jeans and panties off my ankles, giving the shoe salesman glimpses of my pink.
"Oh, damn, baby," he breathed, reaching for his belt as he stepped out of his shoes. "I ain't never seen a real blonde before."
I arched an eyebrow, sitting up, keeping my legs splayed wide. I could feel how wet I was, and could smell my tangy scent as well, drifting up from between my legs. "Never?" I asked, petting my furry mound.
Marcus stared unabashedly at my cunt, licking his lips hungrily. "You got a real nice little beaver there, baby," he said, and shoved his khakis down. Marcus wasn't wearing underwear, and his thick, dark penis bounced heavily between his legs. He wasn't completely hard, not yet.
"Yeah?" I asked huskily, leaning back and pushing my hips out. Giving in to the moment, I spread my pussy open with my fingers, getting them wet, and exposed my little clit. "Think so?"
He grinned. "Let me show you how much," he said, moving closer. Each step he took seemed to make his cock grow and thicken, until it jutted out toward me. It was uncircumcised, with a dark pink head poking out from the foreskin sheath. Marcus' dick was the thickest I had seen yet. He had smooth-shaved balls, which made me curious, and trimmed his pubic hair to a small dense patch.
I sat up straight as he stopped before me, his legs between my own. I had the impression that he wanted to fuck. The head of his cock was within inches of my mouth as I looked up at him. "Wait," I said. "No sex, just head."
Marcus chuckled, and lowered himself to his knees. "Just what I had in mind, baby," his brown eyes glittering. Gingerly, he placed one hand between my breasts, gently pushing me back, as his other hand settled on my right thigh. My heart palpitated as I realized what he wanted to do. I eagerly spread my thighs as wide as they would go as Marcus kept his eyes locked on mine.
His hands slid down my body and up my thigh, meeting just above my sex. I started breathing heavily, anticipating the delights to come. The touch of his fingers running through my pubes and down over my swollen vulvae was electric, making me shiver. I actually heard my pussy lips slurp wetly, and so did Marcus.
"Damn, baby, you ready for this, ain't you? Oh, yeahohhmmm . . . ."
Oh, sweet Jesus in Heaven!I sighed deeply in pleasure as Marcus pressed his thick, soft lips to my dewy cunt, kissing it tenderly, lapping up my trickling juice with soft, slow passes of his tongue. I cupped my breasts, pushing up my top and bra, groping and kneading my tender mounds. Marcus watched my actions as he devoured me, his sucking growing more intent, his tongue probing deeper. I gasped, lifting my hips, when his tongue pushed into my virgin tunnel.
"Oh, God!" I cried out, rolling my hips, humping my lover's mouth. I watched his face, seeing the bliss registered in Marcus' features as he sucked and licked my juicy snatch. He made these sexy 'ummm' sounds in between smacking his lips and swallowing my fluid. I had never felt anything so incredible in my life.
My passion was ready to explode by the time his fingers peeled back the hood of my clit. The moment he pursed his lips around my button, pressing his chin to my slick lips and his nose into my soft blonde pubes, I started cumming. And cumming hard.
I bucked and gasped, shrieked and moaned, lifting my ass up off the chair and shoving my cunt hard against Marcus' mouth. I pinched and pulled on my nipples, something I had never done before when masturbating, but which accentuated the intensity of my orgasm.
Marcus sucked greedily on my flowing hole, licking deep between my lips and even passing his tongue down as he chased after dribbles of my cum. I hissed when his tongue wormed against my asshole for a moment, sending a charge through me. Marcus cupped my firm cheeks in his hands and licked up and down from my anus to my clit and back and forth, back and forth . . . .
I was trembling with aftershocks by the time I came back down. Marcus lowered my butt back onto the stool and stood before me. I panted, catching my breath, barely watching as Marcus began stroking his cock. He leaned over me, bracing his other hand against the wall above my head. His cockhead rubbed against my tits as he jerked off.
Inspired by the pleasure he had given me, I cupped my breasts around the head of his dick, making Marcus moan in pleasure. I licked his abdomen, kissed his flat navel as he pumped faster and faster. His skin tasted sweet and musky, stronger than any other man I had thus far tasted.
"Oh, baby!" he grunted, jacking faster and faster, pre-cum making his hand smack wetly along his shaft. "I'm gonna shoot, baby!"
"Mmm!" I moaned excitedly, ducking down and sucking hard on the head of his cock. Marcus gasped, shaking, and kept stroking, making my head shake as I hung on. I sucked out his pre-cum, finding it going from sweet and thin to bitter and thick.
"Oh, fuck, baby, suck it out! Eat my cum, girl! Fucking eat my – gahhhh!!!"
He pressed his other hand to the back of my head, jacking his shaft frantically. His cum gushed in my mouth, watery spurts of tart fluid that coated my tongue and shot to my throat. I moaned as I tasted it, and sucked desperately, slathering my gooey tongue all around the tip of his spitting dick.
I swallowed, then swallowed again, trying to catch all of Marcus' cream. Some of it overflowed my mouth and ran down my chin, dripping onto my abdomen and trickling into my pubic hair. I pushed my mouth down further on Marcus' cock, feeling my lips stretched by his girth, and worked my jaw like I was chewing his dick. Marcus slapped both hands against the wall and moaned loudly, letting me suck him for as long as I wanted.
I don't know how long I savored the taste and feel of Marcus' cock. I could have sucked on the thing all night, if he wanted. I felt it getting soft in my mouth, leaking out a little last bit of salty sperm that I lapped up. My entire mouth was wet and sticky by the time he finally pulled back.
"Oh, God damn, baby," he breathed, touching his flaccid penis. He chuckled. "That was so fucking hot. Thanks, gorgeous."
I grinned up at him. "No, thank you," I said, licking my lips. "And thanks for the boots."
Still tasting Marcus' pungent sauce in my mouth, I walked out of the back room several minutes later, carrying my new boots. I passed a couple of shop girls my age, who gave me dirty looks. Doubtless, they had heard the goings-on in the back room. Maybe they were jealous. Maybe they just thought I was a slut. I figured their reactions were a mixture of both.
I couldn't have cared less. I got what I wanted.
***
It amazes me now, when I think of it, how easily and boldly I plied my new trade. The mall was a big one, split-level with more than a hundred and eighty shops, offering everything from music and movies to soap and perfume. Pretty much anything I wanted was right there in the mall. And all I had to do was open up and say 'ahhh.'
"Can I help you with something, miss?"
"Oh, I'm just looking for some CDs. I really wanna expand my collection."
"Well, what are you interested in?"
"I'm interested in making a deal . . . ."
Smack! Smack! Slurp! Suck! Mmmmm . . . gulp!
In hindsight, I was probably a little too forward, too obvious. I might have gained the attention of the night owl cops who worked security. But I never did, no matter how many dicks I sucked.
My mouth earned me everything from silk sheets and shower curtains to cheap electronics and even a microwave oven. Now and then, I was given cash. The only time I ever paid for anything was when I went shopping for makeup and underwear, since those stores and departments were usually staffed by women.
I didn't worry about the ramifications or morality of what I was doing. I had become a new woman, and I loved every moment I spent on my knees. Often, I would strip to my waist when I could, and I was surprised at how many guys were turned on by my puffies. Sometimes, they would want to suck my tits, but usually, they just wanted to grope them while I went to work on their cocks.
And now and then, as with Marcus, and if I felt comfortable doing so, I'd show off my blonde pussy and either masturbate for a guy before blowing him, or, on occasion, enjoy the pleasures of his fingers and tongue.
More than once, I was all but begged to go all the way. One guy even went so far as to push me down on the floor in the storeroom of a sporting goods store and try to shove his dick inside me. I kept telling him 'no' over and over, but he just laughed and told me he'd pay me more to fuck me. He almost did it, too, before I kicked him in the balls and elbowed his nose. Afterward, I was aware of how close I had come to losing my cherry, and decided that I would be more careful with my tricks.
I didn't go a single day without getting at least one dick in my mouth. I had my favorites, guys I saw regularly when they had something to offer, guys like Marcus who always rewarded my carnal efforts with something they knew I wanted. There was Doug in the music store, who tripled my music collection by giving me any three CDs each time I saw him, and Randy at the bed and bath place who supplied me with sheets, silk pillows, and little trinkets for my bathroom.



And then there was Gary.
I had almost forgotten about the sexy older man, the married man with his hunter green Jag who had never gotten off from a blow job before he met me. About two weeks after our first time together, I was home on a Thursday night, having given up my shift to another server at work in order to study for mid-terms. I was doing well in all my classes except Economics, and I was determined to maintain at least a 3.5 GPA.
My cell buzzed in my purse, sitting on the couch in my tiny apartment. I ignored it at first, then got up and grabbed it when it buzzed again a few minutes later. The caller ID window was blank. I frowned, flipped my phone open.
"Hello?"
"Alyssa?"
"Yeah. Who's this?"
"Um . . . it's Gary. You remember me?"
I smiled. "Of course I do," I said. "What's up?"
He laughed. "Well, I am," he said, then checked himself. "Sorry. Th-that was kind of rude."
I giggled. "Not really."
"I'd like to see you again," he said. I heard some muffled sounds of traffic in the background, figured he was driving. "Do you, uh, have some time tonight?"
I thought about it for about half a second. My brain hurt from all the studying. I realized I needed a diversion. And Gary offered a very tasty one. "Sure," I said.
He sighed in relief. "Great! I'm on my way. You wanna tell me what apartment you're in?"
Hmm. . . "I'll meet you at the gate," I said, and hung up quickly. I giggled, and ran into the bedroom, stripping off my baggy house clothes and looking for something tight and revealing. I found a pair of tight grey jogging shorts and a pink halter, and quickly tied my hair into pigtails. Looking like a naughty little girl, I snatched up my keys and a can of Diet Coke from the fridge, then jogged out to meet my guy.
***
Gary was panting and sighing as I nursed his spent dick, licking up the last little bits of cum that seeped out. I kept his load in my mouth as I sat up and grabbed his cigarettes. Lighting one, I inhaled the rich aroma of tobacco and semen, smiling in satisfaction. Only then did I swallow Gary's treat.
Gary just lay back in the driver's seat, making no move to cover up as he relished his afterglow. I snuggled against him, smoking my cigarette, letting him take a drag now and then. His hands lazily stroked my naked back and breasts as I let him kiss and gently suck my puffies.
"Damn, Alyssa, I can't believe how much you turn me on," he murmured. He chuckled. "I mean, it's not just that you're a gorgeous young woman . . . you are eighteen, aren't you?"
I giggled. "Wanna see my license?"
Gary smiled. "Jesus, half my age," he mused. He gave me a look. "You make me feel so young, you know that?"
I smiled back, thinking:don't get too close. "Gary . . . ."
"I know, I know," he said, pulling away to get a better look at me. "I really like the pig tails."
I giggled again, for effect, and shook my head back and forth, making my piggies bounce and sway. Gary laughed, then his face drained slowly, the smile fading.
"Why do you do it?" he asked me.
I pulled on my cigarette, blew smoke. "Do what? Get picked up like this?"
"Well . . . yeah."
I shrugged, "It turns me on," I said.
"Do you really like doing it as much as I think you do?"
I smiled coyly. "That depends. How much do you think I like it?"
He gave me a level gaze. "I think you can't go a day without giving head."
I bit my lip, smoldering my eyes. "You're right."
He took a deep breath, chest rising and falling. "I have a proposition for you," he said.
I regarded Gary suspiciously. "What's that?"
"Well," he said, folding his arms behind his head, obviously enjoying being half-naked in a car with a teenager, his dick hanging out. "I work for a systems analysis company. Basically, we're a bunch of geeks—"
"You don't look like a geek to me," I said, playfully touching his pudge. I kept my hand on his stomach and slowly slid it down.
He chuckled again. "A lot of the guys in my department are," he said. "I mean, some of them have essentially no chance whatsoever of getting laid in their entire lives. It's like that line from 'Real Genius.'"
I frowned. "Huh?"
Gary shook his head. "Never mind. Before your time."
I gave Gary a funny look as I began fondling his floppy penis. It was still wet from my mouth, and slowly responded as I lightly stroked it. "You saying you want me to do your whole department? How many guys are we talking about?"
Gary shrugged. "Around forty."
I gulped. "Wow."
"Not all at once, of course," he said, shifting his hips as his cock started to stiffen again. I smoked my cigarette and pulled on his dick, making it grow in my hand. I liked watching it get thicker and longer.
"See, what I was thinking was maybe a few guys at a time, maybe once a weekend," he said, his breath becoming more labored as I stroked his dick up and down.
"And they'll all pay?" I asked, getting turned on by the idea.
"Oh, trust me, they'll pay . . . ." his words drifted off, eyes fluttering closed as I pinched and massaged the sensitive head of his cock. A thick dribble of fluid oozed out, and I leaned over to lick it away.
An image flashed in my mind, then, garnered from some of the dirty magazines I had seen. An image of me, on my knees, surrounded by stiff, throbbing penises, dripping their sweet fluid onto my tongue. And me holding fistfuls of cash.
I trembled with excitement at the naughty idea. My pussy twitched. I realized I could not have refused Gary's Idea.
"Set it up," I whispered, stretching out to get comfortable. I handed Gary my cig, then nuzzled his balls with my lips while stroking his hard cock. I loved smelling the residue of sticky semen that had soaked into his pubes. The taste of it was sweet on my tongue as I rolled his heavy balls between my lips.
"Oh, shit," moaned Gary, threading his fingers through my hair. "God damn, you're a hot little bitch. Suck my cock, Alyssa. Suck it and eat my cum."
"Mmm . . . ."
***
I didn't hear from Gary again for another few weeks, and put his proposal from my mind. I was getting dick on a daily basis, as it was, satisfying my desire for cum. I figured, when Gary didn't call me back after a few days, that he had either changed his mind about the 'suck-a-thon,' or it didn't fly with his employees, or perhaps his wife had discovered he was stepping out.
But then, a few days after Halloween, Gary called again.
"Sorry I haven't called, babe," he apologized.
"It's okay. Not like we're girlfriend and boyfriend, you know."
"Of course. Been busy?"
"Just doing a lot of homework," I said.
"You're a student, huh? You never told me that."
I giggled. "Hard to talk with my mouth full."
He laughed. "What are you doing this weekend?"
"Working."
". . . oh. You, uh, got regulars on the weekends?"
I rolled my eyes. "No, I have a regular job," I said.
"Oh! Well, um, what's your schedule?"
"I'm off Sunday night."
"Really? That's perfect . . . that could work out."
"For?"
He paused a moment. "Did you forget what we talked about?"
"No, I didn't forget," I said, immediately feeling hot between my legs. "How many?"
"Four."
I breathed out. My pussy was literally dripping. I touched myself as I leaned back in my couch. "Including you?"
"Including me, five."
"Ummm," I whimpered, pulling my panties aside and stroking my slick lips. "How much?"
"Hundred each," he said. "I'll pay for the room and refreshments."
"Room?"
"Yeah. I'll get a motel room for the night. The guys will only stay as long as you want."
"Refreshments?"
He chuckled. "Whatever you want, babe."
"Mmm . . . strawberry vodka," I said, rubbing my clit.
"You got it."
"Gary."
"Yeah, babe?"
"Come over here and fuck my mouth."
". . . . I'll be there in twenty minutes."
"Apartment 1604. Hurry."
"I'm leaving now."
***
Gary shuddered over me, his thighs buried in my arm pits, warm, sweaty balls resting on my chin. He grunted and groaned as his semen surged down my throat, which I automatically swallowed since I had him so deep. He pulled back a little, giving me one last warm spurt of fluid on my tongue. I sucked him for a few minutes afterward, until he softened and pulled out.
He rolled onto his back on my couch, curling his arms around me. I grinned, nuzzling his hairy chest, rolling that last heavy drop of cum on my tongue as I kissed his tiny nipples. I listened to his heartbeat pounding in his chest, gradually growing more calm.
"Don't take this the wrong way, Alyssa," he said, stroking my back and kissing the top of my head. "But I love you."
I lifted my face, staring into his. "What?"
He smiled. "I love being with you," he corrected. "Like I said, you make me feel young. And I know we could never have a serious relationship, but I just want you to know, in a way, I love you."
I smiled fondly, and kissed his lips. "Thanks, Gary," I whispered. "No one's ever said that to me before."
He frowned. "No one?"
I shook my head. "Well, not including my mom and dad."
"I find that hard to believe," he said. "I mean, what about boys you've dated?"
I sat up, looked for Gary's cigarettes. "Never dated," I said.
Gary didn't say anything as I lit up. I turned back to him after blowing out a cloud of smoke, saw the surprised expression on his face.
"What?" I asked rhetorically. "Look, I went to an all-girl high school, and my folks are pretty religious. I wasn't even allowed near boys growing up."
Gary fixed me a wondering look. "Jesus Christ," he breathed. "You're a virgin, aren't you? That's why you didn't want to have sex."
I looked away, feeling a little embarrassed. I suddenly wondered why I had even let Gary into my little apartment, my sanctum.
"Hey," he said soothingly, sitting up and rubbing my back. I sighed, giving in to his touch, and leaned against him. "Hey," he said again. "It's all right. I hope you don't think I'm disappointed."
I sniffled, feeling tears beginning to form in my eyes as my emotions welled up. "I guess it seems kind'a weird, doing this stuff with you, and I've never been popped."
"It's not weird," he said, kissing my temple. "You're an amazing young woman, you know that? When I first met you, I thought you were just another 'working girl,' albeit the most gorgeous one I had ever seen—"
"How many girls have you picked up?" I asked him suddenly.
"A few," he said heavily, sounding ashamed. "I never went out, intending to pick up a . . . a girl, but it just sort of happened."
"You don't have sex with your wife?"
He sighed, and uncurled his arms from me, taking out a cigarette from his pack. "Sometimes," he said, lighting up.
"I'm sorry," I said, wiping my eyes. "I shouldn't—"
"Can I be your friend, Alyssa?" he asked, interrupting me.
I thought for a moment what a strange question that was, but then realized the sort of 'professional' relationship we had. Up until now, Gary had been just a cock, and I was just a mouth. But now, he wanted to be a friend.
I smiled. "Sure."
Gary smiled. "I married Terry fifteen years ago," he said. "We dated all throughout college, got engaged on Christmas eve. She was only the third girl I had been with and I was the second guy she had known.
"We were in love once, and I think we always will be, in a way," he continued. "We've got two kids, a boy, Steven, eleven, and Joyce, nine. I like to think I'm a good father and husband, for the most part. But even at my age, having sex maybe once a month gets frustrating."
"That's why you pick up girls," I said.
He shrugged. "That's why I keep the option open," he clarified. "The first time it happened was about two years ago. She wasn't a girl. Just a woman I met in a bar, almost my age. The quintessential barfly. She was so drunk, she kept calling me 'Bobby.'" He laughed ruefully.
"I felt bad about it, and told my wife. She was mad at first, and I slept on the couch for about a week while she decided whether or not to file for divorce. I told the kids I was sleeping on the couch because I was sick and didn't want to infect mommy. I had to fake a cough the whole time.
"Then Terry decided that she wasn't going to file for divorce, that she understood that I had stepped out because she and I weren't having sex. For about a month, she tried to be more romantic and affectionate. I almost thought that we were getting back to the way we had been before Steve was born. But then it dried up again."
I tapped ash off my cigarette. "So . . . ."
"So . . . I was coming home from work one night, and I saw this young woman on the corner. I circled twice before I picked her up. It was funny. I was so nervous, I couldn't tell her what I wanted. But then she . . . picked up her skirt, grabbed my hand . . . I had to sneak back into the house and wash up so my wife wouldn't know. I think she knew, anyway, though she's never said anything."
I was quiet. I didn't know what to say. On one hand, I could sympathize with him, but on the other, I thought what a bastard he was for cheating on his wife. But it really wasn't my place to say anything. I was the 'other woman,' after all, and a prostitute to boot. I had no grounds for making any kind of moral judgment.
"When I first picked you up," Gary said. "I thought how lucky I was for finding you. You did . . .amazingthings to me, Alyssa. I couldn't stop thinking about you for weeks. I literally ached to be with you again. But with my wife, and kids, my job . . . I never had the time. But now I do. I know we're not going to have a real relationship, Alyssa, but I want to keep seeing you. And I want to be your friend."
I managed a smile. "So why the other guys?" I asked.
Gary grinned. "Just helping out a friend," he said. "I had the feeling, after that first time, that you were one of those rare girls who . . . well, who got off on cum. And I've always wanted to be part of a blow bang."
I laughed, rearing back. "'Blow bang?'" I asked. The term was new to me.
"Yeah," said Gary. "You've never heard of that?"
I bit my lip. "No. I've heard of gang-bangs, but—"
"Well, it's the same thing," said Gary. "Except it's just your mouth. Don't worry, Alyssa; I'll make sure all the guys know that your . . .down belowis off-limits."
I smiled, looking Gary over. I loved watching him smoke. He had a casual flair about it that reminded me of John Travolta in 'Michael.' Looking at him, naked in my living room, and still tasting his cum in my mouth, I was getting turned on again.
I leaned forward, stubbed out my cigarette in the ashtray Gary had made out of a Diet Coke can. Then I eased back and lifted my hips, slipping off the one last article of clothing I wore. Gary watched as I dangled my panties from the tip of a finger and lay back, spreading my legs wide.
"It's not off limits to you," I said. "Just don't go too deep."
Gary moaned in arousal. "Oh, baby," he muttered, then went down, burying his face between my thighs. I grinned and cooed, holding onto the back of his head as my new friend went to work with his tongue.
"Mmm, yeah, baby, eat my pussy . . . oh, yeahhhhh . . . ."
***
I was anxious and nervous the following Sunday. All day long at work, I fidgeted in anticipation of the evening to come. Gary had called me that morning, giving me the address of the motel and the room number, assuring me that he would bring a bottle of strawberry-flavored vodka. He assuaged my fears that some of the guys would want to go too far, saying that they would feel 'blessed enough' to enjoy my mouth.
My nervousness was telling, prompting some of my coworkers to ask me if anything was wrong. I told them that everything was fine, I had just gotten news about a friend who was in the hospital. The lie helped deflect any further questions.
Once I was done with my sidework and other duties, I caught the bus home, showered carefully, and applied fresh makeup. I dressed in a tiny little green skirt I had purchased just for the occasion, and a tight white Oxford shirt. I tied my hair in pigtails again, and seeing myself in the mirror, I decided that I looked like a hot little slut schoolgirl. Every man's fantasy. I grinned.
Perfect.
Gary arrived at seven, and commented on my appearance. He could barely keep his eyes on the road, especially once I lifted my skirt to show him the absence of panties. I knew he wanted to pull over somewhere and let me work on him, but I could also tell he wanted to wait.
By the time we arrived at the motel, I had dripped so much that my little skirt sported a very obvious stain in the back. Not that it mattered; I wasn't going to be wearing it for long, I figured.
The guys were already in the room when we arrived. There were four of them, as Gary had promised. Two were tall and skinny, another was pretty short and a little pudgy, and the fourth was downright fat. But they were all cordial and nice, giving me looks as if they were in the presence of a goddess.
I slugged down a strawberry vodka cocktail, and Gary switched on a music station on the TV. Britney Spears' 'Pretty Baby' was playing. It seemed appropriate. As the guys watched, sitting on the edges of the two beds, I did a little strip-tease for them. I loved the way they stared at my body as it was revealed. They moaned and groaned when I showed them my firm tits and licked my fingers, polishing my puffies until they shined. The fat one, Saul, just about fell off the bed when I dropped my skirt.
I got up on all fours on one of the beds, and all five of them knelt around the end as I masturbated for them. I loved the attention, and spread my snatch open wide to let them get a good look. They made appreciative comments about the appearance of my pussy, never once using rude words like 'cunt.' When I came, spurting all over the bed sheets, they applauded. I actually blushed.
Then they stood and pulled out their cocks. Now it was my turn to swoon.
Gary was a little above average in size, I had come to realize, topping out at about seven inches. The two tall guys were both a little smaller – I found out later that they were brothers – and the short guy was average as well. But Saul . . . .
The fat man had a dick to match his body. Maybe it wasn't too long, but it was easily thicker than my wrist. I wondered if I would even be able to fit the thing in my mouth. But with enough spit and some adjusting, I did, and Saul moaned as I stuffed his beer-can cock as deep as I could take it. He all but passed out when I drank his seed the first time.
I was in heaven, sucking one dick, stroking two others, while various fingers and the occasional tongue diddled my horny snatch. I made the stipulation that the guys could do whatever they wanted, as long as it didn't involve penetration and as long as they got off in my mouth. They all agreed readily.
I gulped down load after load of sweet, thick sperm, even took one on my face before scooping it up with my fingers as the guys watched, and sucking my fingers clean. Gary spent a lot of time licking and sucking and fingering my dripping puss, making sure I came over and over. I rewarded him with a deep-throat blow job that had him literally exploding in my mouth.
The hottest part of the evening was when all five of them surrounded me, beating off and taking turns in my mouth. One by one they shot their loads onto my waiting tongue, until I had all five loads floating heavily in my mouth. One of the guys handed me my compact so I could see the erotic image of all that cum at once. I couldn't even see my tongue, there was so much milky fluid. I had to swallow twice to get it all down, and the guys cheered.
By the time I announced I'd had enough, each of the guys had cum at least three times. My mouth was tired and my tummy was full. I had swallowed so much dick sauce that I actually burped up sperm. I kissed the guys good bye as they left the room, even walked out naked onto the breezeway to wave them off. Saul gave me such a look of gratitude before he left that I was touched. Then I headed back inside, where Gary lay naked and waiting for me.



I crawled up atop him, straddling his hips, rubbing my pussy against his half-hard dick. It was the closest a penis had ever come to my virgin hole, but I trusted Gary not to take advantage of the situation.
"Thanks, Gary," I said, feeling heady from both the alcohol and semen I had consumed.
He smiled up at me, gently massaging my breasts and tilting his head to kiss and lick them. "You're welcome," he said. "I knew you'd enjoy it."
I breathed out, surrounded, saturated, with the aroma and flavor of sperm, and kissed his forehead. I was still turned on. I could have kept sucking the guys all night, but knew they wouldn't have been able to handle it. Besides that, my jaw was sore.
"I've got something for you," said Gary.
My eyes lit up. "Yeah?"
He chuckled, indicated his jacket hanging off one of the chairs. "Go get it."
I scrambled off him, excited, and rummaged through the jacket. I found a thick white envelope inside, and took it out. I looked to Gary expectantly. He nodded with a smile.
"Goody!" I exclaimed, jumping back atop him, making him grunt and the bed bounce. I opened the envelope, finding a stack of twenties inside. I counted the money quickly, grinning as I realized I held four hundred dollars in my hands. Not bad for three hours' work, I thought. It was more than I made in a week at the restaurant.
"There's something else," he said.
I frowned, and dug into the envelope. Something bulged against the side, and I pulled it out.
A ring. Gold, lined with tiny diamonds, with a blue butterfly centerpiece. I swooned, and my eyes watered. "Oh, Gary," I sighed, dripping tears down my cheeks.
He smiled, smoothing his hands up and down my body. "Call it a friendship ring," he said. "Go ahead, put it on. I think I got the size right."
I slipped the ring down my finger. It fit perfectly. I wiggled my fingers, looking upon the jewelry, then bent over and kissed Gary deeply. He responded immediately, kissing me back, wrapping his arms around me.
My body undulated atop his, and I felt his cock stiffen. Panting and moaning into his mouth, I slid my hand down between us, finding his dick with my fingers. I tilted it up, rubbing the head against my damp labia. Gary groaned.
"Oh, Alyssa," he sighed, grabbing my ass with one hand, the other pushing up through the hair on the back of my head.
"Do it, Gary," I panted. "F-fuck me . . . ."
I arched my back, rolled my hips, feeling my pussy spread open. The head of Gary's stiff prick pushed between my folds, sliding inside . . . .
"Oh, God!" I cried out, my virgin tunnel immediately clamping down on the intruder. I worked it a little, wincing, then sighing as the head popped inside. "Oh, sweet baby Jesus . . . ."
Never had I felt anything like this! Fingers and tongues were one thing, but this was acock! And it was pushing up inside me,penetratingme for the first time, probing deeper and deeper until . . . .
I yelped as I felt the barrier inside me stretched by Gary's penis, and pulled up. I stared down at his face, saw the mirror of my own shock and reluctance.
"You're not ready," he said.
I sighed, and cried again. "Oh, God, I-I'm s-s-sorry . . . ."
But Gary just smiled and slipped out of me. I moaned as my pussy was emptied, his slick cock sliding out and slapping wetly to his abdomen. Gary pulled me down and kissed me again. "It's okay, baby," he whispered. "You'll know when you're ready."
I smiled upon him through my tears. "I'm glad you're my friend, Gary," I said.
"I am, too," he said, and held me close.
***
Every Sunday evening, I 'entertained' Gary's employees, sucking and fisting their dicks until I received mouthful after delicious mouthful of creamy sperm. Maybe they weren't the most attractive men in the world, but they served up generous amounts of cock cream for my hungry mouth, and treated me like a princess on parade.
I would dance naked for them, give lap dances as they groped and fondled me, and masturbate before their eyes as a prelude to a wild round of cocksucking. Some of them licked and fingered me – always being careful, of course, not to tear my hymen – and such men received extra special attention in return.
I always went home satisfied and full, with Gary dropping me off on my doorstep and giving me a sweet kiss good night. We didn't talk about how close we had come to making love for the first time.
The holidays brought an abatement to our blow-bang weekends. I spent Christmas with my parents, and Gary was out of town with his wife and kids, visiting family 'back east.' I satisfied my carnal needs with the usual boys in the mall, but I missed the thrill of having multiple dicks at my disposal. I couldn't wait for Gary to come back.
***
My cell phone rang shrilly on New Year's day, rousing me from an alcoholic stupor. I had gone to a party the night before, hosted by Katie, a girl from work, and had ended up doing at least two, maybe three guys in the bathroom by the time the fireworks started. I barely remembered the blow jobs, clouded as they were by the fog of too much alcohol.
"Hullo," I grumbled.
"Alyssa, it's Gary."
I became awake instantly, even if I was still drunk. "Gary?" I slurred.
He chuckled. "Good party?" he asked.
I clutched my head. "Ffffuck . . . I think I got a hangover."
"You're not the only one."
"Where are you?"
"Still home," he said, referring to 'back east.' "I miss you. You okay?"
I smiled. Gary was so sweet. Even if he was married, he was a better boyfriend than I could hope for. "I'm fine," I said. "I didn't do anything crazy, if that's what you're asking. I'm still cherry . . . I think." I reached down, between my legs, and poked a finger in my hole, feeling around. "Yup. Still cherry."
"That's not why I called," he said. "I just wanted to say 'happy new year.'"
I imagined kissing him. "Gary."
"Yeah?"
"Do you wanna be my first?"
I heard him breathe in. "Is that what you want?"
I sighed. "Well . . . you're kind'a like my boyfriend, right? Even if you are married."
"Alyssa . . . we talked about this."
"No, we didn't."
"Well, not aboutthis, but . . . you know what kind of relationship we have."
"Then why are you calling me at . . . eight-thirty-six on New Year's Day?"
". . . . ."
"Well? Do you or don't you?"
"It's not that simple, Alyssa—"
"Sure it is. Just come over, pop my cherry, it'll hurt a little bit but I'll be okay—"
"And then what?"
I frowned. "What do you mean?"
"You can't fall in love with me, Alyssa."
"I'm not—" I began, then stopped myself. I became defensive. "Oh, right. I forgot. I'm just yourfriend. You're favoritewhore."
"Alyssa . . . ."
"No, hey, it's all right. No big deal, right? You just let me know when you're back in town, so we can set up some more blow bangs. Happy fucking new year." I snapped my phone closed, then fell back into my silk pillows and cried myself back to sleep.
***
I heard the knock at my door a couple of days later, as I was getting ready for work. I was starting to hate my job. I worked too much and didn't have enough time to study. On top of that, I was being teased by guys at work about my New Year's Eve antics.
If only they knew the truth . . . .
I had just gotten out of the shower and answered the door clad in only a towel, my hair wet and slicked back. Something blocked the peep hole of my door, so I couldn't see who was outside. I opened the door anyway.
The first thing I saw was a big bushel of red roses. Then a pint bottle of strawberry vodka. Then Gary's sheepishly smiling face.
I couldn't help but smile back. "Damn it, Gary," I said, and snatched the bottle from his hand. I turned into the apartment, Gary following behind. He closed and latched the door.
"Peace offering?" he said.
I chuckled, and opened my towel, flashing him. "Piece offering?"
He laughed, and went into my kitchen, looking for something to put the roses in. I retied my towel and sat down on the couch, unscrewing the cap on the pint. I sighed at the taste and warmth of the vodka. I looked for my cigarettes, lit one.
Gary came back, the roses sprouting out of one of the big schooner glasses I kept in the cupboard. "Finally buying your own smokes, huh?"
I shrugged. "Well, you haven't been around to bum off of," I said.
He sat down beside me. "Are you mad that I went away for the holidays?" he asked. "You know I have a wife and family."
I sighed. "I know, Gary. And no, I'm not mad at you. I just . . . ." I couldn't figure out what I wanted to say.
He touched my arm, watching me as I drank and smoked. "Do you really want me to be your first?"
I took a deep breath, let it out heavily. I stared at my blank television. "No."
Gary didn't say anything. I got the impression he was a little disappointed. I knew guys were turned on by the idea of taking a virgin, and I guess, since my comment two days before, Gary had been thinking about it.
"I know this girl, in one of my classes," I said as Gary took out his own pack of cigarettes and lit up. "Julie. She's real cute, about my age. Actually, I think she just turned nineteen. Anyway, we're not really that close, but we hang out sometimes in the Quad. I don't know how we got around to it . . . we were talking about guys, I guess . . . but, she started telling me about her first time."
I tapped my cigarette over my new crystal ashtray (courtesy of Manny at the Waterford store and his surprisingly large penis), took another swig from the bottle. Gary was silent as he listened to me. "She didn't, like, go into detail or anything like that, but she was telling me how sweet her boyfriend was at the time, how it hurt at first but then felt so good . . . a couple weeks later, he dumped her. Just like that."
Gary sighed. "Men can be real assholes," he said.
I laughed sharply, tilted the bottle to my lips again. I was starting to feel a little buzz. I still didn't look at Gary, just continued with my monologue: "Ever since then, I've been thinking about it. About what my first time will be like . . . and about what'll happen after."
"And?"
I took a drag of my cigarette, another slug from the bottle. "Every girl I know, the story's always the same. They never stay with the guy who popped them. So, when you think about it, it doesn't really matter who I do it with." I finally looked to Gary. "Right?"
His eyes studied my face a moment. "Do you really think that?"
I nodded. "But you know what's funny?"
"What."
"I don't want it to be you," I said, making Gary frown. I smiled, touched his face. He had a little stubble. "I know that doesn't make sense, but it was something you said."
He nodded in understanding. "About . . . falling in love," he said.
"I really like you, Gary," I said earnestly, the alcohol loosening my inhibitions. "And I just know, if we did it, I'd start feeling . . ." I looked down. "I think I probably would fall in love with you. Even more than I already have."
"Oh, baby," he said tenderly, wrapping his arms around me. I snuggled close to him, breathing in his scent. God, he smelled so good. I closed my eyes, murmuring softly, wanting to just lay down with him and pull off our clothes, feel him pushing inside me. Iwantedthat. But I knew it would be the wrong thing to do.
"I don't know what to say, Alyssa," Gary whispered, petting my hair. "Like I said, I do love you, but we'll never—"
"I know," I said, pulling away. I gave him a little smile, letting him know I wasn't upset.
Gary just nodded, watching me as I drank again. He laughed softly. "Hey, don't go getting drunk."
I smiled mischievously. "Why not? Afraid I'm gonna jump you?"
He chuckled. "Actually, I'm hoping you will."
I laughed, sipped again. 'Casually,' I pulled on my towel and let it fall around my butt, exposing my body. Gary breathed in.
"Damn, Alyssa, you really have an incredible body," he said, looking upon me.
I smiled, spread my legs. "Look. I trimmed." Gary's eyes followed my hands as I touched my pussy. My lips were shaved smooth, and I had just a little strip of nearly invisible blonde pubes above my clitoris.
Gary reached over and touched me, tickling the edges of my pubic hair. "Very nice. No stubble," he commented.
I giggled and cupped his cheek. "Unlike you."
He blushed a little, keeping his hand on my puss. I squirmed a little, encouraging him to finger me. He did, sliding his middle finger slowly inside my tunnel. He kept it there, not moving it, just letting me enjoy the sensation. I bit my lip, closing my eyes a moment as I felt his finger curling a little bit inside me, massaging my snug, wet walls. I took a last pull from my cigarette, then stubbed it out.
"Get my phone, Gary," I said in a soft voice. "It's on the counter."
Gary looked, saw my phone, then smiled back at me. Gently, he eased his finger from inside me and sucked it as he got up. The alcohol was making me buzz, increasing my libido. I took another swig from the bottle.
Gary brought me my cell, and unbuckled his pants as he remained standing beside me. I grinned, hitting the buttons, dialing work.
"Hey, Sandy," I said, making my voice sound scratchy. "It's Alyssa. Can I talk to one of the managers?" I faked a cough.
"Yeah, sure. Hold on a sec."
I listened to bad Muzak as I watched Gary get undressed. He seemed to be a little trimmer around the middle. His penis was hard and shiny as it was revealed. Soon, he stood completely nude before me. I giggled softly when I noticed he had shaved his balls. I reached out and cupped the smooth, hanging orbs with my hand. Gary smiled upon me and petted my hair.
"This is Juan, how can I help you?"
"Juan," I said into the phone, and coughed again. "We got an on-call for tonight?"
"Not feeling well, Alyssa?"
"Not really. I think I'm getting something." I tickled Gary's balls as I spoke. "I think I'm getting it pretty hard."
"Don't worry, sweetie," my manager said. He always called me 'sweetie.' "We've got too many on the floor tonight anyway. You need someone to bring you anything?"
"Nah, I'll be okay," I said, moving my hand up to stroke Gary's cock. A thick, clear bubble formed at the tip. "I've got some juice. I'll make sure to drink it all."
"Well, if you need something, let us know, okay?"
"I will. Thanks, Juan." I snapped my phone closed, and Gary laughed.
"Feeling sick, baby?" asked Gary, pulling my head toward him.
"Uh-huh," I said, parting my lips as I looked up at his face. "I need some medicine. Something thick and sweet to coat my throat."
Gary moaned as I started sucking him. "Mmm, baby, you're gonna get all the medicine you want . . . ."
***
"So, I got an idea," I said half an hour later, as Gary recovered on the couch. I had swallowed most of his cum, but a little had oozed out from the corner of my mouth and dripped down my chin. I didn't bother wiping it away as I lit another cigarette and sipped from the bottle of strawberry vodka. I glanced to the two twenties Gary had left on the table. He was getting a reduced rate these days.
"What's that, babe?" he asked, stroking my naked back.
"Well, I've been thinking about it. About doing it," I said.
"And?"
"And . . . I don't wanna worry about whether or not the guy's gonna stick around. I don't wanna fall in love with him. I want it to be someone I'll probably never see again."
Gary frowned. "You sure about this?"
I nodded as I took another sip of the vodka. "Think about it from my point of view. If I never see the guy again, I won't fall in love with him. I'll just have this wonderful memory of my first time, and that'll be that."
"How are you going to make sure it'll be wonderful?" he asked.
I smiled knowingly. "I'm not.Youare."
Gary frowned. "Huh?"
I shifted on the couch, facing him. "Okay, this is what I'm thinking: You know a lot of men, right?"
He nodded slowly. "Right . . . ."
"And, unless I'm wrong, guys in your field make bank. I mean, you make a lot of money, right?"
Gary shrugged. "I do pretty well," he said.
I smiled slowly, the idea in my head making me excited. "I wanna have an auction."
He blinked. "A what?"
"An auction," I repeated. "Highest bidder gets to pop me."
Gary sat up, staring at me with an alarmed look. "Whoa, Alyssa, hold on a sec—"
"No, I'm serious," I said vehemently. "I wanna do it this way. You let all the guys you work with know that my virginity is for sale, and we'll see who's got the deepest pockets."
Gary didn't seem too thrilled by the idea. "Alyssa, think about this. You can't just . . .sellyour virginity."
"Why not?" I asked in that simple way.
"You just . . . can't. I mean—"
"Look," I said. "Every girl wants her first time to be special. I'm no different. I'm going to remember the first time I have sex for the rest of my life, so I wanna do it right." I started ticking off on my fingers. "I want champagne, roses, a nice hotel suite, a limo ride . . . and dinner. And then I'll do anything the guy wants, all night long."
Gary stared at me, reading my face. "You're serious."
I nodded firmly. "As a heart attack."
He looked dumbfounded. "And . . . you want me to set it up."
"I'll give you twenty-five percent," I said.
Gary looked startled. "Well . . . wouldn't that make me . . . ."
I giggled. "My pimp? Yup."
Gary looked away, taking up his cigarettes. "I don't know."
I snuggled close to him, licked and kissed his ear. "You can be my second," I whispered suggestively.
Gary shuddered. His cock twitched. I reached down and stroked it, caressing his smooth balls with my fingertips.
"I-I'll think about it," he said.
I kissed my way down his body. "You do that," I said, and submerged his dick in my mouth, loving the feeling as it grew hard against my tongue. "Mmmm . . . ."
. . . to be continued . . .



        Pretty Baby Ch. 02

        Alyssa is inducted into a new life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pretty-baby-ch-02

Title: Pretty Baby Ch. 02

Author: slyc_willie

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Alyssa is inducted into a new life.

Tags: drama, call girl, prostitute, public sex, her first time, female virgin

Series: Pretty Baby


The die has been cast.
Part Two: A Barrier Breached
"Alyssa! You got another call party."
I smiled at Sandy, the busty hostess, as I stood talking with a few of my fellow servers in the kitchen at the restaurant. "Thanks. I'll be right there."
"Hey, what gives, Alyssa?" asked Joe, one of the guys who had always flirted with me. He was a good-looking guy, five or six years older than me, and under any other circumstances I might have considered going out with him. "You've been getting more call parties in the last couple of weeks than anyone else gets all year."
I shrugged innocently. "Guess people just like me," I said, and headed out to greet my new table.
Since Gary had agreed to help me find the lucky guy to pop me, I had been getting a lot of men coming in to the restaurant, asking for me as their server. It was Gary's idea to let them know where I worked, so they could meet me and get a look at me without being obvious about it. I was nervous about it at first, but realized it was a good idea.
Some of my 'call parties' -- guests who ask for a server by name -- I recognized from my Sunday afternoon blow bangs. They flirted and chatted with me, asking me questions about myself. Gary had stipulated that none of the men who came to see me would mention the auction, but it was always on their minds, I could tell . . . as well as on mine.
For the duration of the bidding, I had decided not to see any of my regular tricks. I didn't even blow Gary, much as he wanted me to. I wanted to be hot as hell the night I lost my virginity. But after three weeks without cock, I was getting pretty damn itchy. I told Gary I wanted the bidding closed soon. I was so fucking horny I couldn't stand it!
I pranced out to the dining room, anticipating my latest admirer. I was surprised to find a table of three: an older man, tall and good-looking with bright silver hair cut short, a woman about forty or so, stately and elegant, and a very pretty teenaged girl I figured was my age. My thought that I was meeting one of the men who were bidding to be my first faded. I figured I had a real call-party, someone I had waited on before.
"Hi. My name's Alyssa, and I'll be your server tonight. Would you like to hear about our features?"
The silver-haired man -- damn, he was gorgeous! I figured his hair had started turning grey at a young age, because the rest of him didn't look that much older than Gary -- gave me a soft smile, his eyes drinking me in briefly. "Hello, Alyssa," he said in a smooth voice. "You waited on me a couple of weeks ago, you remember?"
The way he said that . . . I caught on right away. I knew I had never seen this man before in my life. I sure as hell would have remembered those dark, commanding eyes, that square jaw, that velveteen voice. But I pretended I did, realizing that this man was one of those bidding to be my first. And how deliciously naughty it was that he had brought along his wife and daughter!
"Oh, yeah," I said, pretending to remember. "You were having a business lunch with . . . oh, what was his name?"
He chuckled, crow's feet wrinkling at the corners of his eyes. "Gary Jackson," he said, then offered his hand. "And I'm Ian, in case you forgot. Ian Holloway. This is my wife, Rebecca, and my daughter, Erin."
"Nice to meet you," I said. Ian's wife and daughter both smiled amiably, shook my hand.
"Ian says you give wonderful service," remarked Rebecca.
I glanced to Ian a moment with a smile, imagining the 'service' I would love to give him. "I do my best," I said. Damn, just looking at him was making me wet! I had never met a man with such natural charisma, such charm and presence. I got the immediate impression he was used to getting what he wanted.
And I suddenly hoped I was what he wanted.
"So," I said buoyantly. "Are we gonna start off with some wine tonight?"
***
I made sure to take care of my other tables, but my focus was definitely on Ian while he was there. His wife was a funny, intelligent woman who asked me a lot of questions about my life. Where I had grown up, what my major was in college, stuff like that. I got the impression that Ian had brought along his family to make it easier for him to learn about me without being obvious as to why he was there. I found the whole situation delightfully kinky.
Erin, Ian's daughter, was a year older than I and very pretty. Hell, she was gorgeous, and I knew that most of the male servers were checking her out. She and I talked a little bit, and I got the idea that we could be friends if the opportunity came up. She was in college, too, although a year ahead of me, and we both knew some of the same professors.
All throughout the meal, however, I caught Ian's eyes on me now and then, surreptitiously checking me out, assessing me. I flirted with him professionally, as I always did with my male guests, but all the while I was thinking, this man might actually be the one I'll be having sex with for the first time.
And of all the men I had thus far met, Ian was the only one I truly wanted. My pussy was dripping all night as I imagined feeling him pushing inside me, taking me for the first time. I somehow knew he would make it special for me.
Toward the end of their meal, as the restaurant was thinning out, I happened to catch Ian getting up from the table to head to the bathroom. He caught my eye, and without having to wink or nod or do anything like that, somehow indicated that I should follow. I did, eagerly, but without being too obvious.
I met him in the little hall toward the back of the restaurant, out of sight of the other guests. He was, indeed, a tall man, a couple of inches over six feet, I guessed. In his dark slacks and pin-striped shirt, he showed off a well-toned body. My panties were soaked as I stood before him.
"I've heard a lot about you, Alyssa," he said to me, smiling kindly.
"I bet." I was captivated by his eyes. Oh, how I wanted him!
"Is everything they say true?"
I smiled flirtatiously. "Probably."
Ian smiled, licking his lips slowly. My legs quivered. I wanted to taste those lips so bad! I wanted to taste every inch of his body, over and over and over . . . .
"I know we're not supposed to talk about it," he said. "But I've always made my own rules. That's how I became so successful in business."
I didn't doubt it. Ian was a man, I felt, who took charge, did things his own way.
"I assume the bidding is going to close soon," he said. "I was reluctant to get involved at first, but after hearing about you, I decided to come see what all the fuss is about. I wish I had come sooner."
I bit my lip. "Did you . . . place a bid?" I asked hopefully.
He smiled, touched my face. His hand was warm and firm. I pressed my cheek against it.
"No," he said. "But I will, if you want me to."
I stared into his eyes. "I want you to," I whispered.
Ian didn't say anything more. He just smiled, took his hand away, and headed into the bathroom. And I was left so weak in the knees that I almost collapsed right there.
***
"Alyssa. Hey, baby, what's—"
I cut Gary off as I paced on the back dock of the restaurant, smoking a cigarette. It had been about an hour since Ian and his family left, leaving me a fat tip. I clutched my cell close to my ear so I could hear over the drone of the air conditioning vents. "Who's Ian Holloway?" I asked.
Gary was quiet a moment on the other end. "Ian . . . Holloway?" he asked carefully.
"Yeah. Who is he?"
"He's uh, he's the president of a technology company that's trying to buy us out. Why?"
"He came in to see me tonight. He said he's gonna bid."
"What? How the hell does he know about this?"
I frowned, pulling on my cigarette. "What do you mean? You didn't send him?"
"Of course not! Jesus Christ, if he knows . . . ."
"What's wrong, Gary?"
"'What's wrong?'" he snapped. "I'll tell you what's wrong! Holloway's company is trying to buy us out. It's kind of like a hostile takeover. If he knows about this . . . about you . . . he might know what's been going on every Sunday. And he might use that as leverage against us . . . against me."
"Gary, calm down," I said. "I don't think it's like that."
"Alyssa, honey, no offense, but you don't know that much about business. I do. Holloway might be using you to take over the company. Damn it!"
"Are you saying you're not gonna let him bid?" I asked, actually dreading the possibility.
Gary was silent. I heard faint taping in the background. I figured he was on his computer. "No, I'm not gonna do that," he said. "That would tip him off, and it might make him mad. Hell, if he bids, then . . . ."
"Then what?"
"Jesus Christ."
"Gary, what is it?"
"I just checked the recent bids on the bulletin board I set up on line," he explained. "The highest bid as of this morning was from Saul, for $5,150. Don't know how he would swing that. Must be taking out a loan."
I gasped. That much? Just to fuck me?
"But a new bid was just posted. And I mean, just now. Like . . . eight minutes ago."
"And?"
Gary sighed. "The user name is 'Ianmyway.' Son of a bitch."
"Gary," I said. "What's the bid?"
He sighed again. "Twenty-five thousand dollars."
I dropped my phone.
***
I was shaking as I left work. Gary arrived to pick me up, and said nothing as I got in the car with him. He lit a cigarette, passed it to me, and I took it with twitching fingers.
Twenty-five thousand dollars, I thought. The amount was ridiculous. That much money? Just to have sex with a virgin? There has to be more to it than that. What does Mr. Ian Holloway want from me? A sex slave? A mistress? Use me to blackmail Gary's company? What?
I instantly had the feeling that I was involved in something way over my head.
"He's overwhelming the competition," Gary said as he drove. His knuckles were white as he gripped the wheel. "Holloway obviously knows who's been bidding. I don't know how he does, but he knows, and he's locking everyone else out. He knows no one can match that bid."
"So what's gonna happen?"
Gary gave me a dark look. "You're gonna lose your virginity to a shark, that's what's gonna happen."
I was suddenly afraid. Ian had turned me on, and I wanted him, but now I wondered just what he wanted from me. Morbid fantasies of being a sex slave, fucking business clients as Ian watched, filled my mind. That wasn't what I wanted. I didn't want to be owned.
"Close the bidding, Gary," I said. "Do it tonight."
He chuckled ruefully. "That's sort of like closing the barn door after the horse got out," he said. "No one's gonna meet Holloway's bid. Whatever happens now, is up to you and him."
I swallowed nervously. What the hell have I gotten into?
***
As Gary had predicted, by Monday, when the bidding officially closed, 'Ianmyway's' bid remained the highest. No one had even bothered to post after seeing that astronomical sum. Gary called me that morning, as I was heading across campus to my first class.
"It's up to you, babe," he said. "This isn't an enforceable contract, since, technically, it's prostitution. Holloway can't sue you. You can take Saul's bid if you want."
I grimaced. I liked Saul; he was a nice guy. But he sweated a lot and on the two occasions he had joined in the blow bangs, he always came too fast and took a long time to recover. I really didn't want to lose my virginity to a sweaty fat man with premature ejaculation problems.
"But if I don't take Ian's bid . . . ."
Gary sighed into the phone. "An auditor arrived this morning, sent by Holloway as part of his 'assessment' before the actual buyout goes official. The auditor's been looking into everyone's accounts."
"What does that mean?"
"It means that people might start asking why twenty-three men in my department have each paid me a hundred dollars," he said ominously. "Some of them more than once. If this goes too far, Alyssa, the police might get involved. We might both be looking at charges of solicitation."
I stopped in my tracks, a feeling of dread falling over me like a shroud. "Oh, God."
"Now, don't freak out, Alyssa—"
"Easy for you to say!" I blurted. "You're not the one who's being used to fuck over a whole company!"
"I don't think that's what Holloway's doing," said Gary. "I think he's just providing a little . . . insurance."
"To make sure I go through with it."
"Yeah. Think so."
"So what now?"
"Now . . . I make the transfer, confirm that Holloway can pay the amount -- and he can, believe me -- and then I give him your phone number. What happens then is up to you."
I huffed, sitting on a wooden bench beneath a tree on the edge of campus. "You know, when he came in to see me, he seemed so nice, like . . . like—"
"Yeah, I know. That's the way he is. Everyone calls him the 'Godfather' because he'll take you under his wing and he treats everyone like family. But piss him off and he sends out the hit squad."
I gasped. "Oh, Jesus!"
"Calm down. I didn't mean that literally. You're not gonna get hurt if you back out."
"But I will go to jail," I said in a shaking voice.
"Look, chances are—"
"Give him my number," I said.
". . . are you sure?"
"Just do it, Gary. Like you said, what happens now is up to me."
***
My phone buzzed a few times during the day, and every time I answered it, I feared -- or anticipated -- that it would be Ian. But it never was. Just friends calling to say high, or someone from work wanting to switch shifts.
I thought about Ian. The image I had from our one and only meeting was of a cool, confident older man, a man who knew what he wanted and how to get it. I saw him as being direct, for the most part, and tactful. I had a hard time picturing the ruthless shark Gary painted him to be. But Gary knew Ian better than I did; at the least, he knew a hell of a lot more about Ian's business practices than I did.
I was conflicted in my emotions. I wasn't sure if the Ian I met, with his confidence and sexy demeanor and gorgeous dark eyes was really Ian at all, or just a front he had put on for my benefit. After all, what kind of man would introduce his wife and daughter to the girl he intended to deflower?
I had switched with another server that night, an older woman named Joan who wanted a night out with her new boyfriend. She had agreed to work my Thursday night shift in exchange. I was glad to work; it helped me take my mind off Ian.
Or so I thought.
"Hey, Alyssa, that cute older guy is here again," Sandy the hostess said to me as I was refilling sodas at the beverage station. "He's waiting up front."
I stiffened a little and almost dropped the glass I was holding. I knew exactly who Sandy meant. And so did Katie, standing next to me.
"'Cute older guy?'" she echoed with a sly grin.
I blushed. "H-he's just a regular," I said, trying to play it off. "He came in with his wife and daughter one night—"
"Yeah, I know," said Katie. "I was working that night, too. I also happened to notice you and Mr. Cute Older Guy sneak off to the bathroom for a few minutes. So what do you get from him, huh?"
I felt shaky. "Wh-what do you mean?"
Katie rolled her eyes. "Please," she said patronizingly. "You might think you're being slick, but I've heard about the 'blow job girl.' My friend Lee works at the music store. He says you go in there all the time to see Doug. You always walk out with a couple of CDs and Doug's always got this big grin on his face."
"I don't know what you're talking about," I said, setting my drinks on a tray.
"No?" she asked with a little laugh. "Well, what about that guy at the bed and bath store? Or that black guy at the shoe store? I've seen you, Alyssa, and I'm not the only one."
My face felt hot. "S-seen what?"
Katie laughed and touched my shoulder, leaning close. I felt her breath in my ear. "Do you really swallow every time?" she asked.
I shuddered, both from embarrassment and arousal. "K-Katie—"
"Hey, I'm not gonna tell no one," she said. "I think it's hot. I just wanna know: do you always swallow? Huh? Do you like swallowing cum, Alyssa?"
I pushed away from the beverage station, giving Katie a furtive look. "I g-gotta . . . my tables need me." I took up my tray and headed back out to the dining room, my heart fluttering in my chest. I didn't need Katie's bullshit right now. I had other things to worry about.
I dropped off the drink refills, checked on my other tables, then headed up front. Eight o'clock on a Monday, the lobby was empty except for Sandy, standing behind the host stand, talking and flirting openly with him.
Damn . . . he looked even better than the first time I had seen him. He wore faded designer jeans that seemed molded to his muscular legs without being too tight, and a black blazer over a pale yellow button-down shirt. The manly aroma of his cologne seemed to snake out toward me, touching me in all my erogenous zones at once. His short silver hair was combed back, with a little Superman curl on his forehead.
"Oh," said Sandy, looking disappointed as she saw me. "Here she is."
Ian turned toward me, smiling in that suave, confident way of his. His dark eyes caught the light of the tiki-style lamps that flanked the front doors of the lobby. I couldn't help but be aroused in Ian's presence, especially considering that he was soon to be my first real lover.
"Hello again, Alyssa," he said, his eyes settling on my own. "I just happened to be in the area, and decided to stop in."
I couldn't tear my eyes from his. "Sandy," I said. "I think one of the managers was looking for you."
"Oh, really? Well, they usually just buzz me up here—"
"Sandy."
"Oh . . . rrright. Um, think I'll go see what they want," Sandy said, and stepped away. Ian gave me an amused look.
"What do you want?" I asked him.
His confidence didn't waver in the slightest. "I'd think that would be obvious, Alyssa," he said. "After all, I did have the winning bid."
I paled, jerking my head away and looking down at the floor. "T-tonight?" I asked, blinking profusely. "I-I'm not ready."
Ian chuckled again and stepped closer. He slipped a finger under my chin, tilting my head back up. I was so docile before him. "No, not tonight," he said. "It's too late for all the preparations."
I frowned, swallowing nervously. "What 'preparations?'" I asked.
"Have you forgotten?" he asked, and reached into his jacket. He pulled out a slip of paper, unfolded it. It was an Internet printout from the bulletin board Gary had set up. "'One dozen fresh red roses, a bottle of champagne, limousine ride, semi-formal dinner, hotel suite, candles and soft music.' That's quite a list of stipulations, Alyssa."
I was held captive by his eyes. "I just want it to be special," I said.
He smiled warmly. "It will be," he said. "When is your next day off?"
I breathed in, more than aware of the moistness between my legs. "Th-Thursday," I said, my voice barely more than a whisper.
Ian graced my chin again with his fingers. "Thursday it is, then," he said. "Be ready for me."
I trembled with desire. "I am," I said, then blushed. "I mean, I-I will."
Ian bent, bringing his face closer, soft lips parting. I whimpered in anticipation of that first kiss. I moaned passionately into his mouth, sucking tenderly on his lips as he did the same. He didn't force his tongue into my mouth; it was more like a gentle probing, a tasting. My body shook and my pussy spasmed. I shuddered quietly as a soft orgasm rolled through me, rubbing my body against his. Ian held me close, kissing my neck and ears as my aftershocks faded.
"I'll see you Thursday," he said, stepping away and opening the door.
"Yeah," I responded, heavy-eyed and breathless. I squirmed on my feet. My panties were heavy with wetness, sticking to my pussy and riding between the cheeks of my butt. I watched Ian leave, staring after him like a worshipper as Eros departed the temple.



"Damn."
I turned around to see Katie leaning on the host stand, an impressed smile on her face. "I'm jealous," she said.
I gritted my teeth, looking away.
"No, I'm serious," Katie continued, pushing away from the host stand and approaching me. "He's hot. Even for an older guy. Bet he makes you scream, huh?"
I started to walk past her, then stopped and smirked. I looked over my shoulder at her. "I'll find out Thursday," I said, then continued into the dining room.
"I want details!" she called after me.
***
That Thursday afternoon, after coming home from school, I was nervous. I was more than nervous. I felt fear, anticipation, anxiety and excitement, all at once. I took a shower, wanting to be as clean as possible, but my libido wouldn't let me rest without release, so I masturbated in front of my vanity mirror, madly rubbing my clit until I spurted onto the sink. Then I took another shower.
I tried on various outfits. I wanted to be classy but still a little slutty, and to that end, finally decided on a sheer black dress that hugged my curves and showed off my cleavage. I contemplated going without panties, but decided that would be too slutty. Going braless would be enough.
I found a black silk thong to complement my dress, then rolled up some thigh-high stockings and slipped on my best black heels. God bless Marcus for his taste in shoes, I thought. I piled my hair up atop my head in a loose bun, securing it in place with chopsticks. Light makeup, red lipstick, soft lavender eyeshadow, and I was ready. The final touch was a little spritz of perfume on my neck, wrists, and the backs of my knees.
I stared in the mirror, taking a deep breath and slowly letting it out. Tonight, Alyssa, you're going to become a woman.
The knock at the door startled me. I gathered my composure, wobbled on my four-inch heels to the door. I wasn't used to walking in the things. I checked my little black purse to make sure I had everything I needed: mints, cigarettes, lighter, perfume, compact, lipstick, Handi-Wipes, keys . . . check.
I opened the door, expecting Ian. Instead, it was Miguel.
Miguel, from so many months before, the man whose cock was the first I had ever sucked. He wore a tuxedo and a black chauffeur's hat. His eyes bulged in recognition.
I slowly smiled, feeling a strange sort of sexy confidence. "Hey, baby," I said. "Are you my ride?"
Miguel blinked. "Um . . . u-uh, yeah," he stammered. His eyes dipped, taking in my long legs. He dragged his gaze slowly up my body and smiled. "I'm your driver for the evening. Mr. Holloway sent me to pick you up."
I smiled, meeting his gaze boldly. "Lead the way," I said.
Miguel smirked and headed down the walk from my apartment, toward a long, black limo with dark-tinted windows. He opened the door for me, looking me over.
"Don't get any ideas," I said warningly.
Miguel forced his smile away. "I'd never think of it, ma'am."
***
The privacy window between the front and back lowered once the car started moving. I sat facing the front, and could see Miguel's eyes in the rear-view mirror. He kept checking out my legs, and I suspected he was trying to look up my short skirt. I was glad I had decided to wear panties.
"I, uh, I was told this is a special occasion," Miguel said.
I smiled. Oh, irony! The first man I had ever tasted was now taking me to be with the man who would take my virginity. In a strange way, it was appropriate. If not for Miguel, after all, I would not be in the position I was now.
"It's a very special occasion," I confirmed.
Miguel nodded. "Um . . . anniversary? Birthday?"
I smiled coyly. "Something like that."
Miguel was quiet a moment, his eyes darting back to me now and then as he drove. Finally, he let out a nervous laugh. "Damn, baby, you are hot," he said at last. "I mean, smokin' hot!"
"Keep your eyes on the road, Miguel," I said.
He sighed, and drove in silence for a while.
"Why did you pick me?" I asked at last.
He looked to me in the mirror. "Huh?"
"That day, in the mall," I said. "You and your friend were waiting for me. Why me?"
Miguel looked uncomfortable. "Hey, we was just messing around," he said. "If you'd'a said no, we would'a let you go."
"That wasn't the impression I got."
We stopped at a light. Miguel turned in his seat and looked at me directly. "I ain't never raped no one," he said. "And I never will. Maybe you got that feeling, and if you did, then I apologize. But you gotta admit, once it came down to it, you liked it."
I laughed softly. "Of course I liked it," I said. "Hell, I've been doing it ever since."
Miguel's face registered surprise. He stared at me for a long moment, until a car horn blared behind us.
"Light's green," I said.
Miguel cursed, turned back around, and floored the accelerator. We were both silent for a while as he took the highway toward downtown.
"What you mean by that?" he asked. "What you mean by 'I've been doing it ever since?'"
I hesitated a moment, wondering if I should reveal just what, exactly, Miguel had opened my eyes to. I decided that, even if he never intended to influence me the way he did, he deserved to know.
"Before I met you," I told him. "I had never even seen a man naked before, much less touched . . . or blown one."
"You serious?"
I nodded. "That day, when you dragged me in the men's room and shoved your cock in my mouth," I said, using the rudest words I could think of. "I hated you. You were a crude, selfish piece of shit."
He frowned in the mirror. "Hey, hey—"
"Shut up," I said firmly, and smiled again. But it was the smile of a woman with the upper hand. "I hated you, Miguel, and I always will. But you know what's funny?"
"What's that?" he asked carefully.
I grinned. "I love you for doing it."
He frowned again. "Huh?"
"You have no idea what you started, do you, when you took me into that stall, when you made me taste a dick -- and cum -- for the first time. You don't have the slightest fucking idea, do you?"
"Bitch, you talkin' crazy—"
I glared. "Call me a 'bitch' again and you'll be hobbling home on broken ankles," I said seriously. "Don't fuck with me, Miguel. My man knows a lot of people." I didn't know if that was true, of course, but Miguel did not have to know that.
Miguel fell silent, glancing to me in the mirror, his eyes fierce and proud . . . but ultimately impotent. "Look . . . I'm sorry, okay?" he said. "Is that what you wanna hear?"
I couldn't help but laugh. "I really don't wanna hear anything from you," I said. "I just want you to know that, what you did that day . . . it changed my life forever, and brought me to where I am now. I guess, in a way, I will always be grateful to you. Even if you are a crude piece of shit."
Miguel said nothing, insulted and confused and dumbfounded by my words. He kept looking back to me, but his lips remained pursed until he pulled the limo up before one of the downtown hotels. Above the classic art deco awning was a red banner advertising the steakhouse in the lobby.
"We're here," said Miguel simply, and he stepped out of the limo. I watched him through the dark tinted windows as he walked around to my door. He pulled it open and offered his hand, helping me to my feet. In my heels, I was just a little taller than he.
"Thank you, Miguel," I said.
He didn't look at me. "Ask for Mr. Holloway inside," he said. "The Maitre'D is expecting you."
I touched his face. Despite everything, he was a handsome man. "Thanks, Miguel," I said, then headed up toward the doors of the restaurant.
***
I was nervous again as the doorman showed me inside and introduced me to the Maitre'D. The middle-aged man at the front counter gave me an approving look and smile and lead me through the dimly-lit restaurant toward the back. We passed a crackling fireplace which sent the sweet aroma of mesquite through the air.
The other tables were occupied mainly with couples, the majority middle aged, and I felt eyes upon me as I walked. I was out of place, and it was obvious. A pretty young blonde girl in a JC Penny dress, surrounded by age, Armani and Donna Karan.
But my heart flipped when I saw Ian sitting in the rounded booth, watching my approach. He looked the ultimate continental gentleman in his dark jacket, white shirt, and long white scarf, a snifter of brandy before him, a cigarette smoldering in a glass ashtray.
"Msr. Holloway, Madame," the Maitre'D said, and retreated.
I stared at Ian for a long moment, quivering on my feet. "Tell me this is only what I think it is," I said.
Ian cocked his head, frowning. "What do you mean?"
"This is only about us, right?" I asked. "This doesn't have anything to do with you wanting to take over Gary's company."
Ian smiled, looking amused. "No, it doesn't have anything to do with that," he said. "Although, I do have to thank a couple of his employees for letting me in on this little secret."
I looked down, feeling ashamed again, the wash of Catholic guilt surging over me. Once again, I was just a naughty little girl.
"Have a seat, Alyssa," Ian said, patting the booth beside him. "Come sit next to me."
Meekly, I did so, sliding across the cool seat, inching closer to Ian. I inhaled his manly scent once more. It sent little shocks through my body that gravitated quickly toward my clit. I was as aroused by Ian as I was intimidated.
"Now, tell me," he said. "Why would such a beautiful and intelligent woman such as yourself want to offer her virginity to the highest bidder?"
I shuddered. "It . . . it turned me on," I whispered.
"Hmm," mused Ian. "I suppose I can understand that. But, after all is said and done, don't you think you might regret this?"
I looked up to his face. "I hope not," I said.
Ian reached for his cigarette, tapped off some ash, and sucked on it. I watched his movements, the way his lips wrapped around the filter. Everything he did just made me more and more wet.
"My daughter is your age," he said, breathing out a long cone of smoke. He looked to me. "I wonder if she would do the same thing in your position."
I frowned. Oh, God, please don't let Ian be some kind of sick freak who has fantasies about doing his own daughter!
"But this is about you," he said. "And us. Are you really ready to go through with this?"
I stared at him blankly, unsure of what to say.
His eyes bore into mine. "I will give you one last chance to back out," he said. "You can leave, at any time during this dinner, and I will harbor no ill feelings toward you. You will still get your money, and I will not do anything to your friend. I promise that. But."
He leaned closer, and touched my chin. "If you are still here by the time desert is finished . . . you know what I will expect."
I nodded slowly, mutely. Then, acting on impulse, I reached up and grabbed Ian's head, pulling him down to mash my lips against his. As before, I whimpered and moaned into his mouth, found his tongue. I sucked on it like a little cock, and managed to draw out a moan of his own.
"How's that for an answer?" I asked heatedly, after breaking the kiss.
"I think . . . we should look at the menu," he said.
***
The sexual tension between Ian and I was obvious. It was one thing, I figured, to be on a date and hope for sex at the end of the night. But it was something else altogether to be with a man that I knew would soon be inside me, taking me, making me cry and bleed and sob and scream . . . I was as much nervous as I was horny.
Ian ordered for us both. We had Oysters Rockefeller for an appetizer, a couple of Caesar salads, then grilled sea bass and filet mignon for the main course. All throughout the meal, Ian and I traded little anecdotes about our lives. He talked freely of his wife and daughter, giving me the impression that he felt no guilt whatsoever about our impending intimate union.
We had a slice of Key Lime pie for desert, with Ian and I feeding each other like a newlywed couple. We laughed and giggled, feeling more and more comfortable.
After dinner, I had expected Ian to take me upstairs to a room at the hotel. Instead, he lead me back outside, to the waiting limousine. Miguel opened the door for us, giving me a quick glance before I slipped inside.
Ian raised the privacy screen and turned up some music. Soft jazz. He opened the cabinet and produced a bottle of strawberry vodka. I shouldn't have been surprised. Ian had done his homework.
We mixed cocktails, drank, and talked some more. I nuzzled closer and closer to Ian as the limo rumbled quietly. I could not have cared less if Miguel was driving around in circles. I loved being with Ian, loved the way his strong body felt against mine. I loved hearing him talk, telling me stories of his youth in New York. I realized that Ian was almost three times my age. That just turned me on more.
We started kissing. Not just soft, promising kisses, but serious, 'I want you now' presses of our lips. I did not protest, as our tongues dueled, when Ian pulled up my dress and pressed his fingers against my inner thigh. Indeed, I spread my legs wide, slipping one over his lap and encouraging him on.
I gasped when his fingers rubbed my pussy through my thong, and sighed when he pulled it aside and began slipping his fingers up and down my dewy slit. I moaned and sighed into his mouth, kissing him frenetically as his fingers delved inside me. His thumb pressed against my clit while his index and middle fingers rubbed the roof of my virgin tunnel.
"Oh, God!" I cried, clutching Ian tight and bucking against him. He responded with a low growl and jerked his fingers harder and faster inside me. The pressure he plied to the top of my pubic mound with his thumb was almost painful. But the pleasure . . . oh, it was intense . . . .
I had squirted before in orgasm, but never had I ejaculated like this! My pussy was literally flooded with fluid when I came, and gushed out all over Ian's hand, spurting in a high arc and splashing wetly onto the floor of the limousine. I was astounded, amazed, and uncontrollably turned on. One orgasm turned into two, then three . . . .
My pussy swollen and dripping, my inner thighs wet, I shoved Ian onto his back and practically ripped through his clothes. I grabbed his expensive slacks in my hands and tore them from his hips, exposing his hard cock. It sprang up, hovering above his trimmed black nest of pubic hair. Partially circumcised, the dark foreskin stopped just under the crown of his cock. Ian's was the most impressive penis I had ever seen.
I grabbed his shaft, tilting it toward my face as I settled on my knees. I stared up into his eyes. "I want it," I hissed. I licked up and down the shaft, tasting the sweet, salty flavor of him.
"Do you want to drink from it, little girl?" he asked, petting my hair. His self-confidence was overwhelming.
I lapped softly at the head of his cock, tasting sweet dribbles of pre-cum. "Yes," I said, my voice strained. "Please."
Ian said nothing more. He just pushed my head down and closed his eyes, relishing the sensations I gave him with my experienced lips and tongue. I sucked and pulled, working my mouth back and forth. The head of Ian's cock rubbed against the roof of my mouth, popped in and out of my throat as I took him deep. He was about the same thickness as Gary but almost half again as long. I really had to push down before I felt his pubic hair against my lips.
"Oh! Alyssa!" he cried once I had swallowed him all the way. Encouraged, I bobbed up and down rapidly, literally throat-fucking him, feeling my hair fall free from the chopsticks and dance against my cheeks. I finally had to come up for air, breathing in deep through my nose, sucking hard and wet on Ian's long, stiff penis . . . .
"Uhhnnn," he grunted, slapping his hands to the leather seat, digging in with his fingers. His cock pulsed and throbbed, unleashing a torrent of thick, sweet cream that inundated my tongue and flowed to my tonsils. I moaned at tasting his cum, my ego soaring with the knowledge that I had taken this powerful man and reduced him to a semen-spurting machine.
I sucked to get it all, letting his creamy cum flow back and forth in my mouth as my lips and tongue massaged his softening dick. I kept it in my mouth, sliding my slippery lips up and down while Ian shuddered with aftershocks. Only when Ian told me we were 'here' did I finally pull my mouth off him and swallow.
We took a few moments to arrange our clothes and have another cocktail. The vodka was making me relaxed without detracting from my libido. Miguel opened the door, letting the aroma of cum and pussy drift out. I knew he could smell it, judging by the reaction on his face. He gave me a forlorn look, jealous that what he had once coerced me to do, I had done willingly with Ian.
Ian slipped Miguel a folded bill, and asked him to wait for the night. Miguel looked my way a moment, uncomfortable about the idea, but nevertheless agreed. He got back behind the wheel and drove around the property as Ian took my hand.
We stood before a large, stone-brick house, surrounded and hidden by trees. I could just make out an underlit pool toward that back. The sounds of cicadas and other hidden wildlife echoed from the trees. There was a hand-carved wooden sign by the stone steps that lead to the door. "The Grey House. A Secluded Romantic Hideaway."
Ian gave me a smile, ran his thumb across my lips. I thick white dollop of cum dripped down his digit, and I sucked it quickly into my mouth, staring up into his eyes.
"Come on," he said, and lead me to the front door. I held onto his hand desperately, like a little girl trusting Daddy to take care of her.
There was a middle-aged woman behind a small desk just inside the door. She smiled as Ian approached, and gave me a knowing look. "Mr. Holloway," she said. "Nice to finally meet you."
"Is everything arranged?" he asked.
The woman smiled. "Down to the letter, Mr. Holloway," she said. "Down to the letter."
A skinny, pale-skinned young man appeared, slightly stooped, and offered to show us to our room. We followed him up the stairs, with Ian ahead of me. Glancing back to the front desk of the bed-and-breakfast, I saw the middle-aged woman giving me a wistful smile. She waved with her fingers. I waved back with an awkward smile. How many times, I wondered, has she seen older men bring their young playthings to this house?
The porter opened a round-topped door and showed us into our room. I caught my breath. The scene before me was absolutely beautiful. A big, king-sized bed dominated the room, replete with four posters and a canopy. There was a small fireplace across from the bed, two low-back chairs and a chess table before it, and a French door that lead to the balcony.
Candles were everywhere, scented with vanilla that filled the room. The little flames flickered, casting dancing shadows upon the walls. On the bed, hundreds of rose petals lay, covering the turned-down sheets. Some had fallen to the floor. A crystal vase filled with the same crimson flowers stood on a stand beside the bed, next to a chiller in which lay a bottle of champagne. I felt like crying.
Ian slipped the porter another bill, whispered something in the young man's ear. The porter nodded, glanced to me, then nodded again with a smile before leaving. He closed the door behind him, and Ian turned the latch.
"Ian," I said, my voice shaking with emotion.
He turned and looked upon me. "Yes?"
"Thank you."
Ian just smiled, and took me in his arms. I melted willingly, kissing him with the deep, soulful passion I had been feeling all night. I moaned and sighed and held him close, feeling that I was absolutely and truly in love with this man. His hands roamed over my body, divesting me of my dress and panties with such grace and deftness that I hardly realized I was naked until I felt my clothes in a heap around my ankles.



Ian stepped back, taking me in, his parted lips and smoldering eyes revealing the admiration he held for me. He unbuttoned his shirt as I watched, slipped it from his shoulders. He had a muscular chest, the hair slightly grey toward his collarbones and growing darker as it crept down his taut abdomen. His slacks followed, then his shoes and socks.
His cock was hard again for me, making me swoon. I reached for it as he approached me, and fell to my knees. I licked all around that magnificent, long edifice of manhood, tasting the dried semen around the tip. Ian moaned and lifted me up, sitting me on the edge of the bed. The rose petals were cool to the touch. Some of them stuck to my cheeks.
"We have all night, Alyssa," Ian said, stepping around the bed. I watched his muscles move, marveling at the shape he was in. Men twenty or even thirty years younger than Ian would kill to have this man's body, I knew. I smiled, feeling blessed.
He worked the cork free from the bottle with a loud pop! that made me gasp and giggle. Ian smiled upon me from across the bed as he poured the bubbly liquid into two flutes. Then, instead of coming around the bed, he beckoned me to crawl across it.
I did so, sultrily, on my hands and knees, swaying my naked hips and feeling my cunny juice drip down the insides of my thighs. Rose petals stirred and stuck to me as I moved. I locked eyes with Ian, telling him without words how much I wanted him. He stared back, and handed me one of the flutes. We clinked, drank. Our eyes never left one another's.
Ian drained his glass quickly, then took mine from my hand before it was half-finished. He threw it into the fireplace, making the flames explode outward for a moment in a fireball that illuminated the room. I gasped, falling back on the bed . . . .
And then he was upon me, his gorgeous body supported above mine on strong arms, gazing down into mine. From the corners of my eyes, I watched rose petals flit in the air. I sighed and swooned, stroking Ian's muscular chest and arms, tracing the outline of an old Navy tattoo on his shoulder. His penis pressed against my slick pussy, nudging my clit and making me expel a sharp breath each time he moved.
"Trust me, Alyssa," he whispered, and kissed me.
I trembled, closing my eyes. "I trust you," I said, my voice sounding so far away.
Softly, tenderly, Ian kissed my lips, my ears, my neck. He trailed down my body, his tongue leaving a warm trail that grew cool as the air hit it. I arched my back, pushing up into him when Ian's searching mouth found my breasts. He engulfed one of my puffy nipples and sucked deeply upon it, making me moan in pleasure. Then he moved to the next one, sucking it as well. And all the while, his hands drifted up and down my body, touching my skin and making every nerve come alive.
I had never been so desperate for a man's touch. I was truly beginning to understand the definition of the word passion.
"Ahhhhnnnn," I moaned desperately, spreading my legs wide as Ian firmly but lovingly licked my swollen slit. His tongue pried my lips apart and slipped deep inside me, tasting my oozing fluid from its source. Unlike any other man before him, Ian made love to my pussy with his mouth. His appreciative moans and soft, wet sucking sounds made me shudder and groan with pleasure. I curled my legs back toward my chest and urged him on, pulling his silver-haired head between my thighs. Rose petals stuck to my body and floated in the air around us.
I screamed when I came, flooding Ian's mouth with my cum. He didn't stop sucking as my pussy twitched and squeezed his questing tongue, and I loved the way he lapped up every drop of my essence. I cooed and giggled, having never felt as satisfied as I did at that moment.
He pulled himself up over me, settling between my legs. I was running on instinct, barely cognizant of anything other than what I wanted, what I needed. I slipped my arms around him, encouraging him, worshipping him.
"Just relax, Alyssa," I heard Ian say. He kissed me again, and I greedily sucked my own flavor from his lips. I felt his cock start to push inside me. I lifted my legs again and wrapped them around his waist, even as my arms clutched his strong shoulders.
"Look at us, Alyssa," he said to me, making me open my eyes. I stared at Ian's handsome face, then let my eyes drift down his body, seeing his torso ending between my widespread thighs. A scarlet petal had somehow fallen right on my pubic mound. I felt his penis push inside me again.
"Oh, Jesus," I whimpered, digging my nails into Ian's shoulders. I craned my neck, looking down. I could just see my swollen, smooth vulvae wrapped around the staff of his hard cock. Inside me, the pulsing head of his penis pushed against my virginity.
"Tell me to stop," said Ian, his breath warm and sweet in my ear. "And I will. I promise you. Tell me to stop, right now, and—"
"Oh, God!" I cried, hooking my ankles around his waist. I pulled my body up off the bed and impaled myself upon him amid a flurry of crimson petals, forcing his cock to sink deep inside me. I felt the pain as my barrier was sundered, coupled with the indescribable feeling of being so completely filled. I clutched Ian tight as I cried out, my entire body spasming.
His arm slapped around me, holding me close. My pussy tugged and squeezed, pushed and pulled on the penis that now invaded me, deeper than anything had gone before. I held onto Ian desperately, like a Koala cub clinging to its mother, and gulped for air.
"It hurts," I bemoaned, panting and crying in his ear. "Oh, God it hurts!"
"I know, baby, I know," Ian responded, his voice soothing. "Just listen to my voice. It's going away. The pain is going away. You will never feel it again. All you feel is pleasure. You're a woman now, Alyssa. Revel in it."
I trembled against him, and sagged back down into the bed, Ian atop me, and still so deep inside. I could every inch of his length filling my tunnel. My thighs tensed and trembled. And, as I listened to Ian's strong voice . . . the pain faded.
He pulled back, his long, slick penis vacating my pussy. The shaft was streaked with blood. I murmured at the emptiness. He reached for a small terrycloth towel on the bedside table and wiped between my legs. I winced at seeing the dark crimson smear. Ian tossed the cloth aside and lined up his cock with my pussy, pushing back in. I gasped at being invaded once more. But this time, there was no pain.
Just the most incredibly delicious pleasure I had ever known.
"Ohhh . . . Godddd," I moaned, holding my legs open wide, urging Ian to make love to me . . . to fuck me. I laced my fingers around his neck, tilted my head back as each slow, sweet movement Ian made electrified my body. He kissed me, tenderly, lowered his head and sucked once more on my puffy nipples. I sighed sweetly, feeling my first true orgasm building.
"Oh, Ian!" I gasped heatedly, tangling my fingers in his silver hair. "Oh, Ian, I love you!"
I felt an intense, warm rush flow through me, bringing every cell in my body alive in ways I had never experienced before. I felt him throbbing and pulsing inside me, felt the tightness of my contractions around that wonderful thick rod. My clitoris buzzed with so much more feeling than ever before. My orgasm was so complete and total that I couldn't make a noise other than small, shallow gasps. I held Ian tight, never wanting the sensation to end.
But it did, eventually, fading away to a pleasurable glow that encased my entire body. Ian kept moving, and I hungrily sucked his lips and tongue, running my hands all over his body. His muscles tensed as he pushed again and again into me, his passion and pace growing. My own matched him, and I rocked my hips back against his body eagerly.
This wasn't love anymore. This was raw, serious fucking.
I came again, crying out this time, all but screaming his name and calling for the saints. Ian grunted, pounding me harder and harder, and we both looked down to watch the sight of his manly cock sliding in and out of me, glistening with my cum.
Ian suddenly pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound from my vacated lips Immediately, Ian thrust over me, stroking his dick with fast, slick smacking motions of his hand. He jacked off over me, and my eyes fluttered, watching the rapid pumping of his hand. I pushed up, forgetting the sharp pain between my legs, and cupped my mouth over his slick penis. The faint metallic flavor of my virginal blood was a strange turn-on.
"Oh, Alyssa!" Ian moaned loudly, releasing the flood gates once more. I let the first shot of thick semen shoot to the back of my throat, then fell back, watching as strands of ropy semen landed upon my breasts, flat abdomen, and pubic mound. I giggled and cooed, staring at the spitting head if Ian's cock. Then he moved up over me and slipped it into my mouth. I happily sucked the last bits of semen from his dick while Ian sighed above me.
He finally eased out of my sticky mouth, and scooted down onto the bed beside me. Without any hesitation, Ian kissed me tenderly, tasting his own cream on my lips and tongue. We held each other for a while before he got up and retrieved his cigarette case from his jacket.
We smoked, drank, talked some more. I was aware that I felt different, aside from the slightly swollen and raw feeling between my legs. But the true reality that I was no longer a virgin had not yet dawned upon me. For the moment, I was just enjoying the closeness, the intimacy, and on a level I had never experienced before.
Passion could not be ignored for long, and after our cigarettes and some 'bubbly,' I all but attacked Ian, pushing him back on the bed amid a flurry of rose petals, and straddled him in a sixty-nine. We licked and sucked each other to the point of orgasm, then I flipped around and impaled myself on his impressive staff.
And then, only then, did it really dawn on me that I was no longer a virgin, no longer a girl. I had a become a woman, and as a woman, I fucked Ian as hard and sure as I could until he exploded deep inside me.
Oh, what sensation! The feel of his thick cream gushing and flooding into my womb, coating my sugar walls and oozing back out around his shaft . . . nothing could ever compare to that feeling. I savored every moment that his ejaculating penis spent spurt after spurt of cum into my body.
Afterward, Ian and I took a bath together, cuddling in the warm water beneath the suds. He washed my hair for me, stroked my body from head to toe. He gave me a sweet, soft orgasm as he expertly manipulated my nipples and clit while licking and kissing my ears.
We finally went to bed, holding each other beneath the covers as amber shadows from the fireplace danced across us. I couldn't stop grinning, feeling so completely and totally satisfied as a woman. I knew I would never forget Ian, never forget the incredible passion of my first time.
***
I stepped out of the limousine the following morning, tired and sore but ultimately satisfied. Miguel didn't look at me. I wondered if he was jealous or ashamed. I really didn't care. Ian walked me to my front door, kissed my fingers and then my lips.
"I want to give you something," he said, reaching into his pocket.
I smiled up at his face. "Oh, Ian, you've already given me what I wanted," I said.
He smiled back, and produced a long, velvet-covered box. "I insist."
I breathed in, then gasped when Ian showed me what was inside. A chain of white gold, adorned with a rectangular charm almost two inches long, studded with tiny diamonds and a single large blue sapphire. I didn't know what to say or do, so I remained motionless as Ian fastened the chain around my neck. The charm lay just above the valley of my breasts, heavy and thick.
I looked up at him, trembling with emotion. "Th-thank you, Ian," I whispered, and wrapped my arms around him.
He gave me a last, sweet, tender kiss before stepping away with a smile. "No," he said. "Thank you."
I blushed, watching him turn and walk away. I called out to him just as he reached the limousine. "Ian!"
He turned back.
I felt my lips trembling, my body shaking. Silently, I mouthed the words: 'I love you.'
He just smiled, and gave me a last, adoring look. Then he stepped into the limo and was gone.
I headed inside my apartment, locking the door. My emotions welled up instantly, and I began crying. I didn't even make it to my bed, and collapsed on the couch, sobbing uncontrollably.
***
I didn't go to class the following day, and called in to the restaurant to tell them I wasn't feeling well. Shari, one of the other managers, didn't seem too happy with my excuse. Oh, well.
Gary knocked on my door late in the afternoon, and I let him in silently. We sat on the couch for a while, smoking cigarettes. He had brought a pint of strawberry vodka, but I didn't open it. I wasn't in the mood to drink.
"You okay?" he asked.
"I'm fine."
"Well, here," he said, setting a thick envelope on my coffee table. "I, uh, only took out ten percent."
"Gary—"
He lifted his hand to stop my protest. "Just, please."
I nodded, resting my chin on my knees as I sat curled up. "Thanks."
"Um . . . don't you wanna count it? At least look at it?" he asked.
I sighed. "It's not about the money, Gary," I said. I smiled to myself. "It never was."
***
I didn't show up for work the following day, and ignored the phone calls that followed. Neither did I go in on Sunday. I was done with the restaurant.
I paid my rent through the end of my lease with the money in the envelope, then headed down to a used car lot and bought my first car, a red Honda hatchback with tinted windows. I got a hell of a deal on it since I paid cash. I still had several thousand dollars left, which I put in the bank for a rainy day. I felt no immediate pressure or need to work; with what I had left, I could spend a hundred dollars a day for two full months before I ran out of money.
I concentrated on my studies, and didn't frequent my 'boys' in the mall. I was as horny as ever, but felt that my days of sucking cock for CDs and bed sheets were behind me. I had graduated to the next level.
***
"Alyssa?"
"Hi, Gary," I said into the phone.
"I haven't heard from you in a while. You okay?"
"I'm fine. Do you wanna come over?"
He was quiet a moment. "Um . . . yes, but . . . I'm watching the kids right now."
I smiled. "I'll pay for a babysitter," I said.
He laughed softly. "It's not that easy," he said. "My wife's gonna be home soon—"
"I want you."
". . . . ."
"I wanna make love to you, Gary. No strings, no money. I just wanna fuck you."
"Jesus, Alyssa."
"Tell your wife you're going out for ice cream," I suggested. "Then call her and say you got a flat. I want you, Gary. I want to feel you inside me."
He sighed heavily. "I . . . I don't know."
"Gary."
"Yeah."
"Get over here and fuck me."
". . . Oh, God . . . ."
***
He showed up about an hour later. Neither of us said a word. I answered the door naked, and Gary's jaw dropped upon seeing me. I pulled down his pants and started sucking on him, right there in the open doorway of my apartment. Laughing voices from the floor below brought us back to the moment, and Gary stepped inside.
I lead Gary into my bedroom, had him lay down on the bed. We sixty-nined until we both came, and with my mouth full of his cream, I turned around and slipped my pussy down his cock. He had softened a little after his orgasm, but revived quickly enough as I made love to him. It wasn't until my pussy spasmed around his dick did I swallow his thick cum.
Gary rolled me over and held my legs apart as he pounded my slick pussy. I gasped and moaned and cried out as I came over and over. Gary finally pulled out when he was ready to shoot, and I locked my lips around his tense cock, sucking the semen from his gushing rod and swallowing with relish.
Gary couldn't stay, and it was just as well. I really didn't want him to. I let him shower as I sat naked on my bed, tapping my cigarette on the ashtray before me. He emerged from the bathroom and got dressed, giving me sheepish, apologetic smiles. I knew he felt differently about me now, as I felt differently about him. Where once I had loved him, now, it seemed, I just liked him.
My love was reserved for a man I figured I would never see again. In time, I thought, I would get over Ian, and find someone else. In time.
But I was wrong.
***
It was a few days into March when he called me. I was at school, hanging out in the cafeteria, chatting with some of my class mates. Julie and I had become pretty good friends, now that I had the time to get to know her. Just six months older than me, Julie was a cute girl, brunette and voluptuous, with a compact body that exaggerated her curves. If ever there was a woman I could be attracted to sexually, it was Julie.
I excused myself when I felt the buzzing on my hip from my cell, and snatched it up, stepping away. The caller ID window was blank; I thought it might have been Gary calling me. I had not heard from him in over three weeks.
"Yeah?"
"Hello, Alyssa."
I felt immediately weak in the knees at the sound of his voice. I found a bench to sit upon as I breathed into the phone. "Ian," I said.
"How've you been?"
"Um . . . good," I said.
"I've been thinking about you."
My heart leapt. "You have?"
He chuckled softly. "I went in to the restaurant to see you. They told me you no longer work there."
"I quit," I said simply.
"Found a better job, did you?"
"Not really. I'm just . . . concentrating on school."
Ian was quiet a moment, and I hung on breathlessly, awaiting his words. "I'd like to talk to you about something, Alyssa," he said at last.
"Anything," I said.
"How about I pick you up this evening? We'll go see a movie, have some burgers."
I swooned. "Anything with you, Ian," I said.
"Be ready at six," he said. "And dress . . . fun."
***
I rushed home, showered, brushed my teeth and shaved my legs. I carefully trimmed my bush, making sure I was nice and smooth for the man I loved. I tried on numerous outfits, remembering Ian's suggestion to 'dress fun,' and finally settled upon a soft pink skirt that barely covered my cheeks, and a matching top with full sleeves that I tied under my breasts. The pendant Ian had given me glittered below my neck. I decided not to wear panties this time.
I waited for him on the curb outside my complex, ignoring the catcalls from the stupid boys in their cars. When I saw the black Mercedes with dark-tinted windows, I knew it was Ian, and all but ran to the car. He pushed open the passenger door as I neared, and smiled upon me when I slid into the seat.
"You look beautiful," he said.
My eyes wandered over him in his grey polo and dark jeans. "You're gorgeous, Ian," I said wistfully, making no attempt to conceal my desire for him.
He just smiled as he drove. He lit a cigarette, handed it to me, then lit one for himself. I moved closer in the seat and placed my hand on his leg. Ian took my hand and settled it directly on his crotch. I immediately began groping him.
"What kind of movie would you like to see?" he asked.
"Doesn't matter," I said, stroking and massaging him through his jeans. I could feel his penis getting hard. I wanted to rip open his pants and go down on him right there, but felt I needed Ian's approval to do so.
Ian slipped his arm around me, pulling me close. "Are you hungry?"
I shuddered. "Very," I said in an almost desperate voice. I squeezed his crotch urgently.
"Then why don't you satisfy your hunger, Alyssa?"
I whimpered excitedly at receiving Ian's permission. I trembled with desire -- with love! -- for Ian, and tugged on his jeans. I got the button undone and jerked down his zipper. Ian lifted up, letting me pull the denim down . . . .



I sighed with passion, gazing upon my favorite cock in the whole world. Gingerly, as if I was afraid to break the thing, I took it in my hands and lightly stroked it. I caressed his smooth balls, ran my hands along his upper thighs. My mouth watered in anticipation.
"Go ahead, Alyssa," he said in an impassioned voice, gently pushing me down. His cock stiffened and grew quickly under my ministrations, reaching its full length. I slid down his body, kissing him through his shirt, before gratefully taking his wonderful penis in my mouth.
"Ohhh, yes, Alyssa," he sighed, stroking my hair as I bobbed in his lap. "That's a good girl. Suck it nice and soft, baby. Suck it and get your reward."
I moaned and whimpered around his dick, lavishing it with all the attention and skill I had to give. I pushed Ian's delicious cock all the way down my throat, reveling in the feeling of taking him so deep. I held him there as long as I could, letting my esophageal muscles work on him. Ian gasped and massaged my scalp. I was, indeed, his 'good girl.'
When I felt that he was ready to cum, I slipped up and sucked hard on just the head while stroking the slick shaft with my hand. Ian barely grunted when he ejaculated, but I didn't need to hear shouts and cries to know he was enjoying the pleasure of cumming in my mouth. I sucked out every drop of his wonderful cream, nursed his prick as it softened. I kissed and licked it tenderly once he was spent, then sat up, keeping his load in my mouth.
I realized Ian had parked in the lot of a theater not far from my apartment. There were people outside the car, some of them trying to look in through the dark-tinted windows. I looked to Ian, smiling with his cream in my mouth. He produced a linen handkerchief, dabbed my lips.
"Let me see," he said.
Staring into his eyes, I opened my mouth and showed him his own swirling jism. Ian smiled, then gently closed my jaw.
"Don't swallow it, Alyssa," he said. "Not yet."
I just nodded, enjoying how kinky my man was. He tucked his penis away and zipped up, then opened the door. He came around and let me out, taking my hand as I stepped from the car. Keeping my lips pursed, Ian's heavenly load sloshing across my tongue, I held his hand as we walked across the parking lot. Eyes were upon us, wondering and curious. I felt immensely proud to be with Ian.
"Drama all right?" he asked me once we got to the window.
"Mm-hmm," I responded, unable to speak.
Ian purchased two tickets for us, then lead me inside to the concessions stand. "Would you like a soda?" he asked.
I just nodded and indicated the Diet Coke dispenser on the fountain.
"Snacks?"
I nodded again, and pointed to a bag of peanut M&Ms. Ian gave me an amused smile. It turned him on, I knew, that I still had his thick semen in my mouth. It turned me on, too. I loved the way it mixed with my saliva and changed in texture.
With our drinks and snacks, Ian and I headed to the theater. We passed dozens of people, and I recognized a few faces from class. They waved and said hello. I could only wave back. They gave me curious looks, checking out Ian. I could tell some of the girls were jealous.
Ian and I sat down and he held me as the previews began. As the theater grew dark, Ian slipped up my skirt and pushed my legs apart. I stiffened, startled at being so exposed. I didn't dare look around to see if anyone was watching. I just kept my eyes on Ian as he stroked my slick lips and the stiff button of my clitoris.
"Spit some of it out, Alyssa," Ian whispered in my ear. "Right on your pubis. Then you can swallow the rest."
I quivered at the kinky thought, and rolled up, positioning my face right above my pussy. I pushed out some of the fluid in my mouth, watching a long, thick glob of cum, glimmering in the light from the screen, ooze down toward my pussy. It broke about halfway down and splattered right on my clit. I swallowed the rest with a sigh, breathing out. I leaned back against Ian, keeping my legs spread for him.
"Oh, God, Ian," I sighed.
"You're a delightful woman, Alyssa," said Ian. "Go on, rub it in."
Eagerly, I massaged my pussy, smearing in Ian's cum, making my lips and pubic mound shine. My little strip of hair was dark and matted by the time I was done. My lips were puffy, my clitoris swollen and protruding. Ian moved my hand away, replacing it with his own.
All throughout the movie, Ian kept his hand on my pussy, stroking my lips, rubbing my clit, keeping my arousal constantly heightened. Now and then, people would pass in the aisle and do a double-take, seeing me with my legs so wantonly spread and an older man fingering me. They gasped and blushed. Their reactions turned me on even more.
I have no idea what the movie was about. I remember a few scenes, but the most important scene of all was happening between my legs. Ian finally made me cum after more than an hour of sweet torture, and I bit into his arm, muffling my gasps and moans as I spurted all over his hand. He kissed me lovingly, then lifted his hand and bade me to suck all my own cream off his fingers. I did so eagerly, glazing my lips with my fluid. Ian told me to leave them wet.
I never realized just how kinky one man could be, and how readily I accommodated him. I was conscious of the fact that I was the mistress, the 'other woman,' but that didn't stop me from being madly in love with this man. Anything he wanted me to do, I would, and I told him so.
"Do you mean that, Alyssa?" he asked as we headed back to his car.
I squeezed his hand. "Anything, Ian," I insisted. "I'll do anything you want. I love you."
He smiled, a sort of condescending smile, but one that showed he was touched by my proclamation. "Be careful what you say, Alyssa," he said. "Those can be dangerous words."
"But it's how I feel. Maybe I really don't know you that well, but I know I'm in love with you."
"Even though we can never have a life together?"
Strangely enough, his words did not bother me. The idea of never being his wife, never wearing his ring, never having his children, was not distressing. I understood, somehow, that such a relationship would compromise my love. "What matters is right now," I said.
"Indeed," he said.
He took me to a casual bar and grill down the street, and the hostess took us to a secluded booth. People were checking us out, undoubtedly making comments about an obviously older man holding hands and kissing a teenaged girl. I loved the attention, and could tell that it amused Ian as well.
Our waiter was a young man, good-looking and slim, whose eyes roamed over me as he took our order and checked back with us. He kept stealing looks at me now and then as Ian and I talked and ate.
"It seems our waiter is infatuated with you," Ian commented.
I blushed and giggled. "Too bad for him," I said, giving Ian a dreamy look.
"Do you find him attractive?"
I frowned, and shrugged. "I guess so."
Ian's locked on mine. "Give him a blow job."
I stared, shocked at the proposal. "What?"
Ian smiled. "Go on. Go find him, convince him you want to be alone for a few minutes with him. I don't want you to return unless you have something to show me."
I searched Ian's face for signs that he was making a joke. But he wasn't. He was serious. He actually wanted me to give our waiter a blow job! The idea startled me, made me nervous. But I was also turned on. I realized that I would never refuse Ian.
Without a word, I set my napkin on the table and stood. I looked around, spying the waiter standing along the edge of the bar. I approached him casually.
"Looking for the bathroom?" he asked me, his eyes wandering over my breasts and legs.
I fixed him a look. "I need to talk to you about something," I said. "But not where my boyfriend can see."
"Um . . . sure," he said, and lead me around the bar toward an alcove. It was actually a secluded table, presently unoccupied, as were the three or four tables around it. I figured I could sit in that booth and not be seen at all, especially if my waiter was standing in front of me.
"Let me guess," said the waiter as I stepped into the alcove. He followed behind. "It's his birthday, right? Or, this is like a late Valentine's—"
"Do you like blow jobs?" I asked him, standing close and staring into his face.
That startled him. "Wh-what?"
"Blow jobs," I repeated, and slipped my hand under his apron, finding a soft bulge in his black work pants. It began growing as I massaged it.
"Jesus!" he muttered, looking around frantically. "What are you, crazy?"
"Yeah," I said with a smile. "Cock-crazy."
"H-hey, look," he stammered, trying to push my hands away. "If this is some kind of joke, if you're just fucking with me to make your old dude boyfriend jealous—"
"Well, he didn't say anything about fucking," I said, lifting his apron and tugging on his zipper. "He just told me to give you a blow job."
"He . . . he told you?" asked the waiter incredulously, no longer trying to stop me. I got his zipper down and slipped my hand in his pants, finding a semi-hard penis hidden in his boxers.
I giggled playfully and pulled out his cock. "It was his idea," I said, and sunk down onto the bench. His dick was fairly big, not as long as Ian's, but just as thick. It dripped pre-cum as I stroked it with both hands.
"Oh, man, I can't believe this," moaned my waiter. "Okay, if you're gonna do it, do it qui-ahhhh . . . ."
He trailed off with a sigh as I wrapped my lips around his throbbing pole and began sucking. I didn't have time for finesse, so I just sucked hard and sure with the intention of making him cum in my mouth. I bobbed on the first few inches and stroked the base with my hands, squeezing and urging on his orgasm.
It didn't take long. I knew how to get any guy off, and how to do it quick. The waiter held his apron up with one hand, placing his other hand on my head. He shivered with pleasure, trying to stay quiet, and only let out sharp, faint grunts when his cock twitched and pulsed, spitting its hot salty cream all over my tongue.
I massaged his cock with my lips to get every last drop, then slurped my mouth off him and slipped his spent penis back in his pants. The waiter shuddered with aftershocks, petting my hair. He gave me a goofy grin as I stood.
"God damn, you're good at that, baby," he said gratefully.
I smiled. "Mm-hm," I agreed, then abruptly left him, heading back through the restaurant. I felt self-conscious, wondering if anyone else in the restaurant had seen what I had done. In a way, I almost hoped they had.
I returned to Ian, and sat down across from him once more. He looked to me expectantly.
"Do you have something to show me?"
I glanced around, knowing that the waiter and a couple of his buddies were looking my way. I caught them staring at me in disbelief as my waiter described what I had just done. I looked back to Ian, smiling, and opened my mouth.
Ian chuckled upon seeing the puddle of semen on my tongue. "Good girl," he said. "You can swallow it now."
I closed my mouth, sucked down the bittersweet juice and licked my lips. I felt naughty and kinky, with the impression that I had proved something to Ian. I had given a blow job in public and brought back my reward to show Ian like a devoted kitten. "So, you said you wanted to talk to me about something?" I asked, sipping my Diet Coke. My lips were sticky around my straw.
Ian studied my face a moment. "How would you like to make a thousand dollars a day?"
I blinked. "Who do I have to fuck?" I asked rhetorically.
He pursed his lips a moment. "Whoever has the money to pay," he said.
I blinked again. "W-wait a minute," I said. "You're serious?"
"Are you?"
I breathed out, looking down at my half-finished hamburger. "Y-you want me to . . . have sex with other men," I said. "For money."
"Oh, come now, Alyssa," Ian said in a patronizing tone. "How much different would it be from what you were doing? And, let's not forget how you lost your virginity in the first place."
I took in a shuddering breath. "This is different," I said.
"Is it?"
I lifted my eyes, finally looking at him. "A thousand dollars a day?"
Ian nodded. "You pick the days," he said. "As few or as many a week as you like. You will be picked up by my service, taken to meet your client, and the service will pick you up again when you are ready."
The idea was both intimidating and arousing, I had to admit. And Ian did have a point. I had been sucking cock for money and gifts for months already. Why would it be such a difficult leap to move on to fucking for money? I had already done it once, after all.
A thousand dollars a day!
"Who are the men?" I asked Ian.
He smiled, knowing he had me now. "Business associates, mostly. Most will be men away from home, and often, they will be married. But that doesn't seem to bother you."
A thought entered my mind. "Is this why you wanted me in the first place?" I asked. "To make me your personal hooker?"
His eyes hardened a little. "A thousand dollars a day, Alyssa."
I looked away, feeling that I had been manipulated, used. But how could I really blame Ian for his idea? He had paid twenty-five thousand dollars, after all, for the privilege of fucking me, of taking my virginity. And I had given it to him gift-wrapped in a little blonde box.
So, why not do it, Alyssa? the little devil in my head asked me. Sure beats chugging down cum for shoes and CDs . . . .
"You don't have to give me your answer right away," he said. He touched my hand, making me look at his face. He was smiling in that comforting, 'trust me' way again. I managed to smile back.
"So, what would you like to do now?" he asked casually, as if we had just finished talking about our favorite TV shows. "The night's still young."
I didn't say anything. I just gave him a little smile and stood, and headed slowly for the front door. He followed quickly behind.
***
I moaned and grunted beneath him, laying on my stomach with my legs parted wide, each pounding thrust Ian made inside me forcing air from my lungs. Beads of sweat dripped down my forehead; Ian had been fucking me hard for nearly an hour straight, in every position we could think of. His stamina amazed me.
Hammering into me, Ian leaned over and sucked the nape of my neck, making me squirm. I felt my cheeks shake as he smacked his hips repeatedly against me. "Are you on birth control, Alyssa?" he asked.
"Yes! I! Am! Uhn!"
Ian pushed up on his arms, thrust home hard and trembled. "Good," he grunted, and I felt the flood of his semen filling my womb. The warmth of his orgasm flowed through me, making me shudder and sob pleasurably in my fifth or sixth orgasm of the night. Ian's cock twitched a few times, and he stayed inside me as he gently lowered his weight onto my body.
I licked my lips, murmuring in pleasure, slowly regaining my breath. Ian kissed my neck, my temple, my cheek. I just sighed in satisfaction, enjoying the afterglow with him. My pussy spasmed with aftershocks around his slowly-softening penis.
"Alyssa," Ian whispered.
"Mmmm?"
"I adore you."
I smiled. That was the closest Ian would ever come to telling me he loved me, I knew. I found the statement sweet, honest, and comforting. At least I wasn't just his sex toy.
After a while, he finally pulled out of me and got up. I stayed where I was, too comfortable to move. I curled my arms under me and closed my legs. I could smell Ian's cologne in the air, mingled with the scent of sex. It settled around me like a protective blanket. His thick, warm cream slowly dripped out from my pussy. I liked the feeling.
Ian came back and sat down on the bed beside me, running his hand up and down my back. I moaned appreciatively, turned my face to smile up at him. He held two unlit cigarettes in his hand in a silent offer.
I giggled, pushed up on my elbows. The movement forced out more of his fluid. I grimaced slightly as a thick glob of it rolled down over my clitoris to the bedsheets.
"Would you like me to get a washcloth?" he asked as he tucked the cigarette between my lips.
I shook my head as he lit my smoke. "Too late now," I said, still smiling. I breathed out a stream of smoke. Damn. A cigarette really was the best thing after sex.
"My God, Alyssa," he said, revealing more emotion than he ever had. "You are absolutely ravishing. I wish you could see yourself through my eyes right now. I have never seen a woman glow the way you do."
I bit my lip, touched by his words. "I love you, Ian," I whispered.
He looked away, lit his own cigarette. My proclamation bothered him, I knew. Maybe that was why I said it; to get to him, to tilt the balance of power between us a little more in my favor.
"Do you really want me to . . . 'entertain' other men?" I asked him.
He looked back, surrounded by a hazy cloud. "It is just an offer," he said.
I considered my cigarette, pulled on it. "Do you have other girls?" I asked.
He was quiet for a moment, pursing his lips. I got the feeling I had touched a nerve.
I chuckled darkly. "You do, don't you? Well, you're just a regular pimp, aren't you?"
Ian cocked his head. "I own many businesses," he said. "Not all of them are completely legitimate."
I fell silent, smoking my cigarette. So I'm not the only one, I thought, then chided myself. How could you think you ever were, Alyssa? Did you really think you were that special?
Ian reached for the little plastic ashtray I kept on my bedside table, set it on the bed. We were both quiet. He waited for me to speak first.
"Will we be able to keep seeing each other?" I finally asked.
Ian brushed a lock of my hair behind my ear. "Of course."
I smiled.
***
Ian introduced me to an attractive woman named Cleo that following Saturday. I figured she was around thirty years old. She was very stately, with the right mix of elegance and casualness. A couple of inches taller, with long, free-flowing black hair, she was more busty and had slightly bigger hips than me. She didn't have the hard look of a woman who had spent years on her back with hundreds of men, if indeed, she had. But she did have a strong sense of self-confidence.
After lunch with Ian, Cleo took me shopping. Not to trendy shops in the mall, but to some exclusive, elegant places that featured the kinds of clothes I had only seen on Hollywood stars. Cleo was a friendly, outgoing woman and I took to her easily. She had a wicked sense of humor and was very intelligent. She stressed that both traits were necessary for a good 'escort.'
"So that's what we're called these days?" I asked as Cleo and I left her surprisingly humble SUV and headed to the first business we would patronize that day.
She gave me a sly look. "Yes, that's what we're called these days."
I followed Cleo inside the store, gasped as I looked upon the array of clothes. Expensive gowns, shoes, gloves, scarves . . . the place smelled of money and good perfume. An older woman in layers of multi-colored clothing glided toward us. She seemed to know Cleo pretty well.
The woman's name was Anne, and she and Cleo treated me to a crash-course in the wearing of elegant clothes. They stripped me naked, right there in the store, as a few other women shopped. None of them seemed bothered by my nudity. My modesty vanished quickly as I became preoccupied with various articles of clothing. Pretty soon, I was slipping in and out of outfits with casual ease.
I learned a lot about bustiers and evening gowns, garter belts and stockings. I was shown how to walk elegantly, how to balance on stiletto heels, how to conduct myself with 'poise and grace.' Anne and Cleo watched me walk around on a pair of six-inch spiked heels, first in the nude, then in a dress.



I felt strangely aroused, being on display like that, completely naked except for the heels, while other women in the store occasionally looked on. More than once, I stumbled, but Anne and Cleo were patient. They even made a joke of my apparent clumsiness, making me feel at ease.
Along with my education on fine clothing, I was given little hints and tricks, things to say and do when in the company of a gentleman. My natural charisma, Anne said, should never be overshadowed, as many men will enjoy my company because of my obvious youth. But there were times and places for acting like a girl, and times for acting like a lady of the evening.
"Accentuate your age, play off it," Anne told me. She spoke with melodramatic fair, moving her arms and hands a lot. "Remind them that you are young and fresh. But do not remind them that you are a bubbly little girl. Impress them, surprise them with your intelligence and wit. You will need to learn a few things about politics and business."
I grimaced. I hated politics. But I listened to Anne's advice.
After a few hours, Cleo and I selected a new wardrobe for me that cost a small fortune. I noticed she paid with a corporate credit card, but didn't catch the name on the card. Cleo just smiled and winked at me. "Just see it as our investment in you," she said.
We loaded the bags and boxes in Cleo's SUV, then headed to a book store. Cleo picked out some books on various topics, including etiquette, sexual techniques, erotic massage, some soft erotica, and one entitled 'Classy Dirty Jokes.'
"I love that book," Cleo declared, then added with a conspiratorial look, "page seventy-two." Again, she flashed the corporate card.
After that, we went to a jeweler, the little shop hidden in a big business complex. I felt really nervous and self-conscious as Cleo selected earrings, necklaces, bracelets and bangles. She had me pick out a platinum woman's watch -- warning me not to wear it casually -- and a gold waist chain. I selected one that had a cat-face charm on it. Cleo approved.
"You wouldn't believe how erotic men find the sight of a naked woman wearing only a waist chain," she said.
I saw a couple of ankle bracelets I liked, and Cleo commended me on my eye. Ankle bracelets too, she said, were very erotic. "Even if worn with jeans."
Lastly, we picked up some new makeup for me, and I selected a spicy perfume I liked. Again, Cleo cautioned me about wearing the perfume and makeup casually.
"Why?" I asked as we got back in her car.
Cleo smiled. "You are going to be making a lot of money, Alyssa," she explained. "With no clear means of explaining how. When you are paid, it will always be in cash. Your driver will have it for you at the end of each 'date.' Therefore, if you start showing off the fact that you are making money, people might wonder how. And we don't want questions raised.
"Look at me," she continued. "I'm wearing an eighty-dollar blazer and forty-dollar jeans. My watch cost even less than that. The jewelry I have on comes out to less than a thousand dollars. You wouldn't think that I have a necklace at home covered in four karats of diamonds and an evening gown that's worth more than this car."
I nodded slowly, beginning to catch on.
"Pamper yourself, honey," Cleo said, patting my leg. "But don't be too obvious about it. Don't live beyond your apparent means. If you want to buy a new car, don't go into a Lexus dealership and plunk down thirty grand in cash. People don't expect a teenager to have money like that."
"So . . . wear the good stuff when I'm . . . 'escorting,'" I said as I understood. "But the rest of the time—"
"You're just little old you," finished Cleo with a smile.
"But, what if someone I know sees me when I'm out?"
"Honey," Cleo said with a wink. "Even your own mother wouldn't recognize you when you're all dolled up. Trust me."
. . . to be continued . . .



        Pretty Baby Ch. 03

        Alyssa learns that passion carries a price.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pretty-baby-ch-03

Title: Pretty Baby Ch. 03

Author: slyc_willie

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Alyssa learns that passion carries a price.

Tags: alyssa, call girl, oral, gang bang, straight sex, betrayal, love, teen

Series: Pretty Baby


It's not just about the sex.
Part Three: Passion, Pain, and Retribution
Cleo's words echoed in my mind: "Even your own mother wouldn't recognize you when you're all dolled up. Trust me."
She wasn't kidding, I thought, staring at my reflection that Wednesday evening. I barely even recognize myself!
Cleo had shown me how to apply my new makeup, which resulted in a dramatic, startling transformation. My cheekbones were brought out and made sharper, making my face seem more narrow as it tapered to my chin. Almost cat-like, in a way, I thought. Very sexy, and playful at the same time.
The new base gave my skin a soft golden glow that blended with my minimal tan. The costly mascara and eye liner brought out the green in my eyes, making them vivid. With my hair in a professional bun, secured by a golden clip, I did, indeed, look totally different. I still looked like a teenager, just . . . a really, really elegant teenager.
I giggled. Well, hello Miss Rockefeller . . . .
I didn't feel nervous at all about my first 'date.' In fact, despite that all I knew about the guy was that his name was Thomas Dunson, I was actually pretty excited.
I smoothed down the silky blue dress I wore. It hugged my body and delved really low in the front, showing off practically half my breasts, and was essentially backless. The hem of the skirt stopped about three inches above the knee. I wore some of my new jewelry, including a couple bracelets, the pendant Ian had given me (the sapphire matched the dress perfectly), a gold ankle chain, and of course, under my dress, my new gold waist chain. Four-inch heels completed my outfit.
No underwear. "Escorts only wear underthings if specifically requested," Cleo had told me.
I felt my arousal growing. The dress was so sheer I practically felt naked. Anyone giving me even a casual glance would be able to tell I wasn't wearing panties. I smiled naughtily at the thought.
Alyssa Green, sex kitten, I thought. Only, I'm not Alyssa right now.
"Yvette," I said carefully, watching my lips move in the mirror. Cleo had told me that it was necessary to use a different name, just in case I met someone I knew. She assured me that, with a different name, and a different way of moving and talking, I would be able to deflect any suspicion of who I was.
"Yvette," I said again, and grinned. I had always thought the name was perfect for a porn star. Or an escort. Suitably sultry, and a little mysterious.
I smoked a cigarette as I waited, practicing my 'posing.' Cleo had taught me how to sit in a way that was both elegantly charming and sensually teasing. Everything about the way I acted when on a date was to 'exude sex,' as she put it. Not to be obvious that I was being paid for sex, I nevertheless had to convey the idea to others that I was a sexually skilled and confident woman . . . the kind of woman men desired.
"Most of the men you will meet are married," Cleo told me. "Do not ask them about their wives, their families. If they bring up the subject, fine. Some of them will actually want to talk about their lives. You will find that you will be as much a therapist at times as a lover."
"But I don't know anything about psychology," I lamented.
"Honey, you're a woman. Use your instincts. Listen to the men, to what they say. They will value your input, your viewpoints, if for no other reason than because you give them the best sex in the world."
I chuckled. "So it isn't just about the sex, huh?"
"Oh, it's about the sex, honey, believe me, it's about the sex," she said. "After all, that's the main reason they're shelling out the money to be with you. And speaking of which . . . ."
"What?"
"Just remember that these men are paying for your company, for your sex. When you're fucking them, they are the best lovers in the world, even if they aren't, and they give you the best orgasms you've ever had, even if they don't. When you're sucking their cocks, you've got the tastiest dick you've ever had in your mouth. But don't expect them to be gracious. Some men will want to share the pleasure, but most of the time, it's all about them. Don't expect reciprocation."
I nodded, understanding what she meant. "What if they wanna do something I'm not comfortable with?"
"You mean, such as anal sex, bondage?" she asked.
"Yeah. Stuff like that. 'Course, I've never tried anything like that . . . I don't know, I might like it."
She smiled. "We screen our clients pretty well," she said. "We find out what they like before matching them with a girl. Ian told me you're not very experienced, so we won't give you any of our 'special' clients, not unless you tell us otherwise."
"'Special' clients?"
Cleo nodded. "Men who like to get a little freaky," she said with a soft laugh. "Some of them can get pretty bizarre. Fisting, watersports, S&M."
I frowned. "I don't know what any of that means," I said, feeling overwhelmed.
"That's why we got you those books," said Cleo meaningfully. "Read them, cover to cover. You'll find things you might want to try, and things that may disgust you. As you gain experience, as you try new things, you may become paired up with some of the specials."
I nodded, thinking. Being an escort, I realized, was more than just fucking.
"Just think very carefully about trying something new. You go too far, too fast, and you might end up getting hurt."
I frowned. "What do you mean?"
Cleo was careful with her words. "Some of our clients have specific . . . tastes," she said. "Rape fantasies, as an example."
"Rape fantasies?"
She nodded. "They want to pretend they're taking a girl against her will. That takes an awful lot of trust and confidence to pull off. Not many of us can do it. I've known a few girls to try and indulge such fantasies, only to end up finding out they made a mistake."
I swallowed nervously. "Do you . . . ." I began.
"Sometimes," she said. She smiled. "Honey, I've been doing this for seven years. I've done it all."
I took a deep breath.
"Hey," she said, taking my hand. "Don't worry about things like that. Ninety-nine percent of the time, the men you're with will just want a good old fashioned, balls-to-the-wall fuck. Or two. Or three."
I laughed, my fear fading away.
"They'll treat you like a goddess, worship everything you do, just because you're the eager little sex kitten they fantasize about," Cleo said. "Don't worry, honey. You're gonna be fine. Just remember: they're paying for enthusiasm and skill. You can't wait to satisfy them in every way possible."
I went through that conversation, just the day before, as I waited for my driver. When the knock sounded, I was startled, my heartbeat suddenly increasing in tempo. I got up, looked through the peep hole, saw a man in a chauffeur's hat.
Showtime, I thought. I grabbed the long, simple coat I had hung on the wall and slipped it on. It covered me from neck to calf. Cleo had told me that I should always wear the coat to and from the car when leaving or coming home, to reduce suspicion about my activities.
I opened the door, making sure I had my little purse and keys. The man on my doorstep was in his early thirties, I figured, and had a very professional air about him.
"Miss Yvette?" he asked.
I smiled. I really liked the way my new name sounded. I nodded.
He gave me a curt nod. "Your car awaits, Miss."
I took a breath. Here we go. "Lead the way."
***
My ride was a black Lincoln Towncar, with dark windows and a lot of room in the back. There was a little dry bar stocked with top shelf liquors, and a little compartment for my coat. I stayed away from the alcohol, not wanting to start my first date drunk. I needed to be clear-headed and focused.
The driver didn't speak to me during the drive, and I didn't expect him to. Cleo had told me that the drivers were only there to get me from point A to point B . . . although, she added, they also doubled as protection, 'just in case.'
There was a radio tuner and CD player installed in the back, and I tuned in my favorite hip-hop station, singing along softly to Britney's words. I felt a little more relaxed, but my anxiety remained. I wondered what Mr. Thomas Dunson would look like, what he would want.
We arrived before a five-story building off the highway. The parking lot was like the car lot of a luxury car dealer. Jaguar, Mercedes, Lexus, Porsche, Land Rover . . . even a few Ferraris and higher-end Acuras, and some stretch limos. My driver got out, opened the door for me.
"There is a man in the lobby," he informed me. "You are listed as Mr. Dunson's guest. He will tell you where to go."
I nodded. "Thanks," I said nervously.
The driver gave me a reassuring smile. "You'll do fine," he said. He held up the tiniest cell phone I had ever seen. "All the numbers you need are already programmed into the memory. If you need me, just speed-dial Number One. I am never far away."
I nodded, feeling reassured. I took the phone and dropped it in my purse, then headed to the door.
The building was very unassuming. I had seen it often from the highway. It did not seem like the kind of place where rich people would gather. In the soft-lit lobby, a man sat behind a semi-circular desk at the far end. Above him on the wall was a simple sign in silver block letters: 'The Carousel Club.'
The man, stocky, pudgy, looking like an ex-cop, watched me approach. There was no one else in the lobby. My heels clicked on the tile, echoing off the walls.
"May I help you, Miss?" he asked, making no effort to hide his admiration of my body.
"Yes. I'm Yvette. I'm Mr. Dunson's guest," I said.
He looked down at something beneath the counter, then nodded. "Take the elevator to the sixth floor," he said. "Mr. Dunson is waiting in the Green Room."
Green Room. Got it. "Thank you," I said, then headed to the elevator. I heard the man make a soft, appreciative whistle behind me. I smiled.
This is gonna be fun . . . .
At the sixth floor -- which struck me as odd, since I thought this was only a five-story building -- I stepped out into a small lobby with red-painted walls and soft lighting. There was something gentle and operatic wafting out from hidden speakers. There were two doors in the far wall and a woman in a long black gown seated on a little chair. She stood as I emerged. I thought she looked something like Elvira.
"Good evening, my dear," she said with a smile. Her voice was smooth and sultry. I figured she could have a career as a phone-sex operator. "Are you meeting someone?"
"Yes. Mr. Dunson. I was told he is in the Green Room."
'Elvira' gave me a very appraising look. "Lucky him," she said, and gestured toward the left-hand door. "The Green Room will be toward your right, through the Lobby."
"Thank you," I said with professional grace, and headed to the door. It opened before me, and sound flooded out.
It was like an exclusive nightclub beyond, with a large sunken room about a hundred feet to a side, and broad steps leading down to the main floor. There was a neon-lit bar at the far end, and a broad central dance floor of polished tile that rotated slowly on a raised platform. Thus the name 'Carousel Club,' I figured.
Strobe lights and disco balls hung from the ceiling, and naked girls writhed in brass cages. To the left and right, steps lead up to broad archways. The walls beyond the left arch were gold; through the right, they were green.
Hundreds of people milled about, talking, drinking, dancing. I recognized some faces from local newspaper snapshots and TV interviews, and thought I saw a couple reasonably well-known actors and actresses. There were a few girls like me, dressed to the nines and hanging off the arms of men much older than they. But there were older women, too, women of society, standing with their husbands or lovers. The male escorts were breathtakingly gorgeous.
I looked to the brass cages, watching the girls dance. They were completely naked except for heels and some jewelry, and wore golden body paint. Their pubic mounds were shaved totally smooth. They danced as if possessed, paying no attention to anyone around them. Their movements were very sexual and seductive, touching their breasts and crotches, gyrating up and down and flashing their legs open.
While men and women watched the dancers, admiring them and making comments, no one approached them to tip or talk. It seemed they were just part of the environment, the ambiance.
Wonder how much they get paid, I thought.
The hard dance beat pounded through me as I headed across the main floor toward the Green Room. Men and women both looked me over. I maintained my 'poise and grace,' keeping my head held up, remembering the lessons Anne and Cleo had taught me.
"You must always be confident and self-assured."
At the entrance to the Green Room, which consisted of large, curved booths and a few tables, soft lighting provided by amber-shaded lamps, a girl not much older than me approached. She wore a sleeveless tuxedo shirt and short black skirt, held a tray in one hand with a small stack of linen beverage napkins upon it.
"Meeting someone?" she asked.
"Mr. Dunson," I responded.
She smiled, and glanced around the room. She pointed toward one of the booths, beside which stood a small group of men in expensive suits, joking and sipping drinks. "Blue suit, grey hair," she said, then winked and headed away.
I looked at the man she indicated. He was short, at least middle-aged, with thinning grey hair and a thick graying moustache. Not exactly GQ, I thought, but he seemed handsome enough. I approached him, thinking, I'm going to be fucking him before the night's over. Hope you've taken your Viagra, Mr. Dunson . . . .
I felt my pussy getting a little moist.
". . . twenty-five minutes of negotiation, and they gave in just because I mentioned the loss of equity on their Tokyo property! I didn't know what to do for the rest of the day!"
The men all laughed, then fell silent as they noticed my approach. Six pairs of eyes wandered over me with the hungriness of starving men. I settled my eyes on Mr. Dunson's. "Hello, Thomas," I said.
He breathed in, giving me an impressed look. The other men, I could tell, were instantly envious. My ego soared. I gave Thomas my complete attention, again remembering my lessons.
"The man you are with is the most important man in the world."
"Gentlemen," he said proudly. "This is my Yvette." He gestured for me to step close, and slipped his arm around me. I stood a good inch or two taller than he. I acted like I had known Thomas for a while, which was evidently what he wanted.
His friends introduced themselves, fumbling over one another to take my hand.
"Delighted to meet you," I said. "Charmed." "Enchante."
"Well, Tommy-boy," said a rather large man in a brown suit, ogling me openly. "Guess I have to apologize. I was beginning to think you made up this juicy little morsel."
Thomas grinned, obviously enjoying having me hanging off his arm like a prize. He gave my ass a squeeze, then pushed up on his toes to kiss me. He smelled like cough drops, and his moustache was scratchy. But as if he was the most important man in the world to me, I moaned softly and gave him a tender, moist kiss. I slipped my hand to his chest, licked his bottom lip. I was careful not to make too much of a show of it; I was there to boost his ego and be his devoted companion, not embarrass him.
"Yvette, my dear," said Thomas, looking like a kid on Christmas morning who just opened the one gift he had been begging for all year. "Would you like a cocktail?"
"Mmm, I'd love one," I said, smoldering my eyes. "Are you drinking your usual?"
Thomas grinned as I played along, and held up his drink. "You know me. Scotch on the rocks."
I took his glass and sipped the sharp-tasting liquid, trying not to frown. Yuck! Why do guys like this stuff?
"Would you like the same?" he asked.
I smiled fondly upon him. "I think I'm in a vodka mood tonight," I said.
He nodded. "Martini?"
I kissed him again, lightly. "Sounds yummy."
Thomas beckoned one of the cocktail waitresses over, ordered me a drink. He kept his hand on my butt almost the whole time as he and his friends talked about business. I was in the dark most of the time as to what they were discussing, but thankfully, none of them asked me anything. They just stared now and then, sneaking glimpses of my cleavage and legs.
Thomas and I sat down in the booth, and I cuddled against him without being too 'girly' about it. I held his hand and traced random patterns on his thigh. The bulge of his erection was obvious. He talked some more with the other men, and included me in on some of the conversation, mentioning aspects of our supposed relationship. I had to think quickly as I played along.
"Which company was Mr. Takamura with, again, honey?" "Oh, yes, I loved the opening of the Hartford Theater!" "Hmm, of course I remember Dr. Rodriguez' birthday party ball. We had a lot of fun that night, didn't we . . . ."
I was careful not to drink too much, and nursed my single martini over the course of an hour and a half. The alcohol helped me relax and become more comfortable with Thomas and the others. He really was a sweet man. I noticed the wedding band on his finger but got the impression he was no longer married. Neither he nor any of the others mentioned his wife.
At one point, Thomas excused himself, saying he had to use the men's room. I gave him a kiss and a quick, casual grope, making him smile and shudder. He couldn't wait to get me alone, I knew. And to be honest, I was getting a little itchy as well. Not that I found Thomas particularly attractive, but the idea that I was an escort -- that I was being paid to eventually make love to this man -- was really turning me on.
I lit a cigarette as I waited for Thomas to return. The other men were engrossed in conversation, not really paying me any direct attention. But the big one in the brown suit, George his name was, took advantage of Thomas' absence. He leaned toward me across the table with a lecherous look.
"Whatever he's paying you," he said. "I'll double it right now."
I fixed George a look, blowing smoke in his face. He blinked profusely and coughed. "I don't know what you're talking about, sir, and frankly, I'm offended," I said.
He pinched his eyes and sneered at me again. "Oh, come on. We all know what you are. So what's your price, baby? I can show you a better time than that little man."
I wasn't fazed. Cleo had told me there would be moments like this. I looked George dead in the eye and said, "I hardly think that's possible."
George blinked, surprised at my response and the implication it carried. I noticed Thomas returning across the room and gave George a smirk. "Now, if you will excuse me, my lover is returning."
I stood, leaving George stunned and wondering. Thomas gave me a wary look, but I assuaged his fears as I cupped his scratchy little face and smothered my lips against his. He moaned and settled his hands on my hips.
"Thomas," I said.
"Yes, dear?"
"I'd like to dance."
He gave me a dreamy look. "Anything you want."
***
Thomas wasn't much of a dancer, so I took the lead and rubbed up against him sensuously. I encouraged him to touch me, and didn't protest when one of his hands slid under my dress, right there on the dance floor, and tentatively touched my bare pussy. He moaned in my ear as I gyrated against him, my back to his chest. I bent my knees and pushed my ass against his crotch, making him gasp and tremble. I could feel his stiff cock rubbing between my cheeks.



"Oh, God!" he sputtered in my ear. "Don't do that!"
I turned around and settled my arms on his shoulders, staring into his eyes. He looked absolutely awestruck as he stared back. "Don't tell me you're gonna cum in your pants, Thomas," I whispered, the music almost drowning out my words. No one else around us could hear what we were saying.
"If you kept doing that for five more seconds, I would have," he said seriously.
"Well, I wouldn't want that," I said. "I've got much better places in mind for that stuff."
He trembled. "L-like where?"
I didn't say anything. I just licked my lips in an exaggerated way and smiled naughtily.
"O-oh, Jesus," he moaned as he understood.
I grinned and kissed him again, deeply, sultrily. Thomas quivered with excitement and ran his hands up and down my back and thighs.
We walked from the dance floor, found the little table where we had left my purse and drinks. Thomas had assured me that the Carousel Club wasn't the kind of place to worry about having anything stolen.
"I need to use the ladies' room, Thomas," I said.
"Sure," he said, his face flushed. "It's uh, to the right of the bar."
I smiled, gave him a little kiss.
"Yvette?"
"Yes?"
"When you come back . . . can we go?"
I smiled. Oh, so you're ready for me now, are you Thomas? No more showing me off? "Of course, baby." Then I turned and headed for the bathroom.
The ladies' room was tastefully equipped, with oyster shell sinks, marble counters, and a backlit mirror. The stalls were painted maroon and the air was fragrant with the aroma of lavender from the flower-filled vases. There were a few other women in the restroom, all of them society wives at least a good ten years older than I. They gave me acidic looks, but I ignored them. Cleo had also prepared me for such reactions from women.
I relieved myself, wiped, stepped out of the stall to wash my hands and touch up my face. There was only one other woman in the ladies' room as I emerged, late forties or early fifties, her body having given way to age. Still, there remained the shadow of a pretty young woman in her face.
She gave me a disgusted look after she applied her lipstick. "Well, well. The whores get younger every year," she said viciously.
I bristled slightly at her comment, but said nothing as I powdered my nose. I liked the smell of my new makeup; it reminded me of cinnamon.
The woman continued: "I doubt you're even twenty," she said, shaking her head. "Are you even old enough to vote?"
I didn't look at her. I touched up my lipstick, rubbed my lips together, trying to ignore the woman.
She kept goading. "So tell me: how much is a fuck worth these days?"
I dropped my lipstick back in my purse, turned to the woman and gave her a direct, confident look. "I hope, when I'm you're age, I'm not as shallow and self-pitying as you." Then I stepped past her, leaving the woman flustered and sneering.
I headed back out around the revolving dance floor, found Thomas waiting and anxious. I smiled upon him warmly and held out my hand. "Shall we go?"
I took a deep breath, his cheeks rosy. "Please," he said.
***
I went with Thomas in his car, knowing that the black Lincoln was somewhere amidst the traffic behind us. Even if it wasn't, I knew my driver had been given all the addresses of wherever Thomas might take me, including that of his house . . . which was where he now headed.
"Hey, uh, thanks for playing along tonight," Thomas said as he drove, glancing to me. "I hope I didn't put you on the spot."
"Not at all," I said. "I'm glad I was able to keep up."
He chuckled. "You made my night, Yvette," he said sincerely. "Hell, you made my year!"
I smiled and laughed softly. "You're a sweet man," I said.
"And you're unbelievably beautiful," he said with such heartfelt earnesty that I blushed. "I mean, every man in that place was just . . . staring at you! I really feel like I'm with an angel, I want you to know that."
I smiled with embarrassment and sidled closer in his Chrysler. Thomas stiffened slightly as I touched his arm, his leg. He sighed as I nuzzled his neck and kissed his ear. He wore a nice cologne, something common among older men.
"U-um, Yvette," he stammered, his voice strained.
"Hmm?" I sucked gently at his neck, tasting the saltiness there.
"I-it's been a long time for me," he said.
I pulled my face back, lightly scratched his temple. "It's not going to be much longer," I whispered.
He trembled visibly. "Oh, man . . . the most gorgeous woman in the world and . . . ." he trailed off, swallowing nervously.
"And what, Thomas?" I asked softly, brushing my lips against his cheek.
"I-I don't wanna be rude," he said.
I smiled, cupped his chin as the car idled at a light. I turned his face to look at me. "The most gorgeous woman in the world," I said. "Wants to make love to you, Thomas."
He let out a long, staccato breath, his eyes round and grateful. "Oh, Jesus . . . ."
***
Thomas was nervous to take the lead once we arrived at his house, which was a surprisingly modest three-bedroom home. The place was a little cluttered, such as what I would expect from a bachelor. There were pictures on the walls and fireplace mantle of Thomas with a dark-haired woman, chronicling their life together. Others showed children, three in all, as they grew up.
The pictures, judging by hairstyles and fashion, went back more than a quarter-century. The woman, his wife, had been very pretty, and had aged well . . . until the last few pictures, which showed her wearing various scarves and hats to conceal her baldness. While she was smiling in most of these later pictures, there was pain evident on her wrinkled face.
"Janice," said Thomas from behind me as I peered at the pictures on the mantle. "We were married for thirty-two years."
I turned around to face him. I could tell how much he missed her. I felt my eyes moistening.
He brought me a glass of white wine, held another for himself. "She was an amazing woman," he continued, gazing upon the pictures. "My partner in everything. We started a little floral business, turned it into a chain of seventeen stores across the state. She really loved flowers. Lilacs were her favorite."
I gave him a sympathetic look. "I'm sorry, Thomas."
He smiled. "She passed away four years ago," he said. "Cancer. Fought it for a long time, went into remission twice. She was a very strong woman . . . but not strong enough."
I didn't know what to say. I felt almost guilty for being there, in that house, in which more than thirty years of love and pain had been shared. I remembered what Cleo said:
You will find that you will be as much a therapist at times as a lover.
Thomas turned away, swirling his glass of wine. "I couldn't even think of being with another woman after Janice passed," he said. "After a couple years, my friends started urging me to date again. I was too young, they said, to be alone. But I couldn't."
He turned back. "I never thought I would call on an escort service," he said. "But . . . even old men get horny." He added with a self-deprecating laugh.
I set my wine down upon the newspaper-covered coffee table and approached Thomas. He was timid, afraid, nervous. But I knew what he wanted, what he needed. I didn't say anything as I kissed him softly, gently, giving him time to relax and not get overexcited. He made little whimpering sounds and hesitantly touched me. He seemed reluctant to be intimate while his wife's pictures watched him.
"Let's go to bed, Thomas," I said softly.
"O-okay," he answered. He gripped my hand firmly, gave me a pleading look. "I, uh, apologize in advance if I'm, uh, you know . . . t-too quick."
I smiled. "You won't be," I said.
***
Thomas took me to the guest room of his house, where I noticed the absence of any familial pictures. The bed was a standard queen-sized affair with dark blankets and white linen sheets. Thomas turned on the lights, adjusted the dimmer switch to make the mood more romantic.
I undressed him slowly, wanting to go slow so as not to intimidate Thomas or make him cum too soon. I spent a lot of time kissing him on his lips, chest, and abdomen while his clothes slowly made their way to the floor. He was finally naked before me, his soft penis hanging beneath a slightly protruding belly. He was fairly hairy, but not grotesquely so. His skin was pretty pale; he had not had a tan in decades, I figured.
I gently pushed him down on the bed and slowly, seductively, stripped out of my dress. Thomas watched with awestruck eyes as my body was revealed. He stared at my puffy-nippled breasts and slick pussy with abject desire. His cock began to harden, lengthening and rising up between his legs.
"Just relax, Thomas," I whispered as I got on my knees, stroking and kissing her inner thighs. "You have me for all night. There's no need to rush anything."
He swallowed nervously, his body trembling like a baby. He closed his eyes a moment, then nodded. "O-okay."
Softly, passionately, I kissed up along his thighs toward his musky crotch. He had thick, soft pubic hair that all but hid his testicles. His penis, growing more and more the closer my mouth came, was surprisingly, and pleasantly, impressive. By the time he had a full erection, it hovered like a serpentine stone carving, with a broad, bulbous pink head.
I smiled and slipped out my tongue, aware of how wet I was getting. Maybe I was turned on because I was being paid a thousand dollars to make love to Thomas. Or maybe it was because Thomas was so in awe of me. I didn't bother thinking about the reasons. I was aroused, and that was enough.
Thomas moaned loudly as I sucked tenderly on his hairy balls, swirling my tongue around the soft sacs. He parted his legs more and fell back on the bed. His cock twitched and slowly dribbled a little pre-cum. I licked up the shaft to capture it, savoring the taste of him.
"Oh, God, Yvette," he groaned. "I haven't had an orgasm in so long!"
I sucked tenderly on the underside of his shaft. "Then let's make up for lost time," I whispered.
"Ohhh . . . ."
I dragged my tongue up the length of him, then slipped my warm mouth down over the head. Thomas tensed, gasped and caught his breath. His cock spasmed like a live wire in my mouth as I pushed down, slowly and smoothly taking him into my throat. My lips wrapped tenderly around the root of his cock.
"Oh, Yvette! Oh, Jesus!" he choked.
I circled the base of his straining penis with my fingers, rubbing my thumb along the raised tube just beneath the surface, up through which I knew his semen would flow . . . and soon, too soon. I sucked up and down Thomas' cock with a gentle, gliding motion of my lips, enjoying the feel of that wide spongy head easing in and out of my throat.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Ah-h-h-h-h!" cried Thomas, grabbing handfuls of bedsheet. His cock tensed in my mouth as his orgasm began. But I pinched the base of it, holding back his explosion. I sucked softly on the head of his dick, tasting a little bittersweet semen as it dribbled out. I licked it away, savoring his fluid.
"Oh, Jesus!" he gasped, lifting his head to stare down at me. His face was slack, eyes glazed. I stared back, mouthing his quivering cock.
His orgasm subsided, and Thomas let his head fall back on the bed. I resumed sucking him, his cock staying hard. His balls were heavy in my hand as I cupped and rolled them with my fingers. Thomas moaned and even laughed with euphoria at times, thoroughly enjoying the sensations I gave him.
Again and again, Thomas reached the precipice of orgasm, but I squeezed the base of his shaft each time, stemming the eruption. In this way, I made what would have been a two-minute blow job last for a quarter of an hour.
Finally, I could tell that Thomas couldn't take anymore. It looked like his testicles had swollen considerably, like balloons attached to the kitchen faucet. But that was just my imagination. Still, he was ready to burst, and I wanted to give him the most intense orgasm he'd ever had.
Bracing my hands on his thighs, I sucked up and down his twitching staff, determined at last to drink from him. Thomas gasped and moaned, settling his hands on the back of my head, his fingers lightly tickling my neck.
He moaned aloud as he finally spurted, releasing volcanic geysers of thick, heavy sperm into my mouth. He shook and flailed his arms, bucking on the bed, and I had to practically hold him down as I sucked the orgasm out of him. Never had I felt cum so thick on my tongue. And the fact that I had been building him up over and over meant that the pudding-like load that was catapulted between my lips was immense. I almost couldn't handle it all.
Thomas finally sagged on the bed, panting and gasping for air as I nursed his cock. I literally had a mouthful of cum, and I bathed his slowly-softening penis in it, caressing his thighs and tightened, quivering balls. Finally, feeling proud of myself, I pulled my mouth off him and swallowed my reward. His cream oozed slowly down my throat, like syrup from a maple tree.
I crawled up over him, kissing his rounded belly, his hairy chest, his neck, and finally, his lips. Suddenly, I really didn't mind the moustache. Thomas barely responded, drained for the moment. I lay against him, my arm and leg draped over his body, my head on his chest. I pressed my steamy pussy against the outside of his thigh, letting him know I would be ready for him.
"Oh . . . oh, oh my," he moaned, lifting his arms to caress me. "Th-that was incredible."
I pushed up, and smiled upon his aged face. For man close to sixty, he was rather handsome. I kissed his cheek tenderly. "I'm glad I could do that for you," I said honestly.
He smiled and relaxed in his afterglow, caressing my back. We lay quietly for a while until Thomas began kissing me, with affection and arousal. His strength was returning. "Do we really have all night?" he asked.
I grinned, and nuzzled his chin with my nose. "You ready for more?"
He chuckled. "I don't know how, but yes," he said. "God bless Cialis."
I giggled.
***
Thomas wasn't much for foreplay. Men his age, I figured, probably weren't. He gave my wet and ready pussy just a little kiss as I bent over the bed, wantonly offering myself to him. He rolled down a condom -- with some difficulty; it had been thirty years, he said, since he had used one, and they had changed quite a bit in that time -- and positioned his once-again stiff erection at the entrance to my pussy.
I moaned as he pushed inside me, feeling my slick walls stretch snugly around him. Thomas groaned at the heat of my pussy, commented on how tight I was. I urged him to 'make love to me' any way he wanted. Thomas smoothed his hands over my firm cheeks and up and down my back as he pumped away, steadily increasing the pace. I squeezed my PC muscle around him, something I had read about in one of the sex books Cleo bought for me, and Thomas responded with gasps and moans.
He kept telling me, over and over, how beautiful I was, how sexy I was, how much I made him feel half his age. I just grinned, relishing the fuck, the sliding motions of his cock inside me. It dawned on me that Thomas was about the same age as my grandfather. Why that turned me on, I don't know.
He stopped after a handful of minutes, shaking against me, holding back his orgasm. He wanted it to last before he shot off again. He gingerly pulled out of my pussy, and I curled around, slipping to my knees on the floor. Thomas' mouth gaped as I sucked my own tangy fluid off his condom-covered cock. I hadn't cum, but I liked the flavor of my pussy anyway.
We scooted up on the bed, and I caressed Thomas' chest as he mounted me once more. He kissed me now and then, pumping his cock in and out of my slippery tunnel. I wanted to cum, and urged him to slow down as I rubbed my clit in a quick, back-and-forth motion. Thomas watched as I masturbated, his cock throbbing in my pussy. The sight obviously turned him on.
I moaned and wailed softly as I came, squeezing his dick with my vaginal muscles. My orgasm encouraged his own, and Thomas fucked with short, fast thrusts for less than a minute, stimulating my gushing cunt, before he shook and cried out over me. I felt his cock pulsing inside me, new he was cumming.
He collapsed atop me, and I held him close, wrapping my arms and legs around him. He panted heavily in my ear, murmuring his repeated thanks. I just smiled and kissed his neck, his cheek.
He finally rolled off me, and I scooted down, gingerly peeling off the condom. Semen was streaked along his tumescent shaft, and I cleaned him with my tongue. The flavor of the spermicide I was none to fond off, but I did like the rich taste of his cum.
We lay together for a while, cuddling, as Thomas told me stories of his wife. I listened as he told me how they had met, during college, when he almost knocked her down one day while he was running to make it to class on time. Then as he told me of their first date -- White Castle burgers and a drive-in movie (he shyly admitted that they had groped each other through their clothes that first night) -- and how Janice had almost choked on a French fry. Then of their wedding day, how beautiful Janice looked, and how the three-year-old ring bearer, the son of a friend, had almost run out the door with the rings.
"I hope I have as happy a life as you've had," I told him at last, looking upon his face.
Thomas sniffed, wiped a few tears from his eyes. I realized I had some of my own. "Cherish everyone you meet, Yvette," he told me. "You never know who will affect your life."
I sniffled and nodded. "I will," I promised, then softly kissed his neck and chest, tickling his tiny nipples with my tongue.
Thomas hissed as his arousal was triggered once more, then chuckled with pleasant surprise. "I don't believe this," he said.
"What?" I asked, looking up and frowning.
He grinned. "I'm ready again."
I glanced down, saw that, indeed, his penis was growing stiff once more. I giggled and sat up, looking for my purse and the condoms within. "Well, let's not waste it," I said, and slipped my leg over him.
***
Finally and fully spent, Thomas fell asleep in the bed, holding me. I nodded off for a while, finally waking around three in the morning. I dressed quietly, then gave Thomas a tender kiss on his forehead. He didn't stir, but he murmured in his sleep and smiled in satisfaction.
"You're welcome, Thomas," I whispered, then took out the tiny cell phone from my purse.
The black Lincoln met me out before the house a few minutes later. My driver opened the door for me and I slid inside. I was tired but proud. I felt good for having brought some happiness to an old man's life.
"Where to, Yvette?" the driver asked.
I sighed, and lit a cigarette. I couldn't stop smiling. "What's your name?" I asked.
"James," he said.
Of course. "Home, James," I said.
***
As the Lincoln pulled up before my apartment, I slipped on my long coat. I was conscious of the aroma of sex about me. I needed a good shower. I felt almost embarrassed about the smell -- however mitigated by my perfume -- when James opened the door and let me out.
"I'll be your regular driver, Miss Yvette," he said. "Just so you know."
I smiled, and touched his cheek. He stiffened slightly. I guess I wasn't supposed to do that, but at the moment, I was too tired to care.
"Eh . . . at any rate," he said, and reached inside his blazer. He brought out a scarlet-colored business envelope and handed it to me. "Get some sleep, Yvette."
I smiled dreamily. "Thanks. You too."
James smiled. "See you next time," he said, then headed around the car to the driver's side. I walked lazily to the stairwell of my apartment, singing a little song in my head. I was riding a high from which I never wanted to come back down.



***
My first 'date' was something of a trial run, a last test to see if I really wanted to commit myself to being an escort. I was not obligated to take any further dates until I checked back in after my night with Mr. Dunson.
"Cleo Boaluca."
"Cleo," I said into the phone the following afternoon, after returning home from my classes. "It's Alyssa."
I could almost hear her smile. "Well, if it isn't our sweet 'Yvette,'" she said. "How are you?"
"Mmm," I sighed, leaning back on my couch. "I feel really good, actually."
Cleo giggled, sounding almost like me. "Let me tell you, you're not the only one."
"What do you mean?"
"We took a call this morning from Mr. Dunson," she said. "It's rare when a client calls back to comment on his evening. He had some very glowing things to say about you."
I blushed deeply. "He's a very nice man," I said.
"Well done, Alyssa."
"Thanks."
"So . . . ."
I breathed in deeply, let it out. "Set me up," I said.
"That's my girl."
***
James dropped me off before a ritzy steak house downtown the following Friday evening, just as the sun was disappearing beyond the towering buildings. I wore a slinky red dress with white stockings and a garter belt beneath. But no panties, of course. My client had specifically requested my undergarments. My hair was down, also as requested, and stirred in the breeze as I headed up the walk to the door. Men and women alike on the sidewalk gave me double-takes. I soaked them up proudly.
"Good . . . evening," said the Maitre'D behind the narrow host stand as he looked me over. There were about half a dozen people waiting to be seated, mostly couples, and they gave me interested looks.
"I'm expected by Mr. Cabrizzi," I said.
"Oh. Of course," the man said. "Right this way."
Once again, I felt on display as I followed the Maitre'D through the restaurant. Men stopped their conversations with friends, family, wives and girlfriends as I passed their tables. And once again, I reveled in the attention.
My client this time, Mr. Gabriel Cabrizzi, was quite a bit younger than Thomas Dunson. I put him in his mid-thirties, and was dark-haired, tall, and surprisingly good looking. He sat at a booth with a beer before him, talking animatedly on a cell-phone. He faltered a bit in his conversation as I approached, and looked me over with a sly smile.
"Hey, uh, Dan? I'll call you back. What? No, it can wait. I'll talk to you later." He snapped his phone closed and stood.
"Wow," he said, taking me in. "What did I do to deserve this?"
I smiled coyly, turned slightly, showing off my legs and butt. Not caring that dozens of people could see us, Gabriel reached out and touched my stocking-clad thigh. I didn't stop him.
"Very nice," he said, then returned his eyes to my face. "Yvette, right?"
I nodded. "Nice to meet you, Gabriel."
He took my hand, bent and kissed it like a gentleman. "Call me Gabe."
***
Gabe was really impressed with himself, that much was obvious. He went on and on about his real estate business, how successful he was, how he had become a millionaire before thirty. His phone rang several times during the meal, and he answered it each time. It was annoying, but I didn't show my consternation.
The only time he said something about me was when he commented on how 'hot' I was, how 'sexy' I was. By the time dinner was over, I was starting to hope that he would want to take me back to his hotel room and fuck, just to get the night over with.
Instead, we headed downtown, in a cab, with Gabe stroking my thighs the entire time and occasionally slipping his hand up between my legs to touch my pussy. He really wasn't turning me on with his 'man's man' attitude and crude jokes, but I pretended he did. I didn't stop him as he slipped a finger inside my pussy and commented, loud enough for the cab driver to hear, on how 'tight' I was.
We hit a couple of nightclubs, and Gabe showed me off like a new piece of artwork as we walked beneath black lights that made my white stockings glow. At one point, while dancing on the glossy black floor of one of the clubs, Gabe hitched my dress up to my waist, exposing my ass to any and everyone who cared to look -- and quite a few did -- and spanked my firm cheeks. I pretended to like it and let out fake gasps of pleasure.
Dinner and dancing out of the way, we headed back to Gabe's hotel room. Unceremoniously, he stripped naked and lay on the bed, stroking his hard penis. He was average-sized, but I had to admit he had a nice build. He shaved most of his body hair, including around his crotch. I had never seen a shaved penis before.
At last, something about him that turned me on.
He wanted to watch me strip, but told me to keep the stockings and garter belt on. I put on a little show, rubbing myself, pushing my breasts up to my face and licking my own nipples. He told me to stand in the middle of the room and masturbate. I did so, and once I called upon various fantasies and memories, managed to make myself cum.
"Wipe your cum on my cock, baby, then suck it," he commanded.
Dutifully, I did so, stroking his stiff penis with my slick hands. Once his dick was sufficiently coated, I went down on him, getting on my hands and knees beside him on the bed. The taste of my own cum on his cock fueled my efforts, and I lapped it all up. Gabe stroked my stocking-clad thighs and spanked my ass as I blew him, making my cheeks sting. I moaned and whimpered around his dick with each burning slap.
And the strange thing was, it turned me on.
I sucked him until he was about to cum, at which point he pulled my wet mouth off his cock and had me lay on my back. He got on his knees beside my head and jacked off furiously, finally spurting his pungent cream all over my face and in my mouth. He pushed his dick between my lips and I sucked the last little bits of cream from him, swallowing with a sigh. His cum was conspicuously heavy on my cheeks and chin.
"Leave it on, baby," he said, gazing upon my sperm-coated face. "Don't wipe it off."
Gabe rolled a condom down his penis, which remained hard, and got between my legs. I felt his cum separating and running down my face and along my neck as he pounded away. The kinkiness of the situation turned me on, and I wrapped my legs around him, fucking him back eagerly. He varied the angles of his thrusts, hitting all my pleasure centers and making me gasp and cry out in pleasure. Maybe Gabe was a rude, crass, self-impressed asshole, but he sure knew how to fuck.
He kept it up for a good half hour, talking dirty the entire time, telling me what a 'hot young bitch' I was and how 'nasty' I looked with his cum dripping down my face. He loved the feel of my stocking-clad legs and licked and nipped at them while fucking me. He howled like a banshee when he ejaculated into the condom, his orgasm helped along as I squeezed him tight with my PC muscle. I came as well, bucking under him, giving in to the purely physical act of fucking.
He pulled off the condom after slipping out of my swollen pussy, and held it over my mouth. I stuck out my tongue to catch the dribbles of semen he squeezed them out of the rubber, moaning for effect as his cream slid down along my tongue. Tossing the sticky thing aside, he kissed my cream-smeared mouth and told me to swallow.
Gabe fucked me two more times that night, once before the mirrored doors of the closets, bending me over and grabbing my hair and tits. He pounded me hard and fast, making me cry out in passion as I spurted my orgasm all over his groin. Then he had me suck my cream of his cock and lick it up from his balls and abdomen before getting me to ride him until he came.
After his third orgasm, we took a shower together, and Gabe took me again under the warm spray. He had me roll the condom down his dick with my mouth, something I had never done before and was a little awkward at, but Gabe just chuckled and smoothed the rubber down the rest of the way with his hands. Then he slammed me against the tiled wall and pounded me deep.
Gabe liked it rough, I realized. And I couldn't deny that I was into it, as well. I clawed his back and bit his neck and chest, making him tremble and grunt appreciatively. I clamped onto his nipple with my teeth when he came, howling and ejaculating deep inside me.
Then he sat on the toilet and watched me shower. I put on a little show for him, acting like a model before the camera. I didn't make myself cum, but I massaged my clit and nipples for Gabe's benefit and spent a few minutes thoroughly soaping up and cleaning my anus. Gabe seemed to like that, but his libido seemed sated. He did not try to take me again.
Afterward, Gabe reclined on the bed, smoking a clove cigarette as he watched me reapply my makeup and pull my stockings back on. I liked feeling his eyes on me as I went through my ritual. Getting dressed was as sexy as getting undressed, I realized. I purposely waited until the last minute before slipping on my dress.
"How old are you, Yvette?" he asked me.
I looked to him in the mirror. "Eighteen."
He laughed, rolling his eyes. "Damn. No wonder you're so tight!"
His comment was rude and offensive, but I kept smiling. "Did you enjoy your evening, Gabe?"
"Fuck, yeah," he said, sitting up. He flicked ash carelessly onto the floor. "You like doing what you do?"
I pursed my lips in a coy smile. "Of course."
"'Of course,'" he echoed. "So, how much?"
I frowned. "How much for what?" I asked.
He chuckled. "Don't give me that. I'm a millionaire, babe. How much to own you?"
I bristled and stared at his reflection, my smile fading. "I'm for rent, Mr. Cabrizzi," I said. "Not for sale."
He chuckled. "We'll see, babe, we'll see. Any chick can be owned. It's just a matter of price."
***
I called up Cleo again the following day. "I'm not gonna be owned, Cleo!" I declared before she even finished saying hello.
"Well, good morning to you, too."
I sighed. "I'm sorry," I said, and made an effort to calm down. "Good morning."
She chuckled. "I'm assuming you're referring to Mr. Cabrizzi," she said. "You know, I went back and forth about setting you up with him."
"What the hell was he talking about?"
Cleo sighed heavily into her phone. "Sometimes, a client will offer to 'buy out' a particular girl. Essentially, he has to match an amount equal to twice what a girl would make for a given period of time, if she worked every day—"
I winced. It was too early in the day for such double-talk. "Cleo."
She was quiet a moment. "He's offered $350,000 to own you for six months," she said.
I was struck speechless, clutching the phone tightly in my hand.
"You would get two-thirds of that," she continued. "A little over two hundred and thirty grand."
"Holy shit," I breathed, finding my voice at last.
"Now, being owned means that you have to always be available for him . . . and for anyone else he brings along."
I swallowed nervously. "What do you mean?"
"Well, he might want you to entertain business guests. It's not uncommon for owned girls to do gang-bangs, or cater to certain fantasies. These types of men seem to enjoy that. It doesn't matter what time of day or night, if he wants you, you have to be ready. There are no headaches, and being on your period doesn't mean you're safe, either."
I swallowed nervously. "Jesus."
"It's not often we get an offer like this," said Cleo. "Especially not for a girl as new as you. But I get the feeling Mr. Cabrizzi wants you while you're still 'fresh.'"
I was trembling. "D-do I have to say yes?"
"No, of course not," said Cleo quickly. "It is entirely up to you. If you say no, it's not going to ruin your standing with us."
"Wh-what do you think I should do?" I asked her.
"Do you like him?"
I hesitated for a moment, remembering the night before. "Well, he's kind'a rude . . . ."
"If you agreed to be owned by him, you would stay with him, in his house. You'd basically be a kept woman. A sex-slave. And Gabriel Cabrizzi lives out of town."
I shuddered. "I'd have to withdraw from the semester."
"Yes, you would."
"You don't think I should do it, do you?"
"Honestly? No. Not at all. I know Gabe. I know him very well. He wants you because you're young and still have that innocent look. Guys like him, they want to take cute young things like you and twist them around, abuse them."
I trembled, imagining all sorts of cruel and degrading scenarios. "I don't wanna do it," I said.
"I didn't think so," said Cleo, her voice soft again. "I already sent a reply on your behalf this morning."
I laughed into the phone, feeling relieved. "You're like my big sister, you know that?"
"I know, honey. I'm gonna look out for you."
I let out a sigh of relief, reached for my cigarettes. "Okay, so . . . got another one for me? Someone normal?"
Cleo laughed. "Well, now that you mention it, there's a businessman in town who would like a little company tonight . . . ."
***
Throughout the rest of spring, I averaged four dates a week. Most were businessmen, but a few were locals who had the money and nothing better to do than enjoy an eager teenaged girl for the night. I went to parties, restaurants, public functions and private clubs in my role as escort, and became more and more adept at conversation and high society. I developed quite the sharp wit and learned a few things about business, enough to impress my dates and their friends.
I gave myself willingly to every man I was paired with. On rare occasions, James dropped me off at a client's house, where I remained for the night, acting as private dancer and personal slut, satisfying my client in every way he wanted before calling James to pick me up in the wee hours of the morning.
Many of my clients were courteous and respectful, treating me like a princess to be admired. Others were crass and rude, seeing me as little more than a high-priced hooker from which they were determined to get their money's worth. I always managed to find something attractive or arousing about nearly every man I was with, and more often than not enjoyed the sex I shared with them, whether it be tender and sweet or rough and animalistic. I liked it both ways.
But some men -- a very small percentage of those I spent time with -- had no redeeming qualities, and while I bucked and thrashed against them like the eager little whore I essentially was, faking my orgasms, I couldn't wait for such dates to be over.
Cleo told me she was careful to pair me with men whom she thought I would like, but when it came down to it, she really did not know every man's tastes and preferences, especially among newer clients. Sometimes, my clients were the result of a roll of the dice, as it were. Sometimes I hit jackpot, sometimes I did not.
For the most part, however, I was enjoying myself. The majority of my clients were gracious men who treated me well and appreciated what I did for them, both in the bedroom and out. I even earned a few regulars, men I liked that I allowed to request me (Cleo said I could list some men as 'favorites,' so that when they called the service, I was one of the first to be made available for them).
Life was good. I worked when I wanted, took time off when necessary to devote to studying. The money I made insured I would never have to worry about my bills. I felt in control of my life.
***
The end of my first year of college brought about a sense of relief. I had studied hard for my finals and was rewarded with three As and two Bs. My grade point average sat at a very comfortable and respectable 3.6.
As the summer began, I was anticipating taking a vacation to Mexico, or maybe a Mediterranean cruise. I could certainly afford it, after all. Through Cleo, I had opened a 'corporate' account into which I deposited most of my money, some of which was invested and slowly began earning me dividends. I was free to draw upon the account whenever I wanted.
I decided to take some time off from 'dating.' While I enjoyed my profession, I felt I needed a break from the parade of men. I wanted to enjoy being, as Cleo said, 'little old me.'
In the meantime, Julie and I had become pretty close friends. While I had not told her about my profession, over time she began to wonder why I never dated guys from school and where I went three, four or five nights a week. Whenever she came over, she commented on my clothes and decorations -- while I heeded Cleo's advice about being too gregarious in my spending, I still liked to surround myself with certain creature comforts -- and it was obvious she was beginning to suspect something.
"What do your folks do again?" she asked one afternoon, a week after finals. We sat watching TV and eating popcorn, just a couple of teenagers. I liked my 'girl time' with Julie. It was a relaxing contrast to the evenings I spent as a 'society girl.'
"My dad's an electrician," I told her. "Mom works at a real estate office."
Julie nodded. I could tell her wheels were spinning.
I sighed, picking up the bowl of popcorn from my lap and setting it on my new claw-footed mahogany coffee table. "Just say it, Julie."
She gave an innocent look. "Say what?"
"Or . . . ask, whatever," I said, frustrated. I met her gaze, waiting.
She took a breath, making her full breasts swell, and looked away a moment. A little smile crossed her face. "You don't have a job," she said. "And when you did, you lived like a typical college student. Now, it's like, every time I come over, you've got a bigger TV, or better furniture . . . you've gone from two mattresses stacked on the floor to one of those 'SleepNumber' beds with six-hundred-count sheets. Not to mention all the new jewelry, and those clothes in your closet . . . ."
"You've been in my closet?" I asked, defensive.
She gave a sheepish, apologetic look. "I snuck a peek, once," she said. "Look, I'm not trying to intrude—"
"Oh, really?"
Julie stared at me. "What's going on?" she asked softly, full of concern for me.
I looked away and lit a cigarette. "Nothing."
"Where do you go at night?" she asked, pressing the issue. "I mean, sometimes I'd call at one, two o'clock in the morning on a school night, and you don't answer."
"Maybe I'm sleeping," I said wryly.
"You don't have a boyfriend," Julie continued, then laughed sharply. "And you don't have a girlfriend. But sometimes, when I'd see you in class, you'd have that look."
I tapped my cigarette, not looking at her. "What look?"
"Like you got some," she said knowingly. "And got it good."
I sighed, pulled on my cigarette. I realized my hands were shaking a little.
Julie uncurled from the floor and crawled up on the couch, facing me. "Look, Alyssa," she said emphatically. "I'm not the National Enquirer. I'm not gonna go blab your secrets to anybody. I'm just your friend. And, to be honest, I'm a little worried about you."
I bit my lip, contemplating whether or not to tell her the truth.
"Are you having an affair with a married man?" she asked, her lips curled in a devilish grin. "Or . . . one of the professors?"
"Julie . . . ."
"Come on, tell me!" she insisted. "I swear, I'll never tell anybody! Promise! So who is it? Professor Karnowski? I've seen the way he checks you out—"
I finally looked to her. "You really wanna know?"
She bit her lip, big brown eyes glowing. "Yeah," she whispered.
I took a deep breath to steel myself . . . and told her.
***
Julie stared at me in disbelief once I was finished. Her mouth hung open in shock. I could tell she thought differently about me now. I hoped it wasn't a bad thing.
"You . . . you're a . . . call-girl?" she asked breathlessly.
I nodded, and lit another cigarette. I blew a plume of smoke into the air, watched it dissipate in the air as a breeze blew through the open balcony door. "Yup."



"Holy shit!" Julie exclaimed.
I looked to her, saw the way she had clapped her hands over her mouth. Her eyes were even wider than before. Slowly, she dragged her hands away from her face, her fingers steepled beneath her chin. She was smiling, strangely impressed. "What's it like?"
I shrugged. "I have fun, most of the time," I said. I tapped ash off my cigarette. "Most of the men are pretty cool."
"So, what do you do with them?" she asked, genuinely interested. "Do you do kinky stuff? Like, melted honey and whips and chains and shit like that?"
I laughed. "Sometimes I get kinky," I admitted. "But I pretty much get the normal guys."
"And they pay you?"
I sighed. "Yeah. They pay me."
"How much?"
I looked Julie in the eye. "Why all the questions? What, you wanna do it? 'Cause I can probably set it up."
Julie gasped and reared back, giving me a startled look. "N-no!" she exclaimed. Her eyes bounced up and down. "I-I was just curious. That's all."
"Julie."
"What."
"I was kidding."
She slowly lifted her eyes and tentatively smiled. "Oh."
I pulled on my cigarette, tapped it over the Waterford ashtray. "Look. I'm not gonna try to make excuses for why I do it. I like it, I really do. I'm not gonna do it forever, but for right now, until I get tired of it . . . ."
Julie was quiet, picking her nails. "Are we still gonna be friends?" she asked.
I laughed suddenly. "Of course we are," I said. "Why would you even ask that?"
Julie shrugged and smiled. "I like being your friend," she said simply.
I smiled back. "And I like being yours."
We shared a moment, then, one of those -- and there had been more and more such moments over the course of the previous months -- in which I thought that perhaps Julie and I might become more than just friends. God, she had such full, soft lips, and a cute, round face. In some ways, she seemed even younger than I. She was certainly less experienced, that I knew.
At that particular moment, I felt the urge, which I instinctively knew she would not refuse, to push her back and peel of her clothes. I imagined tasting her, another girl, for the first time, imagined the expression of pleasure on Julie's cherubic face as I pried her open and slipped my tongue—
We were both startled by the loud knock at the door, bringing us out of our mutual revelry.
Who could that be?
Julie settled a hand on her heart as we both looked to the door. My own was pounding, like that of a little girl who was about to be caught, in the bedroom with a boy, by her mother. With a self-admonishing sigh, I got up from the couch and answered the door.
"Gary!"
He smiled sheepishly, standing there in jeans and a polo shirt, his hands in his pockets. "Hi."
"Oh, God!" I exclaimed happily, and wrapped my arms around him, hugging him close. I hadn't seen Gary in months, not since that one and only time we had made love. I squeezed him tightly, pressing my body against his. He seemed startled by my reaction to his unexpected return, but quickly lifted his arms and hugged me back.
I lifted my head, and kissed his lips. "I missed you," I said.
He looked surprised. "You did?"
I giggled, and grabbed his hands, pulling him into my apartment. "Of course, silly," I said.
Gary smiled, looking relieved. He saw Julie, however, and his smile faded. "Oh . . . hi."
I giggled again. "Gary, this is my friend Julie. Julie, this Gary."
Julie lifted her hand and wiggled her fingers. "Hi." Her eyes wandered over him, as did mine. In the months since I had last seen him, Gary had obviously been working out. His pudge was gone, his waist looked more trim, his shoulders a little more broad. Damn, he looked a good four or five years younger.
"So . . . what's going on?" I asked, holding his hands.
Gary seemed uncomfortable talking in Julie's presence. I picked up on that right away. "Come on," I said, and pulled him toward the balcony. Gary followed, and I closed the door behind us. I sat down on one of the folding wooden chairs I had recently purchased, gave Gary an expectant look.
"Terry left me," he said.
My smile vanished. I felt immediate sympathy for him. "Oh, Gary," I said, and shot to my feet, hugging him again. He held me close, squeezing my shoulders.
"I'm sorry, baby," I whispered, rubbing my cheek against his chest.
Gently, he pushed me back. I sat down once again. Gary took out his cigarettes and lit up, pacing as he smoked.
"She found out about us," he said. "Actually, she found about those Sunday afternoons. You remember Saul?"
I nodded, frowning.
Gary sighed. "I discovered he was doctoring tech reports, and falsifying time sheets for some of the guys in shipping in exchange for kickbacks. I had to fire him."
I sighed, understanding the gist of what happened next. "So he told your wife."
Gary nodded. He gritted his teeth, his expression revealing his pain. "She took Steve and Joyce. She took my kids, Alyssa!"
I trembled, feeling my eyes swell with tears. "I'm sorry," I said amid a puff of air.
Gary was quiet, smoking silently, staring at the wooden floor of the balcony. "Yeah, well . . . can't do anything about it now."
"I wish I could," I said earnestly.
Gary looked to me, reading my face. His eyes drifted down my body, settling upon my hands. He smiled suddenly.
"You still have the ring," he said.
I looked down at the band he had given me, ran my thumb across the top. The diamonds caught the sunlight, refracting light in half a dozen brilliant shades. The butterfly seemed to glow, but maybe that was just my imagination. "Yeah."
"I kept wanting to call you," he said. "I wanted to see you. I just—"
"Gary, it's okay."
His eyes were lined with red. He was trying not to cry. "God, I've missed you."
I stared into his eyes. "I've missed you, too."
He bit his lip, pulled on his cigarette, then flicked it over the railing. "What've you been up to?" he asked.
I shrugged. How could I tell him? "Just . . . you know. School and st—"
"I wanna make love to you," he said abruptly.
I stopped, blinking, looking away. "Gary—"
"I-I'm sorry," he said. "I don't know why I said that."
I stood slowly, wiped my hands on my jeans. I reached for Gary's hands, held them in a tight grip. I looked up at his face. "I'm not the same girl you used to know," I said.
He pursed his lips, nodded slowly. "You got a boyfriend now?"
"Kind'a. It's . . . casual."
He nodded again. "I respect that," he said, then snorted ruefully. I could tell he was disappointed. "Bad enough I cheated on my wife, huh? Don't want you doing the same."
"Gary, baby—"
"Don't."
I frowned. "Don't what?"
He gripped my hands, bore into my eyes. "Don't make me think we could be together again."
I started to speak, then stopped myself. I lowered my eyes. "Okay."
Gary took a breath, let it out. "Um . . . I should go."
"You don't have to."
He laughed darkly. "Yeah, I do," he said, and slid open the door. I followed him back inside. Julie still sat on the floor, watching TV, but I could tell she wasn't paying attention to it.
Gary headed to the door, pulled it open. He stopped and turned back. "Maybe . . . maybe I could call you sometime?"
I smiled. "I'd like that."
Gary matched my smile, just for a moment, then turned and headed down the stairs to his car. I waited until I couldn't see him anymore before closing the door. I leaned against it with a heavy sigh.
"So, um," came Julie's voice from the living room. "Wanna play Scrabble?"
I started laughing. I don't know why, really. Maybe I needed to release the tension somehow. I shoved away from the door. "Sure," I said.
***
Later that evening, after Julie left, I sat watching TV after taking a long bath. Surrounded by the fragrance of the Fa soap I now used -- it made my skin so soft and supple -- I felt relaxed and ready for bed. I was just waiting for my eyes to get heavy. I smoked a cigarette, watching some program on Discovery about Siamese twins.
When the knock came, I wasn't entirely surprised.
I knew who it was. I rose to my feet, not bothering with clothes, and opened the door wide. I wanted him to see me in all my glorious nudity.
Gary stared at me, eyes becoming immediately glazed over in passion. He lowered the bouquet of roses and the bottle of strawberry vodka in his hands.
I gave him a smoldering look. "Wanna . . . come inside?" I asked.
Gary didn't miss the double entendre of my question. "God, yes," he breathed, stepping over the threshold. He dropped the roses and bottle to the floor -- thank God for Berber carpeting! -- and gathered me in his arms. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and smothered my lips against his. His hands cupped my cheeks, supporting my weight. I felt the tips of his fingers brushing my puckered anus and slick lips.
"Oh, Alyssa, I've been dreaming about you," he whispered between fervent kisses.
"I'll make those dreams come true," I promised, sucking on his lips and running my hands over his chest.
Gary chuckled. "Hope you don't have to work tomorrow," he said.
I grinned, staring into his dark eyes. "Even if I did, I'd call in."
***
I cried and moaned as I came for the third or fourth time, shoving my ass back against Gary as he pounded into me from behind. My pussy clamped down hard on his dick, wanting to make him cum as well. He grabbed a handful of my long blonde hair, jerking my head back, and drove his cock deep inside me. I felt his balls slapping against my dripping clit over and over.
"Alyssa!" he cried. "I'm gonna cum, baby!"
I slipped forward, feeling his hard dick pop out of my cunt, and whirled around on all fours. Eagerly, savagely, I sucked his slick penis into my mouth, moaning at the taste of my own cum. Gary gasped and shoved in deep, pushing his cock into my throat as he came.
The warm fluid rush of his orgasm flowed down my throat, and I swallowed the first few spurts before pulling back to savor the rest of his essence on my tongue. Gary trembled and moaned above me, holding my head close, massaging my scalp, hissing with pleasure as I nursed his sensitive dick.
He eventually collapsed against the bed, supporting himself for a moment on one hand as I continued sucking his spent dick. It flopped out of my mouth, shiny, wet, and dripping. Gary rolled over onto his back on my bed, his feet still on the floor. I kissed and licked all around his crotch, lapping up little drops of pearly jism here and there, suckling gently on his sweaty, musky balls. Gary mumbled something, petting my hair.
I finally lifted up and slid over him, pressing my sticky lips to his. "I really missed you, Gary," I said.
He brought up heavy hands and stroked my back. "I . . . I love you, Alyssa . . . ."
***
We were like a couple, the following day, and for the next couple of weeks after that. Gary stayed with me every night, and we made every single day. He took me to lunch, dinner, movies, and we went shopping together. For those precious, wonderful days, I forgot all about my profession as an escort, forgot all about the dozens of men I had been with. It was just me and Gary, and I loved every little moment.
My nineteenth birthday happened to fall in that time, and after dinner with my parents ("He's such a nice man," my mother told me. "Where'd you meet him?") Gary took me down to the coast to celebrate. He gave me a diamond-studded bracelet, engraved with our initials separated by a heart ('GJ luvs AG'), and a book of erotic poetry. We made love tenderly on the beach. For the first time, with the waves lapping at our feet and the morning sun warming our naked bodies, we told each other 'I love you' at the same time.
It was strange, I remember, as I realized my love for him. I had thought that I would never think of Gary as anything more than a dear friend, a cherished lover. I thought that my love was reserved only for Ian. But I was wrong. I loved both men, for different reasons. And I loved them both equally.
But unlike Ian, Gary was a man I could have.
By the time we returned home, I was seriously considering giving up everything and spending the rest of my life with Gary. I started imagining writing my name as Alyssa Jackson, driving a mini-van full of kids to school, going to PTA meetings and shopping for anniversary gifts. I wondered where Gary and I would go on our honeymoon.
I went out shopping a couple days after we came back from the coast, picking up items to make Gary's favorite meal: steak and potatoes. I loved his simple tastes. I selected the best ribeyes from the meat counter of the supermarket, grabbed a bunch of broccoli and a couple of big, ripe spuds. I thought about picking out a bottle of wine, but wasn't sure if I would be carded. I decided I would let Gary head out for 'refreshments,' once I got back.
The apartment was quiet when I stepped through the door. I knew Gary liked to watch the Sci-Fi channel, and being a Friday, some of his favorite shows were on. Yet Gary wasn't on the couch as I had expected.
"Honey?" I called out.
"In here."
The tenor of his voice bespoke something ominous. I set the bags on the floor and approached the bedroom. I quivering feeling began in my chest. "B-baby?"
I stepped into the doorway, saw Gary sitting on the bed. It was still unmade from that morning's lovemaking. He held a tiny black cell phone in his hand, running his thumb across the surface. My heart fell in my chest. It was my phone, the one James had given me.
"Were you ever gonna tell me?" he asked.
I fell against the door frame, slapping my hand over my heart. "H-honey—"
He shot me an acidic look. "Don't even," he said harshly. "A woman called, asked for you. I asked who she was, and she hung up on me."
I struggled to catch my breath. My world was falling apart.
"That got me thinking," he continued. "I had seen the clothes in your closet, your new jewelry box. Maybe I shouldn't have, but I started looking. And I found . . . ." he reached under the sheets beside him and produced a little moleskin notebook. My moleskin, which I used as a sort of journal for my dates.
He flipped it open, glanced through some of the pages. "Thomas Dunson," he said. "Robert Avery. Mykel Johnson. Alejandro Ruiz." He slapped the little book closed and glared at me. "You've been busy."
"G-Gary—" I began.
"You. Fucking. WHORE!"
I fell to my knees on the floor, the tears flowing down my face.
"I told you I loved you!" he shouted angrily, lurching to his feet. "And now I find out . . . I knew what you were before, Alyssa. That's how we met, I know that. But I never thought . . . I was so wrong about you."
I convulsed, looking up at him through the watery film of my tears. "P-please," I managed to say.
He seethed as he glared down upon me. "Save the begging for when your next client is shoving his dick in your face," he spat, then stomped past me.
"Gary!" I cried, reaching for him. I wanted to chase after, but I didn't have the strength. "Gary!"
The door slammed shut behind him, making the walls rattle. I collapsed on the ground, beating my fists impotently against the carpet.
"Gary . . . I love you . . . ."
***
I didn't answer the phone for days. I knew it wasn't Gary calling. I didn't go out. I turned on the TV and flipped through the channels blankly. I didn't shower or bathe. I smoked cigarette after cigarette, drank every beer and bottle I had, which was quite a bit, and ordered pizza because I didn't want to leave my apartment.
The delivery boy who brought my order stared at me like he was looking at a hag. I suppose I did look like something out of a nightmare, with my runny makeup smeared across my face and the reek of cigarettes and alcohol on my breath. Even flashing my smelly, stubbly pussy didn't have the effect it had had before.
I remember sitting on my couch, surrounded by empty beer cans and bottles of liquor, the Waterford ashtray overflowing with cigarette butts, holding a kitchen knife poised over my left wrist. The bracelet Gary gave me glittered dimly in the light. I swayed drunkenly, waiting for the courage to make that decisive cut that would end it all. I was only vaguely aware of the pounding on my door.
"Jus' a minit," I mumbled, and closed my eyes, settling the blade against my skin.
The door burst open.
I cried out, startled, jerking my hand away.
"Ohmigod!" gasped Julie, staring at me. Behind her stood Cleo. Ian leaned against the door, having smashed his way in. Their eyes were wide with worry and fear.
I looked down at my wrist, saw the thick red line of blood as it trickled down my arm. I looked up at them, at my friends, my vision blurry. "Oops." Then the world went black.
***
I stared at the gauze wrapped around my wrist as I sat in the hospital bed. All day long, I had been imposed upon by doctors, nurses, and social care workers. Their questions had become tiresome and repetitive.
"I was drunk and depressed!" I finally shouted at one of the latter, a pudgy little Hispanic woman who shrank back from my verbal assault. "Jesus Christ! Haven't you ever felt like shit before?"
They had stopped coming after that. It was a small comfort.
I glared at the TV suspended from the wall. All it showed was the standard, non-cable channels and a bunch of crap in Spanish. That, and the 'mood' channel, which flickered with fields of daisies and bluebonnets while playing Kenny G-type junk.
Knock, knock.
I looked to the door as Julie popped her head in. She had a cautionary smile on her face. "Hey."
I gave her a sour look, turned back to the TV. "Go away."
". . . okay."
I glanced to the door after a moment. She wasn't there. "Hey!" I cried desperately.
Her head popped around the door again. "Yeah?"
Emotions overwhelmed me, and my eyes became blurry. "I'm sorry," I blubbered.
Julie smiled and stepped into the room. "It's gonna be okay," she said, her round cheeks dripping with tears as well.
I held out my arms, like a little girl seeking absolution in the arms of a forgiving parent. Julie laughed softly, then rushed to my side and hugged me close. I smothered my face against her pillowy breasts and squeezed her with all my might.
"I'll never do it again," I sputtered. "I promise. I'll never do it again."
Julie petted my stringy, greasy hair. "You better not," she said, her voice choked. "Cause you're the best friend I got and I'm not gonna fucking lose you."
Hearing those words was all it took to break down the last of my barriers. I cried uncontrollably, sobbing and choking like a baby against Julie, finally pouring out all my pain and grief. And like the true friend that she was, Julie let me, holding me close and giving me the warmth and support I needed.
***
Julie, Cleo and Ian stood in my hospital room as I signed the release papers. I had declined the option to seek psychiatric help, despite my doctors' and nurses' urgings to do so. With my complete sobriety had come a sense of acceptance over what had happened. I had let Gary back into my life, only to push him away again once he had discovered what I had become. In a moment of drunken depression, I had almost given in to weakness.
I vowed that I would never be that weak again.
They took me home, sat with me in my living room for a while. We all tried to be flippant about the whole thing, and even I tried joking about it. But it wasn't convincing.
Cleo left first, giving me a kiss on the cheek. She had a date to meet. I smiled after her as she stepped through the door. Then Julie went, a couple of hours later, leaving me with a curiously lingering kiss on my lips. She told me to call her, "later," after glancing suspiciously to Ian, who sat beside me on the couch.



"Are you all right?" Ian asked me after Julie had left. I rolled forward on the couch, tapping my tenth or so cigarette over my ashtray. Julie had cleaned up my apartment while I was in the hospital. The clean aroma of Pine Sol and other cleaners filled the air.
I shrugged. "I will be," I said.
"He really meant something to you, didn't he?"
I sighed heavily, staring out. "I really don't want to talk about him, Ian."
He fell quiet. We watched TV for a while. I was aware of the grimy feel of my skin. Between my self-loathing and my stay in the hospital, I hadn't washed our showered in a week. I wondered how Ian put up with the smell.
I pushed up from the couch and headed to the bathroom, peeling off my clothes. "I'm gonna take a shower," I said.
Ian didn't say anything. He just watched me go.
***
I scrubbed my skin nearly raw, turning the water dial to make it as hot as I could stand it. I washed my hair, shaved my legs and pubic mound of the stubble that had formed. Finally feeling human, I switched off the spray and toweled dry. I had forgotten about Ian in the living room. I just wanted to go to bed.
I looked in the mirror, saw a more familiar me. The bags were gone, as well as the redness from my eyes. I was once more a teenaged Catholic school girl. For a moment, I thought I had stepped back in time to before it all started, before that day in the mall with Miguel and Rick . . . .
But I had not. The joys and mistakes of my life remained. I had no choice but to go on. I touched the raised welt of the cut on my wrist. It was itchy, but I refrained from scratching it. I hoped, in time, that the scar would fade.
I flipped off the light switch, stepped into my bedroom. I stopped, looking at Ian laying in my bed. He had pulled up the indigo silk sheets to his waist. His muscular chest was bare, rising and falling as he breathed slowly. His head was tilted toward me on the pillow, eyes open, watching me.
For a moment, I thought about covering up. I thought about telling him to leave. But those thoughts faded quickly, like morning mist under the sun. Instead, I padded across the carpet to the bed and drew down the covers.
He was hard, his penis hovering stiff and long above his toned abdomen. Yet there was no sense of immediate desire coming from him. I looked to Ian's face, saw the stoic look. He was letting me make the decision.
I didn't say a word. I just slipped my leg over him and moved up until I straddled his face. I wasn't wet, but that changed quickly as his tongue slipped between my puffy lips and into the hot center of my sex. I closed my eyes, letting my passion simmer and grow. I rolled my hips in slow circles, gently grinding against his mouth. He brought up his hands and gripped my firm cheeks, my hips.
"Uhn . . . ahhh . . . ." I moaned softly, pushing down firmly against Ian's mouth. I hadn't been with him in months, and my desire was telling. His tongue probed more insistently into my pussy, starting the trickling flow of fluid that dripped into his mouth. He sucked my lips and smacked his own, and I moaned with ever-increasing pleasure.
I reached down and gripped handfuls of his silver hair, pulling his head deeper between my thighs as I rode his face. I rubbed my clit against his upper lip and nose, making the lower half of his face shine with my juice. I pumped my cunt down against his mouth, and Ian stiffened his tongue to make it like a small cock that thrust up inside me. I fucked his face with hard, short motions of my hips, wanting him . . . using him . . . .
I shuddered and moaned loudly when I finally came, gushing my fluid onto his tongue. Ian moaned, tasting me, sucking me. I let the warm rush flow through my body, and groped my breasts as I mashed my sopping pussy against his face. I ran my hands through my damp hair, pulled on thick wet strands as I hissed with my much-needed release.
Then, abruptly, I pulled off Ian and slid down in the bed, turning away.
My pussy quivered with aftershocks. Ian didn't move for several moments. I nibbled my thumb, waiting for him. When he finally spooned up against me, his hard cock pressed against my cheeks, I sighed deeply. I grabbed Ian's hand, settled it upon my left breast. My nipple throbbed against his palm. He kissed my shoulder, my neck and settled comfortably beside me.
And finally, I fell asleep.
***
It was another week before I called Cleo. Ian had left the morning after our little tryst, and had not been back. Honestly, I wasn't disappointed. The dynamic of our relationship was precarious; the more time Ian spent with me, the more he lost control of me, and he knew it. So, to expect him to remain would be asking him to give up his influence, and that, Ian would not allow.
"Hi, Cleo."
"Hey, honey," she said warmly. "How are you feeling?"
I laughed softly. "Honestly?"
"Of course."
"Horny."
Cleo chuckled, a breathy, warm sound. "Alyssa, you don't have to come back. Not yet, or not ever."
I frowned. "Am I kicked out?"
She laughed again. "I think you misunderstood me, baby," she said affectionately. "You're always welcome to come back, but you're not expected to."
"I wanna come back."
"Are you sure?"
:"Yes."
"Well . . . there are a couple of men we can set you up with. They'll be gentle, I know. I've been with both of them—"
"Cleo."
"Yes, dear?"
"Give me a special client. Someone who just wants to fuck."
" . . . Alyssa, I don't think—"
"I do." I said firmly. "I want it raw. I don't wanna hear any sob stories. I wanna fuck and I wanna get fucked, as much as possible. Set it up or I walk away."
She sighed again. "Be ready by nine," she said.
***
I wasn't given any special instructions although I had been told I was going to an exclusive dance club. So I dressed in my little black dress and matching fishnet stockings. I strapped on my 'ultimate' come-fuck-me shoes -- black heels with gleaming silver spikes -- and applied blood-red lipstick and severe mascara. I covered the scar on my wrist with a spiked leather band. Staring at myself in the mirror, I decided I looked like a Gothic slut queen. My hair fell loose about my face, brushing back and forth over my dark eyes. I felt like a predator preparing for the hunt.
James dropped me off before the front door of an exclusive rave, one of those places where you stand in line while the bouncer decides who's hot enough to get in. I strode past the line of a hundred and more would-be partiers, only peripherally hearing their denouncements and jibes. The overly muscular bouncer gave me an appraising look as I stepped up before him.
"Look, you're hot, baby," he began. "But get in line like—"
"Yvette," I said, cutting him off and glaring at him through my bangs. "For Mr. Garza. Raul Garza."
The bouncer regarded me a moment, then looked down at the small clipboard he held. He nodded, then smirked. "Welcome to Club Zero," he said.
***
The music was pounding and primal, infusing me with raw, sexual energy. The club was dark and smoky, with flashing lasers and glittering strobes. I made my way through the crowd, having been told at the front door, by a raven-haired girl with a pierced eyebrow, that Raul Garza was to be found by the 'western DJ booth.' I would recognize him by his thick, shaggy hair and red silk shirt.
Men leered at me as I passed them, calling out and even reaching for me. I ignored them, shrugging them off. I was looking for one man in particular.
Raul Garza was easy to make out in the crowd. He was a tall man, lanky, athletic, good-looking. His crimson shirt was halfway unbuttoned, providing glimpses of his hairy chest as he moved. The loose cuffs of his sleeves graced his hands. A thick gold necklace hung around his neck; a Rolex graced his left wrist. He wore expensive leather pants, the creases of which caught the strobe lights of the club.
Around him, girls and women flocked like naïve moths to a flame. He flirted and casually reached for them; they giggled and flirted back, but lacked the confidence to follow through. I did not.
I boldly intruded, stepping between Raul and a couple of stupid girls who giggled and posed they way they were expected to. I barely heard their insulted protests over the music as I met Raul's eyes directly.
He seemed to recognize me right away. Not me, as a person, but me as the woman he had sent for. I took him to be the type with too much money and not enough brains to use it wisely. Probably some rich entrepreneur's son. A playboy with an inflated view of himself.
"Hello, Raul," I said.
He smirked, impressed with himself as he assessed me with draconian eyes. "Oh, I so hope you are Yvette," he said.
I grinned. "That's me, big boy," I said. "Come on."
I dragged him to the dance floor and proceeded to put on a show. All sense of etiquette fled from my mind, not that Raul would have appreciated it. This wasn't the place for a dainty lady of the evening. Raul wanted a carnal, sluttish, dance-floor queen, and that's what I gave him.
The crowd thinned out around me as I whirled and danced, tossing my hair about and running my hands up and down my body. Sweat oozed from my pores as I really got into it. I tugged on my dress top, making my tits pop out once in a while, my polished puffies catching the light from the strobes. I hiked up the hem of my skirt, splayed my legs and squatted down, leaning back with my hips gyrating and humping the air, letting anyone who cared to gaze upon my trimmed snatch. And many looked.
Applause erupted from the crowd, encouraging me. Men and girls alike surrounded me, groping, touching, fondling. I reveled in the attention, and pulled random, anonymous faces to my breasts, feeling their tongues and lips upon my nipples. I reached for hands and guided them between my legs. I groaned as I felt fingers digging deep inside me, pumping hard and fast in tempo to the music. Someone got behind me -- male or female, I didn't know and didn't care -- and thrust their wet tongue past my anus.
Other hands roamed over my body, and I sucked on fingers that came close to my mouth. I tasted sweat, nicotine, alcohol, and occasionally, the tart, sweet flavor of pussy. Whether or not it was mine I didn't care. The attention intensified by hedonistic rush. I loved being the slut on display, even as I hated what I was making myself do.
A girl got on her knees and shoved her face between my thighs, devouring my needy cunt. I gripped a handful of her dark hair and shoved my clit into her mouth, riding her face as hundreds of eyes watched, making her suck the cum out of my pussy when I came.
I bent over backward, keeping the girl's head between my legs, and a man stepped up, pulling his cock out and slipping it into my mouth. I sucked him hard and deep, taking his length all the way into my throat, and accepted every sticky, runny drop of semen he gushed into my mouth. I straightened, still dancing, caressing my body, and let some of the cum in my mouth dribble out and down my chin to my naked breasts. I made an exaggerated display of swallowing the rest and licking my glazed lips. There was more cheering.
Then, somehow, Raul was before me, grinning and holding me close. I ground against him, telling him without words that I wanted -- needed -- to fuck. My top remained down and my skirt stayed up. Cum glistened on my chest. I didn't bother to wipe my chin. I rolled my hips, grinding my naked pussy against Raul's leather-covered cock. His hands squeezed my tits roughly. I grabbed his head and forced it down, pushing one of my puffies into his mouth. He sucked hard and bit down, sinking his teeth into my tender flesh. I cried out and nearly came again.
I hadn't had a single cocktail, but I felt drunk nonetheless. My dress was little more than a black band of cloth around my waist as Raul pulled me through the club. Hands from the crowd graced my naked hips, breasts, and pussy. A girl jumped out and latched onto me for a moment, fastening her mouth to one of my tits and groping my tight box.
"I just love your videos!" she cried, sucking her slick fingers as Raul pulled me away.
"Stupid cunt," he muttered derisively once we reached a relatively quiet alcove. He looked me over. "She thinks you're a porn star."
"I am, tonight," I said, running my own fingers between my legs and licking my sweet juice from them.
"Oh?" asked Raul, fishing out a set of keys from his pocket. "Are you? Are you ready, Yvette?"
"Yes," I hissed.
He gave me a snide look, then clutched my hand and pulled me out of the alcove. Down a short hallway we went, beside a large mirror on the wall, to a door that Raul unlocked with his keys. I figured he either owned the place or was in with the manager. I didn't really care about such details.
Raul shoved me inside, making me gasp and stumble. I looked around quickly, noting a couple of large couches, ottomans, and chairs. The immense window that looked out onto the dance floor outside was the other side of the mirror I had seen. It maintained my exhibitionistic arousal. I could see the hundreds of people outside, could pretend that they saw me.
"Take it all off," Raul said, leering at me. "Except for the stockings and heels."
I needed no further encouragement. I was there to be a slut, after all. I pulled off what remained of my dress, letting the cat's head charm on my gold waist chain dance above my pussy. The flimsy dress dangled off my finger before I let it fall to the floor.
"Bring it on," I challenged.
Raul stared at me, his lust obvious. He stepped back through the door as I waited. In short order, he returned, holding the door open as several men entered the room. Four, five, six of them . . . they all looked upon me hungrily.
I wasn't the least bit intimidated or scared. My confidence was borne from the fact that I knew these men wanted me, that they would practically beg to have me. Unashamedly naked before half a dozen men, I settled my hands on my hips and stared them down. "Well?" I asked. "Who's first?"
The guys all exchanged excited and intimidated looks. Raul moved around between us. "You can only fuck her if you have a condom," he said to them.
Immediately, the men all started fumbling in their jeans and slacks, searching for that elusive package. But one man didn't bother. He was stocky and dark, and unzipped his baggy jeans as he approached me.
"I saw that little show you put on the floor," he said, extracting his hard cock. "I want some of that. Suck it, slut."
I grinned and dropped to my knees, tossing my hair back. The stocky man thrust his hips out, jabbing his stiff penis toward my face. I licked my lips, opened my mouth, and swallowed him whole on the first plunge, grinding my chin against his balls.
"Oh, shit!" he grunted, grabbing hold of my head.
In short order, men surrounded me. They pulled on my body, getting me up onto all fours atop one of the broad, round ottomans. I kept the stocky man's cock in my drooling mouth as I felt someone pushing into me from behind. I whimpered and moaned, experiencing the thrill of being filled from both ends. The men's rude, crass voice filled the air.
"Fuck yeah!"
"Do that bitch!"
"A cock in her mouth and one up her cunt!"
"Yeah, you like that, don't'cha, bitch!"
"Do it, dude! Fuck the slut's mouth!"
Their offensive words fueled, but as to why, I will never really know. I reveled in the role of the slut, the whore, the gang-bang girl. The cocks pounded in and out of me at both ends. I sucked hard on one, squeezed the other with my pussy. I was a woman possessed, desiring nothing other than crude, raw hedonism.
It wasn't long before I came, gasping and panting around the thrusting cock in my mouth, drool dripping down my chin, and the men followed soon after. A flood of warm syrup gushed to my tonsils just as I felt the firm throbbing of the cock inside my pussy and the tight grip of hands clutching my cheeks. The shuddering moans of the man fucking me told me he was cumming, filling the condom.
The dick in my mouth pulled out, making semen drip from my lips. I swallowed what I could, licking my lips before another cock took its place, plunging into my hungry mouth. The spent dick in my cunt slipped out, and another pushed in. I moaned, sucking and fucking desperately. My hands were lifted and wrapped around throbbing penises. I stroked and tugged on them, keeping them ready for their turn in my holes. I grunted with each hard shove of the cocks that penetrated my cunt.
I came again and again, eventually becoming incoherent. The men took turns in my mouth and cunt, fucking me as I was bent over on all fours, then as I was flipped over and laid on my back. Men masturbated over me, and I heard them joking crudely and commenting on my body and eagerness to satisfy them. Semen was splattered all over my face, upon my tits, on my swollen pussy.
At one point, after at least half a dozen men had fucked my increasingly loose pussy, they pulled off their condoms and poured the warm, gritty contents into a martini glass. It was tilted to my lips, and I struggled to gulp it all down as the men -- there had to be at least ten or more in the room by then -- chanted "Chug! Chug! Chug!" They applauded loudly as I swallowed the last gooey drop.
I lost track of how many cocks invaded me, how many spurts of semen splashed into my mouth or upon my body. I was aware only of a numbness, a detached feeling, as my body was used, defiled. After a while, I stopped cumming, but the men did not. I was getting tired, and I wanted to stop, but it did not deter them. I didn't need to move other than to work my jaw and hold my legs open. I was a plaything, a receptacle.
It was hours before it was all over.
I lay upon one of the couches, tasting the mingled cream of well over a dozen men in my mouth. My pussy throbbed; I was incredibly sore and gaping. I forced open my eyes, looking up at the ceiling, but my vision was blurry. My head was spinning, yet I had not consumed a single drop of alcohol. I realized I was light-headed from all the sex. Men I didn't know -- and never would -- had had their way with me. And I had let them, willingly and eagerly.
Someone was cleaning my body with a warm, wet cloth, starting at my face and working down. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation, the only moment of tenderness I had felt the entire night. When the gentle warmth slipped between my legs, I spread my thighs wide. I murmured with pleasure, even though my swollen pussy ached from all the relentless pounding.
I felt something soft, yet firm, press against my swollen labia, realized it was a mouth. But not a man's mouth. This was tender and sweet, and knew just where to lick and suck. I lifted my head a moment, glancing down. All I saw was a head of long blonde hair between my thighs. I heard the unknown woman's muffled moans and sighs as she lapped at me.
And then a shadow passed over my face, a man's slender but muscular thigh. A hard cock hovered before my face for a moment before easing past my lips. I sucked it automatically, even though my jaw was tired. I watched the man's hips move back and forth as he fucked my mouth, tasted the sweet oozing oil on my tongue.
The woman's mouth left my pussy, and the man pulled back from my face. I looked up, smacking my lips, and saw Raul smiling down upon me. He moved down my body, his cock slick and wet and poised to enter my swollen tunnel.
"I'm going to fuck you now," he said.
"Mmmmm . . . ." was all I could respond.
I felt him push his cock inside me, which made me wince at yet another penetration. He started moving faster and faster, and I could just see the blonde-haired woman on her knees behind him, watching as he pumped his slick shaft in and out of me. It was only then that I realized he was fucking me with his naked cock.



It was too late to protest now, and honestly, I didn't want to. I clutched Raul's hard body and met his every thrust eagerly. My pussy was inflamed from all the cocks it had known already that night, yet still, I wanted to make Raul cum. I wanted to feel it inside me. I needed that one last indignity.
He finally tensed and grunted, then sighed loudly with his release. The hot flow of his cum filled my aching cunt, and I moaned with one last, soft, rolling orgasm as well, squeezing his gushing cock. I felt like a fire was being put out inside me, the flames of my reckless passion doused by the seed of this stranger.
Raul slipped his dripping, cum-smeared dick from my cunt and moved back up over me, easing his pole down into my mouth. I eagerly sucked and licked him clean, tasting our mingled essence. I moaned around his dick as I felt the woman's mouth once again on my pussy, licking out Raul's cum. The feeling was delicious. She spread my lips wide apart and lapped as far into my hole as her tongue would reach. She smacked her lips and moaned, devouring his cum and mine mingled together.
Raul finally pulled out of my mouth and leaned over to kiss my sticky lips. "What a good little whore you are," he whispered in my ear. I could only murmur in response.
After several minutes, I sat up on the couch, looking around. The air in the room was thick and cloying with the aroma of spent semen, and stains soaked into the floor and ottoman. But no other trace of the men remained. I saw an open door to a small bathroom, and stumbled on wobbly legs toward it. My pussy was tender and red from all the abuse it had suffered. I realized I would have to wait a few days before taking another client.
I looked briefly at my face in the mirror. Most of my makeup was gone. My eyes were puffy, but the mascara had not run. A few dried streaks of semen decorated the bridge of my nose and forehead. My lips felt tender and numb. Strands of my long blonde hair were sticky and dark with sperm. Every breath I expelled from between my lips carried with it the aroma of cum.
I washed up quickly, returned to the room and retrieved my dress and purse. I called James, and he told me he knew the club pretty well and how I could leave without being noticed. I met him in a dank, poorly-lit alley behind the building a few minutes later, standing on shaky legs. I collapsed in the back of the Lincoln, every muscle below my waist aching.
I cried softly for a while, berating myself for what I had done. But I felt strangely cleansed, despite the stench of cum that surrounded me. In a way, I felt, I had exorcised my demons.
But, damn was I exhausted. How many men, Alyssa? I asked myself. How many cocks did you fuck and suck tonight?
I licked my lips, feeling them dry. My mouth was pasty with the residue of so many different flavors of semen. I had heartburn from all the fluid that had graced my throat.
"We're home, Miss Yvette," James said to me, looking at me in the rearview mirror.
I didn't budge. I couldn't. My strength had fled.
James put the Lincoln in park, got out. He opened the rear door, reached inside. I wondered if he was disgusted by the smell that surrounded my body. If he was, he didn't show it. He lifted me effortlessly, and I curled up in his arms, hanging onto him. I really didn't know this man, but he was my protector, my guardian. I knew I could trust him.
He carried me up the flights of stairs to my apartment door, and I managed to find the wit to unlock it with my key. Once inside, James set me down on my couch and began pulling off my clothes. I wondered for a moment if he intended to fuck me, but he disappeared into my bedroom and came back with a blanket from my bed. He wrapped my body snugly, then started a pot of coffee in the kitchen.
With effort, I sat up, holding the blanket around my body. "Why do you do it?" I asked him.
James turned to me, looking over the little breakfast bar of my apartment. "I might ask you the same question," he said.
I lowered my eyes, feeling ashamed. "Does it . . . does it ever bother you?"
I heard him sigh, and he came around toward me. Without the chauffeur's hat to cast shadows over his face, I realized he was actually very handsome, and did not appear as old as I had always believed. He had a square jaw and small eyes, a slightly crooked nose. There was an element of strength to him.
"Honestly," he said. "Only on nights like this."
I felt the tears forming again. "I don't know why I did it," I said, trying to control my voice. "I-I just felt that—"
"Yvette," he said, then stepped closer. He lowered himself before me. "Alyssa."
I blinked, staring at him. "You know my name?"
He nodded. "I know just about everything about you," he said matter-of-factly. "What I don't know is why a beautiful girl such as you would allow herself to be abused the way you were tonight."
I sniffled. "I deserved it," I whispered.
His strong eyes searched mine. "Maybe," he said. "But I'll tell you right now: if you keep doing things like this, you're going to have a different driver."
He stood and headed back into the kitchen. I followed him with my eyes, watched as he poured a cup of coffee. The aroma of Arabica beans filled my apartment. He brought the cup to me, having already added cream and sugar the way I liked it.
I couldn't help but smile. "How do you know so much about me?" I asked.
James' eyes were stoic. "It's my job to know," he said. He stood, turned to the door, then paused. "Oh. Here." He took out another crimson envelope, dropped it on the coffee table. It was thicker and heavier than any of the others he had given me before.
I stared at it for a long moment, then lifted my head as my driver -- my protector, my guardian -- opened the door. "James."
He hesitated a moment, not looking at me.
"I don't want another driver."
He didn't speak, but I thought I detected a slight curl at the corner of his mouth. He just nodded curtly, and left.
I sipped my coffee, found the remote for the TV and switched it on. Four in the morning, there wasn't much on except infomercials. I really didn't want to watch anything; I just wanted the reassurance that I wasn't alone in the world.
I finally reached for the red envelope. On every occasion I had opened one, I had found ten one hundred dollar bills inside. I breathed in as, this time, I counted ten, then twenty, then thirty, then forty . . . .
I stopped counting, slapped the envelope down in my lap. The amount of money I had received for my first gang-bang was ridiculous. Rather than feel rewarded, I felt even more cheapened, and ashamed. It was my last humiliation.
Never again, Alyssa, I told myself. You've paid your penance. Never again.
. . . to be continued . . .
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Part Four: Back In The Groove
I was still a little sore the following morning after the gang-bang. There were faint bruises on my inner thighs and knees, and my hips hurt from being spread open for so long. Bu the discomfort would fade, I knew. As I hoped my heartache over Gary would.
Julie came over that afternoon, bringing sweet and sour chicken and Diet Coke. I hugged her at the door, thanking her for her friendship. We sat on the floor and ate in silence for a while. I could sense that Julie had something on her mind. But I waited for her to bring it up.
"You went out last night," she said, giving me a skittish look.
I picked at my fried rice. "Yeah."
"Was it . . . was it like that?" she asked awkwardly.
I knew what she meant. My eyes flashed to hers, so big and round and sweet. I remembered when I felt as innocent as she looked. "Yeah. It was like that."
She sighed. I could tell she was disappointed. "Why?" she asked.
I shrugged. "It's my job," I said.
Her hands fell to her lap and she gave me a look that seemed to say, 'don't give me that shit.'
I wiped my mouth. "You wanna know the truth?"
Her eyes were unwavering. "Yeah. I wanna know the truth."
I breathed in, gathering my courage. I did not look at her as I spoke. "I didn't know what sex really was for the longest time," I said. "I mean, everyone knows what it is, but . . . see, I always had this idea, this image of sex as . . . something special, something unique, to be shared between two people who really love each other."
Julie stared at me. "It can be that way," she said.
I nodded. "I know. And it's been that way for me . . . a few times."
Julie didn't say anything, waiting for me to continue. I put down my chopsticks and reached for my cigarettes. I lit one, breathing out smoke. I wondered why I was so nervous. Maybe it was because I had never really thought about the journey I had begun until that moment.
"But I found out, pretty quickly," I continued, pulling on my cigarette. "Sex can be something else. It can be a tool. And that's not necessarily a bad thing."
"I don't think that way," Julie said.
I cocked my head. "You sure?"
She frowned. "I'm not like you," she said emphatically.
I scoffed, defensive. "Every woman is like me, at least once in a while."
Julie ground her teeth. Now she was uncomfortable, looking down. She poked at her stir fry as she listened.
"When I'm with a man, he knows what he's going to get," I said. "I don't have to be coy, or pretend to play hard to get. He's going to get laid, and he knows it."
"Because that's what he's paying for," Julie said accusingly.
"And when you go out with a guy, it's different?"
Julie glared. "I'm not a whore," she said bitingly.
I laughed darkly, feeling a righteous need to justify myself. "So what do you call yourself after a guy has paid for dinner and a movie, brought you roses, maybe scored some beer at the corner store? When you're flat on your back, and he's inside you, and you're screaming your lungs out 'cause it feels so fucking good—"
"You don't get it," said Julie, her eyes vibrating with a mixture of emotions. She was hurt and angry, and I couldn't blame her. "It's different, Alyssa. I don't go out with a guy because I'm going to sleep with him. I do it only if I want to."
She pushed herself to her feet and stared down at me. "Have you ever been with a guy who didn't pay you to fuck him?" she asked rudely.
I couldn't answer.
Julie snorted derisively. "I thought so. You know, one of these days, you're gonna take a look in the mirror and not like what you see." She headed to the door, paused a moment, still glaring at me. "And by the way, when I go out with a guy, I usually go Dutch." Then she jerked open the door and slammed it shut behind her as she left. I listened to her footfalls as they retreated rapidly down the stairs.
I suddenly felt like throwing up.
***
I was worried about having had unprotected sex with Raul. Cleo had told me that under no circumstances was I to ever 'ride bareback' when with a client. If she ever found out I had had unprotected sex, I would be dropped immediately. Naturally, therefore, I didn't tell her.
I headed to the drug store, bought one of those mail-in kits that guaranteed results within seventy-two hours. I took the test, sent it in. The following few days were nerve-wracking. I hated to even consider the possibility that I might have contracted HIV.
Finally, I called the one-eight-hundred number, put in the code for my order, and waited.
"Your HIV status is . . ." said a computerized woman's voice. I bit my lip and waited, crossing my fingers.
"Negative. Thank you for using—"
I slapped my phone closed and fell back on the bed with a relieved sigh. I stared up at the ceiling, crossing myself. Thank you, God!
***
I met Cleo for lunch at a little outdoor café that same afternoon. She sounded surprised to hear from me again, despite my telling her that I had wanted to come back. I received the impression that she thought my gang-bang would have turned me off, maybe 'sobered' me up a little. And in a way, it had.
"How're you feeling?" she asked once we had ordered.
I nodded. "Good," I said. "I've been doing a lot of thinking."
I couldn't see her eyes behind her dark sunglasses. "And?"
"I want to go on," I said. "I want to be with the kind of men I was with before."
Cleo slipped off her sunglasses, gave me a direct look. "Are you sure," she said, enunciating the words carefully.
I nodded. "Yeah. I'm positive."
"No more craziness? No more, 'I wanna fuck and get fucked?'"
I shook my head. "I've learned my lesson."
"You better have," she said. She reached for her cigarettes. "All right. I'll go through the requests, see what we have."
I smiled. "Thanks, Cleo."
She gave me a strange look. "You know, there's something about you I don't understand," she said.
I frowned. "What's that?"
"Well . . . I can understand why a girl would want to be an escort. It's exciting, and it makes you feel desired and appreciated. Not to mention in control."
I listened, waiting.
"But what I don't understand is why you seem so . . . comfortable doing it. I mean, I've been at this for over seven years now, and since day one, it has always felt like a job. Sure, I enjoy it, but . . . but you . . . it's like you prefer it this way. Going from man to man, catering to them so completely. It's like, no matter what they want, you want. And I don't think it's an act."
I thought about what she said, picking my nails. "I don't know any other way," I said in a small voice.
"What do you mean?"
I lifted my eyes, trying to read Cleo's thoughts on her face. "Did Ian ever tell you how we met?"
She shrugged. "He said he met you through a business associate."
I laughed softly. "Yeah, I guess that's one way of putting it."
"Why does it matter?"
I sighed heavily. "Ian . . . was my first," I said.
Cleo arched an eyebrow in interest.
I went on: "See, I . . . there was an auction, on line, and it was supposed to be secret, but Ian heard about it. He made the highest bid."
Cleo leaned forward. "Wait a sec. You auctioned off your . . . your virginity?" she asked, dumbfounded.
I nodded. "Yeah."
Cleo studied my face for a long moment, then eased back. "Well, that's a new one."
"The first time I did anything, I was paid for it," I continued. "It's just . . . part of who I am, I guess."
Cleo lit a cigarette, gave me a contemplative look as she exhaled. "It doesn't have to be."
I nodded. "No, but . . . it is right now. And I like it that way."
"You might change your mind one day," she said.
"I hope so!" I blurted out with a nervous laugh. My mirth faded quickly. "But probably not any time soon."
Cleo smiled slightly. "All right," she said. "I'll set you up again."
***
My date the following night was named Arliss Montgomery. The name conjured up an image of some stately gentleman from Colonial times, tall and handsome with a distinguished look about him. I dressed in a long green dress and a transparent scarf, and confined my hair in a bun with a gold Venus clip. I was told that we were going to a 'society function' at a hotel downtown. It was evidently some kind of benefit for a charity that all the rich and somewhat famous supported.
When I met Arliss, he wasn't exactly what I had imagined. Certainly, he was tall and handsome, but I had not anticipated that he would be black. That certainly didn't offend me, of course. I just had not entertained the possibility.
His age was difficult to ascertain. He had few wrinkles on his strong face, and his very close-cropped hair was jet black. From what I had come to understand about black men, he could have been anywhere from twenty-five to fifty.
He seemed very impressed with what he saw when I met him in the lobby of the hotel. Like a true gentleman, he took my hand and kissed my fingers, and graced my chin as he studied my eyes. He introduced himself formally, and slipped his arm around my back. He commented favorably on my dress, told me I looked 'very elegant.'
I was turned on already. Arliss was smooth, intelligent, handsome, and well-dressed in his black tuxedo and Mandarin shirt. And more than that, he didn't act like a man who knew he was going to have sex with me by the end of the night.
Once we made it to the ball room where the event was held, Arliss picked up a couple flutes of champagne from a passing waiter and we toasted. His eyes bore into mine in a casually seductive way. I was more than conscious of my dripping pussy. I reminded myself to thank Cleo in the morning.
The guests at the function were a veritable who's who of the city's social and business elite. The charity itself was something that concerned a new hospital addition or something like that. Not much was said on the matter. The guests were more interested in talking up their own projects and investments. I had come to understand that such events were occasions for the ambitious to elicit their own 'donations.'
I hung off Arliss' arm, and he introduced me by name to those we spoke with. I was aware that I was definitely one of the youngest women in the room, and figured more than a few of those I met knew my profession. Still, Arliss' 'taste' for having chosen me was complimented.
I learned that Arliss was something of a hotshot lawyer from Florida who often did business in town. Many people knew him, and he dropped names in a casual way that indicated he truly knew the people he spoke of. His sense of confidence and personal worth rivaled that of Ian, I realized. And that turned me on.
At one point, Arliss excused himself to speak with a group of important-looking men, and asked for me to wait beside the large Roman fountain in the middle of the room. I did so, looking around at the various personalities in the room, and noticing the way some of the men were inspecting me.
"Alyssa?"
I turned at the sound of my name, instantly chastising myself for answering to it. I wasn't Alyssa, after all. I was 'Yvette.'
"Hey! I barely recognized you! Wow! Look at you!"
It took me a minute to recognize the girl before me, since I had only met her once, and that had been months ago . . . when she was with her mother and father. She was dressed in a classy blue gown, her face dolled up like mine. She looked gorgeous. She was much more busty than I had originally thought, and her breasts threatened to spill out from her top. Her long, curly, reddish-brown hair was piled atop her head with a few seductive tendrils hanging down around her face. My heart rose in my throat.
I smiled self-consciously. "Hi," I said. "Um . . . Erin, right?"
She grinned, showing off her perfect teeth. "Yeah! Wow! You remember me?"
I chuckled. Of course I remember you. You're the daughter of the man who took my virginity! "I have a pretty good memory," I said. "Um . . . enjoying the party?"
She shrugged, looking around as she held a glass of champagne. "Eh," she said, then smiled at me. "How about you?"
"Kind'a boring, actually," I said.
Erin laughed. "Yeah, no shit. These things always are."
I smiled back. I liked Erin, I decided. She was a girl like me . . . in most respects, anyway. Except, she had a rich father and I worked for him.
"So, um . . . you here with your folks?" I asked. Oh, please, oh, please don't let Ian be here!
Erin shook her head, then leaned close, giving me a look as if she was sharing a secret. "Nah. I'm here on a date," she said, making her eyebrows dance.
I felt a moment of dread. A date? Ohmigod . . . is Erin an escort? Holy shit, if her own father is pimping her out . . . .
"We've been dating for a while," she continued, smiling to herself. "He's a great guy. My dad likes him."
I breathed in inward sigh of relief. "That's always good."
Erin chuckled. "No shit," she said. "My father's pretty picky. He didn't like my last two boyfriends. Guess that's why they're exes, right?"
I laughed, nodded.
"So . . . hope you don't think I'm insulting you or anything, but—"
I smiled. "How'd a waitress at a crappy little restaurant end up coming here?"
Erin blushed, still smiling. "Yeah."
I shrugged. "I'm on a date, too," I said.
Her eyes flashed. "Yeah? Wanna compare?" she asked playfully.
I laughed again. "Sure. What's your guy do?"
"He's a lawyer," said Erin.
"Mine, too."
"And he's really good-looking."
"Mine, too."
"And he's got a real serious future."
I rubbed the rim of my glass. "Where is he?"
Erin looked around, then nudged her chin toward a group of tuxedo-clad men, talking and joking. "That's him," she said with a glow in her eyes. "The younger guy, standing next to the tall black one."
I looked for a moment. The man Erin indicated was in his mid-twenties, I figured, with short black hair, nice features, a good build. He was making too much of an effort to laugh at the jokes of the other men around him, I figured, who were at least a decade older.
"His name's Ross Brady. Isn't he hot?"
I nodded. "Yeah, he's a good catch, Erin," I said, my eyes lingering on Arliss, standing next to Erin's boyfriend. For a moment, my soon-to-be lover glanced to me, his dark eyes passing over me in a seductive way. I felt a twitch between my legs, conscious of my lack of panties. A drop of fluid slowly trickled down the inside of my thigh.
"So, who's your guy?"
I turned back to Erin and sipped my champagne. "Actually, he's standing next to your boyfriend," I said. "The tall one."
Erin's smile drained. She stared at me in disbelief. "Nuh-uh!" she exclaimed quietly. "That's Arliss Montgomery!"
"Oh? You know him?" I asked innocently.
"'Know him?'" she repeated, awe more than evident on her face. "He's only, like, the best lawyer in Florida! They say he wants to move here, start a new practice! Holy shit! You're dating Arliss Montgomery! I am so freaking jealous!"
I chuckled and shrugged. "Eh. He's all right."
Erin giggled and smacked my arm. "Wow! How'd you score him?"
I sipped my champagne. He picked up the phone and told Cleo he wanted to fuck a blonde teenager. "We just sort of . . . met," I said. "He's a really nice guy. A gentleman."
Erin shook her head, impressed. "Wow," she said again. Apparently, that was her favorite word. "Okay, you win."
"I think we both win," I said. "Your Ross Brady looks like a real nice guy."
Erin bit her lip and leaned close. "He's got an eight-inch dick," she whispered, then eased back, giggling. "I measured it."
I chuckled. "I don't think you want me to tell you how big Arliss is," I said. Yeah, as if I knew! But I will . . . soon.
Erin rolled her eyes. "No, please don't," she said. "I'm already jealous enough."
Erin and I talked for a little while longer, occasionally glancing to our men. At one point, Erin's boyfriend gave her a wink, then looked me over in a very interested way. That made me a little uncomfortable. I liked Erin. I didn't want her to think I had any designs whatsoever on her boyfriend.
Although, for the right price, I'd fuck Mr. Ross Brady any way he wanted, then send him back to Erin, panting and spent . . . .
Thankfully, she didn't seem to catch the look her boyfriend gave me. She just prattled on about how she had gone through her entire wardrobe just to find the right dress for the evening.
And then, what I had dreaded might happen . . . happened.
Arliss broke away from the group he was speaking with, and brought Erin's boyfriend with him. The two were talking excitedly -- Ross moreso than Arliss -- as they neared, something about some guy named 'Habeas'' corpse. I shifted nervously on my feet.
"Hey, baby!" said Erin, beaming, giving Ross a deep kiss. She curled her arms around his neck and lifted one of her legs -- very nice legs at that, I had to admit -- to rub against his. "You done playing with the other boys?"
Ross chuckled, said something I couldn't catch. Arliss gave me a look as he took my hand and gently pulled me to him. Feeling the need to mimic Erin's actions, or maybe upstage her, I wasn't sure, I reached for Arliss and pulled his head down. I sucked softly on his lips, emitting a soft, faint moan. Damn, he had nice lips! Arliss kissed me back eagerly, and smiled as we parted.
"I'm glad you haven't been lonely in my absence, Yvette," he said.
I glanced to Erin quickly, noting her frown at the name Arliss addressed me by. I shot her a look, hoping she would play along. "Y-yeah," I said, stammering slightly. "She's a friend."
Erin narrowed her eyes slightly in suspicion, but the look faded quickly and she smiled. "Yeah," she said. "'Yvette' and I have known each other for a long time."
I gave her a little smile of gratitude. Thanks, Erin.
She looked back. You owe me.
***
I was a little distressed when Arliss invited Erin and Ross along to dinner in the restaurant in the hotel's lobby, but I really couldn't protest without giving a good reason why. Besides, Erin was already playing along, so I figured she would hold up the façade throughout the evening. But I did not doubt that I would have some explaining to do before the night was over.
Arliss and Ross got along pretty well and talked about lawyer stuff through our meal. We had been taken to a table off to one side of the dining room, and Arliss had done all the ordering. Our waitress was a woman not much older than I, very professional in demeanor, and while I was sure she wanted to card Erin and I when Arliss ordered a round of Bellinis, she did not.
"Hey, Yvette," Erin said to me after the roast duck appetizer and before the main course arrived. "Let's go freshen up."
I felt compelled to follow her, even as I dreaded the impending conversation. She was going to ask me why Arliss called me 'Yvette,' and I would have to make something up . . . .
Erin grabbed my hand and directed me to the ladies' room. As soon as we were through the door, she busted out laughing, covering her face and staring at me, wide-eyed with amazement.
"Holy shit!" she cried, stomping her feet on the tiled floor. "You're one of those girls!"
I frowned, consternated by her exclamation. I ducked my head down to see if there were any feet in the stalls. But we were thankfully alone. "Shhh!" I hissed.
Erin convulsed, giggling, her face blushing deeply. "Oh my God!" she sputtered. "I knew it! I freaking knew it!"
I sighed, heading to the sink. Erin watched after me, her mouth hanging open.
"Wow," she said, calming down. "I never would'a thought. So . . . that night that you waited on us, what was that? Recruiting?"



I stared at her in the mirror, startled at her words. "What?"
Erin rolled her eyes and stepped up beside me. "Please," she said, taking out her compact. "I know all about my dad's little 'side business.' I think my mom does, too, but she'll never say anything."
I was shocked. "You know?" I asked.
Erin fixed me a look. "Sure I do," she said. "Look. You grow up in a rich family like mine, you . . . accept a few things."
I blinked, tried to concentrate on my makeup. "Like what?"
Erin shrugged and painted her lips. "Like your dad screwing eighteen-year-old girls on the side," she said casually. Her eyes darted to mine for a moment in the mirror, reading my reaction. "You know, at first, I thought you were just having an affair with him. But when I saw you tonight, and especially when Arliss called you 'Yvette,' I figured it out."
I breathed out. I was floored. I never imagined Erin would know about 'Daddy's side business.' "How'd you find out about it?"
Erin shrugged. "I'm nosy," she said. "I've heard my dad on the phone sometimes, when he thought I wasn't there. And other things. I just kind'a pieced it all together."
That feeling of dread returned, and Erin noticed.
"Hey," she said, her voice reassuring. "I'm not gonna bust you or anything. What could I do, anyway? The only person at that table who doesn't know you're a call girl is Ross, and if he found out, he'd probably be calling you up tomorrow."
I blinked. "No, he wouldn't."
Erin rolled her eyes again. "Please. I know how guys are. Ross might be the guy I'll marry, but I saw the way he was checking you out. He finds out your goodies are for sale, he'll be the next in line to unwrap them."
I didn't know what to say. There wasn't anything I could say, other than, "Wow."
Erin chuckled. "Yeah. Wow."
"I just . . . I just can't believe how casual you are about all this," I said.
Erin rolled her shoulders. "Eh," she said dismissively. "It's part of how things are, you know? At least in my world. I'm not sure how things work where you come from, but in my world, girls are trophy wives and guys have affairs. And the fact that my dad runs an 'escort' agency—" she said, making quotation marks with her fingers. "—Is no big deal. At least he's not picking up skanks off the street."
Like I used to be, I thought. I put my makeup away and faced Erin directly. "You're not gonna say anything?"
She smacked her lips, made a kissing motion to make sure the color was uniform, then turned to me with a smile. "Nah, I'm not gonna say nothing," she said. Her eyes flashed. "Have you slept with him yet?"
I laughed, feeling the tension broken. "Not yet," I said.
She fixed me a look. "So how do you know it's big?" she asked.
I chuckled. "Come on, Erin," I said, heading to the door.
"Sure . . . 'Yvette.'"
***
Arliss had a room at the hotel, and after dinner, he and I left Erin and Ross to head upstairs. Erin gave me a knowing look and smile as I curled my arms around Arliss' and accompanied him to the elevator. I could not shake the idea that she was more than a little interested -- and excited -- about my 'adventures' as an escort. I wondered if Ian's little girl had fantasies about it.
Arliss had not said anything directly sexual to me all night, although the carnal tension had been there since the moment we said 'hello.' Once alone inside the glass elevator, however, which carried us up along the outside of the hotel, Arliss pushed me gently but firmly against the glass and started seriously kissing me.
I moaned, giving in readily to him, sucking ardently on his lips and tongue. I hadn't wanted a man as bad as I wanted Arliss since . . . well, since Gary, but that thought wasn't in my conscious mind. I only knew that I was practically desperate for this smooth, powerful man. And I didn't want to wait until we got to the room.
Neither did Arliss. He broke our kiss and reached back, slapping the emergency stop button. Ten or so stories off the ground, the elevator lurched to a stop. An alarm bell rang, but neither I nor Arliss paid any attention to it. It faded after a minute as Arliss and I kissed hungrily, running our hands over each other's bodies.
He jerked down the top of my dress, making me gasp in passion, and lowered his head to suck on my puffies. Oh, God, did he have a wonderful mouth! I nearly came on the spot, feeling his thick tongue massaging my sensitive nipple. One of his hands slid up my thigh, under my dress, finding my soaking cunt. I rolled my hips, pushing back against his fingers as they slipped between my slick folds.
"Oh, yeah!" I panted in a heated whisper. "Oh, yeah, baby, I want you! I want you so fucking much!"
"Mmmm," he growled, sucking most of my left tit into his mouth. His finger smacked wetly against my pussy, already stirring the beginnings of an orgasm.
He popped my nipple out of his mouth and kissed me again, driving his tongue past my lips. "You want it, baby?" he asked in an impassioned voice.
"Oh, God, I gotta have it," I moaned, groping through his slacks, feeling the growth of his impressive penis. I pressed my fingers around it, stroking him through the expensive material of his trousers.
"What do you gotta have, baby?" he asked, his breath hot on my cheek as he massaged my breasts with his large, strong hands. The glass against my back was cold, but quickly warmed up as I squirmed against it. I wondered if anyone below could see what was going on. The thought inspired me, turned me on. I almost hoped someone was watching, seeing how desperate and slutty I was.
"Your cock," I said, nipping at his neck. "I gotta have your cock." I wasn't acting, either; I really was desperate for him!
"And what do you wanna do with it, little girl?" he asked, pinching my nipples and panting in my ear. His dick throbbed in my hands. It felt enormous!
"Oh, God," I moaned, rubbing myself against him, smearing my juices along his leg. I was so close to cumming . . . "I wanna suck it, fuck it, anything you want, I wanna do!" I exclaimed.
He grumbled again, a deep, primal, passionate sound, and pushed down on my head. I willingly sunk to a squat, spreading my legs wide. The skirt of my tight dress rode up over my hips, fully exposing me. I felt the cool glass against my cheeks as I practically ripped open Arliss' pants to get to his cock. Once again, I hoped we were being watched. I imagined people looking out through the windows of the surrounding buildings, watching a hot little blonde teenager lowering herself before a handsome black man, her legs spread, ass exposed, sleek pussy dripping . . . .
The monster sprang out at me, so thick and heavy that it couldn't stick straight out. Uncircumcised, Arliss' cock was the color of milk chocolate and tasted even better. I licked up and down the mighty shaft, squeezing and stroking it with my hands. I turned my head to the side, letting our 'audience' watch my tongue lap at Arliss' mighty penis. His manly aroma filled my senses, increasing my desire for him.
I kissed and licked all over his cock until it was shiny and slick, lifted it with my hands and pushed the foreskin back. The pink head was tapered and glowing, dripping with pre-cum. I lapped it all up eagerly, moaning at his flavor. Arliss sighed, settling his hands on my head, urging me on.
My lips stretched around that impressive tube of flesh as I guided it inside my mouth. I knew I wouldn't be able to deep-throat Arliss' serpent, but I did manage to suck enough of his length that I was able to flutter the opening of my throat around the head.
"Oh, baby!" he cried out, his cock twitching in my mouth. Encouraged, I sucked back and forth, dragging my firm wet tongue along the underside, massaging the nerves of his penis. Arliss shuddered, a powerful man reduced to jelly by my skilled and eager mouth.
I stroked his cock with both hands, squeezing, pulling, tugging on it to get my reward, keeping my lips locked around the head. I imagined our 'audience' getting so turned on that they would simply have to masturbate, watching my blonde head bobbing back and forth. I felt the black man's cock tense and stiffen, his balls drawing up along the outside of my hand. Arliss grunted, holding his breath, digging his fingers into my scalp. He was close, so close, I could tell.
I slipped my shiny lips off his cock, looking up at Arliss' impassioned face through a haze of lust. "You wanna cum, baby?" I teased him, pumping his wet shaft with my hands.
He grinned, leaning over me, one of his hands against the window, the other on my head. "God damn, you know I do," he shuddered.
"I wanna taste it, Arliss," I whispered heated, my lips brushing the straining head. My tongue slipped out to tickle him.
"Yeah, baby? You wanna taste my juice?"
"Mmm," I moaned, squeezing him harder, twirling my hand around the sensitive head. "Give it to me, baby, right in my mouth."
"Show me, baby," he grunted, shaking, right on the verge of orgasm. His face was contorted with pleasure. "Show papa how you take that load . . . oh, fuck!"
"Yeah!" I panted, whimpering like the excited teenager I was. I cupped my open mouth around the head of Arliss' cock, pumping the shaft, squeezing his swollen balls in my hand, staring up at him . . . Are they watching? I thought in erotic delirium. Are they watching me make this gorgeous man cum in my mouth? Are you watching, Erin? Let me show you how a real cocksucker takes a load of cum!
"Ahhhh . . . ." moaned Arliss in release, flooding my mouth with waves of creamy, bittersweet sperm. I sighed at tasting him, feeling the heat of his orgasm as it inundated my mouth. I squeezed and pulled on his mighty cock, coaxing up every spurt and surge of cum he had to give. They fell thickly into my mouth, heavy and warm, his flavor electrifying my taste buds. Oh, God! Mmm . . . .
I felt the rich puddle of his sperm growing on my tongue, flowing to the back of my throat. Arliss had such a look of erotic amazement on his face, staring wide-eyed as his spitting dick fed me. I was so turned on by making Arliss ejaculate that my pussy twitched with my own orgasm, spraying sweet fluid onto the elevator floor and the window behind me. I quivered and whimpered through my open mouth as my rush ran its' course.
My cherry lips became slick as I kept working Arliss' cock, and I felt a trickle of liquid drip from the corner of my mouth and down my chin. I cradled his smooth-shaved balls, rolling them in the palm of my hand, squeezing gently to push out every last sweet drop. Holding his cock over my face, I watched as they dripped from his slit and onto my hungry tongue.
Satisfied that Arliss had gotten a good look at my sperm-filled mouth, I slipped my lips down his length, sucking hard and making my lover tremble. His cream was warm and satisfying when I finally let it slide down my throat. Then I kissed up and down his heavy length, rubbing his dick against my cheek, sighing in satisfaction.
"Oh, damn, baby," he moaned, running his hand through my hair affectionately. "You're . . . incredible."
"Mmmm," I murmured, gently swabbing my tongue around the slick head of Arliss' cock. I imagined our 'audience' applauding.
How's that for charity? And only a thousand dollars a dish . . . .
***
Arliss obviously got off on having sex in public -- or at least semi-public -- places, and to that end, we headed out to the balcony of his room once we had peeled off all our clothes. Arliss had a well-toned, muscular body with no body hair whatsoever. His sleek physique turned me on, especially with the contrast of his dark skin to my slightly-tanned complexion.
I had him lay back on one of the plastic chaise lounge chairs and straddled him in reverse-cowgirl. I slipped the condom down his thick cock and slowly, sweetly, impaled myself upon him.
Oh, sweet baby Jesus! No matter how wet I was, I really had to work to get his thickness inside me. The circumference of his cock was well more than that of my wrist, and my pussy spasmed around him. Never had I felt anything so enormous pushing inside my little tunnel! I started cumming even before he bottomed out inside me, and once I started, I didn't stop.
I wailed and moaned loudly as I bounced up and down atop him, my multi-orgasmic cries echoing out from the balcony and over the city below us. I have no doubt that people, around us in the other rooms, on the street far below, in the offices in the buildings across from the hotel, heard me cumming. I wanted them to. I wanted them to know that a horny teenager was getting one of the most intense fuckings of her young life. I wanted to inspire the whole city with my passion and abandon.
My cunt rippled along Arliss' impressive cock, sucking hard on him, harder than my mouth had. His strong hands gripped my hips and guided me up and down, occasionally reaching around to stroke my sensitive clit and heighten my already explosive orgasms. I literally screamed with my most intense orgasm yet when Arliss pinched my clit and shoved his cock all the way up inside me, moaning as he came as well. I could actually feel the balloon tip of the condom inflating inside my womb.
Possessed by kinky desire, I slipped off his cock, wincing as my cunt was emptied, and whirled around as I fell to my knees. Arliss' cock remained long and thick, glistening with my juices and the lubrication of the condom. A thick white teardrop of sperm hung from the tip, the reservoir of his seed. I sucked it into my mouth, tasting my own sweet cum and feeling the warmth of his essence. I flopped the latex-encased cum bubble around on my tongue, grinning up at Arliss.
"Fuck, you a kinky girl," he sighed, collecting his breath.
"Think that's kinky?" I asked, then carefully rolled the condom off his mammoth shaft. Holding it up, I tilted my head back, opened my mouth wide, and let his thick cream dribble out onto my tongue. I squeezed every drop of juice from the condom, then casually tossed it over my shoulder, off the balcony. I showed Arliss my semen-slathered tongue, then swallowed his load with a sigh.
He chuckled. "Now, that's kinky," he said, petting my hair. I kissed all around his groin, truly worshipping his cock as I rubbed it against my cheeks and lips.
"We're not done yet, baby," I whispered sultrily. "We've got all night, after all."
He groaned. "Oh, ma-a-a-n . . . ."
***
It seemed a little ironic that, while I spent four or five nights a week dating various men, I almost never saw a movie. In fact, the last time I had been in a theater was with Ian, and, well . . . I don't even remember what movie had been playing, or even what it was about.
So I decided to treat myself. I headed down to the local theater, dressed casually, the only jewelry I had on being the pendant Ian gave me. I wore it practically all the time when I wasn't on a date, in fact. Maybe it was a little too flashy to wear with khaki shorts and a blue tank, but I didn't care. The pendant meant something special to me.
I picked a movie to see from the scrolling marquee above the box office, got my ticket, headed inside. In the mood to indulge, I got a Coney Island topped with mustard and relish, a package of peanut M&Ms (a naughty little smile crossed my face as I recalled the circumstances around the last time I had M&Ms at the theater), and a Diet Coke. I had about half an hour before the movie started, so I grabbed a seat at one of the little bistro tables in the lobby.
As I finished my meal, the sound of raucous feminine laughter gained my attention, and I glanced up naturally as a group of girls came through the door, laughing at some joke. I recognized Julie right away, as well as a couple of other girls from classes we had shared. My natural smile at hearing the laughter vanished as I saw my friend.
I listened to them laughing about something they had seen on TV, a show or commercial, I wasn't sure which. I was instantly jealous of just how much they acted like girls. Carefree, enjoying youth . . . I wished my life was like that, where the most serious things I had to think about were what to wear and which boys thought I was 'cute.'
They didn't see me, heading en masse toward the concessions area, and I really didn't want them to, especially Julie. So I gathered up my food and soda, intending to head outside. I wanted a cigarette, anyway--
"Hey! Alyssa!" I recognized the voice, but couldn't attach a name to it.
I groaned inwardly. Too late. Making an effort, I turned around, pretending to have just seen them. I forced a smile as the other girls approached me. "Oh, hey," I said.
Julie stared at me, her smile fading. She blinked a few times, then grabbed the arm of the girl in the lead, giving her a look. "Hold on," Julie said to her friend, then stepped away from them.
"Hi, Alyssa," she said, looking sheepish.
I shared her expression. "Hi."
"Um . . . how you doing?"
I shrugged. "I'm okay. You?"
"Yeah, pretty good."
We stared at each other for a moment, then sighed in unison. "This is stupid," I said. I touched her arm, gave her a sincere look. "I'm sorry."
Julie let out a nervous laugh, smiled genuinely. "Yeah, I'm sorry, too."
I shifted a little on my feet. "I wish I . . . I wish I knew what to say."
"You just did," she said sweetly, settling it. Just like that. "So . . . seeing a movie?"
I nodded. "I already got my ticket. That new comedy, you know, with Will Farrell, um—"
"Hey! That's what we're seeing!" she exclaimed. She grabbed my hands. "Come on, sit with us!"
I squirmed slightly. "Eh, well—"
"Oh, come on!" Julie urged and tugged on my hands. I stumbled after her, then jerked my hand back.
"Hold on," I said, and grabbed my drink and candy. I followed Julie to the others, none of whom I had seen since the end of the semester. I wrestled with my memory to recall their names. I had never been real friendly with any of them, just Julie, and felt like an outsider. Even in high school, I had never been part of any cliques. I was always the girl outside the box.
The other girls, however, seemed to naturally accept me into the group, perhaps just because I was Julie's friend, and included me in on their conversation. They talked about classes, boys, movies, music, all the usual 'stuff' . . . stuff I never talked about. I had become so accustomed to talking with older men and people of society that I was out of touch with my own demographic.
Thankfully, a couple of the other girls were smokers, too, so after getting their refreshments, we all headed back outside to kill time until the movie started.
"Holy shit! Cool cigarette case!" exclaimed one of the girls, named Lindsey. She snatched the gold case from my hand, flipping it open and showing the others. "That's so sick! Where'd you get this?"
Private jeweler. Two hundred and twenty bucks. Package deal with the lighter. I fidgeted a little, glancing to Julie, who looked a little uncomfortable. "Um . . . it was a gift," I said. I forced a smile that I hope looked genuine. "From, uh—"
"Is that real gold? That can't be real gold!"
"Hey, don't scratch it," I said, taking the case back.
"What, you got a sugar daddy, Alyssa?" asked one of the others.
"I heard she was sleeping with Professor Karnowski," said another, Tina, giving me a mischievous look.
Lindsey gasped, eyes girlishly wide. "Nuh-uh!"
I rolled my eyes. "I'm not sleeping with any of my professors," I said firmly. They couldn't afford me, anyway. Well, maybe the ones with tenure could.
"Well, you either got a sugar daddy or a real good freaking job," said Tina probingly.
I sighed, then decided to take a chance. "Actually, I'm a high-priced call girl," I said flippantly.



Julie gasped, giving me a look that said, 'are you crazy?'
The others stared at me for a moment, then exploded with laughter, deciding, as I had hoped they would, my statement a joke. They screeched and hollered, and Lindsey wrapped her arms around me, hanging off me as she laughed. I laughed along with them, feeling immense relief.
"God!" exclaimed Lindsey. "For a sec, I almost believed you!"
"Yeah, right, if she was a call girl, she'd be driving a Lexus or something," said Tina dismissively.
"Nah. Mercedes," I said.
"Ooo, yeah, like, one of those convertibles . . . ."
As the others discussed what kind of car they would have if they were call girls, I glanced to Julie, who gave me a look of relief that matched how I felt. Okay, you pulled it off, she told me with her eyes. Now don't scare me like that again!
I just smiled.
***
Over the following months, I established a routine. I dated four days a week, sticking to 'normal' clients. Some of my previous regulars were delighted to find out I had returned, and I met with them. They made me feel precious and appreciated, and I made them feel satisfied in ways few other women could. Or so they told me.
When not dating, however, I spent a lot of time with Julie and her friends. Julie still wasn't happy about my continued profession, and we never talked about it. When I was hanging out with her and the others, however, thoughts of the men I saw rarely intruded upon my mind. I was enjoying just being a girl with them.
In order to head off any further suspicions about my apparent lack of dating, whenever we were hanging out at the mall or the theater, I flirted with boys and got a few phone numbers here and there. Maybe my new circle of friends never saw me alone with any of them, but through innuendo, I managed to convey that I was 'seeing someone.'
Aside from my clients, I also managed to find time now and then to be with Ian. I never said those 'three little words' to him again -- after Gary, I told myself I never would -- but I did love Ian, and not just when we were making love. Whenever we went out, it was always casual, just Ian and Alyssa, blue jeans and burgers. We managed to forget about the other parts of our lives when we were together.
More than any other man, Ian made me feel appreciated. He repeatedly told me how 'precious' I was to him, how much he 'adored' me. Adoration, for Ian, was as close as he came to love. To admit anything more would compromise his control.
By August, my popularity among all the girls at the agency (I learned through Cleo that there were eighteen of us) and the number of glowing comments I received regarding my services prompted Cleo to increase my rate. Instead of finding ten hundred-dollar bills in the little red envelopes James gave me, I started counting thirteen of them. I was moving up.
***
"I've received a special request for you," Cleo told me on the phone one Wednesday morning as I lay in bed. The evening before I had spent with the son of some German diplomat. He'd had a sexy accent and was delightfully kinky. Dieter had wanted to watch me give his limo driver a blow job before enjoying my charms for himself, which turned me on and reminded me of the 'old days.'
"A 'special' request?" I asked as I sat up in bed and looked for my smokes. I had a slight hangover. Damn that sweet German Gewurtztra-whatever wine!
She laughed gently into the phone. "Not that kind of 'special,'" she said, then reconsidered her words. "Actually, to be honest, I don't know."
I frowned. "What do you mean?"
"Well, it's not often that a woman calls our agency," Cleo said.
That piqued my interest. I lit up, blew smoke with a sigh. "A woman? You mean . . . a lesbian?" An image instantly popped into my mind of some middle-aged dyke with short hair, wearing a strap-on dildo and glossy leather boots. I shuddered.
Cleo chuckled. "While we do -- very rarely -- receive the occasional request by a lesbian, there are other agencies for that. No, when a woman calls, she usually wants to surprise her husband with a sexy little gift. Sometimes, the woman is involved, sometimes not."
I chewed my lip, feeling a little twitch between my legs at the prospect of being with a man and a woman at the same time. "Do you know anything about her? I mean, what she wants?"
"All I know is that it is a young couple," said Cleo. "But . . . the impression I got was that the woman will definitely be involved."
My heart palpitated. I felt a tingling in my nipples. Then I thought about Cleo's first words. "You said this was a request? For me?"
"She asked for you by name," Cleo confirmed. "She even described you, just to make sure she would get the right girl."
That had me wondering. I couldn't imagine any woman I had met, as Yvette, that had ever given me the impression that something like this would happen. "What's her name? Or the man's?"
"Um . . . Erica Riley," Cleo said. "She went through one of our corporate accounts, so there's no real way to confirm if that's her name. Chances are, though, it isn't."
"Why do you say that?"
Cleo chuckled. "Women are for more worried about their image than men," she said. "Especially women with money. If a lady is going to hire an escort to show her and hubby a good time, she's going to cover her tracks."
Makes sense. "I don't know."
"Well . . . at the risk of being forward," Cleo said. "In my book, nothing beats a good menage a trois."
I laughed. I was feeling more than a little warm, imagining tasting another woman. I remembered how good it had felt when those nameless girls had gone down on me at the gang-bang. "I guess I don't have to ask if you've ever done that."
"No, you don't," said Cleo meaningfully. "Honey, if you're worried about knowing how to make love to another woman, don't be. Trust me, you already know how."
I shuddered. The very thought of being with a woman, while feeling a man inside me at the same time, was starting the river flowing between my legs. "I'll do it," I said.
"I knew you would," said Cleo. "I'll get you all the information later today."
"Okay," I breathed, touching my pussy. Damn, was I wet!
"And, honey?"
"Yeah."
I could almost hear her wink. "Have fun."
Cleo hung up, and fell back on the bed, forgetting about my cigarette smoldering in the ashtray. Desperately, I spread my legs and madly rubbed my aching clitoris until I was moaning and bucking in orgasm.
***
All of my dates thus far had been in town. Only rarely had I ever left the city with a man, and that was only to go to some little retreat at the coast or a second home in the country. For the first time, I was getting on a plane to meet my lover . . . or in this case, lovers.
I would be gone for three days, with Cleo assuring me I would be paid appropriately. I was glad the request had come when it did; I was due to start my Sophomore year in another week.
I was a little anxious about leaving the city at first, until I found out that James would be accompanying me. I laughed at the irony: the escort had an escort. Once we arrived at our destination, James, as always, would disappear into the background. But he would never be far away.
Over the summer, James and I had become closer as friends. We talked often before and after my dates, usually in the Lincoln as he took me to and from. I found out he was older than I thought, almost forty, and had been a cop for ten years before deciding to go into private security. He had been driving for the agency for about three years, and had been the regular driver for two other girls before me.
"What happened to them?" I had asked one time.
He had simply shrugged. "One of them retired," he said. "The other . . . she got pretty messed up. Drugs."
"Oh."
"Does it bother you at all, what we do?"
James had chuckled and given me a look. "Why should it? Hell, if I had the money, I would be calling you, too."
I couldn't help but smile, the way he said that. Not, 'calling the agency.' 'Calling you.'
There had been times when I had been tempted to find out what would happen if, just if, I asked James to crawl into the back of the Lincoln with me. But that wouldn't have been feasible. I didn't want to meet any of my dates after having just had sex, and I doubt James would want to be with me after I'd been with another man. Still, I always had the little black phone . . . .
I wondered why I was attracted to James. Certainly, he was handsome, but I really didn't know him that well. Maybe it was because of our slowly-growing friendship, professional as it was, or maybe it was because he was the only man who saw me before and after I'd had sex with someone. There was something intrinsically naughty about getting in the back of the Lincoln every night, smelling of sex, my hair disheveled and pussy still swollen from a night of fucking, with James knowing what I had been doing.
I wondered if he ever got jealous, or if he ever fantasized about me. He was so stoic and professional that it was impossible to read him.
We talked casually on the plane, with James sitting in the aisle seat. I noticed the way he gave other men warning when looks when they checked me out. The way he acted around me made it pretty obvious to others that he was not my lover, and he was just standoffish enough that he did not come off as a family member. No, it was pretty obvious that he was my bodyguard.
I wonder if anyone thinks I'm a movie star or something, I thought with a giggle as we headed through the airport. I sure didn't look like it, wearing a denim skirt and a leather jacket over a pink halter. Aside from some of my jewelry, I didn't look like I had money. I guess people just assumed I came from a good family or something like that. Just a spoiled little girl 'on holiday.'
The trip to Lake Tahoe was thankfully brief. I didn't get airsick, I just hated the cramped conditions. I had only been on a plane once before, during a summer vacation to Mexico when I was growing up. God, that seemed so long ago . . . .
At least we were flying first class. The complimentary champagne helped me relax. James, of course, didn't drink.
James had already arranged for a ride, which was -- surprise! -- a Lincoln Towncar. We picked it up at the rental agency and proceeded to the address we had been given. It wasn't a hotel.
The resort community had a lot of little properties around one side of the lake, most of them time-share condominiums. It was to one of these that we headed. I was impressed with the Spanish villa-like house, with its pink stuccoed walls and shingled roof. There were large earthenware pots by the front door, and I could see that a high sandstone wall surrounded the property. There appeared to be a pool in the back, with an extensive deck that overlooked the lake. The next closest property was a quarter-mile away.
Well, whoever Erica Riley is, I thought. She's definitely got money. This place sure isn't cheap.
James brought up our bags, produced a key that had been provided by Cleo. The house's interior was spacious, airy, and very comfortable. The main room was dominated by leather furniture, a huge stone fireplace with a big flocate rug before it, and a good-sized dry bar. The kitchen was immense, with the breakfast and dining areas open. Huge glass doors opened to the back deck.
The pool was your typical rectangular, Olympic-style affair, with a couple of round wooden tables, chairs and chaise lounges to either side, beer house umbrellas on poles to provide shade, and another small bar close to the house. The view of the lake was breathtaking. Waterskiiers trailed in the wake of speedboats far out on the water, and I saw a few yachts floating here and there. The sun was bright, but not too harsh despite the heat. There was a cool, crisp breeze rolling off the lake.
I noticed that a large round mat had been placed on the deck just before the nearest edge of the pool. I smirked. More than big enough for three people, I thought. Hmm . . . sex outdoors. Can you say 'afternoon delight?'
The exhibitionist in me was anticipating the idea.
James nodded curtly as he came up beside me. He had checked out the house right away, looking in all the rooms, following his trained instincts. "No one home," he said. "Not that I expected anyone to be."
I frowned. "So . . . what now?"
"Now," said James, taking an envelope from the inside of his windbreaker. He ripped it open, took out a letter.
"'Dear Yvette;
We're so delighted that you agreed to join us. We are going to have a wonderful weekend, let me assure you.
Please get comfortable, as comfortable as you wish. You will notice the pool, of course. There are bathing suits in the closet in the master bedroom, and sunscreen in the cabinet by the pool bar. Our house is yours; whatever we have, you are welcome to. We will be joining you shortly. Relax. Have a cocktail. And don't feel bad if you are nervous; this is our first time in such a situation as well.'"
I felt a little blush in my cheeks as James finished. 'Please get comfortable, as comfortable as you wish.'
Hmm . . . .
"The rest is for me," James said, scanning down the letter. "Looks like I have a room waiting down the road. Not too far away. Whoever these people are, they know how it works."
"Yeah," I nodded, feeling a little suspicious. "Seems that way."
"All right," said James, putting the letter away. He looked to me. "Keep the phone close, just in case, okay? I know this area fairly well. I'm not gonna be more than a few minutes away."
I nodded and smiled. "Thanks, James," I said, then lifted up and gave him a soft kiss.
He actually blushed. His lips curled slightly. "Have fun, Yvette."
I smiled after him as he left. Then I got ready.
***
Finding the bathing suits were pretty easy, especially considering the hand-written note with my name on it, attached to the multiple hangar from which hung my choices.
I picked up one of the suits as I stood naked in the closet, after having taken a quick shower and applied my 'elegant' makeup. I decided to put my hair in pig tails and chose a light pink shade of lipstick. I wore my gold waist chain, matching ankle bracelet, and a serpentine bangle around my upper right arm. I added little diamond studs to my ears and a couple of simple rings to my thumbs. Six-inch platform heels added a last little touch of appropriately slutty 'class.'
I took up one of the bathing suits . . . if you could call it that. This isn't a bikini. This is a string of spaghetti and a ravioli!
I went through the four skimpy garments that had been provided for me. 'Erica Riley' was either a really good guesser, or she knew me enough to know my size. Of course, considering that I had probably met her wearing one of my body-hugging dresses, any woman would be able to guess my size.
Again, I tried to figure out who she was, but decided I would just have to wait.
I selected a burgundy bikini and slipped it on. The fabric vanished between my cheeks and plump vulvae, no matter how I tried to stretch it, leaving just a little V-shaped patch that revealed my pubes. I thought about shaving away my little 'mohawk,' but decided to leave it alone. The top was equally skimpy, doing nothing to support my breasts (not that they needed any) and just barely covering my puffies.
I modeled before the full-length mirror in the bedroom. Damn, Alyssa, you are one hot bitch!
I glanced briefly to the king-sized bed with the gold silk sheets and earth-toned comforter. I hoped it was sturdy enough.
I was in a persistent state of arousal as I headed back through the house to the pool. I found the sunscreen, massaged it into my skin, aware of how hot I was getting . . . and it wasn't because of the sun shining down upon me.
I rummaged through the bar, looking through the various bottles. I grinned when I found a half-empty bottle of strawberry-flavored vodka hidden amongst the shelves. I poured myself a martini, sipped it as I walked around the pool. I stood out at the edge, looking over the lake.
God, this place is gorgeous, I thought. This is paradise, if any place could be called that. Hmm . . . a few years as an escort, save up my money, invest it wisely . . . I could own a place like this by the time I graduated.
I sat down on one of the lounge chairs after tossing the towel I had brought with me from the bedroom onto the table beside it. Easing back, I watched the waterskiiers and yachts and sipped my martini. Man, could I get used to this . . . .
I heard the sound of heels clicking across the tile beside the pool. My heartbeat increased in tempo and I felt blush rising to my cheeks and breasts. I briefly considered getting up to meet my hostess, then decided to wait. I was enjoying the delicious anticipation. I would let her make the move.
A pair of slender, feminine hands slipped over my shoulders from behind, the skin tanned, fingers adorned with rings. One of those supported a large rock of a diamond, easily a full karat, upon her ring finger. They were the hands of a young woman, I realized. They reached to the swell of my breasts, then slowly moved back up. I sighed softly. She had a really nice touch.
"Hi, sweetie."
With a start, I recognized the voice in my ear, the aroma of her gentle perfume. I looked up, craning my neck as she walked around the edge of the chaise, watching as she came into view.
Like me, she wore a barely-there bikini that showed off her sexy, toned body. She had more of a tan than I did. Her breasts, a good cup size larger than mine, all but spilled out of her green bikini top. The bottoms vanished between swollen vulvae and made it obvious that she shaved her pussy smooth. Like me, she wore heels and just enough jewelry. Her thick, russet-brown hair, with some sun-kissed highlights, cascaded around her beautiful face. The sun brought out the tiny freckles on her cheeks and shoulders.
"Erin," I breathed.
She grinned, her glossy dark lips catching the sunlight. Her eyes wandered over my body approvingly. "Wow," she said.
I couldn't do anything but stare back. This was the woman who had requested me? Ian's daughter? I worked my jaw, trying to figure out what to say. But my vocabulary had vanished.
Erin looked amused. "You? Speechless?"
I blinked. "Where's Ross?" I asked.
She arched an eyebrow. "Anxious already?"
I blushed. "No," I said. "Sorry, I just . . . I didn't anticipate this."
Erin sat down on the edge of the chaise, one of her well-rounded cheeks pressed against my thigh. She did not try to hide her attraction to me. "He'll be here in a little bit," she said. Her dark eyes -- just like her father's, I realized -- glittered. "I figured it would be best if we got comfortable, first, just you and I."
I wondered if 'comfortable' meant pulling of our bikinis. If so, I wasn't about to say no. Erin was hotter than Julie and just as voluptuous, and I realized with sudden clarity that I wanted her. I couldn't imagine a more beautiful girl to be the first I would make love to.
"I'd like that," I said.
Now it was Erin's turn to blush, feeling the steadily growing sexual tension between us. Her nipples were thick and hard, pushing through her tiny top. I didn't have to look to know that mine were, as well.
"Sorry about the deception," she said, brushing my hand. I immediately laced my fingers through hers. Her eyes gave me a knowing look. "But I don't think Daddy would approve if he knew I had hired one of his girls."
I lifted my martini, warmed from the sun but still cool as the liquid flowed over my tongue. "That turns you on, doesn't it?" I asked, following my instincts. "That I'm one of 'Daddy's girls.'"



Erin looked away with a small smile, gently gripping my hand. "What's it like?" she asked, then returned her gaze to mine. "Making love to my father."
I breathed in, squirming ever so slightly on the lounge. Under any other circumstance, I would have felt uncomfortable discussing my sex life with a girl's father. "He's very . . . powerful," I said, unable to find any other word to describe Ian.
Erin bit her lip. "I used to have these little . . . fantasies," she said, then blushed, her lips curled in a taboo-inspired smile. "I don't think my father would ever want to, and I probably wouldn't either, if it came down to it, but . . . I know my father is very handsome." Her eyes flashed devilishly. "And I've seen him in his speedo."
I gave her an intent look. "He looks even better naked," I said.
Erin drew in a deep, dramatic breath, no longer able to hide the full scope of her arousal. She squeezed my hand. "Don't do that to me, Alyssa," she said heatedly.
I smiled, pursing my lips. So . . . Ian's little girl has incest fantasies, huh? Hmm . . . .
"Yvette," I said, correcting her.
Erin smiled, laughing softly. "Right. Yvette."
"So, is that what this is?" I asked, sipping my martini again. "Is this about your father? You can't make love to him, so . . . you find someone who has?"
Erin stared at me, her smile fading slightly. "Something like that," she said. Her eyes drifted down barely-concealed body. "Of course . . . maybe this is just about wanting to be with you."
I could see the arousal on her face like the glow of candlelight. And there was no way, even if I wanted to, that I could deny my own fierce attraction to her. For some reason, the fact that Erin was Ian's little girl just made her more desirable. How strangely appropriate that the first woman I would make love to would be the daughter of my first true lover.
I sat up, set my martini on the ground beside the chaise. I didn't take my hand from hers. I faced Erin directly, bringing my face close and studying her eyes. I sensed the nervousness, the apprehension, the desire within her. I lifted my hand, touched her warm cheek. She trembled slightly.
"Well, Erin," I said, my voice scarcely more than a whisper. "It doesn't really matter why I'm here. What matters is that you've paid for me . . . and for these three days, I will do anything you want."
Erin shuddered, letting out a faint whimper. Her lips quivered, so soft and full and wet. Taking the lead, as if I was no stranger to another woman's touch, I pulled her beautiful face close and touched my lips to hers.
Never will I forget that kiss. Kissing another woman is unlike any other sensation in the world. Soft, sweet, wet, just a little firm . . . I almost had an orgasm right then as I gently sucked on Erin's lips, pulling just a little, tasting her sweet breath and feeling the tip of her tongue slipping out to meet mine.
Erin was a little hesitant at first, not due to lack of desire, but lack of experience. I pressed my advantage, conveying the idea that I knew what I was doing, hopefully providing encouragement for Erin. She gave in after a mere few moments, and kissed me back eagerly, giving in and letting me control the moment. I shifted on the chaise, sliding my arm around her body, feeling the little tremors beneath her skin. Erin's telling nervousness, strangely enough, assuaged my own. I was the sexual professional, after all.
I realized Cleo had been right: I did know how to make love to another woman, even if I had never done so before. Drawing upon what I always liked being done to me, I touched and caressed Erin's body slowly, giving her time to relax and get used to being with me, while simultaneously building up her arousal.
I eased her down onto the chaise, slipping my legs out of the way and supporting myself over her. Erin pushed up a little to get comfortable, staring up at my face as she breathed in and out. I didn't take my eyes from hers as I reached up behind my neck and untied my bikini. I pulled the garment away and dropped it to the side.
Erin stared at my naked breasts, licking her lips. I had grown proud, and rightly so, of my puffy nipples. The unique eroticism of my breasts was not lost upon any who saw them. Erin was no exception. Her lips parted, her eyes glowed as she took in my puffies.
I didn't say anything to Erin; words would have startled her, no matter what they were. Instead, I leaned over her slowly, not wanting to intimidate her by being too aggressive. Erin needed a slow touch, a gentle initiation into Sapphic love, and so did I. I savored every moment, wanting to remember every single detail.
I kissed her once again, more insistently this time, and Erin responded eagerly, showing no hesitation this time as she pushed her lips against mine. The soft wet sounds of our kissing, of lips sucking lips, tongues tasting tongues, and the gentle moans we both made, were all either of us could hear.
I pulled on her top, exposing her firm, full breasts, and ran my hands over the warm, fleshy mounds. Erin sighed deeply, whimpering again, and I took that as encouragement. Kissing my way slowly down her neck, eyeing the stiff, dark pink nipples that thrust up to the sky like the peaks of mountains begging to be scaled, I made my way to my goal. I cupped her firm tits in my hands, pushing them together, kneading them.
Erin moaned loudly, scooting up even more on the lounge. I moved about on my knees, hovering over her body, my own breasts hanging over her face. I settled my hands on either side of her curvaceous body and lowered my head.
Mouths wrapped around nipples at the same moment, and both Erin and I emitted muffled moans as we sucked and pulled eagerly on one another's flesh. My body trembled, feeling her stiff, rubbery protrusion dancing against my tongue, her own tongue swirling around my sensitive nipple. Her skin tasted salty and sweet, not unlike my own. I instantly realized that I was going to greatly enjoy making love to Erin.
My hands ran up and down her body, and hers lifted to touch mine as she gave in a last. All nervousness, apprehension and anxiety was thrown aside, abandoned, replaced by the pure desire we harbored for one another. Our mouths passed back and forth between each other's breasts, sucking, licking, kissing, nipping at tender and sensitive flesh. We shook and moaned, enjoying soft, sweet orgasms that made us want more.
After . . . how long? Minutes? Half an hour? I realized that an even greater prize awaited me. Erin was poised on the very edge of the chaise, her strong, supple thighs fanning back and forth. Her tiny bikini bottom did a poor job of concealing the object of my sudden and overwhelming desire. I reached further down with my hands, stroking gently the firm skin of her inner thighs, feeling the flex of her tendons. Erin squirmed beneath me, gasping hotly around my wet nipples.
"Oh-h-h-h, God," she panted, running her hands up and down my back.
My only response was a long, soft moan as I licked my way down Erin's taut body. I tickled her navel with the tip of my tongue, feeling the hot bursts of her breath on my abdomen. She whimpered as I kissed and licked closer and closer to her sex, inhaling the increasingly pungent aroma of her arousal. Erin rolled her hips as if she was impaled upon an imaginary lover.
I pulled aside the tiny strip of fabric over her sex, beholding a truly beautiful, hairless pussy. Erin gasped loudly. Her hands gripped my thighs as they framed her head. Her chin brushed the top of my pubic mound.
"Uhhnn," she moaned. "Oh, God . . . ."
I gazed with rapt desire upon Erin's glistening, exposed pussy. She possessed sleek, soft pink lips that flared out from between fleshy vulvae. Her clitoris was a skinny, long thing wrapped up in its protective sheath. The smell of her inflamed my senses as I breathed in. I licked my lips in preparation for the feast.
And then I saw him.
Standing at the glass door to the house, staring in aroused wonder, his jaw slack. He wore only a tight black male bikini, the bulge of his engorged cock obvious. Ross was, indeed, a very handsome man. Athletic, tanned, I envied Erin for having such a sexy boyfriend. I eyed his crotch speculatively, grinning as I realized I would eventually be tasting what lay beneath that single layer of fabric.
But for the moment, my hunger was not for a man, but for a woman.
I caught Ross' gaze, locked his eyes with mine for a moment. Watch me, I told him silently. Then, with a hungry growl, I lowered my head and pressed my mouth to Erin's pussy, instantly sucking.
"OH-H-H-HMIGODDDD!!" she cried loudly, bucking her hips up. Her fingers dug into my cheeks, her breasts pushed against my abdomen, her breath panted hot against my pussy.
I devoured her ruthlessly, inspired by the sweet, tangy, sharp flavor of her. Her cunt tasted both familiar and different. I loved it, and thrust my tongue deep, seeking the source of her trickling fluid. I sucked and pulled on her lips, pried her open with my fingers, lapped at the entrance of her vagina. Erin writhed and moaned beneath me, thrashing her head back and forth. She sucked the inside of my right thigh, bit for a moment into my flesh. She was lost utterly to abandon, reduced to pure passion by the pleasures of my mouth.
And then I found her clit.
I could tell she was on the edge of eruption when I slurped my wet mouth -- I could feel her essence dripping along my cheeks, and it was all but soaked into my lips -- from her swollen and quivering genitals and slipped back the hood of her straining pearl. For a moment, Erin trembled, feeling the breeze wash over that most sensitive part of her anatomy.
I touched it with my finger, making little circles. Erin cried out, her body tensing. She panted between my legs. She wanted to cum. She needed to.
I glanced to Ross for a moment. He had moved closer, tentatively, as if afraid to disturb us, and remained at a distance. He squeezed his cock through his briefs. I could tell he was torn between watching the delicious spectacle before him and joining in. I smiled lustily, and again, spoke to him with my eyes.
All in due time, Ross, I told him. But for now, watch me make her cum.
Once again, I lowered my head, and pursed my lips around Erin's clit, sucking and tugging on it the way I always liked having mine sucked. Evidently, Erin liked it the same way.
"J-J-J-JESSSUUUSSS!!!" she screeched, arching her back deeply, only her shoulders and ass touching the chaise. "HOH! HOH! HOHHHGGGOODDDD!!!"
I struggled to hold on as Erin exploded volcanically, her fluid gushing out from between her slick lips. I sucked hard on her clit, feeling it shrink in my mouth, then slipped down and latched greedily onto her flowing hole. I literally drank from my lover's cunt, grinding my mouth against Erin's spurting pussy, moaning at the rich, sweet taste of her.
Erin heaved and cried as she came again and again, exploding with multiple orgasms that I eagerly sucked out of her. In the midst of her dramatic release, Erin jerked aside my own tiny thong and plied her mouth to my cunt, sucking hard between gasps and moans.
Her oral attention only spurred me on, but eventually, as I neared my own orgasm, I pulled my saturated mouth from Erin's cunt, pushing up on my hands while pushing down with my hips. I ground into her mouth, allowing myself to be selfish for a moment, to want nothing other than the blissful release of orgasm.
I opened my eyes again.
Ross had stepped closer, watching in amazed fascination at what I had done to his girlfriend. His cock was straining, pushing the tight bikini away from his body. I eyed it hungrily, licking my dripping lips. I felt rivulets of Erin's juice trickling down my chin and neck. I panted as I felt my clit begin to throb in Erin's enthusiastic mouth.
Ross didn't need much of an invitation. He knew what I wanted, what he wanted to give me. Stepping up to me, he pushed down his tiny swimsuit, revealing a long, thick cock, bulging with veins and dripping with pre-cum. He had trimmed his dark pubes to just a little patch above the shaft of his penis, and his balls were conspicuously smooth.
Oh, such a beautiful cock! I opened my mouth wide, breathing huskily.
No finesse, no false modesty. Just raw lust. Ross grabbed my head and thrust his dick deep into my mouth. I moaned at tasting him, my tongue sliding along the underside of his shaft as my lips wrapped around him. He pushed in deep on the very first plunge, invading my throat and shaking against me. I sucked hard, instantly light-headed, grinding my chin against his smooth testicles.
The feel of him, the taste of him, the delicious lashing and sucking of Erin's warm mouth on my needy cunt . . . I convulsed as I came, flooding Erin's mouth, her cheeks and chin. She squealed and moaned, the sounds muffled as she sucked and slurped and smacked her lips wetly, eating me as eagerly and desperately as I had eaten her.
I pulled back on Ross' stiff cock, catching my breath. I looked up to his face, panting laboriously on the wet head of his dick, thick saliva stretching like a heavy bridge between his penis and my mouth. He stared back with abject desire, giving me a worshipful, pleading look.
I gulped, readied myself, and as Erin continued licking and moaning into my pussy, I dove back down on Ross' cock, swallowing him to the root then sliding all the way back up. I sucked madly, literally fucking his rock-hard prick with my mouth, wanting only to make him cum, to feel and taste that sweet, sweet fluid that was soon to flow . . . .
I could not blame him for not holding out any longer than he did. It was only a minute or two after that first delicious plunge into my mouth before Ross came, ejaculating fiercely in my mouth. I swallowed the first hot spurt of his cream, then slipped back, my mouth open and eager, and brought up my hand, masturbating him through the remainder of his orgasm. Strands and ropes and drops of thick semen splattered my lips, cheeks, chin and onto my outstretched tongue. Ross shuddered, gasping, holding onto my head for balance.
I slipped my mouth back down his sensitive penis, sucking out the last few bits of cream and making him moan loudly. Erin shifted under me, disengaging her lip-lock from my cunt, finally aware of the presence of her boyfriend. I pulled a little longer on Ross' cock, milking it with my hand and mouth, before easing back and letting Erin slide out from under me. I sank back on the chaise, practically breathless. The mingled flavors of cock and cunt filled my mouth. I licked and smacked my lips.
On her knees beside the chaise, Erin looked up at her boyfriend, then to me, her own mouth shiny and dripping. Slowly, she smiled, taking in the sight of my cum-dripping face and her satisfied and temporarily sated boyfriend. Ross just gave her a sheepish look and a shrug.
Erin giggled, then pushed up, obviously fascinated by the white streaks of her boyfriend's cum that decorated my face. She grinned.
"You little slut," she said, but her words were no insult. "Sucking my baby off like that."
I grinned back, then lifted my hand and pushed some of Ross' juice into my mouth with a finger as Erin watched wide-eyed. I gathered the gooey cream on my tongue. "Wan' some?" I asked Erin, as if daring her.
Erin's eyes glazed. Then she cupped my face and pressed her slick lips to my own, sucking Ross' cum off my tongue as I thrust it into her mouth. We kissed heatedly, torridly, for several moments. Erin pulled back, smacking her lips. She made a face. I didn't have to be a genius to realize Erin had never tasted cum before. But she didn't seem all that turned off by it. Strands of semen stretched between our faces. Erin and I giggled like the teenaged girls we were, smearing our fingers in Ross' cum and sucking them clean.
"Oh, shit," moaned Ross, overwhelmed by the scene. "I gotta sit down."
Erin and I both laughed at Ross' words, made room for him on the lounge chair. Ross fell down heavily, catching his breath. Erin wrapped her arms around him, snuggling against her boyfriend's chest and grinning happily. I leaned back, watching them for a moment, seeing mirror images of myself and Gary in the way that Erin was so playful and affectionate with her boyfriend. I felt like an intruder.
Christ, why are you thinking of him now? I asked myself angrily. This isn't the time! I found my towel, wiped my face, looked around for my cigarettes. Damn it, I left them inside . . . .
"You okay, Al . . . Yvette?" asked Erin, lifting her face from Ross' chest.
I smiled. "Yeah, I'm good," I said. I pushed away my thoughts of Gary, forced myself to remember where -- and what -- I was. I was there for Erin and Ross' enjoyment, not to get mushy over thoughts of a man I would probably never see again. "I just really want a cigarette," I added with a little laugh.
Erin and Ross both laughed. He pushed up, having found his strength again. "Where are they?" he asked.
I smiled up at him. Yeah, he was a hottie, all right, I had to admit. "Black purse, on the counter by the door," I said.
He gave me a wink -- he looked like such a boy and a man at the same time; I had to commend Erin's taste in men -- and headed away.
"Hey," said Erin, touching my leg.
I looked back to her.
She gave me a playfully threatening look. "Don't you go getting ideas about my fiancé."
I smiled, laughed softly, then looked to the engagement ring on her finger. Although I had seen it before, I had not made the obvious connection. I held her hand, gazing fondly upon the ring. I felt the welling of emotions within me. "When's the big day?"
Erin smiled, admiring her ring. "Next summer," she said proudly. "June 15th. That's our . . . 'second and a half' anniversary."
I smiled, but knew it didn't look genuine. "You're lucky," I said.
Erin studied my face. "Hey," she said, her voice sympathetic. She touched my cheek. "You're not gonna do this forever, right? You'll find somebody."
I held back my tears. "Don't, Erin, okay?" I asked. "Just don't."
Her eyes dipped. "I'm sorry," she said timidly.
"It's all right," I told her. "Just . . . for right now, while I'm here . . . I'm not your friend, okay? I'm just a girl who's really good at fucking."
Erin lifted her face, startled for a moment by my statement. But then she slowly began to understand. I wasn't part of her world, and probably never would be. I was something she had always found exciting in an abstract sort of way, like a ballerina or a professional athlete, yet suddenly, I had shown her the real person behind the façade of sex and glamour. A real human being, not just a vixen, but a person with emotions and thoughts and pain. A person with a history, and not all of it good.
She looked away. "I-I'm really sorry, Alyssa," she whispered.
I smiled. I couldn't blame her for wanting the excitement I could provide, for thinking that my life was as carefree and easy as hers. She really didn't know any better.
I slipped my arms around her, nuzzled her neck, kissed her ear. Despite the moment, she breathed in sharply. Erin was pretty easy to turn on, I realized. Like father, like daughter . . . .
"Hey," I whispered. "I wouldn't be here if I didn't want to be."
She turned her face toward mine, revealing the sense of guilt she felt for having made her simple assumptions about me. "You can leave if you want," she said earnestly. "I mean it."
I smiled, bit my lip. "Not a chance, baby," I said. I passed my hand down over her breasts, gracing her nipples. "You got me for two more days . . . and you're definitely gonna get your money's worth."
***
After a couple rounds of cocktails, conversation, and cigarettes (well, I was the only one smoking), I took the lead once again. Erin and Ross were excited by my presence, that much was obvious, but they were still relatively inexperienced. Erin, adhering to the 'good girl' rules of the society in which she had come of age, had only known two boys before meeting her fiancé. Even with her natural confidence (inherited from her father, no doubt), she was still a 'babe in the woods' compared to me.



And Ross, despite his swimmer's body and GQ looks, had spent the bulk of his life in serious study, with little time for romance or even casual sex. While I was younger than both of them, I was acutely aware that I possessed volumes of sexual experience that would take them years, if not decades, to match.
Taking each of them by the hand, the three of us, naked bodies glistening in the late afternoon sun, headed around the pool toward the large round mat. I had them both sit, then lowered myself slowly to my knees. Erin and Ross bowed to my experience, understanding that I was running the show.
I took their hands and placed them on my body. I kissed them both, tenderly, lovingly, slowly fueling their passion. They responded eagerly, their libidos simmering.
I pulled Erin's face to my breasts and gently pushed Ross' down toward my sex. I spread my legs wide as I leaned back on my knees, bringing Erin with me. She hungrily licked and sucked my nipples, running her fingertips up and down my body. I pushed my pussy against Ross' mouth, gripped a handful of his hair. Erin pulled her slack face away from my body to watch her fiancé go down on another woman. I could tell that the sight of his tongue worming around my clit turned her on.
They didn't need much encouragement after that.
I got Ross to lay on his back, his thick cock -- it really was as magnificent as Erin had bragged -- thrusting up in the air, more than ready. I handed Erin the condom, and she grinned as she scrolled the rubber down her fiancé's shaft. She curled up beside him as I squatted over Ross and slowly eased his cock inside me. Erin was as fascinated with watching sex, I realized, as she was participating in it.
I used every trick I knew, from experience and from the books Cleo had bought for me, to coax out his orgasm. Ross groaned and panted when he came, responding in ways that amazed Erin. Once he was spent, I gently pulled off the condom, let his semen drip out onto his crotch, and proceeded to lick up every last, sweet drop. Erin was captivated. Ross all but passed out.
***
We fucked all weekend long, four, five, six times a day. None of us ever wore clothes, not even when Erin and I pampered Ross with home-cooked meals served out by the pool. We christened every room in the house, from the master suite with its king-sized bed, to the living room with the big, plush, white flocate rug.
At times, Ross was too tired to join in, and during such instances, Erin and I satisfied each other, kissing and licking and fingering one another to orgasm. On one such occasion, I was inspired by the sight of a brass candlestick, and used it like a dildo in Erin's eager cunt as Ross watched, amazed at the way his fiancé screamed and sprayed her orgasmic fluid in the air when she came.
I took it upon myself to be more than a sex object for Erin and her future husband. I decided to educate her, and showed her how to use her PC muscle to maximize Ross' orgasm, how to time her own to match his, how to give a long, sweet blow job. When Ross erupted in her mouth for the first time, she dutifully sucked it all down, something she had never done before, and declared that 'cum isn't as bad as I thought!'
More than the sex, Erin and I did a lot of talking. My earlier vehemence that 'I'm not your friend,' was forgotten as Erin and I really got to know each other. I told her some things about my life, she told me some things about hers. I really liked her sense of humor, her playfulness, the casual way in which she could go from being sexy to serious in the blink of an eye. We would talk for hours while Ross, essentially a guy, watched ESPN and talked on his cell.
I tried to ignore what I was feeling for her, or at least I told myself I did. I couldn't tell if she felt the same way, but I liked to think, in at least some little way, she did. At the very least, Erin and I had formed a connection much like the one I had with her father.
My flight out from Lake Tahoe was scheduled for eight p.m. that Sunday night. That morning, the three of us awoke in the big king-sized bed, uncurling arms and legs and sharing soft 'good morning' kisses. Erin and I remained in bed, touching and kissing, as Ross headed to the kitchen to make breakfast. By the time he returned with a wicker tray laden with bacon, eggs, orange juice and coffee, Erin and I had already made each other cum.
We headed out to the pool after breakfast, and jumped in sans bathing suits, screaming, splashing, laughing. Erin and I were, for at least the short time I was with her, the best of friends. Her buoyant laughter and exuberance were infectious, making me feel, for the first time in quite a while, my real age.
Ross knelt by the pool, feeding Erin and I our lunch from a wooden pallet of summer sausage, crackers, and Havarti cheese that he had prepared. We opened our mouths eagerly in a more than suggestive way as we floated like naked nymphs in the water by the pool's edge, accepting the treats he fed us. We gave Ross looks that let him know, in no uncertain terms, that he was going to enjoy both our charms at least once more before I had to leave.
I finally decided it was time. Not just time to fuck, but time for something else. I pulled myself from the pool, water dripping down my naked body, and smacked my little feet across the tile to the cabinet beside the patio bar. Erin and Ross both watched me as I came back. It was hard to tell which of them gave me the hungrier look.
"There's something I've wanted to try for a while now," I said, cradling the bottle of lotion between my breasts. I looked them both in the eye. "I've been, uh . . . waiting for the right occasion. Waiting for someone I could trust."
Erin gave me a wide-eyed, wondering look. "What's that, Yvette?" she asked.
I dropped to my knees, giving Erin a sly little smile. Fixing her fiancé with a direct look, I said, "Ross, honey."
He swallowed nervously. "Yeah?"
I handed him the bottle of lotion. "I want you to be the first to fuck my ass," I said.
His eyes widened like saucers. "O-ohhh . . . ."
I smiled at him, biting my lip and batting my eyes.
Ross took a breath, gave Erin a questioning look. It was pretty obvious that he was enticed by the idea of anal sex; his cock was sure responding in the appropriate way. But I had to admire his wanting his future wife's input.
Erin flicked her eyes back and forth between us for a moment, her expression inscrutable. Then, slowly, she smiled, her round cheeks coloring. "Do it, baby," she said huskily to her fiancé, pushing up. She brought her face close to mine, staring into my eyes. "Tell me what I can do."
I grinned.
***
A little sucking, a little licking, and I got on my knees, bending over and lowering my shoulders to the mat. I curled my arms under my body, arched my back and sighed as Ross eased his condom-clad cock into my waiting pussy. He fucked me slow and deep, smoothing his hands over my firm cheeks, patient to let me tell him when I was ready.
Erin lay on her side against me, running her hands over my body and sharing small kisses with me. I smiled, murmuring my enjoyment as her hand slid down between my cheeks, gently massaging my virgin anus. Her fingers were slathered with lotion, which she gently, then with more insistence, rubbed into my sphincter.
I sighed, relaxing, feeling the steady rocking motion of Ross' penis inside me. I sought out Erin's mouth, kissed her tenderly. "Put your finger inside," I whispered. "Slowly. Just in and out."
Erin complied, studying my face, watching the play of expressions as her finger penetrated me. I winced a little, grunted, tried not to push. After a few minutes, in which Ross never changed his pace -- I wondered what he thought about his fiancé finger-fucking another girl's back door -- I opened my eyes, looking at Erin through a hazy film of lust.
"More," was all I said.
She smiled excitedly, and slowly slipped another finger inside my rectum. I bucked, lifting my head, gritting my teeth. My pussy spasmed around Ross' cock.
"More!" I cried.
Three fingers, now, stretching my anus open. Erin pumped them in and out slowly, her face glowing with excitement. Ross dribbled more lotion, cool and thick, onto my asshole. I could feel some of it oozing inside me. I suppressed the urge to clench my muscles, and let my anus be loosened by Erin's strong fingers.
My forehead dropped to the mat. I panted, caught between pleasure and pain. I was so close to cumming, but something held me back. Something blocked me. My lower lip vibrated as I breathed in and out.
Erin lifted her head, speaking to Ross. "She's ready, baby," she said anxiously. "Do it."
Ross moaned, and pulled his cock out of my cunt. I whimpered in anticipation, automatically held my breath as I felt him press the slick head of his dick against my butt hole. Once he was lined up, he gripped my hips with both hands . . . and pushed.
"Uhn!" I grunted, snapping my head up. My sphincter stretched, protesting the intrusion, but the sensitive nerves around my forbidden opening were alive with sensation. I could feel even the tiniest movement of Ross' cock as it slowly penetrated me.
"Ngyahh!" I cried as I felt the head of his cock pop inside my ass. "Ohgod . . . ohgod . . . ."
Erin ran her hand up and down my back soothingly. She was watching my face closely. "Do you want him to stop, sweetie?" she asked.
"Uhhnnnno," I grunted. I reached back, slapping my hand to Ross' hip, pulling. "Go on, baby, push it in!"
"Oh, fuck," he moaned, and impaled me, slowly, steadily, filling my ass with his cock.
"Ahhh!" I cried, feeling my jaw trembling. "Okay, okayokay! Stopstopstop!"
"Don't move, baby!" said Erin quickly, over my body.
Ross stopped, his cock throbbing inside me. He sighed in satisfaction. "Jesus, baby, it's so hot! So tight!"
Erin's face appeared beneath mine. She looked up at me, her excitement obvious. "Does it feel good?" she asked, slipping her hand down beneath me, between my legs.
I bit my lip, trying to control my labored breathing. "Kind'a," I squeaked.
Her fingers stroked my swollen lips, spreading them apart to find my clitoris. "How 'bout now."
"Mmm," I moaned softly, responding to her touch. Tingles spread out from my crotch. The thickness, the sheer weight, of Ross' cock inside me was indescribable. "B-better."
She lifted her head, kissing and sucking tenderly along my neck, making me hiss with pleasure. "Now?" she asked breathlessly.
"Ohhhhbabygodjesus," I sighed, and pushed back against Ross.
Ross was no idiot, and he recognized my capitulation. Maybe he could feel my sphincter relaxing. Or maybe, after two days of fucking me in every position known to man, he had learned something about how I responded. Whatever the reason, keeping a firm grip on my tight hips, he eased his cock back, making me wince, then pushed it back in, making me moan.
He fell into a rhythm, pumping in and out of my tight, burning ass steadily, slowly increasing the speed and depth of his thrusts. In short order, as Erin's fingers flailed on my clit, slipping inside my tight tunnel, her lips and tongue sucking along my neck and down to my nipples now and then, Ross was fucking my ass with as much intensity and drive as he had my cunt over the previous days. Whatever pain or discomfort I had at first experienced was forgotten quickly, replaced by exquisite pleasure.
After a while, Ross stopped moving, holding still and leaning back on his hands, letting me fuck him with the animalistic urgency that raged through me. I bucked and rolled, pounding my ass hard against him, driving every one of his stiff eight inches as deep into my rectum as they would go. Erin fondled my clit and sucked my puffies desperately, affected by my passion, masturbating her own pussy frantically with her free hand.
The strange, if intense, sensation of a cock in my ass held off my orgasm, as much as I was enjoying the fuck. But Erin was obviously inspired. She came before I did, moaning and biting down on my nipple, lifting her hips off the mat and panting against my breasts.
Then, moving quickly, she scrambled down beneath me, grabbing my ass as she positioned her face beneath my pussy. I heard her gasp at what she saw -- I could only imagine the sight of my cock-stuffed ass from her point of view -- a gasp that turned into a muffled groan as she lifted her head and latched onto my dripping cunt . . . .
That did it. Oh, my God did that do it! Erin's eager mouth, her fervent sucking, her hands squeezing my hips, Ross' stiff, pulsing cock . . . .
To describe just how and what I screamed as I came would be futile. All I remember is the indescribable lightning rush of orgasm, only ten times stronger than anything I had ever felt before. I felt like my body was literally exploding. I dug my hands into the mat beneath me, gouging it with my fingers as I impaled myself hard on Ross' cock. I was dimly aware of Erin sputtering beneath me, trying to accommodate the literal spray of cum I unleashed. I didn't even know that Ross was cumming as well.
I collapsed over Erin, devoid of strength, heaving and gasping for breath. My vision was blurry and the world seem turned upside-down. I felt movement beneath me as Erin scooted out and turned herself around. I slumped to the mat, wincing when Ross' cock popped out of my ass. He fell over beside me, drained as well.
Erin and I stared at each other dazedly, trying to read what the other felt. I was literally shaking. Never had I experienced anything so incredible.
Erin's pretty face glowed, literally dripping with my fluid, as she smiled. "Wow," she said, giggling.
I wheezed and panted. "Yeah . . . wow," I agreed.
***
I was still in a daze as James and I got on the plane that would bear us back home. He didn't say anything to me beyond what he had needed to, and sat immobile beside me. Had I thought about it, I might have believed he was jealous, or disappointed for some reason. But I didn't think about it. My mind remained in that little villa, with Erin and Ross . . . more with Erin.
I touched Ian's Pendant as it hung from my neck. Erin had commented on it that afternoon when I put it on, saying how beautiful it was. She didn't ask how I came by it, and I didn't tell her. For some reason, that pendant not only signified my love for Ian, but . . . .
But for Erin, as well.
Love? I thought. Isn't that going too far? Sure, the sex was great, but . . . love? You're not in love with Erin, Alyssa. She's a woman, and she's engaged, and all she wanted from you was what you gave her.
But my smile wouldn't go away, nor would my thoughts, my fondness, my . . . adoration for Erin.
They always say, you fall in love with your first time . . . .
***
Cleo met us at the airport after we touched down. I was still walking on a cloud, and Cleo noticed, giving me an amused smile. She told James he could go, that he would be called when it was time for my next date. He left rather quickly, I thought.
Cleo took me to a little place near the airport, a 'classy dive,' as she put it, and we sat at the long bar. I wasn't carded. There were a few others in the place, all men who gave us interested looks. But none of them ever approached, not that I wanted them to.
"So . . . how was it?" Cleo asked over the rim of her glass of wine.
I smiled, feeling warmth in my cheeks. My backside was still a little sore, but pleasantly so. "It was . . . incredible," I said wistfully. Damn, I can still taste her!
Cleo chuckled softly. "Told you," she said. "So who was she? Did you recognize her?"
I bit my lip. "Yeah, I recognized her," I admitted. "She was someone I met when I was with Arliss."
Cleo nodded, then slid a thick red envelope toward me across the bartop. "Here," she said with a small smile.
I looked around, then opened the envelope, flipping through the bills. My eyes widened.
"Five thousand," said Cleo. "In case you don't feel like adding it up."
I blinked. "That's . . . I mean—"
"That's over a thousand dollars more than you should be getting, is that what you were gonna say?" she asked.
I slipped the envelope inside my jacket. "Yeah."
Cleo shook her head. "You're something else, you know that? I mean, the other girls, they're hot, they do what their clients want, but you . . . I can't figure it out."
I reached for my drink. "I can't, either."
. . . to be continued . . .
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Part Five: Betrayal and Retribution
I was still in a daze after coming back from Lake Tahoe. Making love with Erin and Ross had been the most incredible erotic experience of my life. I only had to close my eyes, and I felt like I was back at that little villa, tasting them both. Never had I been so fulfilled and satisfied.
The first day of the semester was the following week, so I decided to hold off until I was settled in and got a feel for my classes before accepting dates. Julie and I went shopping for books and new clothes, and while I offered to pay for some of her purchases, she refused. I understood why, and didn't push the issue.
The day before classes started, I was sitting on my couch, nothing on but a long wrinkled T-shirt, when a thunderous pounding sounded at the door.
I gasped and jumped up, looking through the peep hole. I only had to see the thick shock of silver hair to know who it was. I turned the locks and deadbolt—
Ian shoved the door open and stormed past me into my apartment, making me gasp and stumble back, slapping a hand to my chest. I stared after him with fear and apprehension.
He whirled about in my living room, gritting his teeth. I had never seen Ian show emotion before, and the display was intimidating.
"How could you?" he asked gruffly.
I stared at him a moment, my fear vanishing, replaced with annoyance. I shoved the door closed and glared at him. "Well, hello to you, too," I snapped.
"My . . . daughter," he said with some difficulty.
I brushed past him, shooting him an acidic, cocky look. "Yeah? What about her?"
He stared after me as I headed to the kitchen and took a bottle of strawberry vodka from the freezer. I could feel his eyes on my back as I poured some into a glass, adding some Diet Coke. I turned back around, a mix of emotions whirling in my mind.
Ian was glaring, but as my eyes met his, he looked away. He pulled off his jacket, tossed it on the couch as if my apartment was his. He was dressed in a suit, something I rarely saw him in. He pulled at his tie, grunting and grimacing, finally ripping it off. I tried not to show my amusement at the spectacle, and hid my smile by lifting my glass.
He hurled the tie aside, paced back and forth with his hands on his hips. "Do you know what my daughter's middle name is?"
I sipped my drink, licked my lips. "No."
I finally faced me. "Riley," he said. "Erin. Riley. Holloway." He enunciated each word carefully, meaningfully. "Rebecca and I named her after her grandfather. Bet you didn't know that."
I shook my head, looking down into my drink.
"He was a great man. He started the family fortune by purchasing two piece-of-shit little newspapers and turning them into giants. I started off in the mail room at less than a dollar an hour. I earned my way up, even though I was the old man's son. I had to prove to him that I could take over the business once I was old enough."
I lowered my glass. "And now you're a pimp," I said.
Ian's features twisted. "You don't know what I am!" he roared, making me flinch. I almost dropped my glass. I had never seen Ian angry before, never even close to it. This new side frightened me.
He whirled away, pacing again. He ran his hands through his silver hair. "Do you have any idea what I'm worth?" he asked at last. The chaotic pattern of the conversation confused me.
A few crude responses came to mind. I decided not to say anything.
"One-hundred and twenty-seven million dollars, last I checked," he said, but he didn't seem particularly proud of the figure. "A good portion of that stands to be inherited by my children, Michael and Erin. Of course, you've never met Michael. He's been in Asia for the last two years. But Erin . . . Erin you know pretty well, don't you?"
I lowered my glass, feeling ashamed. "I . . . I didn't know it was her," I said.
"No, you wouldn't," he said, his voice calm again, yet still forceful, still strong, as he stepped closer. "Not until you got there. Not until you saw her. I know you two met before. You could have said no, Alyssa. You could have refused."
I lifted my eyes, felt a surge of defiance as I boldly met his gaze. "You're not gonna make me feel guilty about making love to your daughter, Ian," I said.
My words stung, I knew. I had wanted them to. He winced, turned away. I could tell he was struggling with his thoughts, but couldn't imagine what was truly going through his mind.
"And is that really the reason she . . . contacted you?" he asked.
I laughed sharply. "No, actually, she wanted to have a wild threesome with me and her fiancé," I said, rudely enjoying the way I was getting to him. "Man, we fucked all weekend long! I'm surprised you can't tell, 'cause I sure as hell—"
"Enough!" he barked.
I fell quiet, but I didn't back down. I kept my eyes on him, fuming.
"Her fiancé, huh?" he said, and jerked his cell phone out of his pocket. "Well, he sure as hell won't be once I'm done with him."
My anger blazed. "Don't! You! Dare!" I screeched, the pitch of my voice almost high enough to shatter glass.
Ian snapped his head in my direction, looking shocked, surprised, maybe even intimidated. He blinked, his face blank.
"What do you think it was all about, Ian?" I cried, slamming my drink down on the counter, spilling half it's contents. I all but charged Ian as I came around the breakfast bar of my kitchen, shoving my finger toward him. My words came rapid-fire from my mouth: "You think I'm after your fucking money? Or, you think Erin and I cooked something up to get at you, huh? To get back at Daddy for cheating on Mom and being a fucking pimp? Well, we didn't! She asked for me! But let me tell you, you self-impressed, I-know-what's-good-for-everybody mother fucker! She sure as fuck would have a reason to hate you! I sure as hell do!"
I spun away, then turned back and kept going, pouring it all out: "God damn it! You're so fucking infuriating, you know that? You act like you've got all the answers, but you really don't know shit! It's all numbers and business with you, isn't it? You really don't give a God damn, up-the-ass fuck about anyone, do you? It's all about Ian Holloway! The great and wonderful Ian Holloway, like you're the fucking Wizard of Oz or something!"
I stopped my tirade, glaring at him, then looked down, folding my arms under my breasts.
His voice was strangely calm. "Alyssa—"
"Fuck you," I spat, as a last, frustrated stab.
He sighed. "Are you done?"
I huffed, squeezing my arms. "Yeah, I'm done."
Ian breathed out heavily, turned away from me. He was quiet for a long time, facing away from me, running his hands through his hair, standing with his hands on his hips, fiddling with his titanium watch. He finally fell onto my couch, took up my cigarettes and lit one.
"This was never a business I wanted to get into," he said off-handedly.
"Then why did you?" I asked.
"About eight years ago," he said, almost as if talking to himself. "I was driving home from work, late at night. No, correction: I wasn't driving. I was in the back. Anyway, there was some construction on the highway, so my driver, Sam, got off the highway and took some back roads. I trusted him to know where he was going."
Ian tapped ash off his cigarette, pulled on it, made a smoke ring. He watched it dissipate in the air.
"We stopped at a light," he continued. He laughed sharply. "It was a really long light. I looked out through the windows, and I saw this pretty young woman, standing on the corner. Long, dark hair, tight jeans, just the barest of tops to keep her modest. She was smoking a cigarette, waving at the cars passing by. Once in a while, she'd look my way."
I listened to him, watching his face, remaining silent.
"I'll never . . . I'll never understand why, but I rolled down the window. I didn't say anything. But she noticed. Boy, did she notice! She was over there in a flash! She looked . . . so pretty, but so . . . desperate."
Ian sighed again, smoked his cigarette, flicked off some more ash over my crystal ashtray. "She got inside just before the light turned green and Sam took off. I always had the feeling he didn't like having her in the car. Anyway, we talked a little bit, then she gave me a price, and . . . well . . . ."
I moved closer, got on my knees on the floor beside him. I had never seen Ian like this. I had never seen him so . . . human. I looked away, took up one of my cigarettes as Ian went on with his story.
"Afterwards, she gave me her phone number, but I really didn't think about her too much after that. Not for a couple of weeks, until I saw her again, on the same street, in almost the same clothes. It was almost like a compulsion. I had to pick her up.
"This time, it was just me. No driver. And she . . . she was a lot more friendly. She wanted to go back to her place. I said, 'sure.'"
Ian gave me a little smile, not one of condescension, but one that told me he was entrusting me with something.
"I never felt bad about being with her," Ian said. "Sure, society says I should have been. I was a married man, after all. In sixteen years, I never stepped out on my wife. Not once. Other men in my circle, within two, three years . . . they all had mistresses. It was just . . . part of life. Part of our world."
"Girls are trophy wives and guys have affairs," I said, recalling Erin's words.
Ian smiled ruefully. "Yeah," he said, then suddenly jabbed at his chest and gave me an emphatic look. "But I never gave in!"
I stared up into his eyes. "Yes, you did," I said softly.
His self-righteousness vanished. "Yeah," he said. "I did. And I hated myself for it, for a while, even though I loved every . . . every damn moment."
Ian pulled on his cigarette again. "Rebecca found out about it. I expected her to be angry. I wanted her to hate me, I guess. But she didn't. You know what she told me?"
I looked into his face as he gazed upon me, his features revealing as much of his pain as he would allow. "What?" I asked.
Ian swallowed down tears. "She told me to 'be careful,'" he said. He laughed harshly. "'Use protection.' That wasn't what I needed to hear. I needed to hear that it was wrong, that she wanted me to stop seeing . . . her. That . . . that I wasn't being a good father. Anything! But Rebecca just shrugged it off. She accepted it."
"And you kept seeing that girl," I said.
Ian nodded. "Yeah," he said with a nod. "Two, three, four times a week. She was a sexy girl. A smart girl. She didn't try to trap me into anything; she knew she couldn't. But she did have an idea."
I nodded, understanding. "To start a business," I said.
Ian gave me a funny smile, touched my face. "Maybe that's why I . . . you remind me so much of her, the way she used to be," he said. "But in so many ways, you're . . . different. Better."
I touched Ian's leg. "It was Cleo, wasn't it?" I asked.
Ian nodded slowly. "Yes, it was." He touched my face, smiling upon me with such affection that I couldn't think of anything to say.
"I may have been around the world more than once," he said. "But I've only been in love three times. I've had my heart broken twice. I don't . . . I don't think I can handle a third time."
I swallowed my emotions, tried to stay calm. "Who broke your heart, Ian?" I asked, feeling the film of tears on my eyes, despite my efforts.
His eyes were dark and steady, yet I could see the conflict behind them, the pain. "My wife," he said. "When she didn't care enough to hate me. And Cleo, when she didn't love me enough to ask me to leave."
"A-and the third?" I asked, my words coming out in shuddering breaths. "H-has she broken your heart?"
Ian's face was stoic once more. His eyes were hard and guarded as he stared into mine. "Not yet," he said, in a strained voice. "And I hope she never does."
I trembled, sniffed up my tears. "Sh-she won't," I said in a small voice.
Ian didn't say anything more. Taking up his jacket, finding his tie, he headed to the door. "I hope you're right," he said, then stepped out into the cool night air.
I stared at the door for a long time, long after Ian was gone. Tears streamed down my face, soaked into my shirt.
"I won't break your heart, Ian," I said. "I promise."
***
I didn't talk to Ian about that night, nor did I ever bring it up with Cleo. But Ian's tale revealed my 'madam' in a different light. Cleo was still my friend, and would always be so, but now I knew something about her, something cold and venomous. I decided to be a little less trusting of her, and stop thinking of her as my 'big sister.'
Once I started dating again, about a week after the start of classes, I returned to my routine of seeing four men a week. Most were gracious men who only wanted the company of a pretty young girl to make them feel desirable again. A few, however, were rough and looked to me as little more than a means to vent their frustrations.
It really didn't matter to me, when it came down to it. Fucking was fucking. I loved it all.
***
Most people dress up in crazy costumes for Halloween. The rich just put on expensive masks and do what they always do.
I really didn't want to take a date on Halloween night, preferring to hang out with Julie and my other friends, go to a house party, hell, maybe even mess around with a boy or two. The youngest man I'd had sex with had been Ross, and for some reason, I was itching to be with a guy my age.
Alas, Cleo called and said that Arliss Montgomery was back in town, and he had asked for me. There was some posh gala downtown that he was attending, and he wanted me to go with him. I hemmed and hawed, then thought about how deliciously naughty he had been the last time . . . I realized I couldn't say no.
So I put on my black evening gown and a white shawl, and James took me to meet my lover at his hotel. Damn, Arliss looked gorgeous in his tailored tuxedo. I met him in his room, and he kissed my hand, letting me in. The way he looked at me, with remembrance of our last time together . . . if he had told me to get on my knees, I would have been down there faster than you could say 'blow job.'
Instead, he handed me a feathered French mask, attached to a long, skinny handle, showed me his own. I giggled at the sight of the white plastic mask he would be wearing. It had a really long, smooth nose, more than reminiscent of an erect penis. I could tell he had the same kinky thoughts about it as I did.
"I was thinking about you when I picked it out," he said with a wink.
I rubbed my body against his suggestively. "And after tonight, you'll never look at it the same way again," I promised.
We went to the convention center in a rented limo, and arrived amid all the flashing lights of the paparazzi that one would expect at a Hollywood movie opening. I walked beside Arliss up the red carpet, blinking and flinching at the flashes going off around us. I felt like I was hanging off the arm of a prince as Arliss waved and nodded with professional courtesy to those who called his name.
"Hey! Hey, honey! What's your name?" someone called. A photographer, waving frantically at me.
"Yvette," I said, loud enough for him to hear. I giggled. Flashbulbs popped.
"Yvette what?" someone else asked.
I just smiled coyly. Just Yvette, I thought.
Arliss chuckled once we got past the gauntlet. His strong hand was on my back. "I don't know if I should be proud or jealous," he said, fitting his mask over his face. I guess men's masks were fixed, and women had to hold theirs up by the handle. "They were more interested in you than me."
I gave him an exaggerated pout, giggling again at the mask. The long, slightly curved nose was more than a little sexually suggestive. "Aw, poor baby," I said. "I'll massage your ego later."
He grinned from under the gleaming white mask. "Massage whatever you want, baby," he said. "I don't have anywhere to be tomorrow."
I breathed in with arousal at the thought of staying up all night with Arliss, testing the limits of his sexual stamina . . . waking up late in the morning together . . . .
There were thousands of attendees at the gala, all of them in tuxedos and gowns and wearing masks. A small string orchestra was set up in the middle of the main room, beneath a large banner in black and orange that read, "Tenth Annual Halloween Charity Ball." And beneath those words: "Proceeds to benefit Muscular Dystrophy Association or America."
"At least it's a good cause this year," mused Arliss. "Last year, it was for the building of a new art center. Damn project still hasn't gotten off the ground."
I smiled up at him. "So, are you moving here, or not?" I asked him. "You've been back and forth from Florida for the last three years."
He smirked. "Been checking up on me?"
I shrugged. "Let's just say I'm curious."
His eyes studied mine. "If I did move here," he said carefully. "I'd like to spend more time with you."
I bit my lip, feeling a swell of excitement. "I'd like that," I said earnestly.
Arliss kept me close as we made the rounds. We met businessmen and lawyers, politicians and diplomats. Some I had seen before; some I had dated before. A couple of the ones I knew on a more intimate level gave me wistful looks as they tried not to betray just how well they knew me. Especially those with their wives. They regarded Arliss with some measure of jealousy, knowing what he was in for. I was feeling appropriately naughty.
We danced a little, and I was grateful for the lessons provided by Cleo and Anne. Maybe I didn't know the Foxtrot from the Charleston, but I knew a few steps, enough not to embarrass myself, or Arliss. We had some champagne, took advantage of the seafood buffet – I was really starting to develop a taste for caviar – and generally enjoyed ourselves.
"Ladies and gentlemen, if I could have your attention, please!"
The music stopped, and everyone looked to the center of the floor, where the mayor stood on a small dais. He held out his hands, graciously accepting the light applause as he was recognized.
"I would like to thank you all for coming out tonight and leaving all the little ghouls at home."
Some courteous laughter rose from the crowd.
"What a putz," muttered Arliss as he clapped.
I snorted, almost spitting out my champagne, laughing quietly.
"But, seriously, thank you, thank you, thank you all, for digging deep in your pockets for this worthy cause. As you know, MDA has . . . ."
The mayor prattled on, giving his speech. I wasn't really paying attention. The false honesty of politics held no attraction for me. I looked around at the crowd, fiddling with my mask, sipping champagne, admiring some of the others' masks, the dresses and jewelry of the women. I recognized a few other escorts I had seen before at such functions, wondering if they were Ian's girls or members of a different agency . . . .
And then I saw him. Staring right at me from across the room.
Gary.
I breathed in sharply. It had been so long since I had seen him, but never could I forget his face. He had a blank expression, stoic, almost emotionless. He had one hand in the pocket of his tuxedo pants, the other holding a white mask. He seemed to be alone, even though he was surrounded by people.
I couldn't help but stare at him, feeling a mixture of emotions stirring in my mind: the love, the affection we had shared, the pain of his leaving . . . .
Everything else was shut out from my senses. I heard nothing but my own heartbeat, saw nothing but Gary. I felt a sudden urge to go to him, to be with him and tell him I was sorry, to throw away everything and pick up where we had left off. I suddenly felt the absence of the ring he had given me, the diamond bracelet engraved with our love. My heart rose in my throat and my knees felt weak.



I guess my thoughts must have been visible on my face. Gary's eyes flickered down, and he gritted his teeth. He was feeling regret, I figured. Or maybe jealousy, since I was so close to Arliss. With a deft step, he slipped back into the crowd.
The rest of the world rushed back into my ears once he was gone, overwhelming me for a moment.
". . . and, so, once again, thank you all for coming," the mayor was saying, finishing his speech. There was more applause, some ever-enthusiastic cheering.
"Yvette?"
I looked up at Arliss, blinking. He looked so alien, inhuman even, with the mask on. I felt light-headed.
He pulled the mask off. "You okay, baby?" he asked, his eyes full of concern.
I swallowed dryly. "Um . . . I need to sit down," I said.
"Sure, sure," he said, and guided me with his hand at my back toward one of the wide round tables the sat around the edge of the main floor. He pulled out a chair for me, and I sunk down into it. Arliss took a seat beside me, leaning forward, studying my face. He was genuinely concerned as he touched my forehead.
"You getting sick, Yvette?" He asked. "You feel a little clammy."
I blinked, took a sip of champagne, looking around. I was conscious of the fact that I was looking for Gary. But all I saw was a sea of evening gowns and tuxedos.
"I-I'm fine," I said. I forced an embarrassed smile. "Just, uh . . . it's been a long week. Mid-terms, you know."
Arliss smiled, touched my chin. "I didn't know you were a student," he said. "What are you studying?"
I laughed sharply. "Um . . . I'm still undecided," I said.
His smile remained, all at once so fatherly and sexy. "You'll figure it out," he said. "You're a smart woman."
I gave him an affectionate look, touched his clean-shaven face. "Thanks, baby," I whispered.
He took my hand. "I've got an idea," he said. "Let's get out of here. I put in my appearance, snobbed with the politicos. I hate this kind of shit, to tell the truth. Why don't we go find a greasy spoon diner somewhere, have some fattening food?"
I laughed, letting out the tension. I stared into his eyes. God, what beautiful eyes! "And then . . . can we go back to the hotel and make love?" I asked, conscious of my need to overwhelm my senses through sex, to work out my emotions in the most basic way.
Arliss licked his lips. "Anything you want, baby," he said.
I sighed. Thoughts of Gary began to fade, replaced by carnal desire. "Let me just use the little girl's room," I said. "I wanna freshen up."
Arliss nodded. "I've got a few people to say goodbye to," he said. "Meet me at the doors."
"Okay," I said, then impulsively grabbed his face with both hands, pressing my lips to his, searching for his tongue. He was a little startled at first – public etiquette among high society practically forbade such sensuous kissing – but he didn't stop me.
I pulled back, my arousal spiking. "I'm gonna fuck you all night, Arliss," I whispered hotly.
Arliss shuddered, turned on by my molten sexuality. "Let's get out of here," he said, then fixed his tie. "Before we make the front page news."
I giggled, biting my lip. We stood together, and I excused myself, looking for the ladies' room. A helpful steward told me where to go, and I headed down the hallway he indicated. I passed a few elegant society wives, some of whom recognized what I was and gave me 'tsk, tsk' looks. I ignored the jealous old bats.
I found the bathroom, used one of the stalls, washed my hands and touched up my face. There were a few other women in there, and we chatted casually. For a few moments, at least, I was just another woman, and not a call girl, not a whore.
Finally, I headed out of the bathroom –
"Hi."
I gasped, almost running into him in the hallway. I'd had my head down, stepping quickly, snapping my purse closed, and hadn't been paying attention to where I was going. Gary had appeared, almost literally, out of nowhere.
"H-hi," I said back, staring into his eyes. His face seemed even stronger than before. He looked younger, more fit.
Gary fidgeted a little, shifting on his feet. His eyes darted from mine, wandering over my body, down the hall. The aroma of alcohol was strong on his breath, and his eyes were a little glassy. I wondered how much he'd had to drink. "You got a minute?"
I felt uncomfortable, remembering how upset he had become when he discovered my new profession. I really didn't want to remind him of that, but I couldn't get around it. "Um . . . I'm with someone," I said.
He snorted derisively. "Yeah, I noticed," he said, giving me a disgusted look. But it vanished instantly. "I-I'm sorry," he said. "Look, I . . . I just want a minute. That's all."
I had this feeling, a sharp stab of fear that sprouted in my chest, felt the instinct to just leave, but . . . it was Gary. I felt I owed him the chance to explain himself, and to hear my side of things, if that was what he wanted.
I nodded. "Okay," I said.
Gary grinned, like a schoolboy, and I smiled back, that momentary fear disappearing. Gently, he took my hand, lead me down the hall. We didn't say anything as we walked, and I didn't think anything of where he was taking me . . . in hindsight, I should have recognized that there was something different about him. Something . . . dangerous.
We went through a couple of doors, ended up on a large breezeway that overlooked the parking lot two stories below. The lights of the city glimmered and glowed around us, clouds obscured the moon overhead. There was a welcome, warm breeze that countered the clammy feel of the air conditioning inside.
Gary and I took out our cigarettes at the same time. We shared a smile at the serendipity of our actions. We lit up, exhaled, and stared at each other. My heart fluttered. He was still so handsome; I knew I would always have feelings for Gary.
"You know," he said. "I keep thinking about that very first night we met. You remember that?"
"Of course I do, Gary."
He smiled sheepishly, pulled on his cigarette. "Honestly, that whole night, I thought you were, like, sixteen," he said. "I mean, you were just so . . . sweet."
I blushed.
His next words were caustic: "What happened to you?"
My smile faded. I met his gaze. "You know what happened, Gary," I said. "After all, you helped make it happen."
He gritted his teeth. "Y-you . . ." he paused, controlling himself. "You told me you didn't want me to be your first. Because you didn't you want to fall in love with me."
I nodded, averting my eyes, smoking. "Yeah. I said that."
"Did you fall in love with him?"
I swallowed. "Gary—"
"I-I mean, I'm willing to bet you didn't, 'cause otherwise you wouldn't have become a whore—" he cut himself off with a rude laugh, knowing he had said too much.
My emotions flared. I was barely keeping it together. I flicked my cigarette and turned sharply to the door. "I'm leaving."
"Wait!" he shouted, and rushed up to intercept me. His hand grabbed my arm, a little too roughly. "Alyssa, I'm sorry! I've just been going crazy—"
I tore my arm away and glared at him. "You wanna know the truth, Gary?"
He blinked profusely. "Yes," he said simply.
"I was in love with you," I snapped, feeling my eyes swell. "Even before you came back, before you told me your wife had left, before I started thinking I wanted a life with you. I loved you, you asshole!"
Gary stared at me, gape-mouthed. "I-I love you too, baby. I always have."
I laughed sharply. "You don't get it," I said, stepping away, gathering my shawl about my shoulders. "I loved you. Past-tense. When you came back . . . I was taking a break from it. From this. And when we were together, I was ready to just walk away, and be with you. I wanted to."
I faced him. "But you couldn't handle it," I said directly. "And I knew, after that day you walked out, that even if you did come back again, it would never be the same. Because I wasn't your girl anymore. It was all right when I was your whore. You could handle that. But I'm not your Sunday-afternoon cocksucker anymore."
I left him stunned by my words, heading to the door, my heels click-clacking on the cement. "Good-bye, Gary."
"Fine," he said darkly. "Go back to your trick, your john. Go fuck your rich nigger."
I stopped at the door, bristling. His words, the way he spoke them, the way he degraded me down to the lowest common denominator . . . I knew I should have left, should have just thrown open the door and disappeared. But my anger, my pride, wouldn't let me. And that proved to be the costliest mistake I had ever made.
I whirled back around, marched up to Gary, and slapped him. Hard. It made him flinch, stagger on his feet. His cigarette flew from his mouth.
He slowly looked back at me, stunned, surprised . . . and angry. No, it wasn't anger. It was rage. Pure, primal, careless, reckless rage that destroys everything before it. Gary's eyes settled on mine with a dark, hollow look, and I realized then that I was in trouble. The reason for the fear I had felt before now became clear to me, and it flooded back in spades. And I realized, chillingly: this isn't Gary anymore.
"You bitch," he whispered harshly. Blood trickled from his lip.
I gasped, frightened by the look on his face, that expression of total darkness, of evil. I stumbled back, wobbling on heels that suddenly seemed too cumbersome. My hands shook as I fumbled with my purse, trying to open it. Grab your phone, call James, and run, Alyssa. Run for your life.
But Gary was too quick, and I was too scared. He smacked the purse from my hand, making me yelp in pain and fear, then back-handed me. Pain exploded across my face. I cried out, falling to the floor, knocked away from him. I felt warm liquid trickling out of my nose, over my lip.
Blood. My blood.
Then Gary was upon me, grabbing my hair, making me cry out as he hauled me to my feet. He dragged me around, away from the door, making me stumble. I clawed for his hand, yelling at him, my fear mitigated by primal anger. I tried to kick him, and only graced his leg.
He spun me around, and for a moment, all I saw was the most evil, terrible, sneering face. And then his closed fist, just before it smashed into my nose.
I fell back against the railing with a grunt, shocked, my eyes blurry. More blood poured down my face. The sickly-sweet aroma was all I could smell. I gripped the railing for support. My knees were weak; I could barely stand. My entire body shook with pain, fear, and the shock at what Gary was doing.
"P-please," I begged him.
But he was gone, the Gary I knew hidden away, replaced by the dark-hearted brute who now grabbed me. He grabbed a handful of my gown, ripped it down, exposing me. "That's right, bitch, beg me!" he roared.
I was crying now, trying to get away, but I lacked the strength. I couldn't see, couldn't stand, couldn't fight back.
I felt the fabric of my dress rip as he tore it away. I felt even more humiliated and vulnerable now that I was nude. His hands grabbed my body roughly, turning me about, bending me over the railing. The metal was cold against the undersides of my breasts. I cried and begged him to stop, shrieking and screaming. I saw people in the parking lot below, standing around, talking, smoking, oblivious to the violence happening above them.
Why aren't they doing anything? Can't they hear me?
Gary was leaning over me, his body pressed to mine, the stench of alcohol on his breath blasting in my ear as he grabbed my naked hip and jerked me against him. His hand worked between us, and I knew he was unzipping his slacks. I could feel him prodding at my pussy, his cock hard – how can he be turned on? – and trying to get in.
"Don't pretend you don't want it, baby," he sneered. "You're just a fucking whore, after all." He grabbed a fistful of my hair, jerking my head back. It reminded me, suddenly, of that first night, after he had come back. I had liked the way he had been rough, then.
But this was different. This was pain. Rape.
"No, Gary, don't!" I screamed. "Oh, God, please, don't!"
"Shut up, whore," he growled, and dug his fingers into my hip. He shoved forward, his cock rudely pushing inside me. It was so rough, and I was so dry—
I screamed. Louder than before, louder than I ever had in my life. The pain was more intense than when I had lost my virginity. It stabbed through me like a knife shoved into my belly. I couldn't believe Gary was doing this. I couldn't believe . . . .
He was raping me.
But he was, pounding against me, his cock digging like a serpent through my garden. My body betrayed me as my natural wetness flowed. Gary groped, clawed, and scratched at me, leaving welts and bruises. I gripped the railing, shocked in disbelief at what was happening. The man I had once professed to love was raping me. I could barely see through the haze of blood and tears to the parking lot below. Figures scurried like ants, running toward the building.
Oh, sure, now you fucking come to my rescue! Now, when he's already--
Gary jerked on my head, sucked wetly on my neck. His vile cock invaded me again and again as he panted and grunted and moaned. I felt every humiliating thrust of his cock, the cool fabric of his slacks against my naked cheeks and the backs of my thighs.
And then he stopped, shaking against me. And I felt it. The hot rush of liquid inside me, which I had always loved yet which now was the most disgusting thing I had ever felt in my life. I cried again at feeling it. I had never felt more defiled in my life.
Gary pushed back abruptly, pulling out of me, letting go of my body. I collapsed, crying, against the railing, feeling his seed trickling out from between my legs. I curled up into a ball, wanting to protect myself, to stop any further debasement and pain.
I don't know how long I lay like that, shaking and sobbing, feeling cheap and abused. I kept thinking, over and over, that it had not really happened, that it had not been Gary, but maybe someone else. Someone I could hate.
I heard a door slam, and hands reaching for me. I screamed, flailing with my arms, beating back those hands.
"Hey, baby, don't be like that!"
"Yeah, we just wanna help!"
"Damn, check out that bod . . . ."
"Dude, she's already naked . . . ."
I sobbed uncontrollably, trying to pull myself in even more, wanting to find a little hole to crawl into, to disappear. No, not again, I thought. Please not again . . . .
And then, he was there.
I heard grunts, cries, exclamations. The hard impacts of flesh on flesh. I managed to open my eyes, looking through the film of pain. And there he was: my guardian, my protector. Beating back a couple of men in white chef's coats. His moves were quick and brutal, powerful. The two men fell to the floor, unconscious . . . or dead. I really didn't care which at the moment.
James knelt down beside me, his hard face registering vicarious pain. He slowly offered me his hand.
"Come on, Alyssa," he said softly. "I won't let anything else happen to you. I promise."
I was trembling, shaking like a frightened kitten. I tried to speak, but I couldn't.
"Come on," he said, more firmly.
I reached out with a shaking hand, took his. Immediately, James gathered me up, his strong arms around me, holding me close. He rose, surrounding me with his arms, protecting me, and took me away.
***
Ian and Cleo met us at my apartment. Upon seeing me, Cleo took me into the bathroom to clean me up. I did a lot of crying, and Cleo held me, soothing me with her words. I winced when she touched my face with the washcloth, cried some more when I saw the blood. I didn't want to look in the mirror. I didn't want to see what Gary had done to me.
A numbness finally set in, for which I was thankful. Cleo applied a bandage to my nose, said something about it needing to be 'set.' I would have to go the hospital, but I didn't want to. I didn't want the additional humiliation of admitting that I had been raped.
Ian and James were talking, standing toward the end of my living room, by the patio door. I kept staring at Ian, not knowing what I was telling him with my eyes, not knowing what he was reading. He gritted his teeth at what James told him.
Finally, Ian took out his phone, started dialing.
"Who are you calling?" Cleo asked as she sat beside me. There was something about the way she asked that. A sense of dread . . . of fear, even.
Ian shot her a look, lifted the phone to his ear. "I'd like to speak to Mr. Stone," he said.
Cleo jumped up. "Ian—"
He raised a hand, glared at her. His eyes flickered to mine for a moment. Cleo stopped, then sighed. She came back and sat down next to me on the couch, holding me again. Ian talked quietly into the phone, turning his face away.
"Wh-who's he calling?" I asked Cleo. My own voice sounded so alien to me, so quiet and whimpering.
"Shh, baby, don't worry about it," she said, petting my damp hair, kissing my temple.
"Who's he calling?" I asked again, more forcefully, looking to Ian as he opened the sliding glass door to my balcony and stepped out. I found Cleo's eyes.
She stared back. "You don't wanna know," she said gravely.
I shuddered as I cried again.
***
I did go to the emergency room, about an hour later. I suffered the indignities of their questions and the clinical procedure of a rape kit. The nurse made the comment that I should not have cleaned up, since the soap 'tainted the sample.' I glared at her and told her to get the fuck out.
A female police officer came to take my statement. I didn't give her Gary's name and really didn't feel like talking. I guess she had seen more than a few rape victims, because she didn't push the issue and gave me a business card. In case I felt like talking later, she told me.
There was some 'vaginal tearing,' as the doctor who came in a couple of hours later put it. My nose was broken, which I pretty much figured. I winced when he shifted the septum back into place and applied a fresh bandage. At least I hadn't lost any teeth, although one of them felt a little loose. The doctor assured me that it would reset itself.
They took some blood, telling me they were going to run some tests. Another nurse came in to the harshly-lit ER room where I sat and gave me some pills. Cleo held my hand as I finally passed out.
Cleo drove me home the following afternoon. I asked her where Ian was. Cleo just gave me a look that told me I shouldn't ask too many questions about his whereabouts.
She ordered a pizza, and mixed me a cocktail of strawberry vodka and Diet Coke. I really didn't want to drink, but the alcohol helped me relax a little. We watched TV, smoked some cigarettes. I don't think either of us said more than a handful of words to each other.
"Has it ever happened to you?" I asked her after a while, as we sat watching Oprah.
Cleo looked to me, tapping ash off her cigarette. She nodded. "A couple times," she said.
A couple? I sniffed. "Does it ever go away?"
Cleo took a deep breath. "Most of it," she said. "Look, Alyssa . . . you're gonna have to deal with this. I don't want to sound harsh about it, but . . . you have two choices. You can curl up into a little ball and be afraid of people for the rest of your life, or you can accept that you were raped and go on."
I didn't say anything. I just stared at my cigarette, watching the smoke drift up and disappear. I reached for my cocktail and took a hefty gulp. I was suddenly glad Cleo had mixed it for me.
"I can't believe he . . . he could do that," I said at last. I rubbed my eyes, trying not to cry.



Cleo sighed, pulling me to her. She brushed my hair back. "You never believe it when it's someone you know," she said. "It's harder that way, I think, because you don't want to hate them."
I took a shuddering breath. "H-he loves me," I said.
"Alyssa," Cleo said firmly, turning my head to look at her. Her eyes were dark and hard. "He doesn't love you. He wouldn't have done that if he did."
"I-I should've listened to him," I said, feeling a tear trickle down my cheek. "I should've—"
"Don't," she said warningly, her voice edgy. "It wasn't your fault, Alyssa. Don't try to think you could have stopped it. You're just gonna drive yourself crazy. It's done, baby. All you can do now is go on."
Like you? I thought. "How'd it happen?"
Cleo sighed. She understood what I meant. She unwrapped her arms from my shoulders and got up. I watched her head into the kitchen, come back with my bottle and another glass. She topped of my drink, poured one for herself, sat back down.
"My father," she said.
I gasped, covering my face. I winced a little, touching my broken nose.
"I was pretty young," Cleo continued, staring at the TV. "Just a girl. I really didn't know anything about anything. My father was a dock foreman, worked a lot. When he wasn't working, he was drinking. Sometimes, he'd come home at two, three in the morning. I'd hear them fighting. My mom and dad, I mean. Then I'd hear her crying, and . . . I'd hear him . . . grunting."
I watched Cleo, saw the pain and lingering disgust on her face, the way she steeled herself against the memory. She tapped her cigarette over the ashtray.
"My Mom was pretty sick," she continued. "At least, that's what Dad always told me. Every once in a while, as I was growing up, Mom would go away for a few weeks, sometimes months. I didn't know it then, but she was schizophrenic. Sometimes, she would stop taking her pills, and that was when she had to go away."
Cleo finally looked to me. "Finally, she never came back," she said. "I didn't find out until years later that she had snuck a bunch of pills while in the hospital and overdosed."
"Oh, God," I gasped. "Cleo—"
She kept going, cutting me off: "So then 'Daddy' tells me that, since Mom wasn't going to be around anymore, I had to take up the slack. I thought that just meant washing the clothes and dishes."
She shook her head ruefully. "One night, he comes home, drunk off his ass. Calls me into the bedroom and tells me I need to learn how to . . . 'take care of a man.'" She huffed. "Bastard didn't even tell me when he was gonna cum. I almost choked on it."
"After that," she said, looking to me again. "Well, let's just say I learned a lot."
"I'm sorry, Cleo," I said, suddenly feeling that what Gary had done to me was almost nothing compared to being raped by one's own father.
Cleo forced a smile. "Hey," she said. "Let's get drunk."
***
I wobbled out to the living room the following day, groaning at my hangover. Cleo was still passed out in the bed. We had fallen asleep together, holding one another, giving each other comfort. If we had not been drunk, I had the feeling that the soft kisses we had shared might have turned into something more. I was glad it had not.
I fell down on the couch, turned on the TV. I mixed some Ovaltine for breakfast and slowly began to sober up. I watched the stupid 'Judge' shows before the news came on, peripherally listened as the pretty fake blonde talked about car crashes, the latest political scandal . . . and the discovery of a body at an apartment complex.
"Police are looking for information relating to the execution-style murder of a local technologies administrator," the anchorwoman was saying. "Gary Andrew Jackson, 35, was found dead late last night in an apartment on the city's north side—"
I snapped my head up, staring at the screen. Oh, my God!
The TV screen showed an image of Gary's face – my Gary's face – taken from some photo, before the image was minimized. The anchorwoman continued: "Neighbors report that they heard some arguing from the apartment, but never heard gunshots. No one was seen entering or leaving the apartment other than Mr. Jackson. He was allegedly killed by a single gunshot wound to the back of his head—"
I stared at the screen, trembling, shaking. Gary? Dead?
"Jackson, an administrator with APS Computer Solutions, was last seen on Halloween night at the Tenth Annual Halloween Ball to benefit muscular dystrophy, and had not been seen since. He is survived by his legally-separated wife, and his two children—"
"Oh, God!" I exclaimed, and scrambled from the couch. I found my little red purse, dug out the cell phone within. I was glad the number was on speed-dial; I could not have remembered it if I tried.
"Ian Holloway."
"You son of a bitch!" I screamed into the phone. "You didn't have to kill him!"
"Alyssa, calm down—"
"No!" I shrieked. "I'm not gonna fucking calm down! You killed him! You murdered Gary!"
"Look, why don't I come over, and we can—"
"No! Stay away from me! I don't ever wanna talk to you again!" I slapped the phone closed and threw it across the room, falling to my knees on the floor. I sobbed and bawled, burying my face in my hands.
I had forgotten that Cleo was there. I didn't hear her approach, and cried out when her arms came around me from behind. I started to pull away, but she drew me back, wrapping her arms and legs around me.
"Shh, baby, it's okay," she whispered, stroking my hair, rocking against me.
"H-he killed him," I blubbered, crying. "H-he killed Gary . . . ."
"I know, baby, I know . . . ."
***
I didn't go back to class for the rest of the week. Cleo left late that second night, after giving me a sleeping pill to knock me out. I awoke the following day with a dry taste in my mouth, still groggy from the narcotic. I took a shower, touching between my legs. It hurt a little, but not as much. I would heal, I knew . . . at least physically.
I finally took a look in the mirror. Only two days had passed; my eyes sported dark circles beneath them. My nose was red and raw, a little crooked beneath the bandage, and my upper lip showed the dark congealed blood of a split. There were fading red welts and bruises around my breasts, my right thigh, and the base of my neck.
I really didn't feel anything as I looked at the evidence of violence upon me. I just felt detached, removed, as if looking at someone else.
I lowered my eyes, brushed my teeth, rinsed, spat. I was just heading out of the bathroom when I heard the knock at the door.
I froze, slowly licking my lips. I recognized the cadence of the knock; it was Julie's typical tap-tap-tap. She had called a couple of times, but I had not answered once I read her name in the caller ID window. I didn't want to go through the pain of explaining what had happened.
I approached the door, looked through the peep hole, saw her cherubic face. I sighed.
"I'm not feeling well," I said through the door.
"Alyssa, let me in, please?" she asked.
"I'm really pretty tired . . . ."
I saw the expression on her face as she sighed heavily. "Alyssa, I know what happened."
I was quiet a long moment. I leaned my forehead against the door, then slowly turned the bolts. I pushed away and headed into the living room, allowing Julie to let herself in. I heard the door open and close, the whisper of movement as Julie set her backpack on the floor.
I turned to face her in the room, fell into the couch. Julie gasped slightly, seeing the bruises on my face. She took a tentative step closer, her eyes wide and round.
"How did you—" I began.
"Cleo."
I nodded. Of course. I frowned. "You two been talking?"
Julie deflected the question with a small smile, and sat down beside me. "God, I wish there was something I could do," she said.
I let out a sharp laugh. "Get me some more booze, that would help," I said.
"That's not the answer, Alyssa," she said.
"Oh, yeah? You ever been raped?" I asked bitterly.
Julie wasn't fazed. She shook her head slowly, giving me nothing but sympathy and compassion. "I'm sorry," she whispered, lightly settling her hand on my back.
I huffed, reached for my cigarettes. "Why? You didn't do it."
Julie groaned in frustration. "God! You make it so hard to be your friend sometimes, you know that?"
I sighed. "I'm just so . . . ." I struggled to find the words.
"Pissed off? Ashamed?"
I frowned, looking at her round, pretty face. "Yeah."
Julie nodded. "I know," she said, then smiled sheepishly. "I mean, I don't know, but . . . I've done a lot of reading. And, you know Lindsey . . . ."
I gave my friend a surprised look. "She was . . .?"
Julie scrunched her lips together. "Yeah. About a year ago. Couple'a gangsters, I think. She doesn't really talk about it."
I stared down. Lindsey seemed so sweet, so innocent! She had been raped? How did she go on? How could she be the way she is, all 'bubbles and sunshine,' after something like that?
"Look, I don't know what it's like," Julie said. "And I pray to God I never will. But from what I've learned, it's like . . . being in a really bad car accident. It hurts, and it leaves scars, and you feel like you never wanna go for another ride. But, after a while, the pain goes away, and the scars fade, and . . . next thing you know, you're getting behind the wheel again."
I lit a cigarette, blew out smoke. Julie kept massaging my back.
"It's gonna take a while," I said at last.
"I know," Julie said. "I'm your friend, Alyssa. That means I'm gonna be here, no matter what."
I couldn't help but smile. Cleo had been supportive, but she was more like the hard-edged bitch whose words were often pithy and rough. Julie was different. She was a true friend, one who accepted me no matter what. I couldn't help but love her for that.
"Hey, what's that?" she asked, touching my chin. "Is that a smile?"
I laughed softly, ducking my head. I felt my cheeks stretch. The bruises beneath my eyes stung, and I winced.
Julie chuckled and hugged me. For a moment, just a moment, I shuddered at the feel of her full breasts against my arm, the warmth of her skin, the sweet, girlish perfume she wore . . . .
"Well, as it just so happens," Julie said, her voice upbeat. She uncurled her arms and stood, heading to the foyer to pick up her backpack. "I don't have anything to do all weekend, so . . . ." she pulled out two bottles of strawberry vodka, grinning ear to ear.
I laughed. "I thought you said drinking wasn't the answer," I said.
"It's not," she responded cheerfully. "We already got the answers out. Now it's just girl fun time. 'Sides, I'm planning on taking my share."
I just shook my head.
"And," she added, setting the bottles down and reaching back into her pack. She produced a couple packs of cigarettes.
I laughed again.
"Not only that . . ." she pulled out some DVD movies and a pack of playing cards. She bit her lip. "Ca-ching!" She laughed. "But you buy the pizza."
I smiled fondly upon my friend. "Deal," I said.
***
Being around Ian, Cleo, and just about everyone else in my life, I had always been constantly reminded of what I was. But with Julie, I felt like just another teenaged college student, even with what had happened. Her bubbly effluence, her simple outlook on life . . . Julie was no bimbo airhead who thought everything was black and white, but she had a very concise philosophy. Good things and bad things alike happened in everyone's life, period. It was how you dealt with them that mattered.
"So what's the worst thing that ever happened to you?" I asked.
Julie shrugged as she dealt another round of Gin. We sat on the floor before my TV, the first bottle of vodka half-full between us. The half-finished pizza – pepperoni, mushrooms, and Italian sausage, what Julie called a 'PMS' pizza – sat to the side.
"When my folks died," she said casually.
I stared at her.
Julie made a little smile. "It happened when I was thirteen," she said. "Car accident. We flipped over and over and over . . . mom died right away; she broke her neck. Dad, well . . . it took a while. All he wanted to do was hold me. He kept telling me that everything was gonna be all right; I just kept crying the whole time. The firemen had to pry my arms off him."
"Jesus Christ," I breathed. "God, Julie, I never . . . ."
She shrugged again. "Bad things happen, Alyssa," she said simply. "They happen to everybody. I lost my mom and dad. You got raped. Other people get shot, or robbed, or . . . whatever. You can't go through life thinking it's always gonna be cherries."
I looked down, staring at the cards. "Yeah. Guess you're right."
"Don't get me wrong," she said, flipping down cards. "I was pretty fucked up for a while. Just ask my Aunt Jesse. But . . . well, you just gotta go on. Right?"
I sucked my lip, nodded. "Right."
***
I found it strange that, as long as I had known Ian, I had never been to his office. I knew where it was, of course. Cleo had casually mentioned going to the Pyramid Building a few times to see him. From what I understood, Ian owned most of the space in the building, and it was his central headquarters for his ventures.
Most of them, anyway.
I was nervous about heading out. I had been a recluse for over a week, afraid to show my face. I'd had Julie and Cleo get groceries for me, afraid to even let a delivery driver see my bruises. But the time had come. I had to find out what happened, and Ian wasn't going to come over to my apartment and tell me.
I didn't know what to think of Ian now. He'd always had that air of quiet intimidation about him, giving the impression he was a dangerous man to cross. But to actually murder someone?
That wasn't the Ian I knew. But then, did I ever really know him at all?
I felt like everyone in the world was watching me, whispering under their breath and making comments about my bruises as I got out of my car in the lot of the Pyramid Building. My hair was down around my face, and I wore dark sunglasses even though it was a cold, cloudy day. I no longer needed the bandage for my nose, but it was still tender and blotchy, no matter how I applied my makeup.
The Pyramid Building was impressive, all steel and glass, the bluish windows reflecting the ominous sky. It sat on a hill overlooking the highway, like a king on his throne overseeing his domain. How appropriate, I thought.
Keeping my head down, I stepped into the lobby, dodging businesspeople and couriers. I knew I was out of place in my jeans and leather jacket, but I certainly wasn't going to wear any of my dresses. Just wanted to get to Ian's office and get this over with.
There was a giant directory on one of the walls, opposite the bank of elevators. Predictably, Ian's office was on the top floor of the nine-story building. I tapped the button for the elevator, waiting amongst several others for the car to arrive. This time, it wasn't my imagination; people were looking at me, wondering what a teenaged girl was doing in a center of business.
I stood in a corner of the elevator car, my head bowed, hidden by my hair. A man stood beside me, simple dark suit and smelling of Old Spice. I stiffened a little. He didn't need to be as close as he was; there was plenty of room in the elevator.
"Hey," he said, casual and friendly. "Cold day, huh?"
I chewed my lip, barely seeing him from the corner of my eye. "Uh-huh."
"Your, uh, dad work here or something?" he asked.
I shook my head, feeling my blood pumping, my skin prickling. His mere presence was making me nervous.
I heard him smile. "So what's a pretty girl doing here?"
I bristled. I knew he was just being friendly, just casually flirting. But it seemed the most offensive approach in the world at that moment, as if he had slapped my ass and told me I had perfect dick-sucking lips.
I snapped my head up and took off my sunglasses, staring up at his face. He was middle-aged, handsome in a typical way, a little heavy in the cheeks. His amiable smile vanished instantly as he saw my dark eyes and broken nose.
"Still think I'm pretty?" I asked coldly.
He stammered something – an apology I guess – and backed off, giving me a sheepish look. I glanced around at the others, feeling stupid and girlish. I put my sunglasses back on and ducked my head once more.
No one else bothered me for the eternity it took to reach the ninth floor.
I stepped out as soon as the door opened, brushing past men and women in suits and power-walking down the corridor. I wanted to get it over with, as quickly as possible, even if I didn't really know what 'it' was.
I shoved open the glass door at the end of the hall, stared down at the woman in her white blouse and 'severe' bun as she sat behind the reception desk. She wore one of those wire headsets attached to the phone on the desk. An immense window behind her bathed the room in pale light.
"I'd like to see Ian Holloway," I said.
The woman gave me a look that said, 'and just who the hell are you?' Her lips curled in an amused smile. "Mr. Holloway is in a meeting right now, Miss . . .?"
"It's important," I said firmly. I slipped off my sunglasses and stared her down. Or tried to.
She didn't look the least bit fazed. "He's a very busy man, dear," she said in a condescending tone. "I'm sure that whatever you need to speak with him about can wait."
I didn't back down, no matter how foolish and out of place I felt. "No, it can't."
The receptionist sighed, rolling her eyes for effect. She tapped a couple buttons on her phone, touched the headset beside her ear. "I'm sorry to bother you, Mr. Holloway, but there's a young woman here to see—"
She paused, listening. "Yes, sir, I told her that. She seems to be very adamant."
"Tell him it's Yvette," I said, loud enough that I figured Ian could hear on the other end.
The receptionist frowned, annoyed, and listened to Ian's voice. Finally, she nodded and sighed, giving me a forced smile. "He'll be right out—"
"Thanks," I snapped, and stepped away, turning my back on her. I heard the receptionist mutter 'little bitch' under her breath. I entertained the idea of returning the insult, but forced my pride down. I was just nervous and scared, that's all. I breathed in, trying to calm myself.
I heard doors open, looked toward the far wall as wood-paneled double doors gave way to Ian. He looked the epitome of the Business Tycoon in his midnight blue, pin-striped suit and white shirt with black tie. He gave me a look that was at once sympathetic and confounded.
"Come on," he said simply, stepping to the side. I marched past him, into a short hallway. There were double doors about fifteen feet ahead, closed, and a single door to the right. It was to this smaller door that Ian lead me.
There was a small board room beyond, dominated by an oval mahogany table and several plush leather chairs. Ian closed the door behind us and I whirled around to face him.
"I wanna know how Gary died," I said, struggling to restrain my emotions.
Ian pursed his lips. "Read the police report," he said simply, stepping around me toward a little water tower. "From what I heard on the news, its was a robbery that went wrong. Very tragic."
I glared at him. "Don't you give me that bullshit, Ian," I said. I leaned on the table. "I wanna know what happened. I wanna know if he said anything before you shot him in the fucking head!"
Ian matched my glare with one that was ten times as intense, making me gasp and thoroughly destroying my self-righteous anger.
"Don't ever speak to me like that," he said darkly. He came around the table, every step and movement of his body deliberate, powerful, threatening. I scampered back, against the wall behind me, suddenly and totally aware that I was in a room, alone, with a murderer. I stared up at him in abject fear.



Ian glowered over me. "Don't think that the events of your little life are all I think about," he said. "I took you in, Alyssa. I gave you the means to live out your desires, whether you understood them at the time or not. Some people might feel obligated to me for that."
He stepped away, took a flask from his jacket. I just stared, shaking.
"But not you. Not Alyssa Green," he said, taking a sip from the flask. He looked back to me. His face softened somewhat, his lips twitching for a moment in a smile. "It took me a while to realize that, while I had opened the door, you were the one to walk through it. I had expected you to be . . . reluctant, hesitant. But you weren't. You reveled in it."
I forced myself to calm down. "Wh-why, Ian? Wh-why—"
His eyes studied mine. "Because I couldn't take it back," he said. "If I couldn't erase what had happened to you, then at least I could erase the person who did it."
I swallowed nervously. "He didn't have to die," I said, fighting down the tears. "He's got two kids, Ian!"
He smirked suddenly, a rude expression. "Better off not having a rapist for a father."
I shut my eyes. I didn't want to look at him. "You son of a bitch."
"I've been called worse, believe me."
"I thought I knew you," I said. "I thought I understood who you are—"
"And who is that?" he asked abruptly, making me open my eyes again. "Who did you think I was?"
I couldn't answer.
He let out a short, rueful laugh. "I finally get the chance," he said. "To show you, to . . . do something for you. To exact your revenge—"
"I didn't want that!" I cried.
"Didn't you?" he yelled, matching my outburst. "I saw the pain, the anger, the shame on your face, Alyssa! I saw what he did to you, and it broke my fucking heart!"
I gasped, reeling back, staring at Ian's face. I didn't want to admit what I was thinking, what Ian was telling me: that he had killed Gary out of love for me.
He tilted the flask back again, wiped his mouth. His outburst ashamed him, I knew. Ian Holloway never lost control, after all. "But I was too much of a coward," he said. "As much as I wanted to, as much as he deserved it, I knew I couldn't do it."
I frowned at his words. What is he saying? He didn't kill Gary? But if he didn't—
I suddenly remembered that night, when we are all in my apartment. James talking to Ian, telling him what had happened. Ian taking out his phone, Cleo's reaction when he told her who he was calling . . . .
"Mr. Stone," I whispered.
Ian said nothing. He took a last sip, then fixed the cap on his flask and slipped it into his jacket. His hand came out holding his cell.
I didn't say anything as I watched Ian dial. He did not look at me. He listened to the ringing on the other end for a moment.
"Mr. Stone," he said.
***
I was silent on the ride in Ian's Mercedes. I sat as far away from him as possible in the passenger seat, looking out the window, staring at my feet. Ian didn't say a word. I didn't know where we were going, and I didn't ask.
We arrived at an industrial park, full of rust-walled warehouses and smelling of chemicals and grease. A light rain had begun to fall, and it soaked into my hair as Ian lead me to a little door in one of the buildings.
The sounds of our boots echoed in the cold, dank hallway as Ian lead me through a little maze. We finally arrived at a steel door, and Ian paused, finally addressing me.
"The man you are about to meet does not exist," he said meaningfully. "Therefore, your conversation will never have happened. Do you understand?"
I nodded nervously. "Y-yes," I said.
Ian shoved open the door and stepped through. I followed, finding myself in a large warehouse room, huge windows along the top of the twenty-foot-high ceiling spilling pale, stark light. The warehouse was empty except for a single figure who stood in the middle, casting a long shadow that stretched out toward me.
He wasn't at all like I imagined. Hollywood and The Sopranos had told me what hitmen looked like. My idea of professional killers had been of big, stocky men in black suits and sunglasses. Physically impressive men who could stare down anyone. Men with shaved heads and trimmed goatees, beady eyes and square jaws.
But the man before us was barely my height, slim and wiry. He wore brown slacks and a pin-striped half-sleeved shirt with a dark blue tie. He had a narrow face, a large nose, and big ears. His brown hair was short but in need of a hair cut. Round, wire-framed glasses were perched on his nose. He looked more like an accountant than anything else.
Yet there was still something ominous about him, something in his unassuming appearance that seemed deliberately unassuming, like a façade erected to conceal the dangerous man behind.
"I don't like this, Mr. H," the man said. His voice was nasally, like a fussy librarian's.
"Humor me," said Ian.
The man – Mr. Stone – stepped forward, hands in his pockets. He stopped about ten feet away. I couldn't see his eyes, only the reflection of my own face in his glasses.
"Is she cool?" Stone asked simply.
"Yes," I said before Ian could respond. "I'm cool."
Mr. Stone chuckled. "You'd better be," he said with a thinly-veiled threat.
I shuddered. The man's casual, deadly confidence was intimidating. He was more frightening to me than some hulking bouncer or a sinister assassin dressed in black. Such men, at least, were recognizably dangerous. But Mr. Stone was so . . . normal that I simply had to understand that he was a deadly killer.
"So, what's this about?" he asked, pacing slowly, scuffing his heels on the concrete floor.
I glanced to Ian, who just stared back, blankly. This was my show. I looked back to Mr. Stone nervously. "Gary Jackson," I said.
Stone wrinkled his nose. "Sounds familiar," he said.
"It should," I said, growing bold. "You killed him on Halloween."
Stone chuckled, his mousy cheeks bulging. "Actually, it was the next day," he said flippantly. "Took me a while to find him."
I gritted my teeth. Now that I was faced with the reality, the confirmed physical being of the man who had ended Gary's life, I didn't know what to say.
Stone stepped closer, looking in my face. He pursed his lips. "You know, it's not often I get to feel a sense of satisfaction about my work," he said. "But seeing you . . . damn. I should'a taken longer with him."
I breathed in, feeling the tears flow. I looked away from the killer.
"Hey, don't back down now," he said. "You wanna know what happened, right? How he cried and begged, the expression on his face when I told him he was going to die? Ain't that what you wanted to know?"
I breathed out, crying, squeezing my eyes shut. This is a mistake, I thought. Why did I want to know?
"Tone it down, Stone," said Ian.
"Shut up, Ian," snapped the killer. He took another step closer to me. "Hey, pretty girl."
I drew a breath, and fixed my eyes on the man. "Don't call me that," I snapped.
Stone chuckled, showing yellowed teeth. "Wow. She's got spunk," he commented. He turned away, taking a few steps. I followed him with my eyes.
"Did he say anything?" I asked.
Stone smirked. "You mean, aside from 'no, no, please, no?'"
I winced.
"At least pretend to have a heart, Stone," Ian growled.
Stone fixed Ian a look, sucked a tooth in contemplation. He nodded. "All right," he said, and faced me. "Yeah, he said something. After I smashed in has face and tied his hands behind his back, when I was standing behind him with a gun to his head . . . he said something."
I steeled myself. "Wh-what did he say?"
Stone rolled his shoulders, popped his neck. I got the feeling he was uncomfortable. That realization was strangely encouraging. Maybe Mr. Stone was human, after all.
"He said he deserved it," the killer said. "He actually didn't beg or plead at all. I thought that was kind of strange, so I asked him why. He told me he had hurt the woman he loved, and he didn't think he could go on living anyway."
I felt the tears flow, tried to choke them back. Oh, Gary . . . .
Stone continued: "He actually told me that, if I hadn't come along, he would'a done it himself. And you know what? I believed him. He had a bottle and some pills ready to go."
I cried some more, shaking, wrapping my arms around myself. I resisted a little when Ian touched my back, but found myself leaning against him as I sobbed.
"And the last thing he said . . . his very last words . . . ."
I forced open my eyes, stared at the little man through the flood of my tears. "Tell me. Please."
He frowned, working his lips. "He said . . . I think his exact words were, 'I'm sure gonna miss the beach.'"
"Oh, God!" I sputtered, and collapsed to the ground. The emotions of a lifetime, it seemed, poured out of me. Tears flowed down my face, dripping to the floor as I slapped my hands upon the concrete. The beach, I thought. Where we both said 'I love you' at the same time . . . .
I cried for an eternity it seemed, screaming and bawling, my cries echoing in the warehouse. I was barely cognizant of Ian pulling me to my feet, of stumbling beside him as we left. Or the car ride back to my place. Or Ian carrying me inside and placing me on my bed.
All I really remembered was crying for days.
. . . to be continued . . .
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The culmination of Alyssa's journey.
Part Six: The Price of Passion
Gary was dead, and I had met the man who had killed him. Trying to return to a normal life after that, I felt, was nearly impossible.
I withdrew from the semester, and even though it was too late to get any tuition back, I didn't care. I could easily pay my father back, although he would wonder where the money came from. I went back home for a while, staying with my folks through the holidays. My brother Roger made a surprise visit, with his fiancé Carla in tow, right on Thanksgiving day. I was happy at my brother's return home; I hadn't seen him since I was sixteen.
My parents, more specifically, my mother, could tell that something had happened, but I didn't tell her what. By that point, my wounds had healed, at least the physical ones. Still, knowing that I needed support, my mother gave me all I could ever want. And my father, despite his stoicism, was still my father. He would always be my rock.
For those two months, it was as if my life away from home had never happened. I managed to forget about that day in the mall, more than a year before, and the snowballing of events that had happened after. I forgot about Gary, and Ian, and about all the men.
At least, I did for a little while.
"Honey?"
I turned toward the door from the house as I stood on the rear patio. My mother, dressed in her favorite holiday sweater, emerged with two cups of hot cocoa. I smiled. It was Christmas Day. We had spent the morning opening presents and watching old home movies. The evening before, we had all gone caroling in the neighborhood.
Yet as much as I had enjoyed the trip through the nostalgia of my youth, and the comfortable, warm feel of being back home where I was unconditionally loved, I was conscious of the fact that I had changed. I didn't belong to this life anymore.
"Hi, Mom."
She gave me an affectionate smile. "I'm worried about you, baby," she said.
I smiled, took the offered cup of cocoa. "I'm okay," I said.
She stepped up beside me in the chilly air. "You know, it's not like you to keep things to yourself, Alyssa," she said. "Haven't we always talked?"
"I'm not—" I began, then stopped. Mom was right. Hell, she always was, right? "I met a guy, and . . . it was nice, and fun, and . . . perfect . . . for a while."
My mother smiled, massaged my shoulder. "Ah, first love," she said wistfully.
I managed a smile. "Something like that."
"I take it he's not around anymore?"
I shook my head slowly. "No, he's not around anymore," I said.
My mother kissed my cheek. "Don't fret, honey," she said. "My first love didn't last, either. No one's does. It's just the way it goes."
I sniffed. "I miss him."
Mom put her cup down and came around behind me, hugging me tight. "I know you do, honey," she said soothingly. "And you'll never forget him, and never stop loving him. And you never should."
I trembled a bit, crying a little more, shedding the last tears I ever would for Gary.
"He's your first love, baby," Mom continued, and kissed my cheek. "No matter what, he'll always be with you in your heart."
I breathed out. "God, I hope so."
***
Ian was surprised to hear from me again. I figured he assumed I was never coming back. I had broken the lease on my apartment and put everything in storage, after all, and dropped out of college for the semester. Understandably, he was momentarily speechless when I called him out of the blue on a cold January morning and told him I wanted to see him.
We met in a little casual dining restaurant. I got there first and asked for the most secluded booth they had. I ordered an iced tea and waited.
He showed up in jeans and a blazer, a white turtleneck beneath the jacket. I couldn't help but smile as he approached the table. Ian didn't look a damn bit different, even though it felt to me that it had been years since I last saw him.
"Hi, Ian."
He slid into the booth, and just looked at me. He wasn't quite sure what to think or expect, I guessed.
"Surprised to see me again, huh," I said, furtively looking from his hands to his dark eyes.
"That's an understatement," he said.
I took a deep breath. This is harder than I thought it would be. "I wanna come back."
His expression didn't waver. "No."
I met his gaze. "I want to come back," I said, more firmly.
He looked down, interrupted as the waitress came over and asked what he would like to drink. Ian curtly asked for an iced tea. He spoke to me again after she headed away. "Why?"
"Because I'm good at it," I said. "Because I like it."
Ian sighed. "I don't think that would be the best thing for you."
"And what do you know about what's best for me?" I asked.
My statement was not biting, nor accusatory. Ian lifted his head. "You've been through a lot."
I nodded. "We both have," I said.
He leaned back in his chair. "But why come back?" he asked. "Why . . . why be an escort again? Is it about the money? If you need money, Alyssa, I'll cut you a check right now."
I shook my head. "It's not about the money," I said, then smiled with self-admonishment. "Not entirely, anyway. It's about me. Just me."
He leaned forward, eyes narrowing. "I don't understand you," he said. "I used to think I did, a long time ago. When you were wide-eyed and eager. But . . . I don't think I ever did."
I smiled. "Don't try to understand me, Ian. I'm a woman."
He laughed sharply, lowering his head for a moment. "Got me there."
The waitress returned with his drink. I told her we needed some more time with the menu. Ian looked back up once we were alone again.
"Tell me this is only what I think it is," he said.
I recognized those words, the same ones I had said to him so long ago. "And what do you think it is?" I asked.
His eyes held mine. "That this is just a beautiful young woman who wants to return to what she loves," he said. "And not some attempt to get back at me for a mistake."
I took in his face, his expressions, the slight and subtle play of his emotions. He was afraid of me, I realized. Afraid of what I knew, and that I could ruin him because of it.
"We all make mistakes, Ian," I said. "I don't want to dwell on them anymore. I just want to go back to being alive."
He stared for a long moment, trying to decide if I was being serious or just bullshitting him. I gave him time, letting him look, letting him read me. Finally, he nodded slowly.
"All right."
***
The rest of our lunch was thankfully less tense, although there were moments in which either Ian or I fell silent, not knowing what to say. He told me that Erin had just turned twenty. She and her fiancé Ross had gone to Spain for a week to celebrate. I gave him an abbreviated account of the holidays at home, and we shared a few anecdotes about the season.
I didn't understand why, at the time, but being with Ian, talking about family and friends and hearth and home . . . it was strangely arousing. Or perhaps it was the fact that I was with him again, after being away for so long, and hearing his voice, reading his gorgeous dark eyes . . . .
He followed me to my hotel room. We rode the elevator in silence, neither one of us wanting to take the chance at ruining the moment by speaking. Once through the door, I headed past the bed, dropping my jacket to the floor and pulling my shirt over my head. I unzipped and pushed down my jeans, stepped out of my panties. Naked except for my jewelry, I stood before the uncurtained balcony door, tracing my fingers along the line of frost on the other side.
I sighed when Ian's hands slid up my sides, from my slender hips, along my tapered waist, to my breasts. His strong hands cupped my breasts, squeezing gently. I leaned back against him, feeling his nakedness. I placed my hands over his and urged him on. His touch was incredible.
He kissed and gently sucked at the base of my neck, his fingers playing across my nipples. My puffy areolas swelled and grew darker. I felt his stiff penis gently prodding between my cheeks. I was unbearably aroused. I reached back between us, feeling the stiffness of him, the slick fluid that oozed from within. Ian shuddered slightly against me as my expert fingers tickled and massaged him. My instincts had not faded.
Ian pushed me against the glass door and kissed his way down my back. I was sighing and moaning softly, anticipating the feel, the love of him. I arched my back and panted hotly on the window when his tongue slipped between my cheeks, tasting me, licking up and down slick lips that had not been touched in ages. I arched my back and pushed back, giving him better access.
My orgasm did not take long. In over two months, I had not even masturbated. The ache for release that I felt was undeniable. And with Ian's caressing tongue, his probing fingers, his warm breath and soft sighs between my legs . . . .
I shook and moaned when I came, reaching back to grip his head and keep his mouth where I wanted it, where I needed it. Ian kept sucking me, lightly scratching his fingertips up and down my thighs. I panted with each subsequent orgasm, until the window before me was all but completely obscured from my hot breath.
Consumed with raw desire, I shoved Ian back onto the floor and turned around. He stared up at me, his face impassioned and slick from my juices. I straddled him quickly, sucking his lips with my own, tasting my own tangy cum as I reached down and guided his stiff cock inside me.
We both groaned at the reunion, the sexual marriage of cock and cunt. He kneaded and massaged my breasts as I bounced up and down on him, shoving his magnificent dick as deep as it would go. He watched me with eyes that were both amazed and grateful, staring into my soul as I gave him every ounce of my passion, my lust . . . my love.
"Oh, Alyssa!" he cried.
"Oh, Ian! Ian!"
I I toppled over backward, slapping my hands to the floor and thrusting my breasts to the ceiling as I rode him hard, my body quaking in orgasm. I squeezed his length inside me, urging him to cum, wanting to feel it inside me . . . .
Ian gasped aloud when he erupted, arching his back deeply and feeding my womb. I felt every thick, hot, intense jet of his semen, and squeezed and fucked him harder to milk his cock of every precious drop. His orgasm inspired my own, and I screeched my way through it. Ian winced, holding out as long as he could, wanting to give me the sensations I so desperately craved.
I finally stopped moving, panting, catching my breath as Ian did the same. I felt refueled, my libido screaming for more. Slipping off him, his wet cock slapping to his abdomen, I doubled over and slid down, sucking him deep into my mouth, all the way to the root. I moaned at tasting him, sucking the residue of his orgasm, tasting our mingled fluid around his cock. Ian grunted, almost in pain, gripping my head in his hands.
I felt his thick cum dripping out from inside me, to the floor below. I reached down and smeared my fingers in the stuff, then wiped it along his shaft as I sucked up and down. Ian remained hard, either inspired or intimidated by my sexuality, I wasn't sure which. It really didn't matter.
"Jesus, Alyssa," he panted, recovering, shaking slightly from aftershocks as I massaged the head of his cock with my lips.
"Mmm," I moaned, and took my mouth off him, stroking his shaft with my slick hand. "I love you, Ian," I whispered.
He made a choking sound then, one that sounded like capitulation. And for the first time, I saw a tear drip from his eye.
***
We made love all night and all the following day, taking breaks only to answer the knock from room service, and to smoke, drink, and sleep. We did not really talk all that much; there was really no need to. Aside from all the little details of our lives, we had said all there was to say. Ian and I somehow understood each other on a deeper level than most.
Late that second night, I lay in bed, unashamedly nude, curled up on my side as I watched Ian get dressed. He didn't want to leave, that much I could tell; but if he stayed, it meant giving in even more to me than he already had. And he had already given me too much.
I didn't need to hear his words to the effect to know that he loved me. Yet, even with that realization, and my own proclamations, I knew that I would never have Ian the way I wanted. I would never be his wife, would never bear his children. And as before, I was content with that. It just seemed right that our love existed the way it did.
He did not say anything as he left. He just smiled, with a look of complete adoration on his handsome face, and I smiled back. I didn't cry when the door closed.
***
Unlike Ian, Cleo was not as surprised to hear from me again, although that was probably because he had told her I was back before I called. Still, she evidenced some concern.
"Are you sure you want to come back?" she asked me.
"Yes," I said. "I'm positive. I'm ready, Cleo."
She sighed into the phone. "All right, well . . . when do you want to start?"
"Give me a week," I said. "I need to get settled in."
I had come back just a few days before the start of the spring semester. I managed to sign up for all the classes I had dropped out of, and needed the time to buy books and supplies, and find a new apartment. The place I chose was a slightly over-priced one bedroom apartment not far from campus. I hired some movers to transfer my furniture and boxes from storage to the new place.
I only signed a six-month lease. Something told me I would not be around for longer than that.
I started taking dates as soon as I was comfortable with my classes and my new apartment. That first night, clad in a tight green dress and glittering with jewelry, I answered the door to see a thankfully familiar face.
"Miss Yvette?"
I smiled. "Hi, James."
He smiled back, eyes drifting over me. "You look beautiful," he said, then smiled again. "But then, that's a given."
I reached up and touched his face. He didn't flinch. "You're so sweet," I said.
He gently took my hand away, reminding me of our places. His eyes were strong and serious when he asked, "Are you sure you're ready?"
I nodded without hesitation. "I'm ready. Especially now."
James pursed his lips for a moment. If he was capable, I swear he would have blushed. He held up a new, tiny black phone. "Hang on to this."
I took it, dropped it into my purse. "I will," I said, then smiled once more. "Show the way, James."
***
My date that evening was a funny little man named Milton Godfrey. From the moment we met in his hotel room, he made me laugh. He was a round-bodied little man who had shaved off what little hair he had left on his head and spoke with inordinate self-confidence and verve. He had a quick wit and a sense of humor that switched back and forth from crude bathroom jokes to high-brow, Monty Python-esque complexity.
I was not surprised when Milton took me to see a famous comedian on tour following dinner. Milton seemed to regard comedy as a high art. He was so endearing and raucous that I could not help but want to hang off him, just to share his zeal for life.
The comedian we saw was popularly known for his cheesy one-liners on a popular amateur video show, and I was not prepared for his decidedly raw and adult humor. At one point, since Milton and I sat so close to the stage, he made comments about the difference in our ages, and my appearance, and remarked that he wished he was a 'fat old man with money.'
"Let me know if you wanna see what a real funny dick tastes like, honey!" he said into the microphone as he ogled me from the stage.
I was blushing deeply and convulsing in laughter at that point, and barely managed to blurt out, "I will!"
The comedian looked to Milton and said, "Sir, I salute you. And if I read about you in the obituaries tomorrow, I won't be surprised."
Milton was a good sport. "Neither will I!" he yelled.
By the time we got back to his limo, all the sexual innuendo had taken it's toll. Once the door was closed, I rolled over and straddled Milton's lap, giving him a hungry look.
"Can I tickle your funny bone, now?" I said in my most sultry, slutty way, as I began unzipping his slacks.
He stared at me with lust in his eyes as I scooted down his body and fished out his stiff, sleek cock, rubbing it all around my cheeks and mouth. "No more jokes, then?" he asked.
I licked up and down his rigid pole and kissed the underside of the slippery head, tasting his sticky cream. "You can, if you want. Just no dumb blonde jokes."
Milton chuckled. "Well, there goes my repertoire . . . mmm . . . ."
***
It was late February when I saw her again. I had been reluctant to call Julie since my return, not sure of what to say. We had talked a few times over the phone during my 'sabbatical,' and the subject of my coming back had never really been addressed. And since I had returned to the vocation that Julie obviously had problems with, I was even more reluctant to let her know I was back.
But that afternoon, as I sat at one of the outdoor stone benches in the Quad, fate seemed to have decided for us.
I saw her walking amongst a group of girls, chatting with Lindsey, and watched them walk past me. Julie suddenly stopped, glanced back my way. Her lips parted and her eyes widened.
"Alyssa?"
I managed a smile. "Hi, Julie."
She grinned then, a happy, 'I can't believe it's you!' splitting of her face, and ran up to greet me. I just managed to stand in time to meet her charge. We hugged, and kissed, and hugged some more. I squeezed her tight, never more aware than I was at that moment of how much I had missed her.
"Why didn't you tell me?" she asked, pulling back with a hurt look. "Damn it, Alyssa! I'm your best friend, aren't I?"
I smiled sheepishly. "I'm sorry," I said. "I-I wanted to call you, I just . . . ."
Julie gave me a big smile. "Hey, it doesn't matter. I know it's been rough on you. If I can't understand that, what kind of friend am I?"
I was touched by her apparently total acceptance. "Thanks, Julie," I said. "That means a lot to me."
She bit her lip and grabbed my hand. "Hey, come on. We're all gonna go get fat on ice cream sundaes and see a chick-flick."
I squirmed a little, glanced to the other girls, watching us with interest. I noticed the sympathetic smile Lindsey gave me, and remembered what Julie had told me about her.
"Come on," urged Julie, pulling on my hands. "You can't possibly have anything better to do!"
I laughed. "You know what? You're absolutely right."
***
It was the morning of April 7th. I could never forget that day no matter how much I wanted to. I awoke around ten, felling pleasantly tired after my latest date. He had been a very robust man, strong, stocky, and obviously lacking for female attention. He was pretty straight-laced and didn't speak much throughout the evening, but once he got me back to his hotel room . . . .
Oh. My. God. The man had stamina like you wouldn't believe, coupled with an impressive cock to surpass Ian's. He had wanted to 'go around the world' as he put it, and I realized just what he meant when he took me every way I had ever conceived, including a couple of positions I had never heard of. His favorite position was what he called 'Froggy,' in which we both squatted on the bed while he shoved his fat cock inside me from behind.
I don't think I ever came as much in one night as I did with that man. I literally stumbled to the Lincoln the following morning, prompting James to ask me if everything was all right.
"Everything's fine," I sighed, lighting a cigarette as I collapsed in the back of the car. "Just take me home."
I was glad that I didn't have a date lined up for the evening. It was a Sunday, and I anticipated doing nothing more than watching TV and call up Julie for a late lunch. I soaked in the tub for a while, washed my hair, slipped on a silk robe once I got out. I couldn't stop smiling as I cracked open a bottle of strawberry vodka and mixed a cocktail. Yeah, I know, it was one in the afternoon and I hadn't had anything to eat. Sue me.



I was watching some Law & Order reruns when the knock came. I frowned. It wasn't Julie, or Ian, or Cleo, or even James, I knew. They all had their own knocks. This one was loud, hard, business-like. I wondered if I should answer.
I peered through the peep-hole, saw two men standing on my doorstep. One was middle-aged, the other young and professionally handsome. Both wore suits.
I frowned, considered again about ignoring their presence. Then the good-looking one knocked again.
"Miss Green!"
I sighed. Obviously not Jehovah's Witnesses, I thought, and turned the locks. I pulled open the door just a crack. "Can I help you?" I said innocently.
The pretty-boy one looked me over, stealing a glimpse between the folds of my robe. "Alyssa Green?" he asked.
I clutched my robe closed, giving the lecher a look. "She's not home," I said.
The older one, his suit well-worn and threadbare, gave me an annoyed look. "Save the act, Miss Green," he said gruffly. "We're not here to arrest you."
I didn't budge, and looked back to the younger one. "What do you want?"
He smirked, reached inside his jacket, producing a slim billfold that he snapped open. "Arni Detweiler," he said, as if I should know the name. "From the District Attorney's office. This is Detective Sam Clay—"
"Lieutenant Detective," corrected the older one.
"We'd like to ask you some questions about Ian Holloway," finished the younger one.
I stiffened. "I don't know anyone by that name," I said, and started to close the door. The detective's strong hand smacked against it.
"Miss Green," said Detweiler in a condescending tone. "Don't make things harder on yourself. All we want is a few answers. That's all."
My eyes darted back and forth between them, noting the way they were both trying to sneak peeks at me. "Fine," I said, and stepped back. "Wipe your shoes."
I went to my couch and sat down, not fixing the flimsy fabric of my robe as it slipped off my thighs. I sat with my legs together, and knew that if I shifted my thighs even the slightest bit, my entire personality would be on display. The two men picked up on that right away.
"Nice place," Arni commented, as the detective closed the door. "Lots of space."
I sighed, leaning forward, not caring that the majority of my cleavage was revealed as I reached for my cigarettes. I snapped the case open, took out a smoke, lit it with the matching gold lighter. The two men seemed to be hanging on my every move.
"What do you want?" I asked again. I didn't like these two men, the younger one in particular. There was something . . . greasy about him. But then, he was a lawyer.
"Just a few questions," said Arni. "You have any coffee?"
I fixed him a look, letting him know he was not welcome. "No."
He pursed his lips and took out a notepad. "All right, you wanna be all business about it—"
"Maybe if you weren't too obvious about looking at my tits, I might be more friendly," I said.
Arni coughed slightly, his cheeks glowing red. Beside him, the detective chuckled.
The attorney gritted his teeth and looked down at his notepad. "Where, uh, where were you last Holloween?" he asked.
I felt a rise of anxiety. "I was home," I said. "Um . . . I wasn't feeling too well."
I heard the detective mutter under his breath. "Bullshit."
"Did you know a man named Gary Jackson?" continued Arni.
I set my jaw, grinding my teeth. "No," I said.
"Were you not admitted to the emergency room the morning of November 1st, for the purpose of receiving treatment for facial bruises and the administration of a rape kit?"
I was breathing hard and shallowly. "No," I said again.
"Do you know anything about an agency called 'Angel Escorts?'"
"No."
Arni fell silent. I heard him flip the notepad closed. "You won't help yourself by lying, Miss Green," he said. "And you can't protect Ian Holloway."
I stared at the floor, my heart pounding. I lifted my cigarette with shaking hands, drew off it.
"Fuck this," I heard the detective grumble. He stepped to the couch and sunk down heavily upon it. He reeked of cigarettes and body odor.
"You're a whore, and we can prove it," he said viciously. "We've already talked to a couple of your 'clients.' But we really don't give a fuck about them or you. What we want is Ian Holloway. You help us, and you won't have to worry about that pretty little ass getting tossed behind bars."
I didn't say anything. I wanted them to go away.
"You ever hear stories about women's prisons?" he asked. "It's not pretty. Awful lot of hard-edged dykes behind bars, just eager to taste a sweet little thing like you. I hear they make dildos out of anything they can find. Glass, plastic, metal . . . the bigger the better, I hear—"
"All right, Sam," said Arni. "Jesus Christ, don't be such an asshole."
Sam scoffed. "Fine. Be the nice guy," he said and shoved up from the couch.
"Alyssa."
I lifted my head slowly, looking upon the young lawyer. The grizzled, pessimistic detective was looking at my collection of movies and CDs.
"You knew Gary Jackson."
I didn't say anything. I just stared.
Arni looked exasperated. "Look, we've traced his cell-phone records, talked to his wife. We talked to some of his former employees. They had some really good things to say about you."
I noticed the detective making a pumping motion with his hand, pushing his tongue into his cheek as he leered at me.
Blood rushed to my cheeks. I flicked ash off my cigarette, stared at the coffee table.
Arni eased down beside me. His hand settled on my shoulder. "We've got a pretty good idea of what happened on Halloween," he said in a soft voice. "And what happened after. Whether you help us or not, Holloway's going down. He's going to go to prison. Now, the only question you need to ask yourself is if you want to go to prison, too."
I trembled, full of fear. I looked up to Arni Detweiler's face. "I don't wanna go to prison," I said, my voice barely audible.
"Then help us," he said in a convincing way, running his hand across my back. "Don't defend a murderer."
I shook as I cried quietly. "Oh, God . . . ."
***
Fearing 'reprisals' from Ian, Assistant District Attorney Arni Detweiler arranged to put me up in a cheap motel until my appearance at the trial. I had an around-the-clock bodyguard detail of detectives and police officers, who sat in their cars and occasionally checked in on me. I didn't go anywhere; whatever I needed, Arni brought.
Mindful of my education, the attorney arranged for members of his office to meet with my classmates and copy their notes. I took my mid-terms on a crappy little Formica-topped table in the room that had become my home.
Arni came to see me an average of three times a week as the trial began. I learned quite a few things about him as the weeks wore on, principle among them the fact that Arni was married, and recently so, with a baby on the way, and that he was seriously attracted to me. Not that he would admit it, of course.
I also realized that I was the prosecution's 'star' witness against Ian Holloway. Through repeated depositions and questionnaires, I learned that while Ian, Cleo, and even Mr. Stone had been contacted by Arni's office, I was the only one they had reeled in. That made me both ashamed and strangely fortified. I was the key to their entire case, I realized.
Ian's business practices had been under investigation in civil court for years, with no real satisfying outcome. Now, however, Ian had been indicted under the charge of second-degree murder for the death of Gary Jackson. Apparently, there was some kind of vendetta between the District Attorney's office and Ian. They would get him any way they could.
And I was the pawn.
I hated it. I was being used against the man I loved . . . and I was letting them. I could have been the martyr, the sacrificial lamb, and bravely stand against the men who sought to take Ian down. I could hold my head up high as I was being escorted to prison, proud in the knowledge that I had stood my ground, anticipating the degradation I would suffer at the hands of bull dykes. I could do that . . . .
If I had the strength.
But being raped once was enough.
As a further indignity to my house arrest (they called it 'protective custody'), my twentieth birthday was approaching fast and I had to face it alone. The room's telephone had been disconnected and my cell was taken from me. The only time I got to talk on the phone was when Arni or Detective Clay or one of the other detectives who stood watch let me use their cell-phone.
I spoke with my parents and Julie, each about every other day. I could tell them the basics, but not where I was, and the calls never lasted long. My mother was practically hysterical when I told her I was the material witness in a murder case, but got used to it over the course of subsequent conversations. She wanted to know how I had gotten myself in such a position, and I had to make something up. I hated lying to my mother, especially when the truth would come out during the trial. But I just didn't have the heart to tell her that her little girl was a prostitute.
Julie, of course, knew the entire story, and while there was a hint of 'I told you so' in her voice, she was supportive and encouraging. She also told me that some tall, stoic guy had found her on campus one day and asked where I was. From her description, I knew it was James.
There were times when the claustrophobia of my confinement took its toll, and I screamed and ranted at Arni, Detective Clay, and my other 'chaperones.' I was given my MP3 player and the room had cable, but such creature comforts helped little. Of course, I couldn't have my laptop. They didn't want to risk me sending any emails.
But I did watch the news, and there was some mention now and then about the case against Ian Holloway, beginning with the indictment against him toward the end of May. News reporters caught him outside his office and home, and while he refused to talk, the look of anger and betrayal on his face was telling. I winced at seeing the pain I was causing.
But the worst was when Erin was interviewed briefly, having been caught in a cafe parking lot one day as she headed to her car.
"Whoever this supposed witness is," she said at one point, after describing how her family's life had been "torn apart" by the investigation and trial. She stared right into the camera, right at me. "She doesn't know my father as well as she thinks she does. She's not going to get her fifteen minutes of fame by spreading lies about him. All she's going to do is ruin her (bleep) life."
I never felt lower than I did after watching that interview. I wasn't just hurting Ian, I was hurting Erin, and Ian's wife, and everyone associated with them. And for what? Because he'd had the man who raped me killed? Ian may have acted impulsively, calling in Mr. Stone to do his dirty work, but what he did, for whatever reasons, he had done out of love.
For me.
But to recognize that meant sacrificing years of my life, enduring pain and humiliation in a woman's prison . . . I was too frightened to take that risk.
The day before my birthday, and the trial was already in full swing. I was becoming more and more nervous and apprehensive about appearing in court, about facing Ian and admitting the truth . . . the truth that would destroy him. And save me.
I agonized over what my life had become. It wasn't fun anymore. I wasn't a carefree call girl or cocksucking teenager anymore, cheerfully exchanging my body for a handful of money, living out my hottest fantasies and having a parade of men tell me how gorgeous I was. Now I was a material witness in a murder case.
My parents would be devastated. My friends would abandon me. And the man I loved would be going to prison for the rest of his life.
"Alyssa, pay attention," Arni said that afternoon as he was practicing his cross-examination with me. He was prepping me well, going over the specific questions he would ask in the courtroom when I took the stand. He wanted me to act a certain way, have certain expressions, even say particular words in ways that supposedly had the most impact. It was a scene we had played over so many times that it read like a script to me.
"I'm tired, Arni," I said, not looking at him. The creaking chair beneath me was uncomfortable. "We've already gone over this—"
"And we'll keep going over it, babe, until I—"
I snapped my head up, giving him a vicious look. "Stop. Calling. Me. Babe!" I yelled.
Arni met my look and matched it, striding toward me with a pair of long steps, stopping just before me. "Now get this straight, little girl," he snarled. "I'm not gonna lose this chance because you're 'tired.' We're gonna keep at it until—"
"Fuck you!" I snapped. I crossed my arms and huffed, looking away. "Go to Hell."
Arni grumbled under his breath, wanting to respond as rudely as I had, I figured. He paced for a moment or two before me. I watched him from the corner of my eye.
"I've been in Hell," he said. "Kissing ass and backstabbing the other attorneys in the office. Buying Scotch for the old man and flirting with his middle-aged bitch receptionist to get the best appointments. This is my one chance, Alyssa. My chance to get out of the rat maze and into the prize box. And you're not gonna fuck it up for me."
I glared at him. "You're just a cocksucker, you know that?" I spat. "Maybe I sucked dick and did a lot more for money, but you do it for pride. You're more of a whore than I am."
He laughed harshly, startled and dumbfounded, staring at me with an incredulous, insulted expression. He finally turned away. "We're done," he said curtly, gathering up his briefcase. He snapped it closed loudly and headed for the door. He paused before opening it.
"I know you're good at fucking," he said rudely. "But you try to fuck me over and I swear you'll pay for it."
I seethed with defensive anger. "Go suck your boss' dick," I hissed.
Arni jerked open the door. "Bitch," he mumbled, then slammed it closed after him.
I shuddered with tears.
***
I didn't get out of bed the following day until I heard the pounding on the door for the second time. With an annoyed groan, I got up in my long T-shirt and pulled the door open, not looking at the man on the other side. I knew from the loud, hard thumping he had given the door that it was Lieutenant Detective Clay. I fell back onto the bed and pulled up the covers.
Clay chuckled sarcastically behind me. "Not even a 'good morning?'"
I gripped a pillow against my cheek. "What do you want."
"Just want to introduce you to your new chaperone," he said. I heard him talking to someone else: "She's a little stuck-up, but don't let it bother you. And no one comes in unless either I or Detweiler gives the okay, got it? Good."
The door shut. I could feel the other man's presence in the room. I didn't turn to look at him.
The bed shifted as his weight settled upon it. I frowned, feeling immediately annoyed. What the fuck--?
"Hello, Alyssa."
I recognized the voice in a heartbeat. I sat up and spun around, staring at his face with both elation and consternation. "James!"
He had a slight smile on his face. He wore jeans and a black T-shirt under a black leather jacket. His square face was as stoic as ever except for the mirthless smile. I wasn't sure if I should be glad or afraid.
"Detective Meeks," he corrected me.
I stared at him for a long moment, confused. I searched his face, his small eyes. "Wh-wh-what are you . . . I-I mean, how—"
"Connections," he said simply, and stood from the bed. He stepped around the room, his eyes darting around like those of a hawk. They finally settled upon me once more.
"What are you doing?"
I swallowed nervously, suddenly unsure if James was the man I knew . . . or a different version of Mr. Stone. "I'm scared," I said.
He nodded curtly. "I know. They've told you a lot of things to make you turn against Ian," he said. His casual use of Ian's first name seemed out of place, belying a closer association than I had always supposed.
"They'll send me to prison if I don't testify," I said breathlessly, on the verge of tears. "I don't want to go to prison."
His chin barely nudged. "So it's you or him, huh?"
I sighed, ashamed. "Don't do this. I feel like shit already."
"You should."
My emotions exploded out. "What the fuck do you want me to do!" I cried, slapping my hands to the bed. "Give up my fucking life?"
James' eyes, his expression, were impassive. "If this was a perfect world," he said. "What would you want to happen?"
I scoffed. "It's obviously not a perfect world."
"But if it was."
I sighed. "I don't wanna go to prison," I bemoaned. "But I don't want Ian to, either."
James pursed his lips, nodding to himself. "And, if you could . . . ."
I sobbed quietly. "I'd make it all go away," I said, my choked and strained voice barely audible. I wiped my eyes defensively. "But I seem to have misplaced my magic fucking wand."
James didn't say anything for a long moment. "Do you love Ian as much as he loves you?" he asked.
I lifted my anguished face. "He loves me?"
James' expression remained hard. "Answer my question."
I sniffed, wiped my eyes with quick moves of my hands. My words sounded strange but true as I spoke. "He's the only man I love."
"Then why hurt him?"
I breathed out heavily. "I don't have a choice," I said.
"Alyssa."
I squeezed my eyes shut, shuddering as I tried not to cry again.
"Alyssa."
"What."
"Look at me."
I forced my eyes open and lifted my head slowly, looking up at James through my pain.
He smiled, then, a slow and soft smile. "You always have a choice," he said knowingly. "There is always a way. You just have to find it."
My tears slowly dried. I frowned. James was trying to tell me something. "How?"
James' smile remained. "You have gifts. Use them," he said enigmatically, and turned away. Then, as if as an afterthought, he looked back, his thin lips curled.
"By the way . . . happy birthday."
I hung my head. Had to rub it in, didn't he . . . "Thanks."
I heard the door open and close as James left. I stared at it for a long moment, wondering about his words.
And then I saw the little black case James had left on the cracked table by the door.
My lips curled in an understanding smile. You have gifts. Use them.
***
I stared at myself in the mirror. After six weeks of wearing minimalist makeup and rotating the same wrinkled shorts and T-shirts, wearing a dress again felt almost uncomfortable. Especially this one. Arni had purchased the conservative skirt suit for me, since my wardrobe held only the extremes of 'college student' and 'call girl.'
The fabric was heavy and almost coarse, and I didn't like the dull blue color. The buttons were too big, the jacket too square, the skirt too long . . . .
"I hate it, Arni," I said, looking at him in the reflection as he stood behind me.
He shrugged. "That's what you're wearing tomorrow," he said. "I don't want you showing up in one of your hooker gowns."
I glared for a moment and shrugged off the jacket. I had to admit that I did like the blouse. It was practically see-through. The color of my puffies were clearly visible. I noticed Arni's eyes darting to them in the mirror.
"I'm just a cheap whore to you, aren't I?" I asked acidly.
His eyes returned to mine. "Definitely not cheap," he commented, then shook his head. "Jesus Christ, I don't care how hot a woman is, shelling out two grand just to fuck? Give me a break."
I turned around and stepped past him on my way out to the room. "I gave them their money's worth," I said.



I heard him chuckling behind me. "Bet you did, sweetheart." I could practically feel his eyes on my ass. "How much of that do you get, anyway? Half?"
I ignored his question, setting my makeup bag on the counter next to the little black case, then stopped by the foot of the bed and faced him. "What does your wife think about you spending every other day for a month and a half with an escort?" I asked challengingly.
His face darkened. "Leave my wife out of this," he said, taking slow steps toward me.
I looked at him directly as I sat on the edge of the bed, spreading my legs just enough. "If I was her, I'd be really worried. Girl like me . . . who knows what I'd do in this situation."
Arni shook his head. "Don't start that shit," he said. "You couldn't seduce me if you tried."
I lowered my eyes, grinding my teeth. Arni headed past me toward his open briefcase on the table. Oh, no, Arni? I thought. Then why do I see a bulge in your pants? Why did you just sneak a peek up my skirt?
". . . just one last thing," he was saying. I heard the shuffling of paper. My eyes stayed on the floor as I listened. "Schaffer is going to do and say anything to get to you. He's going to try to rile you up. You can't let him."
I sighed. "I know, Arni," I said. "Christ! I know as much about Ian's lawyer as you do!"
He chuckled again. "No, you don't," he said meaningfully. "But you're going to find out tomorrow."
My heart palpitated. "Would you stop saying that?" I asked in a shaky voice.
"Stop saying what?"
"'Tomorrow,'" I said. "You're doing it on purpose, trying to scare me. I know it's tomorrow, Arni. Can we just not . . . talk about it anymore tonight?"
He was quiet a moment, shuffling papers. I got the impression he was looking at me. But I didn't lift my head. I was counting the individual loops in the carpet.
He snapped his briefcase closed. "All right," he said, his voice sounding more sympathetic. He came over to the end of the bed and sat down beside me, slipping his arm around my shoulders. His cologne was faint, sharp. Cool Water, I realized.
"Look," he said, his voice soothing. "I'm going to be there with you, okay? Whenever you feel like you're gonna lose it, or Schaffer's pissing you off, I want you to look at me. I'm here for you, Alyssa."
I trembled, letting out a shuddering breath. My hand found his, squeezed it. "You better be," I said. "God, I can't believe I'm doing this."
"It's the right thing," he said.
I nodded. "I know it is. If I don't do it, the people I love will get hurt." I cradled Arni's hand against my chest, letting him feel my heartbeat. He stiffened a little against me. I pretended not to notice.
"Uh, that's right," he said.
Swiftly, smoothly, I let go of his hand but kept it between us as I wrapped my arms around him, hugging tightly. My cheek was against his chest as I felt his curled-up hand twist and cup my left breast. Again, I pretended not to notice. I squeezed Arni tightly, like a little girl who needed daddy's protection, and gave him a little whimper. His body was tense. He breathed in deeply. I figured he was smelling my shampoo. Some men liked to do that.
"Um . . . Alyssa . . . ."
I drew my face back from his, absolutely conscious of his hand cupping my breast, the tips of his fingers upon naked flesh above the lapel of my blouse. His face was showing the obvious struggle between lust and duty. I decided to give him a little push.
Doe-eyes. Soft, wide, round, and innocent, coupled with a little nibble of my lips. It was a silent invitation, one that any man would have recognized. Arni certainly did.
"We, uh . . . Alyssa—"
"Thank you," I said, my voice slight and frail, that of a frightened girl. "I'm just really vulnerable and scared right now . . . I'm sorry I hugged you like that but I really just need someone to hold me."
Arni swallowed nervously. I felt his fingers brushing my naked skin, caressing my breast. The tingle sent a little charge through me, and I shivered. I just stared into his eyes . . . .
I could tell the moment he gave in. His features softened and his eyes glazed over with an expression of desire, of resignation. I pressed my body against his, arching my back a little so that his fingers, dragging lightly down my breast, touched the edge of my puffy areola. And that was all it took.
"I can't do this," he whispered, even as he lowered his face, parting his lips. I licked my own and tilted my head to meet his mouth with mine. "I really can't doohhmm . . . ."
I had not been with a man in six weeks, and my abrupt and total lack of physical satisfaction needed serious assuaging. I sucked on Arni's lips hungrily, moaning and sighing, encouraging his passion to flare. And flare it did. I guess his seven-months-pregnant wife had not been much in the mood for sex lately.
He sort of growled, kissing me aggressively, his hand jerking open my blouse and openly groping my tit. I trembled in passion. God, did I want to fuck!
I sighed and moaned heatedly as Arni's mouth went from my lips to my neck, down my chest, and right to my thick, puffy nipple. I arched my back, cradling his head. Arni sucked as much of my breast as he could, like a starving baby in need of milk. His tongue swirled round and round my nipple, bathing it in the heat of his mouth.
His left hand slipped under my skirt and I spread my legs wide, whimpering excitedly in anticipation. Arni didn't have much in the way of finesse, I realized. Fine with me. I didn't want moonlight and roses. I wanted blazing passion and a stiff, throbbing cock.
I lay back on the bed, lifting my legs and spreading them wide, letting Arni dig his fingers through the wet cotton of my panties and right into my steaming pussy. I clutched him desperately -- and at that moment, I really was desperate -- and frantically started pulling on his tie. He slurped his mouth off my nipple and eased up a little.
I'm surprised we didn't lose any buttons, the way we were both ripping off our clothes. Not a single word was said. Arni had been fantasizing about fucking me for a month and a half, I knew. All those stories he'd heard about me must have really become embedded in his libido.
He was about to realize that the reality is more intense than the fantasy.
The attorney was in pretty good shape. A little soft around the middle, but I didn't mind. The only thing that mattered to me was his cock, which stood up straight and proud and pleasantly thick. I shoved Arni back on the bed, and he gave me a look that told me he was as intimidated by me as he was turned on.
His eyes wandered over my body as I stood in all my nude glory at the end of the bed. I let him get a real good look, teasing him for just a moment as I ran my hands over my breasts, licking my fingers and polishing my nipples, stroking my slick pussy. His cock twitched.
"Jesus Christ," he muttered, his face absolutely full of lust and awe.
I just grinned, then leaned over, legs straight and back arched, opening my mouth as I slowly lowered my head, looking into his face and watching him tremble as he understood that his cock was about to enjoy the pleasures of my lips and tongue.
I opened wide and barely touched his shaft with my mouth as I slid down. His cock literally stuck straight up from his groin. I only really felt him as the head of his dick pressed against the opening of my throat, then slid inside. My nose pressed into his abdomen. His musky, hairy balls met my chin. Only then did I close my lips around him and start sucking.
"Ohholyfuck!" he grunted, clawing the sheets. I held my breath as long as I could, sucking out the flavor of his cock, feeling it twitch and spasm in my throat. Finally, I pulled up, taking in air through my nose and murmuring in satisfaction. For my first cock in six weeks, Arni's tasted damn good.
I ran my hands up and down his body as I sucked him, gliding my lips all the way up to the very tip, then plunging down until he was fully seated in my throat. Arni writhed and thrashed. I figured he had never gotten such a 'professional' blow job before.
I kept his dick in my mouth as I crawled up onto the bed, turning around until my needy sex was poised over his face. Arni wasn't a dumb guy; he knew what I wanted. His hands slapped to my thighs and he moaned into my pussy as he tasted me, aggressively covering my cunt with his mouth and sucking hard. I whimpered around his cock and sucked harder, faster, drool oozing into his pubic hair and dripping down his balls.
Nothing could be heard in the room for many long, sweet minutes except the wet licking and sucking sounds of mouths on genitals, and our mutual sighs and moans. Arni gave me a sweet, rumbling little orgasm with his tongue, making me whimper around his twitching cock. As I came down from my sweet peak, I concentrated on Arni's dick, eager to get him off.
"Uhn! Ah! Ohgodohgod!"
Arni's hot exclamations upon my labia announced the arrival of his orgasm, and I sucked hard on just the head of his dick, pulling with my lips, massaging with my tongue. I could feel his penis swell, and then . . . oh, that rush! That sweet, hot, salty-sweet gush of thick semen, flowing over my tongue and deluging my taste buds. I savored the taste of him, the way his cock danced between my tight lips, spitting out every creamy drop. I massaged his testicles to urge it all out, held his flavor on my tongue.
Arni gasped beneath me, quivering with aftershocks as I kept him between my lips. I stroked his shaft with a light motion, swirling his cum around the head for a moment before finally swallowing it down. I nursed out a last little bit and smeared it into my lips.
With a last lick on the head of his cock, I pushed up and turned around, straddling Arni. He was breathing hard, his orgasm having drained his strength. But at least his penis remained fairly hard, which was enough for me. I gripped it with my hand and rubbed the slick head between my lips. I figured I wasn't taking much of a chance fucking Arni without a condom. Besides, I didn't have any, figured he did not either, and I wasn't about to be denied my pleasure.
He shuddered and groaned as I worked his spongy, half-hard cock inside my tunnel, and winced as the overly-sensitive head was squeezed by my vaginal muscles. I sighed at finally being filled. I had not realized just how much I had wanted sex until I was forced to go without.
"Oh, God," Arni moaned, settling his hands on my hips and watching me working on him. "Jesus you're so tight . . . how . . . how . . . oh, God . . . ."
I wasn't listening to him. I just wanted to use him, to satisfy myself, to take at least something from him that would push away the fears and doubts and worries in my mind. And if all I could get was raw, carnal pleasure, I was determined to get my fill.
And then some.
***
Detective Clay escorted me down to an unmarked squad car the following morning. He didn't say anything, but he gave me a gunny look, as if he suspected what had happened between Arni and I the night before. Although that might just have been my own paranoid conscience making me think that.
I cradled my purse in my lap on the drive, said nothing. My heart was beating erratically and I had an unpleasant tingle in my stomach. Butterflies, I thought. So that's how that feels.
Clay headed to an underground garage beneath the courthouse, took my arm in his callused hand and lead me to an elevator. He slapped the button to close the doors.
"You know, I got a daughter who's almost your age," he said, his voice grating through his teeth. "Don't see her much. She's gonna be seventeen in a few months. Her mother tells me . . . she's got a couple boyfriends. A couple."
I didn't say anything. I just listened.
"What happens to girls like you?" he asked, sounding pained and worried. For a moment, he wasn't a hard-ass cop with an attitude. He was just a worried father. "How do you . . . do that? Sell yourself?"
"Maybe I like it," I said.
He turned to me, a disgusted expression on his face. The elevator stopped humming. "God help my daughter if she ever turns into you."
I met his gaze. "You know what I think, detective?" I asked him haughtily.
He glared. "What."
I stepped past him as the doors opened and the rush of a dozen different conversations flooded from the courthouse hall. "I think you wish you had the money to afford someone like me."
He caught up to me and grabbed my arm, making me gasp and turn to face him. His eyes blazed with controlled anger.
"Now you listen to me, you little stuck-up bitch," he hissed. "There are still a few people left in the world who have morals, people who have seen the fucking shit that human beings do to each other every day. You think you know what pain is because you got raped once?"
I stared at him, shaking and frightened as Clay continued: "Try talking to a thirty-year-old streetwalker who sucks dick for thirty bucks a pop and has four kids by four different fathers. Who gets raped on a weekly basis by her pimp and has cigarette burns and track marks on her arms. You don't know shit, little girl. Whether you like it or not, this is the best fucking thing that could have happened to you. Stop being a whore and start being a woman."
Clay let go of my arm with a rough shove. There were a few around us who saw the display. I blushed deeply in embarrassment. My arrogance, my self-righteousness, vanished. What I had to do suddenly became even harder.
"Come on," he growled, and lead me through the light crowd.
Arni was waiting for us in an interview room off a back hallway, near the courtroom where I was to make my debut. As a protected witness, Arni did not want me to be seen by any of the reporters who were covering the trial, who were, for the most part, forbidden to enter the rear halls. I knew he figured I might get spooked if some photog jumped in my face and started flashing his camera and asking me tabloid questions. I figured he was right.
Arni gave me an uncomfortable look as I entered the room. He was remembering the night before, I could tell, and his guilt was almost telling. There was an older man with him, dressed in a dark suit with a red tie. Arni curtly introduced him as the District Attorney, Karl Fuchs. He didn't say anything as Arni went over a few last details. I wondered if Mr. Fuchs could sense the lingering sexual tension between Arni and I.
"All right," Arni said at last, stepping close to me. He didn't touch me, as much as I figured I knew he wanted to. "You're the first witness. You need to be confident in your answers. Remember everything we went over. Okay?"
I nodded, searching his eyes. "Okay."
Arni blinked and looked away. He glanced for a moment to his boss, then left the room.
Mr. Fuchs, professionally confidant with his hands in his pockets, came around the small table in the room and faced me. He was a short, stocky man who looked like the stereotypical grandfather. His hair was snow-white and I figured he was in his sixties.
"This is a very important case for our young Mr. Detweiler," he said. "He has a lot of promise. I would hate to think he might be compromised in any way."
I gave the DA a blank look. "Why would you think he has?" I asked.
Fuchs responded with a patronizing smirk. "Pretty girl," he mused, as to himself, then stepped past me. "The bailiff will come get you when we're ready."
I sat down after Fuchs left, drumming my fingers nervously on the table top. The District Attorney's words resounded in my mind. Everything he had said made me feel like nothing more than a tool. Hell, everything about the case made me feel that way. It struck me, then, at that moment, how I had always catered to other people throughout my life. I had always listened to my conservative, Christian father, had capitulated to those two boys in the mall, had done everything Gary ever wanted, and Ian . . . .
Even if he loved me, I had still been his docile prize, his plaything. And all those men . . . sure, I had enjoyed myself for the most part, reveling in the illusion of power and influence I gained from being a pretty young thing men desired . . . but it was, truly and ultimately, an illusion.
It dawned on me that I had almost never done anything just for myself. Whatever I had done, it had always been to please one man or another, in one way or another. Sexuality coupled with compliance had become a curse.
Well, no more.
***
The hardest steps I ever took in my life were the ones that carried me into the courtroom from the little side door. The wooden pews were crammed full. Reporters, detectives, future and past witnesses . . . I saw Cleo, grey suit and dark sunglasses, her face unreadable. James stood against the wall behind her, stoic as ever. I saw Ian's wife Rebecca, tastefully dressed and glowering at me, mouthing the word 'bitch' as she saw me. And Erin, seated beside her fiancé Ross, looking at me as if to ask 'how could you?'
I saw my parents, Mom giving me a forlorn look of encouragement, my father as stone-faced as always. I saw disappointment in his eyes. But that was nothing new. Julie sat beside them, sympathy and vicarious apprehension on her face.
And then, of course, there was Ian.
Seated behind the simple wooden table, beside his lawyer, hands clasped before him on the table. He did not look angry; he looked tired. The previous weeks had taken its toll, though he tried not to show it. His dark eyes bore into mine, but there was no message behind them. He seemed empty.
I was lead to the witness stand, and the bailiff held out a bible. I placed my left hand upon it, raised my right as I was instructed to do so.
"Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?" he asked.
I nodded, anxiety coursing one last time through me. My voice felt dry as I responded. "I do."
"Have a seat."
I did so, peripherally listening to the buzz of excited conversation among the gallery. I didn't look at anything or anyone except the floor, Ian, and the Judge, when he addressed me.
"Please state your full name for the record."
I took a breath. "Alyssa Leigh Green," I said. I faintly heard the rapid tapping of the stenographer.
Arni stood from his table. Remembering his coaching, I straightened and looked to him directly, hearing the stirring of the jury to my left. I could feel their eyes upon me. I wondered what they had heard, what had come out during the trial thus far. Arni had not made me privy to any of the court transcripts. He did not want my testimony to be 'tainted.'
"Miss Green," Arni said as he approached. He smiled. "How are you?"
"I'm fine, Mr. Detweiler. A little tired. I had a rough night."
His eyes shot to mine for a brief moment. "Eh . . . could you explain, for the court, what you do for a living?"
Here we go, I thought, and steeled myself. I put on my best 'innocent' look and batted my eyes as Arni stood in profile to me, his chin lifted smugly.
"I'm a student," I said. "Sophomore in college."
Arni's lips twitched. He knew that wasn't the answer I was supposed to give. But he covered his consternation well. "And . . . what else do you do?" he asked, facing me, giving me a hard look.
I shrugged. "Watch TV, go to the movies with my friends. I read books sometimes."
A low murmur of laughter rolled through the gallery.
Arni gritted his teeth a moment, forced a smile. He glanced to his boss, Mr. Fuchs, standing to the rear of the courtroom. Arni's embarrassment was rapidly growing. He cleared his throat, adjusted his tie.
"Miss Green . . . ."
"Yes?"
"Are you not employed by a company known as Angel Escorts?"
I furrowed my brow. "Angel what?" I asked sweetly.



A scandalous grumble rolled amongst the gallery. Arni glared at me. "Angel Escorts," he repeated.
I shook my head. "I remember you and that detective mentioning it to me."
The rumble in the gallery intensified. Arni shot me a vicious look, then stomped back to his table, snatching up a sheaf of paper. "People's F," he called out, and slapped it down on the railing of the witness stand before me. His eyes stared into mine. "Please read the highlighted portion."
I took the page up calmly. "'As an employee for Angel Escorts, I entertained men with social and sexual services explicitly requested by them,'" I read.
"Is that not your handwriting?"
I nodded. "Yes."
"And your signature?"
"Yes."
"So are you contradicting your sworn affidavit before this court, Miss Green?"
I breathed out heavily and looked up to Arni, looking distressed. "S-so that's what this was?" I asked. "You guys trick me into signing this thing and you think that's what I am?"
The row from the gallery grew to a cacophonous roar. The judge hammered his gavel. "Order!"
Arni glowered at me. I didn't have to read his mind to know what he was thinking, and it all came down to two vicious words: You bitch.
He pushed away, struggling to maintain his composure. "Miss Green," he said in an aggressive voice. "You are employed by Angel Escorts. Your 'duties' include dating various men who pay for your time, including, but not limited to, having sexual intercourse with them."
"What!" I cried. "I'm a student! I'm getting a degree in Liberal Arts! Okay, so maybe I don't know what I really wanna do with my life, but I sure as hell don't wanna be a . . . a prostitute!" Laughter from the gallery accompanied my outburst.
Arni stormed back to the witness stand and slapped his hands down hard, making the wedding band on his finger clack loudly. "Don't do this," he seethed in a low tone.
I glared back, narrowing my eyes. Already done.
"Mr. Detweiler?" asked the judge.
Arni pushed back, made an effort to look composed. "I'm sorry, Judge," he said. "I would like a moment with my witness."
The judge, a stocky black man, pursed his lips, then nodded. He rapped his gavel. "Recess!" he called, then fixed his gaze on Arni. "Get your act together, young man."
Arni fumed quietly, his eyes burning as he looked upon me. He didn't say anything as he motioned for the bailiff.
***
"What the fuck is going on!" roared Arni once he, I and Mr. Fuchs were once more in the little room. He tossed his briefcase on the table and stabbed a finger at me. "You get your pretty little whore ass back out there and do it right! No more fucking games!"
I stared back, feeling strangely confident, and took out my cigarette case and lighter. "Fuck off, Arni," I said calmly, and lit a cigarette.
Arni huffed a few times, looking like he was about to hyperventilate. He ran his hands through his hair. "Jesus Christ . . . Jesus Christ . . . okay, you stupid fucking—"
"Shut up, Detweiler," growled Fuchs, stepping into my field of vision as I smoked calmly. The older man's beady eyes bore down into mine. "What's going on?"
I looked to him. "'What's going on?'" I retorted. I smiled. "I'm not testifying against Ian, that's what's going on."
"You prissy, selfish bitch!" cried Arni, finally at wits' end. "I'll get that asshole without you! And you're going to prison, you little cunt! I'll make God damned sure—"
I made a 'tsk, tsk' sound, blowing smoke. "And you were so nice last night when you fucked me."
Arni stopped dead in his tracks, glaring in alarm. Beside me, Fuchs stiffened.
"What the hell is she talking about?" the DA asked.
"N-nothing," Arni stammered, turning away.
"Oh, he doesn't need to say anything," I said, taking the little black case out of my purse. I held it up for Fuchs. "You ever see one of these? It's a digital recorder. Saves as much as, say, two hours and twenty-one minutes of footage, including sound. It's even got this little screen so you can watch what you recorded."
Arni whirled about, staring at me with a dumbfounded, hurt expression. I pushed a few buttons. "Hmm, I like this part," I said. "Right when I'm sitting on your face and you're telling me I have the sweetest pussy in the whole world . . . bet the wife would love to see that."
Arni trembled. "Y-you . . . you evil fucking slut!"
I settled my eyes on him. "Yeah," I said with a smirk. "And you still fucked me."
Fuchs narrowed his eyes angrily as he looked upon the young lawyer. "You stupid shit," he intoned, and shook his head. "Pretty little piece of ass, and she played you. She played you!"
Arni looked like he was about to explode. He lunged forward and grabbed the black case out of my hand before I could react. He threw it on the floor and stomped upon it, like a child having a tantrum. "There!" he yelled, and grinned stupidly. "What you got to say now?"
I shrugged. "Um . . . you owe me three hundred bucks?" I said. "I've got two other copies, you know. In fact, by tomorrow, one of them is going to be landing right on the producer's desk at Channel 12."
Arni slapped his hands over his face. "Oh, God, this isn't happening, this isn't happening . . . ."
Fuchs faced me, his aged face hard. "When did he get to you?" he asked.
I stared back, knowing who Fuchs meant. "The moment I fell in love with him," I said.
That wasn't the answer the DA wanted, I knew. Tough. Fuchs thought quietly, working his jaw. "I want all the copies," he said at last.
I stood. "Sure. After Ian and I walk out of here."
The DA shook his head. "Not gonna happen."
I gathered my courage, hoping upon hope that James -- whom I had seen that morning -- was right. "It will happen. Without my testimony, your case will fall apart. You'll embarrass yourself if you try to go on. That video will make it to the news, the Internet, and everyone will know that the attorneys of the DA's office are just as corrupt as everyone always thought they were."
Fuchs gave me a look. "And you? You're the woman in the footage, after all."
I laughed. "Yeah. I figure I can use it to get into politics."
Arni groaned. "Oh, Jesus fucking Christ . . . ."
"Shut the hell up," snapped Fuchs, then stepped close to me. "You are either one brave, or stupid, little girl," he said.
"Maybe a little of both," I said.
Fuchs laughed mirthlessly. He was not amused. "All right. I'm a smart man; I know when I can't win. But you listen to me, young lady: You and Holloway don't have the upper hand, not by a long shot. My advice? Go away. You stay in this city, and you will be fucked, even harder than you ever have been before. And trust me . . . you won't like it."
I blinked, intimidated, but determined to stand my ground. "We'll leave," I said. "Both of us. I promise."
Fuchs craned, then cracked, his neck. "Let's get this over with."
***
I sat upon the witness stand once again, but this time, it was Fuchs who took the floor. Arni was gone; I don't know where he went. I noticed that his very pregnant wife was gone from the gallery as well. I felt a moment's guilt.
"Counselor?" asked the judge, looking upon Fuchs. "I didn't expect you to take a hand in this case."
Fuchs glanced to me a moment before responding. "Neither did I, Tom," he said casually. "But, uh, some new developments have come to light that suggest that . . . my office took the wrong route in dealing with this case."
Now the hubbub really rose amongst the assembly. My parents looked to each other with wonder. Julie narrowed her eyes and slowly began to smile. My eyes darted from Erin's shocked and smiling expression to Ian's astounded and confused look. It suddenly dawned on me that he had not known what his friends had done for him.
Toward the front of the court room, beside the door, I spied Cleo, giving me a knowing smile as she lowered her sunglasses and winked. Then she was gone, followed by James in his leather jacket and jeans. He smiled as well.
"Karl?" asked the judge in perturbation.
Fuchs took a deep breath. "The people feel compelled to withdraw their case against Ian Malcolm Holloway," he said.
Several cries and shouts rose from the gallery. Ian's wife rose, unexpected relief more than telling upon her face. Ian spun around in his chair toward her, as if asking, 'Is this really happening?' Reporters darted for the door, since they could not use their cell phones in the court room.
The judge gave Fuchs a serious look. "Are you sure of this?"
Fuchs nodded. "Not the time, judge. Not yet."
***
I stayed seated in the witness chair long after the judge had dismissed the jury, after the people in the gallery had left, after all that remained in the small courtroom, smelling of oil soap and age, were a few sheaves of discarded paper on the floor.
I had done it. I don't know how, but I had done it. I had saved myself, and Ian as well. I should have felt happy. I should have felt on top of the world. Instead, I just wanted to cry. But not even the tears would come. I was denied even that.
I heard the echoing footfalls as the door to the court opened and closed. Still, I did not look up.
"Strange days." His words echoed in the room.
I held back a whimper as I heard his voice. I just nodded.
"You never cease to amaze me, Alyssa."
I lifted my head slowly, looking upon Ian. The man I loved, the man I could never have. He had a wondering smile upon his face. The look of worry and age I had seen on him earlier was gone. That made me smile, just a little bit.
His eyes dipped as he stopped a few feet from me. I could understand why he wanted to keep his distance. The power balance between us was now in my favor. He didn't control me anymore, and he knew that. I had saved his life, literally. That put me in control.
"I've made a deal with Fuchs," he said. He took a deep breath. "Rebecca and I are . . . I'm leaving, Alyssa."
I nodded. "Yeah . . . me, too."
His eyes suddenly swelled. He sniffed back the beginnings of tears. His voice was tinged with emotion as he spoke. "Why did you do it? That was a stupid risk, Alyssa. It could have backfired on both of us."
"I know," I said, then released some tension with a short laugh. "But I had some help."
Ian nodded. "Too bad James doesn't work for me anymore. I'd give him a raise."
I stood, keeping my eyes on Ian, and came around the witness stand. Ian watched me as I stepped up to him. He saw me differently now, I could tell. I did, too.
"All my life," I told him. "I've done things for other people. It's all I've ever done. It's like . . . like I was born to make everyone else happy, except me."
Ian nodded, understanding what I meant. "It's time to take care of yourself," he said.
I nodded back, then reached for him, pulling his head down and smothering my lips against his in one last, sweet, passionate kiss. I sighed into his mouth, licked his lips, finally pulled back.
"Good bye, Ian," I said, fighting back my tears.
His jaw trembled, his eyes dripped. He didn't say anything. I stepped away, heading for the courtroom door.
"Alyssa!"
I stopped and turned back, hopeful. Go ahead, Ian, just say it!
But he didn't. He simply stared at me, trying to work his lips around the words that wouldn't come. He finally just sighed and shook his head.
And I smiled. He didn't have to say it after all. "I love you, too, Ian," I said, then turned and left.
***
It felt strangely appropriate that the only time I visited Gary's grave was on what would have been his thirty-sixth birthday.
It was a muggy June day when I got out of my little hatchback and headed through the cemetery. I had always had this Hollywood image in my head that cemeteries were always dark, shadowed places, with grey clouds hovering overhead. But it was actually a pleasant day. The fields were green and birds chirped in the scattered oaks.
It took a while to find the plot. There was a simple headstone engraved with his name, beneath which was etched, 'In memory of a loving father.' My heart fluttered.
"Hi, Gary," I said, my voice barely audible even to my ears.
A slight breeze stirred my hair. "I . . ." I began, then stopped. Talking to a dead man was harder than I thought. "I tried to hate you," I said. "What you did was unforgivable. But . . . I don't know. Maybe, in a way, I can understand what happened. Accept it, even. And, maybe I'll never forgive you, but . . . ."
I twisted the ring around my finger, the blue butterfly ring Gary had given me so long ago.
". . . but I'll always have you in my heart," I finished.
I took the diamond bracelet off my wrist and knelt by the headstone. I looked at the engraving inside the bracelet one last time, our initials separated by a heart. The promise of a love that never was. Then I set the bracelet next to some flowers that had been placed upon the grave. I stood and stepped back.
"Good bye, Gary."
As I headed down the grassy slope, I saw a woman walking up. A little overweight in her corduroy shirt and white shorts, she had a pretty face and short black hair. She held the hand of a young dark-haired girl who carried a bouquet of flowers. An older boy lagged behind, absorbed in his PSP. The boy's features were instantly familiar. He had his father's nose and chin.
Steven, I thought, my heart flipping over in my chest.
"Pardon me," the woman said graciously as she passed. She tugged on her daughter's hand. "Come on, Joyce."
I stopped, watching them pass. The woman continued up the hill toward Gary's grave. I stood rooted like a sapling to the ground, watching as the little girl set the flowers upon the grave and spoke for a few moments. The woman coaxed her son into doing the same, tearing him away from his video game. I stepped closer as the woman spoke.
". . . Mom's doing good," she said, as if having a conversation. Steven and Joyce occupied themselves off to the side. "She's, uh, walking finally." A soft laugh. "Two titanium hips now. We're gonna have to call her the bionic woman."
She sniffed and rubbed her nose. Her eyes were a little red, but she wasn't crying. "We had some good years and some bad ones, Gary," she continued, oblivious to my presence. "I tried to be a good wife, I really did. Maybe you were a selfish bastard sometimes, but . . . you're the man I married, and you gave me two wonderful children."
Her words tugged at my heart as she continued: "They're your legacy, you know. Not . . . not what you did to that . . . that woman." She let out a heavy breath and looked up to the sky. "God! When you called me that night, told me what you had done . . . I was almost glad, you know? I thought she deserved it for what she did to our family."
I squeezed my eyes shut, feeling a stab of pain through my heart. I struggled to suppress the tears.
"But it wasn't her. You ruined our family, Gary. All by yourself. If it hadn't been with her, it would have been someone else."
She sighed. "I don't know what I'm trying to say," she said. "But I don't hate you, Gary. I did, but . . . well, you're dead now, so what's the point, right?" She let out a sharp laugh and covered her face. When she lowered her hand, I could see the tears.
"The kids are going to be fine," she said. "The check from your life insurance finally arrived. Half of it I'm setting aside so they can go to college. I'll use the rest to pay off the house, and . . . I don't know. Maybe take a cruise to the Bahamas, like we did on our honeymoon. Anyway, happy birthday, Gary. I hope you really are . . . resting . . . in peace . . . ." her words trailed off, as she looked at the base of the headstone.
She stepped closer, stooped, and took up the bracelet I had left. She frowned as she turned it over.
The she suddenly whirled around, as if instantly aware of my presence. Her red eyes stared at me for a long moment. Neither one of us spoke as the wind whistled between us.
"It's you," she said at last.
I could only nod. "Yes."
She breathed in sharply. "I always wondered what you looked like," she said, seeming so strangely calm. "I should have known. Gary always liked blondes."
I couldn't look at her. "I-I . . . I'm—" I began.
Mrs. Jackson stepped closer to me, holding the bracelet. "He gave you this, didn't he?"
I nodded silently.
"He always was a romantic," she mused. "You know, my birthday was five days after our first date. I'm sure he never told you that. We barely knew each other, and I wasn't even sure of how much I liked him. But . . . he came over to my parents' house, where I was living at the time, and he gave me a 'Pink Lady' jacket. I had barely mentioned how much I wanted it to him on our date, yet he had listened. I still have the jacket."
I sniffled, still quiet, still looking away. I watched as Gary's children chased each other, laughing playfully further down the hill. The were too young to recognize the somber mood of a cemetery.
"You know, I had planned to see you testify," she said. "I couldn't do it. I didn't want to hear all the little details about you and Gary . . . about what he did to you. That would have been too much."
I picked my nails, unable to find the words.
"Guess it doesn't really matter, does it?" she asked rhetorically. "At least another innocent person didn't suffer, right?"
I ground my teeth. "Right."
"At least tell me you loved Gary," I heard his wife say. "And that it wasn't just—"
"I loved him," I said, snapping my eyes up to find hers. "I did."
She almost smiled. "Are you still—"
"No," I said quickly. "That's not me anymore."
Mrs. Jackson nodded, then took a breath. "I always wondered what I would say if I ever met you. Words like 'slut' and 'whore' and 'bitch' came to mind."
I winced slightly. I couldn't blame her in the slightest.
"But I've had time to think," she said. "And reflect. I know what kind of man Gary was. Always thinking with his dick. However, I don't know what kind of woman you are, and honestly, I don't really care. I'm pretty sure I'll never see you again. But I'd like to think that you've learned something from all this, that—"
"I have," I said.
She stopped, and nodded again. "Only time will tell, right?"
I looked away. I wasn't sure what to say, or even if I should speak at all.
"Kids!" called Mrs. Jackson. "Time to go!" She started past me.
"Mrs. Jackson," I said, turning toward her. She stopped and looked back.
"Maybe . . . maybe it doesn't mean anything, but . . . I'm sorry. I really am."
Then, she did smile. She looked down at the bracelet she held, and handed it back to me, clasping my hands in her own for a moment. "It does mean something," she said, then turned away and left, gathering her children.
Epilogue
The bouncer at the door of the nearly-empty bar didn't card me, for which I was glad. It had been a hard semester, what with fifteen hours of classes a week and the stresses of getting used to a new college campus, a new city. But I had managed to fit in, somehow. I made some new friends, got used to my new surroundings.
After finals, though, I really needed a drink and I didn't feel like drinking at home. I was doing a lot less of that. My friend 'Boobie' -- gayest man on the planet and a real riot -- always made sure I was stocked with strawberry vodka at home, and often shared it with me while telling me of the latest 'tasty morsel' he had picked up. It was ironic. No longer a prostitute, and my closest friend was more of a slut than I had ever been.
I went through the pictures of the wedding as I took a seat at the bar. Erin had looked gorgeous in her long ivory gown, with a train that practically went out the door. I smiled as I went through the photos, laughing softly at some of the images. I had gotten pretty drunk at the reception, and one of the pictures showed me and all seven of Erin's bridesmaids mooning the camera. I didn't even remember that.



"So, what's your poison, young lady?"
I looked up at the bartender. He was an older man, with a real friendly way about him. Thinning hair, moustache and a slight belly, he looked kind of like my father.
"Strawberry martini?" I asked tentatively.
He nodded. "Coming right up."
I thought a moment as I watched him take up the bottle of flavored Absolut. "No, wait."
The bartender paused, looked back at me. "Changed your mind?"
I smiled. "I've changed a lot of things," I said. "Why not my drink? I want something different."
He pursed his lips around a half-smile. "And what's different for you?"
"Anything without strawberry vodka," I said.
He chuckled. "Okay. Something different . . ." he replaced the vodka and looked at the bottles beneath the mirror along the back wall. "How about a classic?"
"Sure. Anything. Surprise me," I told him.
The bartender gave me a non-flirtatious wink, grabbed a bottle. I watched him pour a dark liquid and add some sweet and sour. He dropped in a cherry and set it before me. "It's not fancy, but I think you'll like it."
I sipped the drink, finding it bitter and sweet and a little tart. The flavors mixed well and were satisfying on my pallet. "I like it," I said, smiling at the bartender. "I like it a lot."
He grinned. "Amaretto sour," he said, and winked again. "An intelligent woman's drink."
I laughed softly and even blushed a little. "Thanks."
The bartender patted the counter and pushed up. "No problem," he said and went back to polishing his glasses.
I flipped through the pictures some more, lingering for a moment that showed me and Julie kissing. She had been pretty drunk at the reception, too. I remembered when the invitation came and it said "and guest." Julie had been pretty surprised when I asked her to go to the wedding with me. She had jokingly asked if that meant she was my date.
And then the morning after, waking up in the hotel bed, naked and snuggling each other . . . with Julie giving me dreamy 'good morning' smiles. I was glad I had remembered most of that. I reminded myself to give her a call when I got home. I hadn't talked to her in over a week. We were planning on seeing each other over Christmas; she had a new boyfriend she wanted to show off.
"Mind if I intrude?"
I glanced to the owner of the voice as he stood a few feet away, giving me a hopeful smile. A handsome man, not much older than I, I figured. A little stocky, with short dark hair and very friendly brown eyes. He was dressed in a white T-shirt under his black leather jacket, and blue jeans. Just a nice guy. A regular guy.
I smiled. "Sure."
He grinned like a kid on Christmas morning and took the stool beside mine, setting a motorcycle helmet to the side. He peeled off thick leather gloves and set them carefully on the bar. "Vacation pictures?" he asked.
"Wedding," I said, and showed him one of Erin and her new husband Ross.
He looked closer for a moment. "Wow. Beautiful girl. Were you in the wedding?"
I shook my head. "Just a guest," I said, feeling comfortable with this stranger.
His eyes shone as he smiled. Jesus, he had gorgeous eyes. Not dark at all. Nothing intimidating or mysterious to them, just . . . gorgeous.
"I'm sorry," he said, and offered his hand. "I forgot my manners. My name's Dylan."
I smiled back, a little touch of warmth spreading through me. I took his hand, feeling the gentle strength of him. "I like that name," I said, then blushed. "Alyssa. My name's Alyssa."
His eyes kept shinning. He didn't let go of my hand, and I didn't want him to. "Tell you what," he said. "Let me buy your drink, and I'll get one, too . . . you show me some more pictures and I'll tell you about my vacation in Germany."
"You went to Germany for vacation?"
He nodded. "I grew up there, in fact," he said.
I was starting to like Dylan more. "Then it's a deal," I said.
Dylan signaled the bartender, ordered something called an 'Optimator' that turned out to be a thick, dark beer. "Don't trust a beer I can see through," he commented after his first sip.
"So let's see those pictures," he said, leaning closer. I liked the smell of his cologne. It wasn't fancy. Just a warm, manly scent. "And then . . . who knows? Maybe we can grab some dinner. It'll take a while to tell you all about Germany."
I bit my lip, smiling. "Yeah. Who knows? Anything's possible in this crazy world."
-finis-
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Carmen always had sad eyes, but they had always been sad in a sort of loving way, like a child's eyes when a beloved pet has passed on. Sad, yes, but always with the basic understanding that everything was fine, that events had happened because they were supposed to.
Now, however, they were just sad. They stared blankly out upon the world without really seeing anything . . . least of all, me. But then, it was all because of me that she had that look. All because of that Valentine's Day night, one year ago.
We'd had a fight – another one – and I'd had a few too many glasses of wine. I can't remember what the fight was about, exactly, but I do remember that it was my fault. I mentioned something about her dress, which I knew an ex-boyfriend had purchased for her . . . it went downhill from there. She tried to explain, saying it wasn't the same dress, but that she liked the pattern so she had gone and purchased one just like it for Valentine's Day. It had something to do with what Carmen had called the 'spirit of love.'
But I didn't buy it. Wounded male pride was more powerful than the ability to understand and listen. I had stormed out, wanting to "clear my head." That had been a mistake.
Now, a year later, I was still paying for it.
She had moved to a new apartment, cut her hair. She used to dye it blonde, and it worked for her, considering her natural tan and soft features. But now her hair was short and dark, showing its natural curl. She had toned up, I could tell. But that wasn't surprising. Carmen had always dealt with things such as pain and grief through exercise. The first time we got back together after breaking up, she'd gained four pounds of muscle and lost an inch around her waist. She looked even more fit now.
I followed behind her as she headed down the street from her building. She didn't notice me, of course. I wasn't part of her life anymore, after all. But Carmen wasn't her usual outgoing self. She used to look people in the eye, even just casual strangers. Now, she lowered her gaze as people passed close by, especially men. She seemed uncomfortable with the way guys checked her out. That wasn't like her. Carmen had always been a casual flirt.
She still worked at the same restaurant, I realized as we got off the bus. The Last Chance Bar & Grille had always been Carmen's second home, at least for the two years I had known her. She had a lot of friends there, a lot of regulars. It was a nice place. Good food.
I hung back as she stepped through the door. I watched through the windows a few minutes later as, apron wrapped around her slim waist, Carmen approached her first party of the day. There was a smile upon her face, but it wasn't the same one she always had. She was faking it for the sake of her guests.
I felt a stab of vicarious pain through my chest. A year later, and my One True Love was still hurting. Hell, I could practically feel it.
It literally broke my heart that I was the reason why.
***
"Another one, Pete?"
I nodded after finishing the last of my Scotch. The sharp liquid was comfortably warm as it trickled down my throat. "Same thing."
The bartender, an older, overweight man, poured another belt of Glenfiddich over some ice, set the glass me. That's what I always liked about Scotch; no fanfare, no swizzle stick or garnish. Just pour and drink. Simplicity in a bottle.
"So what's her name?" he asked.
I chuckled at his bartender's intuition, picking up the glass. "Carmen."
"Wife? Lover?" he asked, then arched an eyebrow. "Someone else's wife or lover?"
I took a sip. "The only woman I've ever loved," I said.
"So what happened?"
"I left her."
He frowned, picking up a glass to polish. It was a slow afternoon. "Why'd you go and do a bonehead thing like that?"
I sighed, took another sip. "Take a long time to explain," I said.
He shrugged, glancing around the near-empty bar. "Not like I have anything better to do."
I just laughed.
***
I watched her for days, following her to work, as she went shopping. So many times I wanted to approach her, to say . . . something, anything. But what would I say?
"Hi, honey, miss me?"
Would she be angry? Glad? Would she slap me? Hug me? Somehow, I did not think she would be so easily forgiving for leaving her so abruptly. I had been gone a year, with no word. That's not a simple thing to overlook.
I noticed Carmen always went to one particular little grocery store a block and a half down the street from her building, even though there was a larger, better-stocked, one closer. I wondered why. Maybe they had something there that the other place did not.
I had to admit that it was a cozy little place. Pretty good selection of fresh vegetables and fruits, although the meat counter was lacking. But that wouldn't have bothered Carmen; if it wasn't chicken, it didn't grace her lips. She couldn't stand red meat and had a shellfish allergy since she was a teenager. She would eat cod or pike if I cooked it for her, but usually stuck to a mainly vegetarian diet supplemented by the occasional chicken breast.
I watched from beside the typical beer selection inside the coolers as Carmen took her basket of oranges, tomatoes, broccoli and some angellini pasta to the counter. There was a young man by the register, about her age, light brown hair, white T-shirt that draped off a muscular frame. And then I understood why she liked this store.
"That's all for today, Carmen?" he asked, showing dimples when he smiled. "We got some fresh spinach in this morning."
Carmen smiled, giving him a look that I had always thought was reserved for me: a soft-eyed, thin-lipped smile that took me months to learn to read. It was a look of desire. But the guy behind the counter hadn't quite figured it out yet.
"No, thanks. Not in the mood for spinach tonight."
He nodded, eyes lingering on Carmen's face for a moment before giving her a sheepish smile. He rang up her purchase. Their fingertips graced briefly as she handed over a twenty-dollar bill, then again as he returned her change.
"Thanks, Steve," she said, then headed out. We both watched her go, but only I noticed the movement of her hips. Yep, there was that wiggle.
I startled the kid out of his reverie as I slapped a Hershey bar and bottle of Coke on the counter. He blushed slightly, as if embarrassed at having been caught staring at one of his customers. "Anything else, sir?" he asked.
I nodded. "Pack of Camels. Box."
He produced the cigarettes, rang up my purchase.
"Attractive woman," I said, reading his face. His eyes weren't on me.
"Yeah," he said, a small smile on his face. "Comes in here every day."
"You a little sweet on her?"
He lifted his eyes – sky-blue, I noticed, lighter than mine – and smiled boyishly. "She's . . . out of my league," he said.
I shrugged. "Never know."
***
I felt strange as I headed out of the little store and back up the street. Carmen was home; even from a block away, I could see the light in her window. I imagined she was playing some Missy Higgins; indeed, as I got closer, I could just make out the singer's haunting voice.
I felt jealous that Carmen was attracted to that young man. But I had no right; I had left her, after all. I couldn't blame her for wanting to feel like a woman again, for enjoying the attentions of another man.
And I had to admit, Steve seemed like a nice guy. Humble, boyish . . . until she met me, Carmen had always dating guys that were too full of themselves to treat her right. I was different, she'd told me, and chalked it up to our ten-year age difference. She used to make a little joke out of the fact that I was the oldest man she had ever dated . . . even on the night I proposed. But it hadn't been a joke, then. It had been a recognition of my maturity, of her love for me.
I took a deep breath to control my emotions. I loved Carmen; I always would, I knew. But she was no longer part of my life, and I had to move on.
But I had to show her that I understood the spirit of love, first.
***
I caught Steve coming out of the store the following day, once his shift was over. The kid worked long hours, I realized. Good work ethic. He draped a denim jacket over his shoulders and headed down the street toward the bus stop. He kept his hands in his pockets and his head down as he walked, as if protecting himself from the elements, even though it was a sunny day.
I caught up to the kid as he stood waiting for the bus. I pretended to just run into him.
"Oh, hey! Uh . . . Steve, right?"
He snapped his head up, looking around for me, then managed a smile. He seemed pretty skittish. He lacked confidence in himself, I could tell.
"Oh . . . hi," he said.
"Which bus you waiting for?" I asked.
He worked his jaw a moment. "B6," he said. "You?"
I chuckled. "No bus. I'm getting a drink."
Steve laughed softly. "Yeah, think I'll grab a brewski when I get home."
"Why wait?" I asked casually. "Come on; I'll buy you a beer."
He gave me a wary look. I played it off.
"Come on, kid, it's just a drink. You can catch the next bus. 'Sides, I hate drinking alone. Makes me feel like an alcoholic." I added a friendly wink.
He thought about it a moment, then rolled his shoulders. "Sure."
***
A couple of beers, and Steve opened up pretty readily. I figured he lacked for an ear to listen to his life, his thoughts. He was twenty-three, Carmen's age, taking a semester off from junior college to devote more time to the grocery store. Steve's uncle owned the place, and I got the impression the two men were fairly close. Steve lived further uptown, in an apartment close to the college campus, with two room mates.
"But they're never there," Steve lamented as he nursed his second beer. "And even when they are, Rob's always whacking off on his computer and Jesse practically lives to play Halo."
"Leaves you pretty lonely, huh?"
Steve gave me a wary look.
I chuckled, lit a cigarette. "Relax," I said. "I'm not gay."
Steve smiled thinly. "Sorry. Guess I'm just a suspicious person."
I shrugged. "You like Carmen, huh?"
He was a little startled by my abrupt mention of his favorite customer, but recovered quickly, a fond smile stretching his mouth. "Yeah, she's . . . gorgeous."
"In more ways than one," I said.
"You know her?"
I nodded. "We don't talk much anymore, but . . . yeah, I know her."
"As friends?" he prodded.
I just smiled.
He sighed. "So that's what this is," he said. "You wanna warn me away from her. Well, look, I'm not big on threats—"
"I'm not threatening you," I interrupted. "In fact, I'm going to help you out."
***
Steve was pretty skeptical of my motives, not that I could blame him: what ex-boyfriend tries to get his former fiancé hooked up with someone else? But his attraction to Carmen wouldn't let him turn down the chance to learn more about her, and to get closer to her.
So I clued him in on a few things that Carmen liked: the color red, roses, foreign films with subtitles, alternative music, British humor. Turned out that Steve and my Carmen had a lot in common. I wasn't surprised.
I felt more than a little strange as I supplied Steve with information that would help him get closer to my Carmen . . . help him woo her, attract her, and eventually make love to her. Suppressing my jealousy was a difficult thing.
But it had to be done.
***
Watching Carmen masturbate was always an inspiring sight. There were times when she would want me to watch as she pleasured herself, then reward my patience in the most erotic and satisfying ways. Carmen had never been a nymph, but she enjoyed sex, and loved being watched.
I wondered if she knew my eyes were upon her that evening as she walked around her apartment in the nude, singing along with Joni Mitchell and sipping hot tea. She certainly seemed to act like she was aware of prying eyes, if only in her mind. But if she knew I was observing her, I doubt she would have been so casual in her demeanor.
I watched through her living room window as Carmen swayed to the beat emanating from her stereo. I loved watching her hips move back and forth, the muscles flexing in her thighs and buttocks, the dimples above her ass. Her back was muscular and lean. I could just barely make out the shadowed, smooth lips of her puffy sex.
She set her cup atop the stereo, ran her hands up her torso as she turned in profile to me. My heart began pounding faster, my cock growing as I watched Carmen cup her firm breasts. Her face looked stoic; I wondered if she was indulging in self-gratification only to satisfy her libido, and not because she really wanted to.
But no . . . there was that sly smile. Carmen slowly pinched and rolled her nipples, pulling them out, watching them get erect and dark. She made a little game of it, pulling them as far as she could, giggling when they snapped back. Her areolas began to thicken, puffing out a little. Now I knew she was aroused. Was she thinking about me?
Or maybe she was thinking about Steve . . . .
Carmen's face flushed a little, the rosy glow spreading across her neck and cheeks. I almost heard her soft sighs, her breathing. She ducked her head, pushing her breasts up. I tried not to moan as she extended her long, pink tongue and tickled her own nipples. Then she licked them, swirling her tongue around first one, then the other. Her hips rolled slightly; her left hand slid down her taut belly to the tiny strip of jet-black pubic hair above her slit.
Her nipples glistening with her own saliva, Carmen rubbed her fingertips across them, making them stiffer and puffier. She turned toward me fully, planting her feet apart. Her fingers were stroking slowly along the swelling lips of her pussy. I could just make out the glowing pink nubbin of her clitoris as it began to emerge from its dark hood.
For a few minutes, Carmen stood there as if putting on a show for anyone to see, facing the glass door of her balcony. But she was really in little danger of being spied by anyone – other than me, of course – since her apartment was on the top floor of the three-story building and the office building across the street was dark and empty. Still, I knew Carmen liked the element of possibly being discovered.
Her right hand slid down her body to join her left. I watched as Carmen pried her lips apart, exposing her wet inner pink. She craned her neck, looking down as she pulled on her clit, making it stick out. Her thighs tensed a moment as she stroked the little bulb.
She sat down on the edge of the coffee table, spreading her legs wide. I licked my lips, fought down the urge to release my cock and masturbate along with her. I remembered all the times Carmen had treated me to a show such as this; she wanted my full attention upon her. I couldn't break that tradition now, even if she was not aware of my presence.
Carmen peered down, inspecting her moist pussy intently as she spread her lips open wide. One of her fingers made slow, lazy circles around her clitoris, dipping down now and then to the entrance of her vagina, gathering some of the wetness trickling from within.
Her face slowly became relaxed with passion, her lips pouting and parted slightly. Her tongue flickered out to keep them wet. Breasts rose and fell as her breathing quickened.
She slipped her middle finger inside her pussy, to the second knuckle, catching her breath for a moment. Then slowly, she eased it out, and smiled. The finger sunk in again, deeper this time, and she moved it around a bit; Carmen gasped lightly, let out a whimper.
My God, was she gorgeous! There wasn't man on the planet, I was certain, who would not want my Carmen as badly as I did at that moment, had they been watching what my eyes were drinking in.
Carmen was getting into it now, leaning back on her left hand, keeping her thighs spread wide, pushing her feet up on her toes as her finger slowly slid in and out. I could just imagine the wet sounds of her snug little pussy as they sucked on her finger . . . which was now two fingers, pumping slowly. She smacked her palm against her clitoris each time she thrust her fingers inside.
Her eyes closed, her mouth hung slack. Carmen's thighs twitched and tensed; she was getting close to orgasm, I was sure. And from the way she clutched her pussy, pressing the heel of her hand down onto her pubic mound, I knew what she was going to do. My heart pounded as I anticipated the erotic sight.
Suddenly, Carmen began stabbing her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt, and she threw her head back, clenching her teeth and hissing through them. Her muffled moans and sighed drifted to me through the panes of glass between us. Then she began whimpering, making those high-pitched sounds I knew only too well.
With a sharp cry, Carmen jerked her hand from her pussy and thrust her hips out. Her thighs trembled as she came, and a spray of clear fluid erupted from her pussy, spurting out in an arc a good three or four feet. It lasted a few seconds as Carmen convulsed, her entire body shaking, her mouth gaping open. She slipped from the coffee table, landing on her butt on the floor.
Her hands slapped between her thighs, squeezing her cunt, quelling the orgasmic spasms. Slowly, amid deep breaths, she calmed down. Her face was deeply flushed, and she looked half-asleep. She was always drained for a while after such an intense orgasm. I always thought she looked so beautiful at such times, and this once was no exception.
Finally, she sat up, looking a little dazed. She blinked several times, laughed softly to herself in satisfaction. At such moments, following her little show, Carmen would always roll forward as I sat before her, and take my cock in her mouth. My reward for being such a patient audience was a sweet, loving blowjob that would not end until her stomach had been warmed with my semen.
But that was not to be this time.
Idly, Carmen massaged her contented pussy, then licked her shiny fingers, smiling at her flavor. She eyed the dark stain she'd left on the carpet, then laughed and shrugged. She rose to her feet, stretched, headed toward the bathroom.
I breathed out. I love you, Carmen.
***
"So when was the big day?"
I tapped my cigarette over the ashtray, ran my finger around the rim of my glass. "March 21st," I said. "First day of spring."
The bartender smiled. "Her idea?"
I met his gaze. "Believe it or not, it was mine," I said. "There are still a few romantic souls in the world."
He chuckled. "Oh, I believe it," he said. "I see them in here all the time. Guys with more brains than balls – and I mean that in a good way – nursing their drinks, good intentions in their hearts, looking for that perfect love."
I gave him a wan look. "I never fell in love with a woman I met in a bar," I said.
He looked amused. "So where'd you meet Carmen?"
"I ran into her on Broadway."
He arched an interested eyebrow. "Don't tell me she's a hooker."
I scoffed. "No," I said with a dark laugh. "No, I ran into her – literally. Rear-ended her Corolla with my piece-of-shit Taurus. She was a little ticked at first, but I offered to make it up to her over dinner. Can't tell you how surprised I was when she said yes."
He laughed. "Sounds like fate to me," the bartender said.
I nodded, smiling warmly at the memory. "Yeah, it was."
He was silent a moment as he washed some glasses. I smoked the rest of my cigarette and downed the last of my second Scotch.
"So, what happened, Pete?" he asked. "Why'd you leave her?"
I sighed. "I made a really bad decision, acted on my feelings . . . it cost me everything."
He pursed his lips. "And does this 'bad decision' have a name?"



I tapped the rim of my drink, deflecting his question. "One more," I said.
***
I watched from across the street as Steve walked her home. Carmen had a little smile on her face as she held the bouquet of roses he had given her. That pang of jealousy returned; I steeled myself against it.
They spoke for a moment. Carmen clutched the roses; she did not seek out Steve's hands. When he leaned in for a tentative kiss, she offered her cheek. I felt both sorry for him and a little gladdened; on our first date, Carmen and I had made out like bandits.
She thanked him for a 'nice' date – I could just hear her soft voice drifting through the cool night air – and left him on the street as she ascended the steps to her building. Poor Steve looked disappointed, but he was too much of a gentleman to try and pressure Carmen. Not that he could, he knew, from what I had told him.
Like a puppy looking for a lost home, he watched after Carmen as she unlocked the door and headed in. Just before closing it, she looked back and smiled, waved. He waved back.
Then her eyes fell upon me. Her smile vanished; she frowned instead, as if not sure of what she was looking at. I cursed myself silently; I wasn't supposed to let her see me.
I took a step back, into the shadows. Carmen stared a moment longer, looked back to Steve as he said something. She forced a smile, shook her head . . . and slipped through the door. Steve lingered a moment, then turned and headed back down the street, hanging his head.
That night, I watched through her bedroom window as Carmen cried quietly upon her bed.
***
"How'd it go?"
Steve snapped his head up from the crossword puzzle he was working on. The grocery store was devoid of any customers; Steve had apparently looked for something to occupy his time until business picked up in the afternoon.
"Oh . . . hey," he said, straightening.
I smiled. "So . . . ."
He sighed. "I don't think she likes me," he said heavily. "I mean, we had a good time and all, but . . . she wouldn't even let me hold her hand."
"Did she like the roses?"
His lips curled. "Yeah. Yeah, she did."
"She keep them?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
He nodded. "Yeah. So?"
I winked. "Ask her out again. Do something fun this time. Amusement park, arcade, bumper cars, something like that."
Steve narrowed his eyes in suspicion. "Why're you doing this?"
I held his eyes for a moment. "Because she deserves a good man," I said.
Steve was quiet, studying me, trying to read me. He couldn't, I knew, and he seemed to accept that. "Well . . . I guess I could give it another try."
I nodded. "You do that."
***
When they came back that second night, Steve leading her down the street to her apartment, Carmen was glowing. They had gone to the arcade, I could tell, judging by the big golden bear Steve was carrying for her. And this time, she had her arms looped in his, rubbing against him as they made their way along the sidewalk. Carmen looked happy. Hell, she looked more than happy. She looked . . . aroused.
And this time, when Steve leaned in for a kiss, she gave it to him. I tried not to watch, feeling a fist squeezing my heart. But I had to. I had to know that my beloved Carmen was happy.
Still, I was almost relieved when Steve came back from the door after taking the big stuffed bear to Carmen's apartment. He had a smile on his face, however, of the cat-that-ate-the-canary variety. When he walked back down the street, his head was held high and he was whistling a tune.
Good for you, buddy, I thought.
***
"You were right, Pete!" exclaimed Steve, slapping his hand on the counter beside the register in the grocery store. "Man, it's like . . . like the first date never happened, you know? She was so . . . fun, and . . . and she talked! I mean, she was asking all about me and stuff . . . ."
I nodded, feeling the dagger in my heart twisting a little. "Yeah, I know."
He gave a me a look. "She let me kiss her," he said with a boyish grin, then laughed. "She let me kiss her! Man! And it was . . . I mean . . . ." he trailed off, his smile fading. "Hey, Pete, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to—"
I raised a hand. "It's all right," I said. "You're going to see her again, right?"
He nodded, somberly, trying to hide his excitement. He didn't do a very good job. "Tonight."
"Just promise me something, all right?"
He nodded again. "Sure. Anything."
I stared into his eyes. "Never hurt her," I said. "And never leave her."
Steve was silent a moment, staring back. It was a long moment before he spoke again. "I won't," he vowed.
***
That night, I stood on the balcony once more as I looked into the living room. Carmen had let Steve into her apartment this time, shown him around the place. They spoke for a bit, shared a little Chartreuse in cordial glasses. Steve didn't know it yet, but the golden liqueur was Carmen's aphrodisiac of choice.
They sat down upon the couch, and Carmen put on some music. Steve looked excited, anxious, but he remained patient. That would work for him, I knew.
Then she kissed him. Soft, sweet, warm and wet, her lips pressed against his. I could almost feel it myself. Steve looked like he was being blessed, and in a way, he was. The most incredible woman to ever walk the Earth was giving herself to him. I remembered how awed I had felt that first time.
She stood before him, smiling down with true affection as she slowly untied her blouse. Steve stared with real appreciation as Carmen's perfect breasts were revealed to him.
She slipped onto his lap, straddling him, took his hands and placed them on her breasts. Steve didn't fumble or grope like a desperate high-school jock who didn't know what he was doing; he caressed her flesh, lightly kissed her nipples. Carmen sighed, running her fingers through his hair.
"I want you," he whispered.
"Do you?" she asked.
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because . . ." he began, then paused, forming his words. His eyes stared up at hers when he continued: "Because I feel like the peasant who's been chosen by the princess," he said, then blushed in self-admonishment. "Th-that was corny. I-I—"
"Steve," she said, cupping his face, making him look at her again.
"Yeah?"
"It's been a long time for me," she said. "Since . . . well, since. I haven't told you, yet, and I'm not ready to, but . . . I just want you to remember something, and keep remembering it, when I finally do tell you."
He looked confused. "What's that?"
Her fingers graced his lips, and she smiled. It was a true, affectionate, even loving smile. "I'm with you because I want to be with you. Remember that."
He nodded. "I will."
Carmen smiled again, kissed him once more. It was a different kiss, one of longing, desire . . . need. She slid from his lap, took his hands.
"Come to bed with me," she whispered.
I closed my eyes, turning away. I had seen enough.
***
"What's'a'matter, Pete?"
I stared down into my third Scotch as the bartender's words tumbled around in my ears. I had a hundred answers to that question.
"She's happy again," I said.
"Who? Carmen?"
I nodded, fished out a cigarette. His hand appeared before me, holding a golden Zippo. The flame flickered before my eyes as I lit my cigarette. "Thanks."
"Sure thing, buddy."
I eased back, exhaling a cloud of smoke that disappeared into the air. "I knew it was going to be hard," I said. "I'm happy for her, I really am. She deserves this. He's a good guy. I just . . . ."
"Wish it was you?"
I looked to the bartender, saw his narrow smile. I returned one of my own. "Yeah."
"Can't be easy," he said. "Seeing her with someone else."
My smile remained. "It's really not that bad," I said. "In fact, it's . . . revealing."
He frowned with an unspoken question.
I chuckled. "I think I finally understand just what she meant."
"About . . .?"
"The spirit of love," I said.
The bartender nodded slowly, took down a bottle from the top shelf. He gave me a wry look and set two shot glasses upon the bar before me. I watched as he poured the dark golden liquid, inhaled the scent of very expensive Scotch. A single pour of that stuff alone would have been twenty bucks.
"I've heard a thousand stories in this bar," he said. "Some have been tragic, others inspiring. Not too many are both."
I mused silently at his words. "The story's not over yet."
He pushed one of the crystalline glasses my way. "This one's on me," he said.
I frowned. "Why?"
He smiled knowingly. "Never had a drink with a ghost before," he said.
***
I didn't know how the bartender had figured it out. I guess it really doesn't matter. Maybe he picked up on some things I had said; maybe he just took a guess. Or maybe he had seen a few ghosts in his life and had come to realize that we can sometimes be just as human as we had once been . . . if only for a little while. We can smoke cigarettes and drink Scotch, interact with the living and appear as one of them.
I never went back to that bar. I imagine that Sam – that was the bartender's name – wasn't too surprised when I never graced his cozy little pub again.
But I did see Carmen, one last time, when she came to visit my grave. My grave, within which I had been buried for almost exactly a year. She couldn't see me, of course, even though I stood beside her as she knelt upon the soft grass.
"Happy Valentine's Day, honey," she said in a soft voice, tears already welling in her eyes. She sniffled once, smiled sweetly. Her fingers dragged lightly across the surface of my tombstone.
"I can't believe it's already been a year," she continued. "Sometimes, it seems like it was only yesterday."
"I know," I said, even though my voice was nothing more than the sound of the wind to her.
"I've been thinking a lot about that night, Pete," she said. "God, I felt so guilty for the longest time. Like, I should have said or done something, to keep you from leaving. I never wanted you to go, baby. I should have stopped you."
I sunk to my knees, feeling my own tears flowing as readily as hers. "It's not your fault," I said.
Carmen sniffed up tears, tilted her head back a moment. "I know it's not my fault," she said. "It's not yours, either. I always figured – I always knew – we were gonna be together forever. And I don't know why you were taken from me, I don't . . . I don't know why you had to . . . get yourself . . . killed . . . ."
Carmen shuddered as she cried, clutching her hands together against her lips. I wanted to hold her, comfort her, but that was one thing I could not do. All I could do was watch . . . and hope that she could feel me, at least in some way.
"We'll be together again," she said at last, not drying her eyes. "I know that. And I'll be just as in love with you then as I was the night you proposed . . . as the night you left. There will never be a man in my life as important as you."
I stared at her. "God, I love you, baby."
Carmen smiled suddenly. "I'll always love you," she said, as if in response to my words. But then her smile faded. "I've met someone."
"I know."
"He's a good man; you'd like him."
"I do."
"I hope you can forgive me, baby, but I just can't go the rest of my life alone."
"I don't want you to."
Carmen rubbed her nose, looked upon my tombstone with the same love and affection she had always given me. "He reminds me of you in so many ways. He's smart, and humble, and affectionate . . ." she laughed softly. "He even cuddles afterward, like you always did."
I extended my hand, almost touching her soft hair, her shoulder. "He'll make you happy," I said.
"I hope so," she said, then frowned, surprised at her words. I was, too. She had spoken as if responding directly to my words.
Carmen gasped, sitting up straight, and touched her heart. Tears flowed anew, down both our cheeks. "You're here," she whispered.
I leaned close, as close as I could come to her. "I'm always here," I whispered.
Carmen shuddered as she cried, yet even as she did so, she smiled.
"Goodbye, Pete," she managed to say through her tears. "For now."
"Goodbye, my love. For now."
Carmen cried softly for a while, letting it all out. We both did. Finally, she dug her fingers into her jeans, pulled out the ring I had given her. The gold glittered in the sunlight, the diamond flashed with a dozen pure colors. Carmen lifted it to her lips, kissed it. Then she leaned forward and settled it upon my grave.
"Hold onto this for me, baby," she whispered. "So you can give it to me again."
I watched Carmen as she stood and wiped her eyes. She finally looked like she was at peace. Her smile remained as she touched the stone above my final resting place, then as she headed down the grassy slope toward the narrow road through the cemetery. She looked back once, blew me a kiss, then turned away, returning to her life. I knew she would never return.
Nor did I want her to.
"Peter."
I felt, more than heard, the voice from behind me. It was strong, commanding, unearthly. "Yeah."
"It's time to go, son."
I took a breath, and smiled as well as I watched Carmen head down along the road, swinging her hands, holding her head high, undoubtedly anticipating being with Steve once more. I was no longer jealous. I had found peace, as well.
I pushed myself to my feet. "I know."
-finis-
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We're going to start off soft . . . and end . . . rough.
***
I waited within the trees, hoping to catch a glimpse of her once again. I knew she came to this particular spot in the stream every few days or so. It was right where the lonely tributary made a wicked bend on its way down the mountain and was thus hidden by the tall firs that flanked both banks. There was a large, rocky boulder right in the middle of the stream, looking like it had been sitting there for ages.
And it was to the boulder that she always went, clad in her tight denim shorts, sturdy hiking boots, and whatever top she had chosen for the day.
Man, she was beautiful. Not model-gorgeous with a curvy, svelte figure and perfect cheekbones, and in fact, she was a little on the skinny side, with just a little roominess in her hips and an endearing softness to her belly. But she had luscious brown hair with sun-kissed highlights, firm, if small, breasts, and round, plump cheeks. As much as she apparently loved being outdoors, she did not have much of a tan, just lots of freckles. Freckles had always been a weakness of mine. Perhaps because my first girlfriend had been a redhead.
It had been two weeks since I had first seen her, and that had been by accident. I had recently purchased a cabin on the mountain as a sort of hideaway, to get some writing done in solitude away from the city. When frustration and cabin fever intruded upon my creativity, I took to wandering through the foothills. And that was when I spied her.
Naked and reclining upon the rock in the stream like some modern-day Venus, she was stunning. The sun glowed upon her skin, making it golden, her nipples stiff and dark, the trimmed thatch of light-toned pubic hair wispy and soft.
She did not do anything but lay there that first time, with a small smile on her face, her cheeks and neck a little rosy. She'd had the look of a woman who had just had an orgasm. Then she had dressed and left, never knowing I was there.
The second time was three days later, and this time, I was waiting for her, as I had been every day since. I watched her strip down and masturbate upon the rock. The scene was inspiring, captivating. I went back the following day, and the next, and the next . . . I caught her twice more as she pleasured herself, and the fourth time, I thought she may have seen me, for she sat up suddenly and looked my general way, her fingers still pressed to her pussy. But then she had leaned back and finished what she had begun.
Yet now, four days later, here I was, waiting for her once more. Coming out with the hope of catching my nymph's delicious display of exhibitionism had become a daily routine that consumed two or three hours out of my day. Not that I minded; I always seemed to feel an explosive burst of creativity after watching her. This nameless sprite had become my inspiration, it seemed.
It was well past three o'clock, the time she normally came down along the little path through the trees. I figured she wasn't going to show, so I leaned against the tree I always hid behind and lit a cigarette. I started to head back through the trees when I heard a faint splashing behind me. I looked back . . . .
And there she was. Coming out of the trees at the edge of the stream, same denim shorts, same leather hiking boots, and a loose yellow blouse. Her hair was in pig tails this day, set back high on her head. She was smiling as she always was, tilting her head back to soak up some of the sun. She made her way to the rock, balancing upon stones, keeping her equilibrium by fanning her arms out.
She climbed atop the boulder, facing away from me, and immediately started unbuttoning her blouse. I watched her avidly, my heart beginning to pound in my ears. I think I even held my breath in anticipation of what I was about to see.
The blouse fell to her feet upon the rock, revealing her lean, muscular back. She really did have a sexy back, let me tell you. I loved the way her freckled skin shimmered just so with a light sheen of sweat, the play of muscles under her skin like the movement of sexy serpents. Her hands slid up her body to her breasts, moved back and forth as she massaged them. I found myself licking my lips.
She made the unmistakable motion of unzipping her shorts, and bent slightly at the waist, beginning to slide them down off her hips. But just as the cleft between her cheeks was revealed, she paused, turning her head this way and that, sniffing the air. I saw her face in profile, long school-girl tails of luscious brunette hair swaying beside her face. She frowned, sniffed again.
Oh, shit, I thought, remembering the cigarette I held. I cursed silently, dropped it to the ground, mashing it with my foot. When I glanced up again, perhaps two seconds later, my slender, freckled goddess was facing me, standing with her hands on her hips and head cocked to the side. She had a smirk on her face.
"Watching me?" she asked.
I blushed deeply. "Look, I'm sorry," I said, taking a brave step out from the trees. "But, I mean, come on . . . you're out here in the middle of a stream . . . ."
"Yeah. So?"
I tried not to stare at her upturned breasts.Damn. Those nipples looked hard enough to poke through the rock she was standing on.
I fixed her a look. "Didn't you think you might get caught?"
The woman bit her lip. I had always wondered about her age; she could have been anywhere from 25 to 35. No obvious wrinkles, but hers was definitely not a girl's body.
"Of course," she said, her bright hazel eyes glittering. "And now I am."
I took another step, feeling a smile stretching my face. "And, you're not running," I said.
She gave me a cocky look. "Why would I run? You're not gonna attack me, are you?"
My eyes drifted over her nearly-nude body, noting the flaps of denim at the front of her shorts as they angled out toward me. I could just make out the top of her soft bush. "That's not exactly the first thing that came to mind," I said, moving a little closer. We were about fifteen feet apart now.
"And whatwas the first thing that came to mind?" she asked teasingly. Her fingers fluttered along the edges of her shorts, with the tantalizing implication of pushing them down . . . or the threat of zipping up.
I looked up to her face. "Watching you," I said.
Her eyes smoldered slightly. Her right hand slipped inside the 'V' formed by her open shorts, touching and lightly stroking her silky down. "Watching me do what?"
I took another step closer, balancing upon slick rocks. My cock was growing in my shorts, bulging against the material. I noticed the woman's eyes darting down to it. Her lips curled at the effect she was having on me.
"Pretty much just what you're doing now," I answered.
Her eyes darted back to mine. "You mean you wanna watch me play with my pussy," she said.
My cock twitched uncomfortably beneath the khaki fabric as I neared. Less than ten feet between us now. Water flowed over my boots. I swayed slightly on my feet, the rush of water almost making me slip. "Yes," I said.
The woman's features darkened slightly with blush. "I want you to watch me," she said, and let her shorts drop to her feet, revealing her pussy.
I was instantly distracted by the sight of her naked sex, and lost my equilibrium. My foot slipped on an algae-slicked rock, and – "Oh, shit!"
The world tilted rapidly to my right before being submerged in water. I slammed against the rocks in the stream, grunting, taking in water, sputtering and clamoring for something to hold onto. I managed to keep from sliding down too far in the stream by latching onto a rock, and lifted my head above the water.
She was there, right over me, hands grabbing onto my sweater. Upside-down, with my head just above the water, I found myself staring directly at her wide-open pussy as the woman squatted over me. Just inches from my face, I could see every detail: the light adornment of fuzz on her vulva, the thick barrel of her clitoris within its hood, the curtain-like lips flaring out and down, showcasing the tight, oval opening of her vagina.
And her musky scent . . . sweet, rich, tangy. I reflexively took a deep breath, saturating my senses with her aroma.
"You okay?" she asked, diverting my attention from her pussy.
I tilted my head, looking at her upside-down face, smiling down through the valley between her small peaks. "Oh, I'm just fine," I said.
She rolled her eyes, and I sat up in the water, then got to my feet with her help. My sweater was soaked, making it heavy, the sleeves stretching down several inches past my hands. I slapped them against my thighs, making the nude nymph before me giggle.
"Maybe you should get out of those," she suggested.
"Oh, you'd just love that, wouldn't you?" I quipped, struggling to push up my sleeves.
She bit her lip. "Actually . . . yes."
My eyes met hers, finding more than just exhibitionistic arousal and mischief there. Here we were, two strangers, her naked save for her boots, and suggesting I join her.
I arched an eyebrow in interest.
She chuckled. "Well?"
I had never done such a thing before, had never even contemplated it. Here I stood, in the middle of the stream in the midday sun, a naked woman before me urging me to remove my clothes. I was intimidated, embarrassed . . . aroused and excited.
The clincher came when she crossed her arms over her small, spherical breasts. She gave me an expectant look. "Well? Take it off, and . . . maybe we can have some fun, or . . . keep it on and turn around."
I wasn't about to be denied a chance at sampling what I had thus far only seen. With her ultimatum, I was left with only one real choice . . . a choice I picked as I started to pull up the soggy hem of my sweater.
She laughed. "No, not here," she said, then nudged her head toward the large boulder behind her. "On the rock."
I gave her a look. "You want me to . . . to—"
"Yes."
I regarded her a moment, and realized she wasn't going to give. Grumbling under my breath, I looked to the rock.Fuck it. If I'm gonna do it, might as well go all the way . . . .
My nymph's eyes watched me as I gave a resigned sigh and trudged through the water toward the rock. I climbed atop it, realizing that, at the angle and elevation the boulder provided, anyone standing alongside the stream for a good quarter-mile up or down would have an unobstructed view of me. That realization was both thrilling and daunting.
I faced her as she stepped up to the edge of the rock, settling her hands upon it, arching her back so that her incredibly stiff nipples were pointed right up at me. Droplets of water glistened on her thighs, a few on her abdomen, some twinkling like diamonds in her pubic hair.
"Take it off, stud," she urged, her face glowing with excitement.
I was suddenly struck with the knowledge that this woman wanted to see me naked, wanted me to join her in her exhibitionism. It was as if I was joining some sort of exclusive society: if I could overcome my conservative nature and expose myself . . . .
The temptation was too much to resist. Just looking upon her simple, natural beauty, the way she seemed so at home being naked in the wild . . . it was inspiring, justifying.
I pulled my sweater over my head, the rough, wet fabric rubbing my skin. My voyeur grinned as I let it drop onto the rock, joining her blouse and shorts. She gazed upon my torso, eyes wandering over my chest and abdomen, taking in all the little imperfections and scars gained throughout my lifetime.
She licked her lips. I could not help but notice that the elevation of the rock placed my crotch at the same level as her head. "Don't stop now, baby, keep going," she cooed, eyes blazing.
I felt myself driven by some deep, hidden desire, a fantasy I never knew I possessed. Maintaining my gaze upon her flushed and shimmering face, I unsnapped, unzipped my shorts, worked them down off my hips. My stiff cock pushed out against the fabric of my boxers, which, being soaking wet, conformed to the shape of my dick.
"Come on . . . ." she urged, staring at my crotch, placing her hand upon her breasts.
Her obvious arousal only inspired me further. I hooked my thumbs under the matted waistband of my shorts, pulled them away from my cock, and let them fall. My stiff penis thrust out into the glow of the sun, hard and proud and glitteringly wet.
She breathed in through her teeth, then grinned. "Oh, my," she sighed, shifting closer, craning her neck. Emboldened, I moved to the edge of the rock, my dick bobbing in the air before her face. I didn't think that I was in the precarious position of being discovered at any moment by one or more of the other cabin owners on the mountain. I didn't think about anything other than the sexy nude nymph before me, staring with abject lust and desire upon my cock.
"Oh, sweet baby," she breathed, licking her soft pink lips. Her face was less than a foot from my dick; I could almost feel the heat of her mouth over the cool breeze that washed over my bobbing phallus. She glanced up to me. "So what are you thinking now?"
I trembled with arousal. "Honestly?" I asked.
Her eyes flashed with an intensity that almost shocked me. "Yes," she said. "Honestly. What do youwant? And don't say what you think I want to hear."
I hesitated. I had always been courteous toward women, had always put their desires and needs before my own. The perfect gentleman, that was me. But this woman . . .
She did not want a gentleman. She wanted truth, as raw and sordid and blunt as it may be.
"Tell me," she said, giving me a hard look. "Tell me what your . . .lustdemands . . . or I'm walking away. Right now."
I believed her. Women, I knew, were stronger when it came to sex than men. I had no doubt that if I responded with anything other than the truth—
"I want to fuck your mouth," I said. The words surprised me. Never had I spoken so bluntly, so crudely, to a woman before.
She stared at me a moment, her expression blank and unreadable . . . save for the increased amount of blush in her cheeks, spreading down her neck to her breasts. She lowered her eyes, staring intently upon my cock, and smiled. "Then do it," she said, and leaned in, opening her mouth wide, slipping her firm pink tongue out over her lower lip. She breathed heatedly on the head of my cock, closing her eyes, waiting.
For a brief moment, I hesitated, wondering what kind of woman would give herself to a man she did not know –she doesn't even known my name! Nor I, hers!– but my libido was overpowering, too overwhelming to resist.
And I did not want to.
Something surged through me, a pure, animal force that could not be denied. I slipped down through the ages to my basic, primitive roots, wanting nothing more than gratification. And with that simple, selfish, impulsive aim, I slipped my fingers through her fine, golden-brown hair, grasping the bases of her tails. I pushed my hips forward, feeling the sweet wet warmth of her lips and tongue against the head of my dick. She whimpered, licking softly, reflexively, tasting the clear liquid that oozed onto her tongue.
"Ohhhh," she moaned, her body trembling. I realized she was as turned on as I, and with that realization . . . .
"Oh, God!"
"Mmmmpph!"
I thrust my cock deep into her mouth, and she sucked me in eagerly, leaning even deeper into me, digging her fingers into the rock. Her mouth was hot and wet, moreso than any I had ever felt on my cock before, and she sucked with such yearning and eagerness, such undeniable hunger . . .
I moaned in bliss, pumping my hips toward her face, sliding my dick back and forth in her passionate mouth. She whimpered and moaned, breathed deeply through her nose, sucking, massaging, caressing, pulling—
"Oh, fuck!"
"Hmm! Mm-hmm! Mmmm . . . ."
Her impassioned moans, sounding so desperate and frantic, spurred me on even more. I ground into her mouth, feeling the tight gullet of her throat, the spasmodic twitching of the muscles around the head of my cock. She gagged slightly, drew back a moment, but I had a fierce hold on her head and shoved her back down even as I punched deep.
She emitted a strange gurgling, gargling, choking sound, her eyes flashing open wide as I shoved deep into her throat. The rippling, automatic sucking-swallowing motions of her throat stimulated my cock like nothing else. I trembled with pleasure and . . . something else . . . as I looked down and saw her lips duckbilled around the very base of my dick, her eyes bulging, tears dripping from her eyes.
A moment's concern returned to my mind, and I started to pull back. But her hands flashed up, grabbing my muscular thighs, and she buried my cock to the root once more, wet gagging sounds spurting from her throat. I moaned in response, realizing that this little nymph wanted to be used, wanted to be taken—
"Muummaaghh!" she sputtered, pulling back with effort, my cock popping out of her throat, out of her mouth. Thick saliva coated my shaft, stretched from the head to her lips as she panted. It dripped out of her mouth, down her chin, hanging in thick rivulets off my shaft and balls.
She panted a few times, staring at my cock, licking her lips. But as soon as I figured she had gained her breath –
"Ummrph!"
I drove deep again, humping, fucking her throat rudely, curling one hand beneath her jaw to feel the rippling of her bulging throat, the movement of my cock in her esophagus . . .oh, Jesus, that's so fucking hot!
It wasn't long before I felt the onset of my orgasm, like a tight, pulling sensation that began at the tips of my fingers and toes and spiraled in toward the center of my being. It gathered in the pit of my stomach and surged down through my groin, rocketing up the shaft of my cock—
"I'm cumming!" I managed to gasp.
My nymph jerked her head back suddenly, slipping her sloppy mouth off my dick, bringing up her hands. She panted heavily as she slapped her hands around my spit-smeared shaft, opened her mouth wide around the head of straining dick, flicking the tip of her tongue against the slit in my dick.
"C'mon! C'mon!" she urged with sexiest impatience. "Ohhh, God . . .!"
Then came incredible, rapturous release. I dug my fingers into her scalp, pushing just a little into the hot cavern of my nymph's mouth, her hands smacking wetly back and forth on the shaft, so fast and tight that they were nothing more than a slick blur.
I managed to look down, beholding the sexiest sight I had ever seen: my lover's face contorted with wanton pleasure, her mouth wide and wet around my dick, the expression on her face one of total sexual devotion. She masturbated me frantically, wanting, perhaps even needing, to feel and taste –
I swear I screamed when I came. Never had I felt an orgasm so intense in my life. I somehow managed to keep staring down as thick spurts of semen lanced from my cock, splashing onto her tongue, disappearing deep into her mouth, spattering her lips, cheeks, even her nose and chin as she rolled her head around.
"Uhmmm," she moaned, slurping my cock wetly into her mouth, pushing down, taking me to the root once more, this time willingly. I trembled on weak legs as her esophageal muscles sucked hard at my sensitive cock, as she swallowed down my trickling seed.
I swayed back and forth, holding onto her head for balance as my lover slid her lips back and forth, suckling me tenderly as I softened. My strength all but gave out, and I dropped to my knees, my dick popping out of her mouth loudly and wetly. I sagged onto my back, my ears filled with only the sound of my surging blood. Yet, while my senses seemed dulled, I could feel her tongue and lips as she lapped up and down and around my cock, kissing and murmuring affectionately.



"St-stop," I managed to mutter, reaching with heavy hands to her oscillating head. I could feel the damp ends of her pigtails dragging across the outside of my thighs.
"Uhn-uhnn," she responded, then crawled up over me, straddling my hips. "I'm not through with you yet."
I grunted, then winced as she reached between us, taking my cock in her hand. I wasn't hard, but my dick was like a thick sponginess in her fingers. The heat and wetness of her slick pussy – damn, was she wet – seared through me, burning into my loins. I literally felt her fluid dripping down the head of my cock.
I managed to open my eyes, lift my head. My nymph squatted over me, booted feet planted firmly on either side of my hips, thighs spread wide, her labia hanging down like slick pink drapes that teased as much as they caressed the glistening head of my dick.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned.
"Exactly," she said, then sighed deeply, a sound that became a deep moan as she worked my shaft inside her. I wanted to tell her that it was too soon, that I needed time to get hard, but . . . oh, God . . . her pussy was so hot, so tight and wet, sucking me in, encouraging me, driving me—
"Ohhh, yesss," she hissed as my cock thickened inside her, worked by her squeezing, stroking vaginal muscles. I looked to her face, saw the bliss there, the glow on her wet cheeks. Thick cloudy fluid clung to her cheeks and chin, dripped to my chest. Tiny rivers of sperm and saliva dribbled down her neck toward her breasts, catching the reflected light from the water around us. Never had I seen anything so erotic.
Her eyes were closed as she slid up and down, as she fucked me. Her mouth was stretched by an open grin of pure pleasure; she alternatively laughed, giggled, cried and moaned as my cock grew thicker and harder within her, plunging into her depths. To my erotic shock, I found I was once again as hard and stiff as I could be, and within a handful of minutes after orgasm.
My nymph inspired me, that much was obvious. She aroused me in ways no other woman had ever done before. It was more than just the exhibitionism of the moment, of the kinky eroticism of my semen obscuring her freckles and dripping down her cheeks and chin and frosting her lips . . . it was everything, all at once. The raw, carnal power of two people who wanted nothing more than pure and complete sexual gratification.
I felt refueled, energized, and curled up enough to find her breasts with my mouth. My hands sought out her firm cheeks, squeezed, kneaded, scratched them. My lover gasped loudly when my mouth covered one of her nipples. I tasted something salty, dry . . . my own cum, I realized. It turned me on.
"Oh, baby, bite it," she hissed, clutching my head, mussing my damp hair. "Go on, bite—oh! Oh, yes! Yes! YES!"
I dug into her nipple with my teeth, chewing it, pulling on it, strumming my tongue across the tip. I sucked as much of her tit as I could, and suddenly tasted something warm, semi-sweet, and bitter. It trickled out of her nipple, and I sucked it down as eagerly as she had devoured my semen.
Milk, I realized.Mother's milk . . . .
She thrashed and writhed atop me, grinding her cunt to my cock and her tit to my mouth – I use those words because that is how animalistic and raw the situation was – gasping and moaning, crying and screeching as she came . . . and came . . . and came . . . .
Had I been fresh, had I not already cum, I would undoubtedly have joined her. But my first orgasm had granted me staying power I would not otherwise have enjoyed, and I fucked her hard and deep as my nymph trembled and shook atop me. Her pussy squeezed me fiercely, as tightly as any virgin's, her depths hotter than the core of an active volcano.
Somehow, I managed to lift up and curl my arm around her, pulling her off me. Her deeply blushed and freckled face registered surprise for a moment, and even some disappointment as my cock slipped from inside her. But she offered no resistance as I turned her about upon the rock, pushing her shoulders down and pulling up on her hips.
She dug into the edge of the rock, her head hanging over the edge, and arched her back, rolling her hips out toward me, eagerly offering her swollen cunt. I ducked down for a moment, sucking and licking her puffy, crimson lips. The taste of her was incredible.
I ignored the pain in my knees as I positioned myself behind her and lined up my dick with her gaping wet pussy. We both moaned at the union of cock and cunt once more. I winced at the tight feel of her, the sucking and pulling motions of her inner muscles. I had always enjoyed taking a woman from behind, watching her tight asshole flex and wink with each thrust, the play of her labia around my shaft, the stretching of her vulva when I pulled back . . . .
"Oh, God!"
My lover threw her head back, the wet ends of her twin tails slapping her back as she came. Lost to passion, I grabbed her hair in my hands, jerking on her tails, keeping her head snapped back as I drove into her over and over and over . . . .
To describe what I felt when I finally came, when I ejaculated deep inside my nymph's body would be pointless. How can you qualify ultimate bliss? Pure pleasure? It is enough, I think, to say that my orgasm was the longest, most satisfying, most intensely pleasurable moment of my life.
I know I blacked out, for how long, I can not say. When I came to my senses, I heard the bubbling of the stream, the chirping of innocent birds within the trees, felt the cool breeze across my sweaty torso . . . and the sweet, slow licks and loving kisses upon and around my cock.
It took all my effort, but I was able to lift my head and look down. My lover was lapping softly at my spent dick, planting little wet kisses here and there. Her face was glossy, her lips shiny and wet. She was smiling in satisfaction.
I reached down, touched her head, her neck, her shoulders. She tilted her face up, gave me a glowing look.
"Hi," she whispered.
I chuckled. "I . . . I don't even know your name," I said.
She smiled broadly. "Mary," she said.
I sighed, let my head fall back. "Nice to . . . meet you . . . ."
***
When I awoke, the sun was just touching the horizon beyond the trees, casting that strange amber twilight across the world. Mary was curled up beside me, her head nuzzled to my chest, her right hand casually settled upon my cock. I shifted a little, kissed the top of her head. Mary's hand tightened for a moment on my shaft, pulled upon it.
She lifted her head, giving me a weary, smiling look. "Ready for more?" she asked.
I chuckled. "Your place or mine?"
Her smile broadened, revealing pearly teeth. "Yours. Let's go."
***
We fucked like animals all night. Mary was insatiable, and I had a hard time keeping up with her. Having cum twice with her already, my middle-aged cock was hard pressed to match Mary's apparently endless stream of orgasms. We fucked in the living room of my cabin, upon the flocate rug before the fireplace, then on the couch, over the kitchen table, in the shower, on my bed . . . .
All told, Mary coaxed out three more orgasms from me that night. She especially enjoyed the feel of my cum splashing upon her skin, and played with the puddles and droplets of semen I deposited upon her little breasts, neck, cheeks and thighs. She gave me devilish looks as she scooped some of it up with her fingers and sucked them clean, and giggled at my stupefied reactions.
In the morning, I awoke late, rousing myself from erotic and romantic dreams that centered around Mary. Yet, when I touched the pillows and mattress beside me . . . .
She was gone.
No trace, no note, nothing . . . nothing to remind me that what I had experienced had been real.
I headed down to the stream, stared at the mossy boulder for an hour . . . then two, then three . . . . Finally, as the sun set, I trudged back home.
I was too depressed to write that night, and instead, drank myself into oblivion.
But the following morning . . . I wrote as if possessed by a muse, or a demon.
***
"Hey, Will," came the cheerful voice of Fran, the ubiquitous waitress at the diner at the base of the mountain. She was a forty-something woman with long red hair and a cheerful, chubby face to match her body. "The usual?"
I nodded as I took a seat at the counter. The dining room was nearly empty except for the regulars.
"Maybe I'm reading too much," Fran said as she poured my coffee. "But you either got laid, or got fucked."
I chuckled at her crude humor. It was one of the things I liked about her. "Maybe a little of both," I said, pouring sugar into the dark, earthy brew.
Fran leaned on the counter, hefty, sagging breasts pushing against her work polo. Her eyes bore into mine. "Gonna see her again?" she asked.
I sighed, shook my head. "Doubt it," I responded somberly.
I heard the door chime ring, then a feminine giggle. It sounded familiar. I turned away from my coffee, away from Fran. A middle-aged man – older than I, for certain – grinned as a pretty, young, freckled brunette pushed him forward in his wheelchair, laughing and smiling upon him. Beside them bounced a little girl in a Sunday-school dress, about six or seven years old. They took a table not far from me. The woman gave him a tight hug, full of affection and devotion for the man before her. He scratched the back of his balding head, hugged her close.
I watched them for a moment, hearing within her muffled giggles and hearty laughs the memories of passionate cries and deep sighs garnered by sexual satisfaction.
Our eyes met for a moment, as she kissed him and her eyes wandered across the room. Her smile faded, and she dislodged from him. Her eyes lingered on mine for a moment, the expression on her face one of pure anxiety. Her lips worked as she spoke something I could not catch.
I turned back to my coffee. A tight ball had formed in my stomach and now radiated outward. I gritted my teeth against the sensation.
"Hey."
I did not look to her, even though I knew it was Mary. Iknew, by the smell of her, the sound of her, the radiance of her.
"Hey," I said back.
Fran gave us puzzled looks as she addressed Mary. "What'cha need, honey?"
Mary slipped a bill across the counter. "Quarters for the video game, if you don't mind."
Fran nodded, stepping away to the register at the other end of the counter. I felt Mary's presence beside me, like the warmth and slightly oppressive radiance of a space heater.
"Look, It's not what you think—"
I interrupted her as I shifted in my chair, glancing back toward the table. Her beau –Husband? Lover? Boyfriend? – was facing away from us, watching the TV hanging in the corner of the room. The little girl – Mary's daughter, obviously, judging by the red hair and freckles – was dragging a chair up to an ancient Galaga machine. I forced my eyes to settle back upon hers.
"How do you know what I think?"
Mary blinked. Emotion colored her face. She laughed sharply, trying to deflect her true reactions. Her eyes darted around the diner before returning to mine. "It was just a one-time thing," she said. "I mean . . . seriously, you can't really expect that we could . . . I mean . . . ."
I held her gaze for a long moment, then smiled ruefully and turned back, sipped my coffee. I set the mug down, aware that Mary was waiting for me to say something. I finally noticed the rings glittering on her finger. She had not been wearing them when we were together.
"What happened to him?" I asked.
Mary took a breath. "Aneurysm," she said simply.
I nodded noncommittally. "Must be pretty hard on you."
I heard her voice catch. "Sometimes," she said in a small, frail voice.
I sucked my bottom lip in contemplation. "So I was just . . . convenient," I said, trying not to show how hurt and used I felt.
She shuddered with a sigh, scooped up the coins Fran gave her. "Yeah . . . guess so."
I ground my teeth, nursed my coffee. Fran gave me a wondering look, but I waved her away. "So I guess that's it."
Mary breathed out heavily. "Please," she said. "I don't care if you believe it or not, but I love my husband. I love my family. I never . . . what happened between us was just . . . it just happened, okay? It doesn't mean anything, right?"
I let the silence between us hang for several moments. I wanted her to stew in it, to simmer and fret, wondering what I was going to do. I finally stood, tossed a couple bills on the counter, and faced Mary. Her freckled face was pale, eyes wide with apprehension. I really did not know what she wanted me to say. So I just said what I really felt.
"It did," I said. "But not anymore."
Her eyes became hard. "That won't work on me," she said. Yet still, behind her pride, there was anxiety. Fear that I might reveal her adulterous nature to her husband.
But I had my pride, as well, I suppose. Pride in knowing a woman as intimately as I did Mary, pride that I was too strong to give in to jealous male machismo and ruin another person's life.
So I did nothing, and said nothing. I simply stood from the bar, leaving a few bills for Fran, and left.
***
I'll never understand women, not that I ever figured I was supposed to. I love them, I want them, and somewhere among the billions of women in the world, there is that perfect one for me.
I guess I'll just keep looking. And in the meantime . . . .
Damn, do they make for wonderful inspiration.
-finis-
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The following story is essentially true. Enjoy.
***
I've always been a curious person, and have always been willing to satisfy my desires to learn or experience something new. Be it riding a motorcycle, rock climbing, sky diving, learning a new language . . . or getting up close and carnal with another man.
My curiosity in that last regard began shortly before my best friend Clint and I started masturbating together. We would lay down on the living room floor, our shorts or jeans pushed down, and watch porn or talk about girls while jerking off. I was always fascinated with how Clint used just his thumb and first two fingers to squeeze the head of his dick, jerking them up and down swiftly until he shot his cum all over his stomach. I went for the whole-hand approach, and pumped my dick along the full length. Once we were done, we'd wipe up with hand towels, fix our clothes, and play air hockey.
Not once did Clint and I ever touch each other. Although I wanted to. I was curious as to what another boy's cock would feel like in my hand. I wanted to feel the throbbing against my palm, the stiffness of the shaft, the slickness of the head as it seeped pre-cum. I wanted to know the thrill and satisfaction of making a dick other than mine ejaculate.
It was while I was in college that I got my first chance. And to this day, the circumstances around that first encounter still amaze me.
***
I was shopping for something – what it was, exactly, I can't recall – and had hit the nearest mall. It was a pretty lazy weekday, not too much traffic along the tiled walkways that glowed softly from the sun streaming down through the skylights above. I was still a kid in many respects, and looked and acted like it. I may have been old enough to vote, but even my best friends were constantly telling me to grow up.
Anyway, being the late eighties, I was wearing jeans and a rather snug-fitting shirt. I never thought too much about my wardrobe, just put on what I felt like wearing. I never considered the idea that my choice of wardrobe could actually give the (mistaken?) impression that I might be gay.
I finished some of my shopping and decided to get something to eat in the food court. I took a table off to the side. As I was munching on fries and reading an advertising pamphlet someone had left on the table, I started getting the feeling that I was being watched.
I glanced around, saw a man at another table, about thirty feet away. Maybe my mode of clothing was ambiguous, but his made it pretty clear that man beneath the light-colored cashmere sweater was gay. He was significantly older than me, maybe early or mid-thirties, and very slender, with short blonde hair and small eyes of blue or green. I had never really looked at other men with the idea of 'checking them out.' But suddenly, I was. And so was he. Seriously. He had a smug, confident look on his face that was, frankly, intimidating.
It embarrassed me. I felt uncomfortable. I felt hot. I felt . . . aroused.
I looked back down at the pamphlet before me, but I wasn't reading it. The damn piece of paper might just as well have been imprinted with Chinese ideographs rather than the letters of the English language. I simply stared at the page, confused by the reactions in my body and mind. My palms were sweaty, my throat felt dry, my heart was pounding, and my cock . . . was getting hard.
It felt like several minutes had passed, but it was probably only a handful of seconds before the chair across from mine was pulled out with a raking of worn-out plastic bumpers on the tile. I looked up, watching as the older man sat down, setting his half-finished basket of steak fingers in front of him. That cocky smile was omnipresent as he looked me over.
"You mind?" he asked, in a way that implied he really did not care what my answer might be.
I shrugged. "Sure," I said, trying to play it cool.
"I'm Tom," he said. He didn't offer his hand. His eyes wandered over me. "You're pretty hot."
I could feel the blush flooding my cheeks. I couldn't meet his gaze. Instead, I stared at the base of the V-neck collar of his sweater.
"You're shy," he said with a touch of mirth. "That's cool. I can handle that."
I took a breath. "Um, look," I said, and finally met his eyes. Aquamarine, I decided. "Maybe I gave you the wrong impression . . . ."
He smiled thinly. "I don't think so."
I laughed sharply. It was a purely nervous reaction. "I'm not gay."
Tom shrugged. "So you're bi," he said casually. "Nothing wrong with that." He leaned forward and gave me one of those smoldering, I'm-turned-on-and-I-want-you-to-know-that looks. "Me, I'm gay. Very gay. And I happen to think you're a sexy guy."
I swallowed nervously, while at the same time feeling my arousal spike. My cock was punching against my jeans, as if it was trying to get out. Part of my mind was screaming in my head, telling me I should be insulted. But that part was small, dominated by the feelings of sexual curiosity that now roared through my brain like an inferno.
"Hey, don't be embarrassed," Tom said, leaning even closer across the table.
I felt a spark of defensiveness. "I'm not."
He shrugged. "Of course not."
I frowned slightly. There was something about Tom that I didn't like, or maybe it was just that I didn't like the way he was turning me on.
"What do you want?" I asked him.
Tom glanced about casually, then smiled with a more than lecherous gleam in his eye. "How blunt do you want me to be?"
I tried to play it off. "I don't care."
"You know, when I was checking you out, first a noticed your body, then your eyes. You've got incredible eyes. And then I noticed your mouth, and those soft, soft lips. Started giving me ideas."
"Like what?" I asked. My voice seemed like it came from the other side of the food court.
He chuckled softly. "Do I really need to tell you?"
I took a breath. I knew what he meant, of course, but I was afraid to say anything, lest I give away how utterly experienced I was.
He leaned even closer still. "You do know how to give a blow job, don't you?" he asked, his voice a whisper. His statement was an obvious challenge, and my ego wouldn't let me back down . . . even if it meant doing something I had never done before.
"Of course I do."
He leaned back, an expression of triumph mixed with arousal on his slightly lined face. He didn't say anything, just smiled and stood. He gave me a wink. An invitation.
A compulsion gripped me. I had to follow. I rose from the table and followed about twenty feet behind Tom as he made his way across the food court toward a small clothing store. My heart was pounding in my ears the entire way. I couldn't believe what I was doing, what I was about to do. The thrill I felt was undeniable, total.
The store was practically empty; just a salesgirl talking with another young woman at the counter. They seemed to be friends and barely gave Tom and I a look. The store was fairly small, with shelving and tables along the walls crammed with clothes and several circular racks heavy with jeans, jackets, and long-sleeved shirts. There was barely any room to move about.
Tom acted like he didn't know me as he headed toward one of the circular racks toward the back. I, too, pretended to be nonchalant as I looked over neatly-folded polo shirts and sweaters. I looked to the two girls at the front of the store; they were oblivious to everything but their conversation.
I shifted my attention to Tom, wondering what he was up to. He stood behind the circular rack, looking like he was going through the jeans on display. Then he cocked his head my way and winked again. Another invitation.
I stepped closer, noticing that he had separated the jeans on the rack in front of him, making a space. My heart started pounding again.Here? He wants me to do it here?
"Come on," he whispered in an urgent voice. "Before they notice."
And that was the moment. I had a decision to make. Leap in, take the risk, satisfy my curiosity and desires, or . . . back out and keep wondering what it would be like . . . to get on my knees, in a clothing store, in the middle of the day, and . . . .
I didn't think. Libido overtook my actions. With a quick glance around, I slipped under the clothing rack, positioning myself on my knees, facing Tom. I heard him sigh with anticipation, watched his hands drop to his slacks. I could just make out the bulge of his cock through the material.
I forced myself to take deep, calming breaths as Tom unzipped his pants. I had to remind myself that I was completely hidden from view by the curtain-like array of denim around me. The aroma of the fabric surrounded me. To this day, the smell of denim is a turn-on.
Tom reached inside his fly, fumbled around a bit, and pulled out his cock. It wasn't very hard at first, but as soon as the air hit it, it began angling upward toward my face. Soft-looking blonde hair sprouted around the base of his dick. It also covered his balls, but sparsely, which I noticed as he extracted them from his pants.
So there I was, staring at another man's cock. There was a slightly musky aroma, mingled with the clean, fruity smell of some kind of lotion. A pearly drop of fluid glistened at the tip, just beneath the tiny slit.
Tom touched my head, gently pulling me closer. I could just hear his whispering voice: "Go on, do it. Suck my cock."
Those words sent a jolt through me.I'm going to suck another man's cock,I thought, then leaned forward, opened my mouth, and slipped out my tongue.
His pre-cum tasted just like mine, I figured as I licked it away. I liked the feel of his smooth cockhead against my tongue, the way his dick twitched. Tom let out another barely audible sigh as I licked all around his dick. His hand pulled my head closer still. His cock slid along my cheek. I pulled back, reached up to take his throbbing shaft in my hands. His dick wasn't as long as I mine, I realized, and a little slender. Just the right size, I figured, for my first blow job.
Slowly, I slipped my open mouth down around his cock, feeling the head and shaft gliding over my tongue. The taste was salty-sweet, a little bit oily. I closed my mouth around Tom's cock, and just sucked on it for a few moments, drawing out the flavor. I massaged the underside with my tongue, pulled in my cheeks. I could just hear a soft grunt from Tom.
Guess I'm doing something right,I thought. Encouraged, I began moving my head, back and forth, pulling and pushing on Tom's dick. I could accommodate a little more than half his length, but Tom seemed to like it the most when I just sucked on the head, and stroked his shaft with my hand. And when I started rolling his balls in my other hand, his dick twitched, jumping in my mouth.
I was really getting into it, calling upon the numerous pornos I had seen, in which I had watched girls sucking and drooling and licking men's cocks until they exploded. I wanted to make Tom's cock explode. I suddenly wanted to taste his cum, to suck it out of him, feel it fresh and warm and thick in my mouth. I had tasted my own semen, usually from my fingers. A few times, while jacking off, I had been able to double over and lick the tip of my dick as my sperm surged out. But that wasn't the same as having a cockin my mouth when it spurted.
I could feel his body tensing, and Tom pushed forward, his cock suddenly stiffer, vibrating like a tuning fork. Instinctually, I knew he was close to cumming, and the reality of his imminent orgasm was both imposing and exciting. I squeezed his cock harder, pumping it into his mouth, and cupped his balls in my hand, pushing them up gently. My lips were slippery around the head of his dick, and I ran my tongue firmly against the underside.
That did the trick. The clothing rack around me shook slightly as Tom gripped the stainless steel structure. I could just hear a choked-back grunt escape him, and in that instant I tasted a thick flood of rich, bittersweet, slightly salty fluid pouring over my tongue. I sighed around the pulsing cock, kept sucking to get every drop out of Tom's dick. Semen filled my mouth, inundated my senses. The flavor was similar, but suitably different, from my own seed.
Tom trembled against me, letting me milk his cock. But after a few more moments, he suddenly jerked back with a wince. A long trail of cum and saliva stretched from the slit of his cock to my bottom lip, bowing down before snapping. It hung off my chin, wet and heavy, before I wiped it away with my fingers.
I looked up, Tom's sperm swishing my mouth, as he slowly stroked his spent and glistening cock. He gave me a grateful look, then offered me the head of his cock, oozing with a thick, grey-white bubble. Dutifully, I leaned forward and licked it away. Tom smiled in satisfaction, then tucked his dick back in his pants and zipped up.
I just sat there, unsure of what to do with the fluid swimming around in my mouth. I couldn't very well spit it out (I was afraid it would be heard), and I had it in my mouth already, so . . . I sucked in my cheeks and swallowed. It was gritty and dry, the flavor sticking to the back of my throat. Not too bad, but I wasn't expecting that. Nor the stickiness that clung to my lips.
Tom motioned for me to step out and stand up, so I did so, feeling a little strange. I had just sucked a man to orgasm, and in a public place at that. I felt a little cheapened, but more than that, frustrated. I no longer had an erection, yet my arousal was still high. And unsatisfied.
"You're pretty good at that," muttered Tom, giving me an appraising look.
Once again, I avoided meeting his eyes. "Thanks."
He chuckled. "Come on."
He grabbed a denim jacket from another rack, headed up front to pay for it. I followed mutely behind, like a well-trained puppy. I wasn't sure what was going to happen next, and in a way, I hoped nothing would. With the eroticism of the moment gone, I was left with little more than a dry taste in my mouth.
We left the store – I don't know if the salesgirl and her friend ever suspected what had happened under their noses – and Tom directed me to follow him toward the bathrooms. I hesitated a moment, then fell in step, passing through the door as Tom held it open for me. There was no one else in the bathroom.
He headed to the last stall, which was enlarged for use by wheelchair-bound patrons, and let me go in first. He locked the door and turned to face me with an expectant look.
"I wanna see it," he said.
Suddenly, my cock was hard again. My arousal was no longer compromised. Hormones took over.
I jerked open my jeans, fishing out my hard cock before Tom's appraising eyes. He grinned, then got down on his knees. His hands went to my jeans and tugged them down, exposing me to my knees. Tom licked the head of my dick, leering up at me, then ducked his head, turned it sideways, and latched his mouth to my balls.
Oh, did that feel good! Automatically, I began stroking my cock, smearing pre-cum all over the haft, as Tom's mouth and tongue massaged and swirled around my balls. I leaned against him, and he held me steady as I jacked off.
"Tell me when you're gonna shoot off," he whispered, breaking the mouthlock on my balls. Then he returned to sucking them, pulling them into his mouth. His fingers squeezed and kneaded my cheeks, pulling them apart. I flinched slightly, faltering in my strokes as Tom's fingers delved into the cleft between my cheeks. But I didn't stop him, not even when the tip of one of his fingers started massaging my asshole.
For some reason, I found myself pushing back against his hand just a little, encouraging him to continue his exploration of my anus. The sensation of being penetrated there was a little uncomfortable at first, but Tom knew what he was doing. I felt his finger curl inside me, and there was this intense tickling sensation in my groin. My orgasm suddenly blossomed, faster and more intense than anything before.
Amid gasps and moans, I managed to convey that I was about to cum. Tom quickly slurped his mouth from my balls, and as he plunged his finger even deeper into my ass, he plunged his mouth down my cock.
I came with an incredible, body-wracking intensity, holding firmly onto Tom's head as my balls emptied into his mouth. He sucked hard on my throbbing tube of flesh, pulling as ardently for my cream as I had for his, and swallowed it all down.
I felt like all strength had left me. I swayed on my feet, letting Tom keep my cock in his mouth, despite the nearly painful sensation of his sucking mouth. I felt lightheaded, giddy. I couldn't do anything but laugh.
***
I saw Tom a few more times after that day, but we never had what you would call a relationship. He did, however, give me that denim jacket he had purchased. I kept it for years, only wearing it now and then when I went out to gay bars. It just seemed right that I would only wear it on such occasions. It gave me confidence, served as a constant reminder of that first mind-blowing encounter with another man.
These days, however, whenever I meet a hot young stud, he's more likely to be the one on his knees surrounded by denim, not me.
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"Midnight ..." A Chain Story.
Introduction:
On March 1, 2007, fireyjen posted a thread with her idea for a chain story, soliciting interested authors. Shortly afterwards, fieryjens' ISP started giving her problems and she cannot get online, so on her behalf we thought we could give her a hand. The premise is that in each story the main character awakes at the stroke of midnight, or around that time. It can be a creaking floorboard, a rattling doorknob, a clap of thunder, a flash of lightning or just a feeling of unease and dread.
From this common beginning, each author is free to weave his or her own storylines culminating at midnight after 24 hours. Each story will be in a different Literotica category, with virtually all represented. All stories are titled "Midnight: (and the author's story identifier). After the initial New Story posting, all submissions will be in the Chain Story category.
We hope you enjoy this varied selection of stories by Literotica authors and your votes and comments are welcome. Below is an updated schedule of the stories.
TE999 & geekychick_76 on behalf of fieryjen.
* * * * *
"Dan Tanner," he said after stepping up to the counter at the La Quinta Inn. The flight had been a long one, with two connections and more than six hours in the air, three on the ground. He had left home eleven hours earlier; it was now almost nine at night. Dan's face was weary and haggard, with a shadow of stubble and the greasy sheen of Illinois humidity making his skin shine.
The middle-aged Asian woman was prompt and professional, calling up Dan's information on the computer before her. She cheerily handed him his room key.
"Dan Tanner," she repeated in her accented voice, dark eyes glittering above a playful smile. "Like that 70s TV show."
Dan tried his best not to look annoyed. "That was Dan Tanna," he corrected.
"Oh . . . ." she trailed off, still smiling. "Well, I hope you enjoy your stay, Mr. Tanner. Room 207."
He grumbled something along the order of a 'thank you' and headed through the doorway toward the stairwell. Room 207 was, thankfully, not too far from the second-floor door, opposite of which was a little nook with vending machines. Dan slipped the plastic card into the slot and pushed open the door.
Thank God, he thought as he felt the cool air within the room. They left the AC on. The curtains covering the window on the opposite side of the room billowed out, filled with the chilly air being blasted up from the undermounted unit. Dan felt the oily drops on his forehead cool immediately; he anticipated a long shower before lounging back upon one of the two beds in the room, comfortably naked, eating microwave popcorn and watching 'Adult Swim.'
The shower did wonders, washing away the sweat and the dank air of the airplane that seemed to have soaked into his pores. He brushed his teeth, but did not bother with shaving. That could wait for the morning.
Still, the stiffness was leaving his muscles and the cool air felt delicious on his skin. Dan took up the remote, standing naked in his room as he flipped through the channels. He watched a few moments of Discovery Health before settling on Comedy Central. The weariness in his body overcame him quickly enough, and he was soon asleep even before Tripping The Rift was over . . . .
***
He jerked awake with a start, finding that he had tangled himself in the sheets and floral-print blanket atop the bed. The AC was still blasting, and now the room felt cold. Gritting his teeth in discomfort, Dan rolled from the bed and roughly twisted the dial to turn the air off.
The spiderwebs of whatever dream that had jolted him awake drifted away, leaving only a few ethereal images that danced in the back of his mind. The television was flickering with images of talking french fries and stoned-looking cartoon characters. Dan took a moment to let himself return fully to reality, rubbing his eyes and temples. A glance to the clock between the two beds in the room told him it was exactly midnight. The Witching Hour.
Hunger inexplicably gnawed at him, as well as thirst. He smacked sticky, dry lips and thought of the vending machines just down the hall from his room. The lure of sugar and sodium called to him like a siren song. Irresistible, like seeing a rack of personalized lighters at the counter of a convenience store.
He considered slipping his slacks back on and donning a shirt, but the vending machines were just a few steps down the hall. It was after midnight, after all, one minute past, to be exact; the chance of anyone being out in the corridors was slim.
Fuck it, Dan thought, snatching up the towel he'd tossed on the bed. It just encircled his waist, with enough slack to tie the ends together. He looked at himself in the mirror and chuckled. Have to make sure not to make any sudden moves, he thought.
Key card and a few crumpled dollar bills in hand, Dan stepped from his door and padded on bare feet down the carpeted hallway. A mild thrill coursed through him as he felt a gentle breeze flowing over his body. The thought of being nearly naked, with the faint possibility of someone opening their door and catching him, sparked a tinge of arousal.
The reason for the breeze became apparent once he reached the nook with the vending machines. A door on the other side of the enclosure had been propped open by a trash can; Dan was not sure if it had been that way when he had first come up from the lobby. The fresh air was cool but not cold, carrying a scent of ozone with it. He remembered something about the Chicago weather report saying that rain was a possibility.
The faint breeze tugged at his towel like the hands of mischievous imps as he fed the vending machines the dollar bills. He glanced to the open door as he retrieved his Diet Coke and M&Ms. The sign on the wall beside the doorway read 'Stairs and Roof Access.'
His arousal spiked again as a memory came back, pulled up from one and a half decades of dormancy. Sophomore year in college, drinking with his buddies, being dared to streak through Hollings Hall in nothing but his tennis shoes . . . .
Dan laughed at the memory. He remembered the shocked, giggling, and sometimes interested looks the young coeds had given him as they watched him running through the dorm. Word had spread quickly, and girls were soon peeking out of every door. Some had even smacked his butt as he darted past. That single night, never repeated, had earned him the nickname 'Flash.'
His parents had always assumed it was because of his track records.
The lingering exhilaration of exhibitionism returned with the memory, enticing him. Dan eyed the stairwell speculatively. He knew that the reasonable course of action would be to return to his room, watch a little TV, maybe jack off if that was what it took to satisfy his libido.
But he had spent most of his twenties and all of his thirties being 'reasonable.' A reasonable job, a reasonable salary, a reasonable marriage that had not worked out . . . .
Fuck it, thought Dan once more as he stepped toward the stairwell. I'm a thousand miles from home. If I can't break out of my mold here, then where can I?
* * *
Nicole Teske – called Nikki, or, by her room mate, Nik-Nik – had just come up the stairs to the second floor when she saw the well-built man heading to the opposite stairwell, past the vending machines. It took her a moment to register what she was seeing: a nearly-naked man, wearing only a towel, walking as comfortably and calmly as if he were alone in his house. A moment later, he was gone, turning past the other side of the doorway toward the stairs beyond.
Nikki blinked, feeling a slight rush rumble its way through her body. There was no accounting for it, none that she could rationalize. She had seen men in towels before; at twenty-six, she was hardly a virgin, and had enjoyed her share of wild times . . . and men. But there was something about this man in just a towel. His body, his casual confidence, the movement of muscles beneath his skin. He was sexy.
The plastic bag in Nikki's hand felt heavy, laden with munchies and cigarettes from the corner store down the street. She knew she should have gone back to her room to work on the details of the presentation she was due to give the following morning at the Insurance Adjusters convention. She was in Chicago on business, after all. This was not a vacation.
But all work and no play makes Nikki a dull girl, she thought with a mischievous tug at the corners of her mouth. Oh, hell, he's probably just going to his room . . . upstairs . . . .
But wouldn't they have their own vending machines on the third floor?
* * *
Dan paused at the third-floor landing, looking up toward the roof access door thirteen steps above him. Excitement mingled with anxiety made him feel his heart thumping in his chest. The door stood wide-open, and for a moment, Dan wondered if there was some maintenance worker on the roof. The breeze blowing down through the door swept across him more firmly, almost threatening to divest him of the towel. Reflexively, he clutched at the knot that held it in place, and ascended the stairs.
The roof was dark, bathed in shadow, with streetlight streaming up from below, creating a pale whitish haze just beyond the edge of the roof. Moonlight fell upon the gravel that covered the roof, providing just enough light that Dan could see where his feet took him. His relatively pale skin glowed slightly.
His eyes darted about, looking for the phantom maintenance man. But the shadows did not stir; there was no one about. Dan wondered as to why the roof door would be allowed to remain open, then decided it was not worth wondering why.
This is serendipity, he thought. One of those moments in life when you're handed a golden apple. So, are you going to take a bite of forbidden fruit, Dan? Or are you going to throw the apple away and go back to safer pastures?
A wicked grin split Dan's face. Stepping carefully, he avoided the larger pieces of gravel and made his way to the middle of the roof, leaving the door glowing and open behind him. The crisp air, stronger now with the scent of ozone, caressed him. It was a sensual feeling, one he wanted to feel everywhere. He stooped for a moment, setting his soda and candy on the roof, then straightened and removed the towel.
"Ahh . . . ."
The moment the damp night air touched his genitals, Dan felt his arousal grow exponentially. The thrill of being naked, outdoors at night, with hundreds of people below him in the hotel none the wiser, was indescribable. He could hear unintelligible voices drifting up from the parking lot below, which was shared by the hotel with a diner. There were no buildings near enough to threaten Dan with the chance of being casually spotted.
He was safely hidden from casual eyes, yet still exposed. The exhilaration was palpable to him; he could touch it, and it touched back, running over his body, stroking, caressing, urging him.
He closed his eyes, extended his arms, tilted his head back. He felt the radiance of the moon, glowing with reflected light from the sun on the other side of the world. Cotton-like wisps of cloudstuff drifted across the moon's surface, blurring the face upon it that smiled down upon him.
Oh, to be the Moon, Dan thought. Watching the world below, seeing everything in its entirety. What secrets you must know . . . .
A car pulled into the parking lot below, speakers blaring music. Nine Inch Nails. Dan chuckled. He remembered when Trent Reznor's 'industrial' sound was new; now, almost twenty years later, his music was timeless, raw. It seemed the perfect compliment for what Dan was doing.
He began with small movements at first, just taking in the music as it was filtered up to him through the chaos of traffic on the highway. Somewhere distant, thunder rumbled, but it only added to the powerful beat and grinding message of the music.
"The only thing that works for me/
Help me get away from myself . . . ."
Dan had never considered himself much of a dancer; he had decidedly 'white boy' moves, and knew it. Dancing was part of the urban nightlife mating ritual, to which Dan never felt he belonged. But there were times, like now, alone and naked in the world, in which he could feel the music directing him. Without the self-conscious anxiety of knowing others were watching him, Dan let his body, his hands, move in ways that might have otherwise embarrassed him.
The idea of letting go was an even more powerful aphrodisiac than his nudity, and he went with it, allowing himself to be free and expressive.
All without the knowledge that he was being watched the entire time.
* * *
Nikki's hunch had paid off, and she allowed herself a congratulatory grin as she peered around the corner of the doorway, watching the man on the roof. He was less than twenty feet away, bathed in moonlight, silhouetted against the world by the ghostly glow that shimmered at the edge of the rooftop. Naked, he looked even more delicious than when he'd had the towel on.
She could just hear the pounding, erotic beat of Nine Inch Nails emanating from somewhere below, and could not blame the man for being inspired by the music. She had a special place in her erotic memories for the carnal music; she'd once made love to an ex-boyfriend throughout the entire course of a NIN album. They had been the strongest orgasms she had ever experienced.
He moves like a male stripper, Nikki thought, watching the man with all the naughty excitement of a child peering upon Santa Claus as presents were laid by the tree. Damn, he's got nice arms, strong, muscular . . . and a butt I could nibble on all day . . . .
Nikki held back a gasp as he turned in profile to her. His penis was semi-hard, hanging down thickly at an angle from his body. His pubic hair was like a wispy dark cloud around the base. Nikki felt her own excitement growing, wetness seeping into her panties as she watched the man's cock grow and stiffen. His hands wandered up and down his body as he danced, occasionally brushing his swelling shaft.
Oh, God, please, she thought, licking her lips in anticipation. Please do it . . . .
The sight of a man masturbating had always turned Nikki on. As a teenager, she had caught her older brother pleasuring himself one day in his bedroom, and watched through the crack of his slightly-open door as his strong hand stroked up and down his cock. The sight of his semen spurting from the tip of his dick onto his stomach had made Nikki weak in the knees.
Her boyfriends had often been reluctant to indulge her fantasy of watching a man jack off, and Nikki pined for the day in which she could catch another man masturbating. Now, finally, she had her chance.
"Do it," she whispered, then caught her breath, afraid the man might have heard her. But he did not; he was still caught up in his own fantasy world.
Subconsciously, Nikki slipped her hand beneath her skirt, rubbing herself through the thong that barely covered her pussy, in anticipation of watching this handsome stranger do what she so ardently hoped he would . . . .
* * *
Dan couldn't believe how aroused he was. The combination of being naked outdoors, with the night air lusciously flowing around him, the fresh, charged air, the music . . . his libido was in high gear, sending messages to his groin. As he danced, Dan looked down to his crotch to see his cock engorged to its full impressive length. It swayed back and forth, gloriously enjoying the feel of the wind and ozone-charged air.
He smoothed his hands down his torso, still muscular and flat even in his mid-thirties, and gathered his cock and balls in his hands. He breathed in, biting his lip, calling up a fantasy. His cock twitched as his hand wrapped around the shaft. Slowly, he began pumping it. Pre-cum seeped from the tip; he could actually see it glistening in the moonlight. The fingers of his other hand pressed into his balls, massaging them, sending erotic chills through his body.
He rolled his hips in time with the music that wafted up to him; no longer Nine Inch Nails, now it was Stabbing Westward. Maybe the sensuality of the music wasn't as direct, but it remained basically raw and inspiring.
His left hand joined his right around his shaft, gripping it tightly, and he kept them still as he moved his hips. His fantasy conjured up some willing and uninhibited slut, on her knees, accepting his thrusts into her mouth. His cock slid back and forth in his tight, two-handed grip, lubricated by the precum seeping out. He groaned in pleasure. Every nerve in his body tingled with excitement.
* * *
Nikki whimpered as she watched the man masturbating. The entire scene was just too much for her; her pussy was literally dripping, sweet fluid soaking into the material of her thong. Hurriedly, no longer caring if her movements caught the man's attention, she reached beneath her skirt and slid the undergarment down, feeling the silk fabric cling to her swollen lips for a moment before they were falling to her ankles. Her hand returned instantly to her overheated pussy, stroking the lips. The aroma of her arousal surrounded her.
God, just look at him, she thought. Oh, fuck, he's so sexy . . . and what a beautiful thick cock . . . damn, I could suck and fuck that thing all day and be happy . . . oh!
Her mental gasp became a real one, and once more, Nikki bit her lip to hold back any further utterances. She could not remember a time when she had been more turned on. Her juices literally dribbled down the insides of her thighs as she stroked her pussy. Her clit buzzed each time her fingers passed over it; the lubrication she exuded allowed the tips of her French-nailed fingers to slip inside her with ease.
Leaning with one shoulder against the doorway, Nikki arched her back, pushing up on the tips of her toes as she spread her legs and plunged two fingers inside her needy pussy. Her palm smacked wetly against her stiff clit. Her eyes were heavy with lust, yet she was determined not to miss a moment as the man – this gorgeous fucking man – masturbated before her. Images of being in front of him, on her knees, or bent over, letting him take her, ravish her, fuck her, filled her mind.
Her orgasm was already building, rolling fast and sure and undeniable through her body. Nikki only hoped its arrival would not distract her, would not rob her of a single moment.
* * *
The rest of the world became tuned out; Dan wasn't hearing the music anymore, wasn't thinking of anything but the pleasure of the moment. And what pleasure it was. Masturbating upon the roof of a hotel, bathed in moonglow, crisp night air caressing his body like the hands of sexy, invisible muses . . . .
He felt his balls tighten, his orgasm beginning its slow, inexorable march up through his cock, just as the first drops of rain fell upon him. The added sensation only heightened the eroticism of the moment. The rain began to fall in earnest, deluging him. It soaked into his hair and ran in rivulets down his body. Some of the stinging drops pelted the tip of his cock, making him twitch in pleasure.
There came a crack of thunder, a flash of lightning directly overhead. Just at the moment of release, Dan pressed the middle finger of his left hand into the base of his cock, stemming the eruption for a moment. He felt his PC muscle contract and flex, pushing up the fluid. For a moment, he held his orgasm in check, grunting with the effort.
Then he brought his hands away, and let the flood gates erupt.
* * *
The glistening water flowing down over the stranger's body only accentuated his sexiness. Here was a modern god, Nikki thought, primal and earthy, uninhibited and arousing. At home with his sexuality, enjoying his own body the way Nikki wished she could. She loved the way the rain washed over him, accentuating his corded muscles, making that fucking gorgeous cock glisten.



Nikki could tell the man was close to cumming, just as she was. Her eyes blazed as she locked her gaze upon his cock, watching it throb and pulse, jutting out with such incredible stiffness. She could just imagine the feel of that rock-hard cock filling her pussy, or her mouth, could just imagine the anticipation of the rush of fluid that was about to come.
And then it did.
Nikki gasped aloud, whimpering and moaning as her own orgasm took hold of her, commanding her, dominating her, as she watched the thick pulses of fluid jet from the head of the man's cock. First came a mighty arc of glowing milky fluid that shot a good four or so feet into the air. Then another, less powerful, burst, then another, and another. The man's face was contorted in sweet orgasmic rapture; Nikki whimpered vicariously.
"Oh, Jesus!" moaned Nikki, madly fucking herself with her fingers. Her inner muscles contracted, sucking hard on her fingers, her clit pulsed and spasmed. Fluid gushed into her palm, flowed down the insides of her thighs. Nikki gasped again, not caring about the noise she was making. Her entire body rolled and bucked, as if she was being fucked. She clutched her pussy in her hand, squeezing it savagely. She could feel the slippery puddle of cum in the palm of her hand, loved the way it dripped over her fingers.
She finally opened her eyes, not realizing she had squeezed them shut as she came. Her vision was blurry, but she made the effort to focus.
And when she did, she found that the man was looking directly at her.
* * *
Dan did not know what to say or do. His orgasm had been intense, one of the strongest and most consuming he had ever experienced. It left him light-headed and breathless, but not completely without his faculties.
At some point, he had heard feminine gasps and moans above the sounds of the storm, but had not truly registered them. But once he was spent, with his cock softening and dripping to the gravel below, reality began to return. He shook rainwater from his face, blinking away heavy droplets.
He looked to the doorway, and saw her. A slender young woman, leaning against the frame, clad in a loose blouse and frilly little skirt, the latter bunched up around her waist, revealing naked thighs and hips. The position of her right hand between her legs left no doubt as to what she was doing, and the expression on her face registered naught but bliss.
Then her eyes opened, and met his. Bliss switched to shock in an instant.
Dan's mouth worked for a moment as he tried to speak, tried to come up with something to say. His emotions were jumbled; should he feel embarrassed, or proud? Ashamed or flattered? This woman in the doorway, with her short brown hair and wide dark eyes, her hand gripping her crotch beneath her skirt, had obviously enjoyed what she had seen. Yet social mores told Dan he should feel chastised.
"Look—" he began, intending to explain, not that he would know how.
"Oh, shit!" exclaimed the woman, and without another word, she turned and bolted down the stairs, snatching up a plastic bag along the way. Her movements allowed Dan to catch sight of her naked ass beneath the skirt, but only for a brief, delicious moment.
Dan started for the door, then winced and cursed as a large piece of gravel bit into his foot. Hobbling, he made it to the doorway, taking up his drenched soda, candy and towel along the way. He leaned against the frame, brought up his foot, and plucked a sharp dark stone from the pad between his first two toes. There was no blood; Dan had earned his calluses through nearly two decades working on his feet. Still, the superficial wound stung.
Dan took in a breath, let it out. The cacophony of the rain just outside the door drowned out the hammering in his chest. The air chilled his rain-slicked body. He wrapped the soggy towel around his waist, his mind working to make sense of what had happened. He was not sure how to react to the knowledge that he had been watched by a pretty young woman as he masturbated. Shame, excitement, intrigue, and arousal all fought for prominence in his mind.
Then he noticed the silver-grey thong on the floor, just inside the doorway. Dropped, no doubt, by the woman.
With a sly smile, Dan bent and retrieved it. Even before he brought it to his nose, he could smell the ripe, tangy fragrance upon it. The fabric was saturated; the woman's scent was ripe and pure. Impulsively, Dan licked the tiny gusset, getting a taste of the woman who had watched him.
With a cocky smile, Dan headed back down the stairs, sniffing the skimpy garment as he went.
* * *
"Dan Tanner? Hi. Greg Raleigh. You're a little early for your presentation."
Dan smiled, shook the short, pudgy man's hand. "Early is on time, on time is late, and late is not acceptable," he said, remembering his old military training. That, too, seemed like a lifetime ago.
Raleigh gave a confused smile and shrugged. "Uh, right," he said. He lead Dan through a short hallway in the hotel toward a closed door. "There's another presentation going on right now, and then there'll be fifteen minutes for you to get set up. Um . . . anything you need?"
Dan shook his head with a confident grin. He patted the leather satchel he carried. "Nope. Got everything I need right here."
Raleigh nodded, then stepped away, eyeing a group of suit-clad men nearby. Dan let the man excuse himself, then mentally went over what he was to say to a group of weary, conservative businessmen who had already seen the 'be all and end all' of the insurance biz.
But Dan really did not care about how well his presentation would be received. His mind was on the night before. He could still smell the rich fragrance of his voyeur's arousal in his senses. The banalities of his professional life paled in comparison to the excitement he had experienced the evening before.
Finally, Dan was allowed into the conference room that had been rented for the convention. Men and women in business suits, their expressions hard and professional, lingered in the room as Dan went about the mechanical operations of setting up his presentation. It took him only a few minutes, since the projector was already on and primed. He set out his transparencies, went over his notes, and waited for the attendees to file in.
Raleigh spoke with him for a moment, diverting Dan's attention from those who filled the seats. The forty-something organizer of the convention went over basic protocols and clued Dan in on some of the dignitaries in attendance, then stepped back.
Dan cleared his throat, took a drink of water before addressing the room. His eyes scanned over the stolid, blank faces that watched him. Most were men.
"Gentlemen," he began, then added, as he noted at least one woman in the first couple of rows: "And ladies. Thank you for coming. I'll try not to make this presentation on claim adjustment procedures as boring as some of those you've heard already."
There were a couple of chuckles in response to his opening. Dan forced an amiable smile as he looked out upon his audience. Most of the faces looked bored, yet professionally expectant. "All right, then, let's get on with . . . it . . . ."
Dan's words trailed off as he spied one face amongst the crowd, a face he had seen the night before, face flushed and glowing with orgasmic rouge, round dark eyes drinking him in with lust and longing. Now, those eyes were softer, more sly, the smile beneath them impish and knowing. She wore a tasteful business suit, like the others around her, but her mere presence was arousing.
Dan swallowed nervously, capturing the woman's eyes. Then he smiled, upon seeing her encouraging look. He cleared his voice. "Yes," he said. "Let's get on with it."
* * *
Dan felt the presentation had gone well. He'd had some good ideas that had sparked some discussion, and for that, he was glad. But as much as he enjoyed sharing his insights and insurance business savvy with dyed-in-the-wool old-timers, what was really on his mind was the attentions, and intentions, of the pretty brunette who watched him with knowing eyes all through the presentation.
". . . very informative, Mr. Tanner," said a heavy-jowled man as he took Dan's hand. "I like your approach to handling personal claims. Very original, and efficient. I've left my card for you."
Dan nodded, even as he glanced past the rotund old businessman to the brunette behind him, waiting patiently for her turn. He shook the man's hand, thanked him. The bulldog of a man sauntered away, allowing the woman behind him to approach.
"Hi," she said simply, cocking her head to the side. She had cut her hair short, while leaving long wispy bangs that just barely graced her eyelashes. It was a look that combined sensuality with intelligence in Dan's mind.
"Hi," he said back. "Did you enjoy the presentation?"
She pursed her lips, suppressing a smile. "Not as much as the one I saw last night."
Dan drew in a deep breath, feeling his arousal being triggered. He could feel his cheeks burning slightly. "Oh. Really."
She nodded slowly, never taking her glittering dark eyes from Dan's. "Really."
Dan cleared his throat, not sure of how to respond. "I'm Daniel Tanner," he said professionally, extending his hand. "West coast branch of—"
"Nicole Teske," she said quickly, taking his hand. Her eyes bore into his, conveying volumes of interest and desire. Her cheeks darkened slightly. "Call me Nikki."
Dan caressed her fingers with his own, staring into those sexy round orbs. "Nice to meet you . . . Nikki."
She blushed, just a little, her eyes dipping a moment. "I think you have something of mine," she said cagily.
Dan couldn't help but smile. He knew what she meant, of course. In fact, the tiny thong was, at present, balled up in the pocket of his professional dress slacks. "I think I do," he said.
Nikki bit her lip. "So . . . ."
Dan arched an eyebrow. "'So?'" he countered.
Nikki gave him a catlike grin. "So . . . meet me on the roof tonight," she said in a breathless voice, barely audible. "And you can give them back."
Dan slowly smiled with knowing. "I will," he said.
-finis-
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The Spectre That Walks.That was what they called him, among other things. Few ever spoke the name 'Bagdemagus' aloud, lest they garner his attention. And no one desired that. For over a century, he had been the living embodiment of the bogeyman; unruly children were often told that if they did not do all their chores, they would be taken in the night by the baleful wizard.
Bagdemagus chuckled to himself as he stood within the banquet hall of the castle.Now, whatever would I do with children?He mused dryly.
Ahead of him, upon the podium, the new Queen was being crowned. Bagdemagus looked her over with approval.Such a tasty young thing, he thought. As fair as any story-book princess.
His features darkened.And likely just as innocent. That's good. That's very good.
He heard heavy footfalls behind him, and stepped aside just a member of the Royal Guard came through. The man glanced to Bagdemagus but said nothing; after all, he could not really see the wizard. Bagdemagus was well aware of the decree set out decades before by King Richard – that Bagdemagus be arrested on sight – and was thus always faded when he came to town. Invisibility was a taxing spell, since it changed the properties of light; Fade merely played tricks with people's minds. It was far easier to alter perceptions than change the world.
Queen Evelyn, thought Bagdemagus as he returned his attention to the newly-crowned monarch.I hope you don't get too terribly comfortable in your new finery. You won't be enjoying it for long.
He watched her gaze sweep back and forth among the crowd of royalty and their hangers-on. She seemed so timid, yet managed to keep her composure. There was a hidden strength to her that was not easily or casually seen. Her eyes settled upon a young man; her lips twitched in a slight smile. Bagdemagus looked as well, frowning.Ah, yes, the boy. What was his name? Cedric. Yes, that's it. Cedric.
The wizard sighed, slipping a hand beneath his cloak for his timepiece. Such intricate mechanical works were rare in Vix, afforded only by the very well-to-do. Bagdemagus noted the time, then returned the device.Time to go. He looked one last time to the new Queen, giving a flippant salute. Evelyn's face paled, the small smile vanished. She turned away for a moment, visibly shaken.
How odd, Bagdemagus thought as he stepped away.I do believe she saw me. Now, that is interesting . . . .
***
The halls were mainly empty within the castle, save for the occasional sentry. The effects offademade them ignore the billowing black cloak and the sounds of his booted feet as he passed them by. They could not know how many times the wizard had roamed these halls like a phantom, eavesdropping on the whispered conversations of dukes and counts, chambermaids and guards.
He stopped outside the doors of the royal chambers, noting the stone-faced guards, in their finest royal red, oiled and polished halberds held upright at their sides. Purely ceremonial weapons, Bagdemagus knew, though he supposed they could deliver quite a whollop if need be.
For a moment, he touched the hilt of the blade at his belt. A pair of quick thrusts, and the sentries would be dispatched, never knowing who had slain them. But that would be messy . . . besides, Bagdemagus had no business with the Queen's bedchambers, not just yet.
He continued on his way, leaving the oblivious guards behind, and turned down another corridor. For a moment, he paused before a portrait of the now-deceased King Richard. The former monarch of Vix looked resplendent in his golden armor, the impressive winged helmet tucked under his arm.The epitome of all that is good and just in the land, thought Bagdemagus wryly. What a twit.
"If only you had heeded my words, so long ago, we would both have gotten what we wanted," Bagdemagus said aloud. "But, no, you insisted that everything be your way. Well, look where you have ended up: food for worms and caterpillars, with an unwanted daughter as your only legacy."
Bagdemagus shook his head sadly. "Now we have to do it the hard way," he said, turning from the portrait. "I do hope you give your daughter a friendlier welcome in the afterlife than you did in this one."
***
The door to the small bedchamber of the handmaiden was locked, of course, though that posed little problem for a wizard more than a century old. Over the years, Bagdemagus had made copies of the keys to nearly every door in the castle. Easy enough to do for a man who could come and go as he pleased, unnoticed.
He unlocked the door, closed it quietly behind him. The new Queen's handmaiden had spartan quarters; a simple bed, wash basin, a tiny vanity. A thick red curtain indicated where the chamber pot lay. There was a single window, left open to allow the breeze and a few flitting butterflies inside.
Bagdemagus let thefadespell drop; it was taxing to keep it up for long, and a few moments' respite was welcome.
The wizard glanced around, finding what he desired upon the vanity. A finely-made brush of ivory, no doubt a gift from the housemarm for the handmaiden's service to the new Queen. Fine strands of dark hair were tangled around the teeth. Bagdemagus lifted the brush, sniffed.Hmm. Raspberries. How quaint.
He pulled off several long strands, looped them together. From his belt he took a small silver case, and slipped the strands of hair inside before clicking it closed. He smiled to himself. It would take a few hours to prepare the spell, but after that . . . .
He slipped quietly from the room, locking the door carefully. An audible gasp came from his right, and he snapped his head up toward the source.
A member of the Royal Guard, making his rounds. He stared with young, round eyes at the wizard, clearly aghast at what, or rather, who, he saw. While the sentry had never seen the man's face – and the smooth-lined face and shoulder-length jet hair was not what one would expect of an aged wizard – there could be no denying that the dark-garbed figure before him was the one and only—
"B-b-b," began the guard, drawing his sword. "Y-you're B-b-b—"
The wizard rolled his eyes, made a casual, arcane gesture. He faced the young guard –how old is this one? Seventeen? Eighteen? By all that is Infernal, they get younger every year – and planted his hands on his hips. "I'm what?" he asked.
The stuttering guard called out, gripping his sword defensively in both hands. "To arms! To arms! Intruder in the castle!"
Bagdemagus sighed tiredly. "Save your breath, boy," he said, his voice deep and rich, echoing in the air between them. "I've surrounded us with silence. You could scream at the top of your lungs – and you yet may – for all the good it will do you."
The young guard swallowed fearfully, admirably mustering his courage. A lifetime of legends and stories about the dark figure before him whirled in his mind. "Y-you won't have my fingers on your platter, wizard!"
Bagdemagus frowned, cocking his head. "Excuse me?"
The guard's features contorted. "Y-you know, fingers," he said. "Y-you eat the fingers of those you kill."
Bagdemagus looked amused. "I do? Oh, that's a new one. It used to be ears."
The guard winced, breathing heavily through his nose. He shifted on his feet, edging closer to the wizard.
"You know, I simply do not understand where all these varied rumors about me come from," Bagdemagus continued, apparently unconcerned about the sword pointed his way. "If you were to believe everything you hear, I can turn into a bat, I suck blood, I kidnap babies, and now, apparently, I have a fetish for fingers. It's truly mind-boggling, what you people invent about me."
"S-s-so, you're n-n-not going to eat my fingers?" the guard asked hopefully.
Bagdemagus shrugged. "Let's see where my mood takes me."
The guard let out a small groan, then abruptly raised his sword and prepared to lunge forward.
"I wouldn't do that," the wizard said calmly.
The guard frowned, halting. "Why not? You're an evil wizard, and I'm a Royal Guard. What do you expect me to do?"
Bagdemagus considered the young man's words. "Good point," he admitted. "However, do you really think you can slay me? I am a wizard, after all. How many men do you think have tried to send me to the Abyss?"
The guard chewed his lip, anxiety evident on his face. "Eh . . . more than twenty?" he queried.
Bagdemagus gave the young man a blank look. "Yes," he said dryly. "More than twenty."
"I-I still have to try," muttered the guard, his resolve weakening.
Bagdemagus shook his head. "No, you don't."
"I certainly do!"
"No, you do not," iterated the wizard, stepping forward and glaring into the guard's eyes. He touched the tip of the wavering sword between them.
"But—"
"Now, listen to me," interrupted Bagdemagus. "You are standing before a wizard more than a century old. Every man, woman, and child quivers in fear at the mention of my name. I have slain entire armies and numerous frightful beasts. The powers of the elements are mine to command. I . . ." he frowned in thought. "What was I saying?"
"E-e-every man, woman, and child q-quivers—"
The wizard snapped his fingers. "Right. So, considering that I have been alive as long as I have, and been an enemy of the kingdom for as long as I have, do youreallythink –" he stepped closer, looking down upon the frightened guard with cold, grey eyes – "That you, with all your . . .monthsof experience, have any chance at all of slaying me?"
The guard trembled visibly, feeling his strength ebb as Bagdemagus pushed down on the sword. He whimpered as he allowed the wizard to take the blade from him.
Bagdemagus effected a look of sympathy as the young guard shuddered before him. He slipped a hand to the guard's shoulder. "There, there," he said soothingly. "You've nothing to be ashamed of."
"I'm a coward!" blubbered the guard, tears flowing down his ruddy cheeks.
Bagdemagus gave the look of a stern father. "Now, you stop that," he said firmly. "Is there shame for the mouse when it flees the lion? Of course not. Now, buck up!"
The guard sniffed, lifting his eyes fearfully. "B-but now you're going to kill me," he said in a small voice.
Bagdemagus sighed, waving the sword in the air, making the guard flinch. "Now, why would I do that? What would I gain from that? You're no threat to me."
The guard looked surprised as a glimmer of hope dawned in his eyes. He hastily wiped his cheeks. "Y-you're not going to kill me?"
Bagdemagus chuckled warmly, clapped the young man's shoulder. "Of course not," he said with a smile. "What's your name, young man?"
The guard let out a heavy sigh of relief. "Rogers, sir, son of Rogers."
"Well, Rogers, son of Rogers, why don't you run along now. I am sure you have some pretty young thing waiting for you."
The guard sniffled, shrugged. "Well, there is this one girl in the village . . . ."
Bagdemagus stoutly slapped the young man's back. "There you go," he said encouragingly. "Buy her some flowers. Ladies always like flowers."
Rogers, son of Rogers, nodded numbly, turning away from the wizard. He was stunned with disbelief that the evil wizard Bagdemagus, the Spectre That Walks, was allowing him to live. He managed a small smile.Won't this be a story to tell the boys?
"Rogers?"
The guard turned about, looking back to the wizard. Bagdemagus held up the young man's sword, an expectant look on his face. "You forgot something."
Rogers smiled sheepishly, stepped up to the wizard, holding his hand out to retrieve his sword. "Oh, right," he said. "Can't very well go back to my captain without—"
His words were cut off by searing pain that stabbed deep through his chest, through his lung, and exploded from his back. Stunned, the young guard looked down at his own sword, half of it buried in his body. The crimson tunic he wore became steadily darker as blood flowed out.
"Y-you said . . . you weren't . . . going to . . . kill me . . . ."
Bagdemagus stared down into quivering brown eyes. "And you believed it?" He clucked his tongue. "Hello, evil wizard here. You can't trust me."
With a vicious tug, Bagdemagus jerked the sword from the guard's body. Blood poured from young Rogers' mouth as he slumped to the floor, his eyes glazing. He gasped and sputtered for several moments before he died.
Bagdemagus tossed the sword to the floor with a rueful shake of his head.He actually believed I was letting him go,he thought as he headed down the hallway, once more engulfed in the arcane shroud of fade.
They really must train these boys better . . . .
***
It is always popularly believed that wizards dwell in towers, with dimly-lit stone walls and cobwebs in every corner. Certainly, some do; but not Bagdemagus.
Outside the city, shrouded in an apple orchard and laying upon a small stream, lay a simple mill house. The large wheel beside the house turned lazily, creaking as the paddles were moved by the slowly-flowing current. The house itself was constructed of sturdy, if aged, wood, warped in places, with a small front porch. A more unassuming abode for a wizard there could not be.
Bagdmagus slipped from the saddle of his pale-hued mare and headed toward the rickety front door. He did not worry about whether the animal would remain; it was a charmed creature, and thus would not leave except under duress.
He stepped through the creaking portal, closed it behind him. The gloominess of the interior slowly became defined as his eyes adjusted. There was the mill, which dominated the room of the shack, cracking and groaning as it turned. Around this the wizard went, stopping before a bare spot upon the dusty wooden floor. A casual gesture of his hand, and a section of warped wooden boards shimmered and vanished, revealing a stone staircase that spiraled down.
A flickering glow grew along the stairwell as Bagdemagus descended, finally emerging into a large room with braziers lit in each of the four corners. The walls were lined with intricate tapestries and simple wooden crates and chests. In the very center, upon a dirty and faded rug, lay a single great table, cluttered and covered with the expected paraphernalia of a wizard.
Taking a little of this and a little of that, the wizard mixed together various rare and unusual herbs and powdered crystals within a beaten copper bowl. He mashed it all together with a pistle before pouring in some oils. The final ingredient was the long, brunette lock taken from the handmaiden's bedchamber. After chopping it finely with a long, heavy knife, Bagdemagus sprinkled the hair into the mixture.
He pushed back from the table after setting the copper bowl above the single flame of a small burner. The potion would take time, he knew; a few hours.
But after so many years, a few hours more were as nothing to him.
***
The guard had been tripled since the death of young Rogers that afternoon. No one knew exactly what had transpired, of course, save that the youngest of the Royal Guard had been slain by his own sword. Rumors abounded of spies, traitors, assassins, revolutionaries . . . and, of course, of the Spectre That Walks.
"I heard the new Queen claims she sawhimat the coronation," one guard told another as they stood in the shadows behind the royal stable within the castle walls. His lips were darkened by the stick of blackroot he chewed.
"'Queen,'" snorted the other guard, more senior in both age and rank. He spat out a thick glob of viscous fluid that spattered across the cobblestone. "She's naught but a girl graced with ridiculous fortune. Sure, she's Richard's only heir, but what does agirlknow about ruling a kingdom? And to say she saw the Dark One? Pah! It's rubbish! No one's seen the old spectre in ages. Personally, I doubt he's still alive."
"Oh? What about Rogers, then? Killed in the castle itself? Who but a wizard would have the audacity to sneak in and slay a member of the guard . . .with his own sword?"
The older guard wrinkled his nose. "This is Vix, boy," he growled. "Nothing new about a murder in the castle. These old walls have seen more blood than some battlefields."
"All right, then, if not the wizard, then who?"
"Could have been a spy of Prince Drest. Now that's one bugger who's got much to gain. He scores that new Queen of ours, and . . . ." the senior guardsman shook his head. "Who knows what may happen."
The younger one shrugged. "I have an ill feeling about all this," he muttered. "We would not be facing any of this if Richard had only sired a son. How many wives did he have? And not a bloody one gives him a male heir? Now that stinks of dark magic, it does."
The older guard grumbled. "Strange winds, lad, strange winds." He continued mumbling to himself as the two guards wandered away, returning to their rounds. Neither of them had seen the figure standing a mere arm's length away, casually leaning against the stable wall. It was surely a good thing they had not.
Bagdemagus pushed away from the wall with a smirk upon his ageless face.Simpletons, he thought with a dark chuckle.But what else could I expect from soldiers?
Fadedonce more, Bagdemagus made his way through the darkened livery toward the rear of the castle's manor. He knew every inch of the grounds of Vix Castle, including all the hidden passageways and secret doors that had been forgotten by the majority of the successive residents. A touch upon a hidden stone, and a narrow section of a wall grated inward, allowing Bagdemagus into a tiny corridor, and thence to a hidden staircase.
His obfuscated route eventually took him to the third floor of the keep, not far from where he had slain young Rogers. The floors had been scrubbed and mopped; not a single smear of blood remained to mark where the witless guard had fallen. However, as Bagdemagus rounded a corner to peer down that selfsame hall, he spied two pairs of Royal Guardsmen standing at attention, deceptively alert.
The wizard just smiled, not the least bit perturbed. He had expected this. He slipped back around the corner, muttered an incantation, dipped his fingers into a pouch upon his belt. Stepping into the middle of the intersection of the two corridors, he cast the dust into the air, watching it scatter forward upon ethereal winds, reaching out to each of the guardsmen in turn.
For a moment, there was no discernible effect. Then, one by one, the guardsmen yawned, their eyes growing heavy. They swayed slightly on their feet, then more noticeably. Seeking support, they slapped gloved hands to the walls, to one another's shoulders. Faces grew slack, then blank. They fell against the walls or collapsed upon the floor, degenerating into slumber within seconds.
Bagdemagus smiled smugly to himself and made his way down the hall to the door of the handmaiden's chambers. Once more, he turned the key within the lock, and stepped inside amid arcane stealth.
The room was largely dark, with only a broad shaft of light that fell across half the simple bed. The handmaiden was deep within the realm of dreamland, her pale-skinned body partially exposed to the brilliant purity of the moonlight. It was a humid night, warm with the imminent arrival of summer, and in her slumber, Rebecca had pushed away the majority of her covers. The slinky gown she had worn to bed rode high on her thighs, was bunched between them. Her sublime young face was angled toward the moon, as if seeking its favor.



"Such a creature," mused Bagdemagus beneath his breath. Certainly, the handmaiden paled when compared to her new Queen, yet there was no doubting this girl's simple beauty. Trained to serve the aristocracy, she had been able to borrow from them a bit, and thus enjoyed smooth, creamy skin and soft, luxurious hair of a rich, dark hue. Her ripe, full lips were slightly parted, pleasantly moist.
The wizard took a phial from another pouch upon his belt and leaned over the girl. The liquid within the clear glass glowed with a brilliant vermilion radiance. Bagdemagus pulled upon the stopper, noting the large bubble of fluid that clung to it. Carefully, he touched the end of the stopper to the handmaiden's lips. The crimson liquid seeped into her mouth; Rebecca licked her lips reflexively. Her brow furrowed slightly as she slept.
Bagdemagus sat upon the edge of the bed and settled the back of his hand upon the handmaiden's forehead. She murmured in her sleep, her features contorting slightly and twitching. He lifted her head, brought the mouth of the phial to the girl's lips. "Drink," he whispered.
Dutifully, controlled by the wizardry already at work within her, Rebecca lifted up just enough, taking the phial in her hands and pushing it against her lips. She drank greedily, consuming the potion with repeated swallows. At last, she lay back, breathing heavily. The phial was empty.
Bagdemagus took the small bottle and set it beside the bed, then touched the young woman's face. Rebecca was about the same age as the new Queen, he knew, perhaps even a year older. Like the monarch she served, Rebecca was sweet and pale, apparently untouched. Bagdemagus could not resist the temptation to confirm the idea.
"Lift up your gown," he whispered in Rebecca's ear. "All the way above your legs, and part your thighs wide."
Eyes still closed, the handmaiden did as she was bade, pulling upon the satiny fabric of her sleeping gown. Bagdemagus watched as slender, alabaster thighs were fully revealed, then the girlish hips, and the thick pelt of russet down that coated the young woman's sex. As she been instructed, Rebecca spread her lean thighs wide. The faint aroma of her femininity reached the wizard's senses.
"You are mine, I command thee," whispered Bagdemagus, settling his hand upon the girl's right thigh. "Open yourself for me."
Rebecca frowned in her sleep, perhaps trying to fight he magical compulsion that guided her. But she could not resist, and slid her hands down her body, over the bunched-up gown beneath the full swell of her breasts, to her naked abdomen and lewdly-displayed sex. With a soft sigh borne of natural arousal, her fingers eased through the downy dark curls and pulled at the hair-lined lips.
Bagdemagus craned his neck, looking upon the girl's exposed treasure.Such a simple and beautiful thing,he thought, and placed his own hands over Rebecca's plump pink lips. The girl hissed in response, then sighed deeply, her mouth falling slack.
Fingers – both hers and his – caressed the fleshy labia, bringing the smallish clitoris to prominence within its hood. Bagdemagus grinned upon feeling the girl becoming slick, her fragrance stronger in the air. Gently, he pushed a finger inside her.
Rebecca moaned, and lifted her hips, just a bit, spreading her legs even wider. Subconsciously, she pushed against the wizard's hand, forcing the finger to delve even deeper. She whimpered as the barrier within blocked him.
"So you are a virgin," muttered Bagdemagus, inhaling the gentle fragrance of raspberries in the young woman's hair. His finger stroked, massaged, prodded against the defender of Rebecca's purity. He slid his finger back, admiring the glistening wetness upon it . . . then thrust it back in rudely, deeply, sundering the barrier. "But not anymore."
Rebecca arched her back deeply, her face contorting in pain. But just as she was about to cry out, Bagdemagus was whispering, telling her to be quiet, be still, to absorb the pain and let it fade. He felt the warm spurt of blood over his finger and splash into the palm of his hand. He kept the invading digit buried as far as it could reach as the natural tremors ebbed. Finally, Rebecca sagged into the bed, panting and moaning softly.
Bagdemagus smiled at his triumph, and lifted his bloodied hand. Casually, he licked the tip of his finger, getting a taste of the deflowered woman. He leaned over and kissed Rebecca's lips.
"You are mine," he said to her. "You will follow my every command, even unto your own death. Watch the queen, and remember all that you see and hear of her."
"Yes, milord," whispered Rebecca, her breathless voice less than a whisper.
"Evelyn is to remain chaste, pure, untouched until the midsummer day," continued Bagdemagus. "You will do all that you can to insure this, even offering yourself as consolation to any suitor who threatens the Queen's virginity."
"I will, milord."
Bagdemagus petted the young woman's hair, kissed her once again as he moved atop her. He took one of Rebecca's hands and guided it toward his groin. "Now will I reward you for your service," he whispered into her mouth, even as her hand slipped inside his breeches to find his engorged arousal. Eagerly, without his coaching, she guided him toward her bloodied sex.
"Ohhh . . . yes, milord . . . ."
***
Back within his sanctum, Bagdemagus leaned over the small desk that lay along one of the stony walls. An aged scroll was open before him, yellowed and brittle with age. The ink glowed softly with its own arcane energy.
"When summer's day draws nigh
And monarch, pure and sweet
Sits upon a throne set high
Death she shall meet
For then the hand that doth slay
Will know the power and the glory
And henceforth from that day
That hand shall write the story."
Bagdemagus chuckled darkly, his eyes blazing with anticipation.Six score years and more, he thought.The journey has been long. But it will all have been worth it.
"Indeed."
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Another conquest, she thought as she left the chambers of one of the lesser nobles of Vix. At this rate, I should have all the men of the kingdom under my spell. Her lips curled at the corners as she exited the small manor, breezing by the guard who held the door for her. Her carriage awaited at the end of a long walk that wound through a lush garden. The moon was only half-full, casting little light through the trees and thick shrubbery.
"You are certainly making the rounds."
The Lady Viviane gasped as she heard the dark voice behind her, and spun about to see the owner of the voice. She knew, intuitively, who the man was; she had felt his presence from the moment of her arrival to the kingdom.
"Bagdemagus," she said, watching the shadows slide off the man's surprisingly youthful face. Defensively, she 'bumped' her power, subconsciously hoping it would make the wizard complacent.
He cocked his head with a rakish smile. "The one and only," he said, sweeping his arms out. He did not seem to be concerned that he stood, more or less, in full view of Viviane's carriage guards. But then, she reasoned, he was a wizard, after all.
Mustering her courage, Viviane planted her hands upon her well-rounded hips, thrust her chest out. Her considerable cleavage was barely restrained by the bodice of her dress, which she had not completely laced after her latest dalliance. "Well, I would have preferred a better circumstance in which to meet," she said. "But I suppose this will have to do."
Bagdemagus looked amused. "Are you trying to seduce me?" he asked with a soft chuckle. "Oh, that is rich. But I must commend you on your stamina." He stepped past her casually, approaching the small fountain within the nobleman's lawn. Viviane followed with her eyes.
"What do you want?" she asked him, fuming slightly.
"Certainly not you," he quipped, knowing that his words would make her bristle. Thanks to his spies, he had learned quite a bit of the prince's half-sister.
"No, of course not," she shot back, eyes smoldering with ire. "But, then, at your age, that would be problematic, wouldn't it? I wonder if the damn thing still works."
Bagdemagus glanced over his shoulder with a smirk. "It has its uses," he said. He faced her once more, leaning against the fountain and folding his arms. "Now," he said with a tone that meant business. "It seems your brother is doing quite nicely with the Queen. Very chivalrous he was, after that dreadful business the other night. Tsk, tsk, tsk. Tragic, really."
Viviane narrowed her eyes. "Very," she said dryly. "Not that you had anything to do with it, of course."
Bagdemagus simply smiled. "What motive would I have for killing the Queen's foster family? They were nothing to me . . . as are most people, I might add."
"Indeed," Viviane rejoined, stepping closer with a suspicious look upon her face. "Yet, now Evelyn has found comfort in Drest's arms. That would go a long way to cementing an eventual union."
The wizard's face was unreadable. "I suppose it would. From tragedy comes strength, and all that. It's almost . . . predictable."
Viviane's lips pouted in thought. "And just why would that concern you?" she asked. "What does a wizard care about the affairs of a kingdom? Or that Drest and the Queen be wed?"
"Oh? What makes you think I'm concerned?"
She waggled a finger at the wizard. "I know a thing or two about magic," she said. "I know which rocks to turn over."
Bagdemagus snorted softly. "Oh, do you? Do you think yourself a wizard? Being the adulterous child of a king and supposed sorceress does not give one command of the Ether. That takes decades . . . centuries, even."
Viviane's eyes blazed for a moment. "Perhaps I know more than you think," she said haughtily.
Bagdemagus arched an eyebrow. "Highly doubtful," he said patronizingly. He took a tired-sounding breath. "No, the reality is that you were somehow blessed with a bit of instinctual magic . . . the ability to play upon others' inhibitions. Useful, certainly . . . but not quite the same as knowledge of the Craft."
Viviane seethed. "I have time to learn," she said, then smirked. "Unlike you."
The wizard smiled knowingly. "Oh, if only you did know," he rasped.
Viviane rolled her eyes. "I think I tire of this game of words," she said, then began to turn away.
"And impressive man, isn't he?" Bagdemagus called out.
Viviane stopped, frowning. She turned back to the wizard. "What are you talking about?"
"That simpleton you are so fond of," the wizard said, casually regarding his lightly-callused nails. "You know, the . . . big one." He smiled knowingly, lifting his eyes to read Viviane's consternated expression.
"Don't think I haven't noticed," Bagdemagus continued. "Oh, certainly, you have gone to great lengths to spread your . . . influence. But there is always that one man to whom you return. That groomsman. Eric, yes? Yes, that is his name: Eric . . . ."
Viviane ground her teeth. "He is of no concern to you," she declared, feeling an anxious rumble in her chest.
The dark wizard chuckled. "No, but he is to you," he pointed out. He narrowed his eyes. "Curious that you keep returning to him, above all others. And that he never seems to be left like a panting dog in your wake. That vexes you, doesn't it? That there is a man without inhibitions for you to feed upon?"
Viviane folded her arms defensively. "Nothing vexes me," she spat.
Bagdemagus pushed away from the fountain, taking two slow, deliberate steps toward the woman before him. "I beg to differ," he said menacingly. He reached out a hand, touched Viviane's face. She stiffened slightly, but stood her ground.
"I could slay you with barely a thought," whispered Bagdemagus. "A powder, a potion . . . the dagger at my hip. But I think it would be more interesting to see what mischief you might make."
Her nostrils flared slightly. "You should not dismiss me so casually, wizard."
Bagdemagus smirked once more. "Oh, but I do," he said dryly. From behind Viviane came the loud sound of a twig snapping. Immediately, she whirled about, searching the garden to see who was there.
But there was no one. Not that she could see, even with her sharp eyes. She let out a breath, turned back to Bagdemagus.
She was not entirely surprised to find that he was gone, leaving no trace of his presence. Wearily, Viviane shook her head.
"Damn wizard."
***
The sounds of swords clashing filled the training grounds of the castle. The members of the guard had been paired up, facing each other with dulled blades as the captain drilled into them the fineries of swordplay. His raucous voice echoed in the air.
"Bells! Don't swing so hard! You'll tire yourself out! Hooper, watch your flank! Greaves, you hold the blade too low when you parry! Delfs . . . ."
Beside the stables, John and Eric watched the training. Their chores for the moment were finished, at least until David came along with something else for them to do.
"Look at these idiots," scoffed John, shaking his head. "I bet you and I could take the lot of them."
Eric chuckled. "Not likely," he said. "You do well with a stick, but it's not the same as a fistful of steel."
John soured. "I know my way around a blade."
"Well, that is a moot point, since you are a stable hand, and not a guard."
John shot the larger man a look. "And we both know why that is. I could prove my mettle against any man among the guard, and it would net me nothing. Just because of my buggered heritage."
"Yes, well, being buggered didn't keep you from buggering, did it?"
John snorted as he recalled his first 'meeting' with Lady Viviane. "That was quite nice," he said. He frowned at Eric. "Of course, you got the better deal on that one. As always."
Eric shrugged with a confident look. "Alas, what can I say? The woman is infatuated with me."
"And any man in a noble's coat," John muttered under his breath. "I'm surprised you haven't gotten the pox."
"Hmm. Now that you mention it, the ol' John Thomas has been a bit itchy lately . . . ."
John winced. "Saints. Spare me the gory details."
Eric laughed, then fell into silence as the two friends continued watching the practicing guards. After a moment, he pointed. "What do you think of that one? What's his name?"
John's brow furrowed in thought. "Hmm. Cedric, I think. Supposedly a childhood friend of the Queen. Little wonder how he became a guard."
"Regardless of how, he shows promise," Eric said. "Look. He's up against Falhurst."
Upon the grounds, Cedric, newest member of the guard, squared off with the more experienced Lieutenant Falhurst. It was well known that Falhurst was a master swordsman, with no equals. He lacked the intricacy of strategy, however, which kept him at his current rank. But the man seemed content with his position, and his reputation.
"Come on, pup, show us what you've got!" Falhurst rumbled as Cedric advanced.
Cedric grinned. The sword felt natural in his hand; it was obvious he had a knack for swordplay. Strange to think that he had never aspired to more than becoming a cobbler, yet here he was, his hand filled with steel.
"Beware pups who bite," he quipped, then lunged. Steel rang on steel; both men grunted. Blades flashed, clashed again, then again.
"Not bad," muttered Eric.
John shrugged. "Eh . . . he's all right."
Around Cedric and Falhurst, the other guards stopped their sparring and formed a wide circle. Cedric had already lasted longer than any other guardsman; they were anxious to see what he could do.
For several moments, Cedric admirably held his own in the duel with Falhurst. The other guardsmen watched, some smiling in admiration, others with confidence for their lieutenant. But none could deny the natural strength, speed and skill Cedric possessed.
"You're quite good!" expelled Falhurst at one point, as blades locked and the two men were brought face-to-face.
"I could say the same about you!" returned Cedric. He shoved back, then swung, a wild strike that extended his reach and exposed his side. Falhurst swatted the blade away, then passed his own sword behind his back, exchanging hands. Swiftly, the tip of his blade shot up, stopping just short of doing damage as it pressed into Cedric's right armpit.
Falhurst grinned as his opponent froze. "Confidence is good, lad. Overconfidence is not."
Cedric's face colored with admonishment. He stepped back, lowering his blade and nodding his head in a gesture of respect. "I'll remember that," he said.
Falhurst chuckled. "You've the makings of a fine swordsman, lad," he said, clapping Cedric on the shoulder. "Keep it up."
Cedric grinned. It had only been a couple of days, but he already knew whom the other men respected. To receive praise from Falhurst was akin to having the captain himself shaking one's hand.
"My thanks," he said, feeling proud.
***
Weapons practice was finally done for the day. Cedric felt sore and sweaty, yet invigorated. He was reminded of muscles he had forgotten he had, and sported a few bruises here and there, but it was all worth it.
I'm a guardsman, he thought, and grinned as he stood in the relative coolness of the feed barn. He dipped his hands into a large barrel full of water, splashed it over his face. The chill water felt invigorating as it flowed down his face, soaked into the simple tunic he wore. His crimson guard's jacket lay across a wooden rail, all but sodden with sweat.
"Ho, there, boy, that water is for the horses."
Cedric looked to the origin of the voice, finding the two hulking groomsmen standing in the doorway. He struggled to remember their names. One was Eric, the other . . . Joseph? He could not remember.
"My apologies," Cedric said. "I just needed to cool off a bit."
The largest of the two -- Eric -- stepped forward. He glared upon the young guardsman. "Oh, and just any bucket of water will do?" he asked growlingly. "Never mind that said water has been purified for consumption only by the mounts of the Queen and visiting prince?"
Cedric paled slightly. "I . . . I didn't know," he said.
Eric and John faced the young man in an almost menacing way. Then, suddenly, they sputtered in laughter, doubling over and clutching their sides.
"Oh, the expression 'pon your face!" roared Eric.
John mimicked Cedric, his eyes wide and lips puckered. "'I didn't know,'" he quoted, then degenerated into laughter.
Cedric rolled his eyes. "All right, you've had your fun," he said. But he could not deny the smile that tugged at his own mouth.
Eric, still laughing, extended his hand to the guardsman. "Aye, we have," he said. "I'm Eric, this is John. And you are the Queen's boyfriend."
Cedric paled again. "Wh-what? I am no such thing! I-I mean, she's the Queen! Our relationship is completely platonic, and has always been!"
John shrugged. "Ah, well, the rumor-mongers would say differently."
Cedric frowned, instantly angered. "Any rumors to the effect of . . . of coital relations betwixt myself and the good Queen are patently, utterly, and absolutely false! And I'll see any man put to death if he says otherwise!"
John and Eric exchanged glances. "He hasn't bedded her," muttered John.
"No, he hasn't," Eric agreed.
"I certainly have not!" cried Cedric. "Regardless of any desire to do otherwise, I admire milady the Queen and would not wish any inopportune thoughts upon her!"
Both larger men blinked. Eric held up his hands. "You've made your point," he said.
Cedric seethed a moment, then backed off, snatching up his jacket. "I love her as I love a friend, or a sister," he said, donning the coat. "Nothing more. I will trust you both to keep that in mind, and not fuel any rumors."
"We are not the sort," Eric said, then smiled rakishly. "We have enough of our own rumors to worry about."
John and Eric shared a chuckle. Cedric merely huffed, buttoning up his coat. He paused as he took up the baldric to which his sword was attached. He smiled wryly. "Three days ago, I was just a shoemaker's son," he said, almost to himself. "Now I wear the coat of a Royal Guardsman and carry a blade. Life is a strange thing."
John grimaced. "For some," he said wryly.
"Cedric?"
All three looked toward the door to behold Rebecca, the Queen's handmaiden. She was dressed in riding gear, although it was well-known that the young beauty had little experience in the saddle. Her lack of experience, however, did not seem to be an issue at the moment; she looked more than delectable in her bellcloth skirt and form-fitting top. The firm mounds of her breasts were showcased admirably by the uplifting bodice she wore.
"The Queen has asked me to pick up a few things from the village," the handmaiden continued with a sweet smile. "The captain said you could escort me."
Cedric swallowed apprehensively. He was aware of the envious looks given him by both Eric and John. More than anything, those looks fueled him, inflaming his young male ego.
"Of course," Cedric said at last. "I would be more than happy to escort you."
The demure brunette smiled, batting her eyes.
***
Eric and John watched as the grey-flanked mare bore Cedric and Rebecca away. Both men could not help but envy the way the Queen's handmaiden molded herself to Cedric's back, clasping her hands just above the guard's waist. Her rump was inspiring as it bounced upon the saddle of the trotting horse.
"I'll say this for him: the lad's learning quickly," commented Eric.
John mused darkly. "There's something about that girl—"
"Aye, there is."
"Not that," continued John in irritation. He stepped into the sun, watching as the gates opened for the single horse and her two riders. "'Tis something else. I can't quite put my finger on it."
"Nor will you, it seems. That girl plainly has an eye for our newest guardsman."
John gave his friend a frowning look. "Aren't handmaidens supposed to be chaste?" he asked.
Eric shrugged. "Muriel was . . . still is, supposedly. But that is not to say that all are to follow in that vein."
"Still . . . don't ask me why, Eric, but there is something . . . nefarious about Rebecca. I have a strange feeling about her."
Eric rolled his eyes, slapped his hand to the back of John's neck. "Listen. I know you feel there are spies everywhere, but—"
"But what?" queried John, turning to face the older man with a challenging look. "If you were Prince Drest, and you wanted to know everything there was about the Queen, who would you employ? What better spy than the woman who spends practically every hour of every day with her?"
Eric pursed his lips in thought. "'Tis a stretch," he said.
"No more so than a supposed wizard roaming the castle and killing at will," John said pointedly.
Eric let out a heavy breath. "So, what, then? Follow them?"
John grinned rakishly. "We've nothing else to do for the remainder of the day . . . ."
***
Cedric beamed with pride. He thoroughly enjoyed the reception he and Rebecca received as they rode into the village. Many had known him as little more than a cobbler's son; now he was resplendent in the crimson coat of the Royal Guard, escorting none other than the Queen's handmaiden. For the son of a shoemaker, this was the highlight of his life.
"Make way for the Queen's handmaiden," Cedric announced with pompous flair, his hand at the small of Rebecca's back as they started through the market.
"Cedric, my sweet, don't make such a production of it," she whispered over her shoulder.
Cedric cleared his throat. "Of course, milady."
"And I am not a lady," she added, with a mischievous gleam in her eye.
"You certainly are in my eyes."
"Oh, Cedric," Rebecca said with a note of condescension in her voice. Yet the playful expression she bore hinted at something more.
Cedric chuckled, and left the handmaiden to her shopping. He watched as she wandered about the carts and booths in the market square, selecting various things such as candles, incense, and perfumed soaps. Rebecca was warmly received by the merchants, who recognized her instantly.
"By the saints! Cedric, is that you?"
He turned, looking upon a matronly woman and her 'entourage' of children. The little ones were all between ten and sixteen years of age, spaced about a year apart. Their ruddy faces reflected the simple life they led, the life which Cedric had followed until just a few days before.
"Mrs. Albright! A pleasure to see you!" He opened his arms to the woman, who gave him a quick, friendly hug.
"Nay, the pleasure is mine," she said appraisingly, looking the young man over. "I must say, you do make for a fine soldier."
Cedric blushed. "My thanks," he said. "I am still getting used to it."
Mrs. Albright touched Cedric's cheek with a smile. "I always suspected there was a greater destiny for you than to follow in your father's footsteps," she said. "Now I see that I was right."
Cedric's eyes dipped. "You flatter me."
The matron's eyes wandered across the market square, finding the handmaiden as she added to her basket of wares. "What a lovely charge you have," she said. "I dare say the handmaiden may be second only to the Queen in beauty."
Cedric's cheeks reddened slightly, though he tried to hide it. "I haven't noticed."
Mrs. Albright laughed softly. "Oh, of course not," she said, chiding him. "You are a guardsman. Your eyes seek out only the dangers of the world, which your fine sword shall lay low."
Cedric tried not to smile. "I suppose I cannot hide anything from you," he said.
The woman smiled back. "Cedric, you have entered a new world. It is not one like anything you have known before."
He nodded. "So I am discovering."
Mrs. Albright's features darkened a bit. "How is our Queen?" she asked. Her features softened with sympathy. "Tell me honestly, Cedric. With all that happened two nights past—"



Cedric hardened his face. "She is the Queen," he said firmly, then lowered his head. "Of course it hurts her, what happened to her parents . . . to those who raised her. But she is the regent, and a strong one, at that. There are other things that command her attention."
The matron nodded. "Such as . . . her romance with Prince Drest?"
Cedric met the woman's eyes. "Mayhap," he said. He took a deep breath, letting his chest swell. "I will tell you this: Drest is a good man. A fine man. I dare say he is worthy of the Queen."
Mrs. Albright curtsied quickly. "Your word is enough for me, Guardsman," she said, then touched his cheek once more. "Take good care of her."
Cedric took the woman's hand and squeezed it gently. "Ever my intention," he said meaningfully.
***
Cedric dragged his feet as he toted the large satchels, loaded with Rebecca's purchases, behind the handmaiden. Elation at being a guardsman in charge of protecting the Queen's servant had become annoyance at being a pack mule. He cursed himself for forgetting that a woman, regardless of her station, is always a woman, and that meant affectation for the material things in life.
He was therefore relieved when Rebecca announced she was done with her shopping.
"Cedric, darling, could you take the purchases to the horse?" she asked as they stopped near the broad caravan bridge that spanned the river dividing the village. "I have one last thing to get, but it may take a few minutes to pick it out. Just wait by the horse, if you would."
The guardsman frowned. "I'm not sure that would be a good idea," he said worriedly. "I am to remain with you at all times."
Rebecca smiled sweetly, her dark eyes twinkling. "You are a gallant man," she said affectionately, touching Cedric's face. She leaned in, planting a soft, lingering kiss just at the corner of his mouth. "I won't be long," she whispered. "I promise."
Cedric's heart fluttered, and he blushed like a young boy just praised for drawing a chalk picture on parchment. "Well . . . all right, then. But don't be long."
Rebecca winked. "It will only take a few moments," she said with a smile, and turned about. Unseen by Cedric, the smile faded quickly as she headed away, replaced by a look of determination.
The guardsman sighed, watching the gentle wriggle of the handmaiden's hips, admiring the way her skirt hung off her graceful hips. But he shook his head, clearing away the beginnings of licentious thoughts, and gathered the satchels in his hands once more. Trudging his way back through the market square to where the horse was tethered, Cedric did not see as Rebecca veered away from the shops of the market square, instead heading toward the long bridge with its numerous covered nooks.
***
"Were you followed?"
The dark voice startled Rebecca as she sat upon the narrow wooden bench. There were three shallow alcoves on either side of the bridge, used by guards and soldiers and the occasional weary traveler. They were just deep enough for two people to be hidden from prying eyes.
"No, milord," whispered Rebecca, her heart palpitating as she realized she was in the presence of her master. She sighed softly as she felt a strong hand upon her shoulder, the brush of his lips against her right ear.
"Good," he said simply.
Rebecca swallowed with anxiety, yet not the sort that worried her. She immediately felt the moistness between her thighs, the hardening of her nipples against the rough fabric that constrained them. "May I look upon you?"
She heard him move, the barest sounds of rich linen and leather. "Turn about," he said.
Eagerly, Rebecca did so, swinging her legs over the bench. She found herself gazing upon the man of her dreams, in all his formidable glory, his impressive countenance. There surely could not be a more handsome and desirable man in all of Vix . . . indeed, all the world.
Bagdemagus smiled upon his charmed servant. Her devotion, it seemed, was total. The level to which some he charmed went to show their allegiance occasionally surprised the wizard. But if Rebecca had convinced herself that she was in love, then all the better.
The wizard touched the handmaiden's chin, gazing down into her wide dark eyes. He noted the wetness of her lips, how they parted slightly as aroused breath escaped between them. Her total submission was arousing to him. He felt himself swell beneath his breeches. Wordlessly, he straightened, worked the snaps that kept him decent. Before him, Rebecca all but panted in expectation, her eyes locked upon the wizard's groin.
"May I, milord?" she asked breathlessly.
Bagdemagus chuckled. "Of course," he said, and let the handmaiden's hands search through the folds of linen to find her prize. She swooned as she extracted his cock. Her soft, gloved hands were cool about the shaft. Immediately, she shifted on the bench, bring her face closer. She inhaled deeply of his masculine aroma, and whimpered.
"Tell me of the Queen," Bagdemagus commanded as Rebecca lavished his staff with her wet lips and tongue.
Rebecca panted on the wizard's cock, dragging her tongue along stiff, warm flesh for a few moments before responding. "She remains chaste," the handmaiden reported. "But seems to have some bit of attraction for the Prince. Since the death of her parents . . . she appears to . . . appreciate him."
"That is good," the wizard said. He slid a hand behind Rebecca's head and pushed his hips out. He grinned at the grateful, muffled moan the handmaiden emitted as her mouth was filled. He began pumping his hips slowly. "I want you to encourage the Queen to consider Drest a worthy suitor. But subtly. Do you understand?"
"Mm-hmm," mumbled Rebecca, sucking deeply and desperately. Wet smacking sounds escaped her lips, as well as the occasional laborious sigh.
"And watch, as well, that vixen of a half-sister, Viviane," continued Bagdemagus, moving his hips faster, feeling the quickening begin. "She is a crafty one. But do not be obvious about it."
Rebecca slipped her hungry mouth from the wizard's cock, shiny tendrils of saliva streaming from her lips in the growing twilight. Her gloved hands stroked swiftly and firmly. "As you command, milord," she gasped, then dove down once more, sucking greedily, moaning repeatedly with her desire for her lover's release.
Bagdemagus groaned, cradling the girl's bobbing head in his hands. "You serve me well," he whispered. His cock throbbed in the tight, sucking cavity of Rebecca's mouth. "You deserve a reward." With that, he grunted as his release came, gushing from within him to fill the handmaiden's receptive mouth.
Rebecca moaned at tasting the rich, bitter fluid, squeezed and sucked harder to insure she received it all. She savored the taste of him, moaning contentedly as she milked the last drops of fluid from the wizard's staff.
Abruptly, Bagdemagus pulled back, withdrawing his shiny phallus from Rebecca's mouth. "Enough," he said, tucking his spent member away. "Swallow your reward."
Rebecca gave her master a dreamy look, then swallowed his essence with relish. The thick fluid warmed her throat and stomach. She licked and smacked her lips, wiped her chin and the corners of her mouth with the tips of her fingers before sucking them clean. "I exist to serve you, milord," she said. "'Tis all I can think about."
Bagdemagus grinned as he finished rearranging his clothes. "Of course it is."
***
Enough of this, thought Cedric angrily, eyeing the setting sun. The shops were closing, the merchants with their booths and carts packing up their wares. She's been gone long enough, and I have humored her too much today.
Cedric stood up from the rockbed that surrounded one of the massive oaks Vix was famous for, and found a stout young lad, a few years his junior, lingering nearby. "You! Boy! A silver for your palm if you watch my horse for a bit."
The boy perked up and approached, stopping beside Cedric's mount. "Coin first," he demanded with typical adolescent surety.
The guardsman chuckled, slipped the coin from his belt. He flipped it through the air, and the boy caught it. "I expect everything as right as rain when I return."
The boy winked. "Of course, sir!"
Hands gripping the hilts of sword and dagger, Cedric headed off toward the apothecary toward which he had last seen Rebecca go.
***
"What do you think?" whispered John as he and Eric stood within the shadows between James the Blacksmith's shop and the apothecary. Both men had their eyes on Cedric as the guardsman approached, then entered, the latter.
"I think we are ill-suited as rogues," commented Eric, adjusting the strap of the crossbow slung over his shoulder. "Nor as spies."
John frowned back at his friend. "We're not spies!" he insisted in a hushed voice. "We're . . . patriots."
Eric rolled his eyes. "Spies," he said. "You know, I could have spent my afternoon enjoying a dalliance with one of the scullery maids, but no . . . I had to listen to you."
"You and your conquests," John scolded. "Here we are, looking out for the welfare of the Kingdom, and all you can think about are your wenches."
Eric sighed. "You call this 'looking out for the welfare of the kingdom?'"
"Much better than shoveling horse feed and manure," bemoaned John, looking back around the corner of the alley. He watched as Cedric emerged, looking worried. The guardsman stopped a pudgy merchant, asked him some questions. The man responded with a shrug, then a thoughtful look, eventually pointing toward the caravan bridge. Cedric thanked the man, then headed off.
"Come on," John said excitedly. "The game's afoot!"
"'The game's afoot?'" echoed Eric dubiously. "Where did that come from?"
John shrugged. "Don't know. Perhaps it will catch on some day. Come on."
***
Cedric jogged up to the bridge, passing torchlighters as they returned from lighting the lanterns framing the bridge. The guardsman looked about anxiously, his heart beginning to pound. By the saints, he thought. If I've lost her, if some harm has come to her, I shall never forgive myself.
But then he saw her, stepping from one of the alcoves, halfway down the bridge. Rebecca had a small smile on her face, obvious even in the growing dimness.
"Rebecca!" called Cedric.
Her eyes snapped up, her smile vanishing instantly. "Cedric?"
The young guardsman dashed forward, sword scabbard slapping his thigh. "What have you been up to?" he called. "I've been waiting nearly half an—" he trailed off as a dark figure emerged from the shadows behind her, the pale face, framed with jet, malevolent and sneering.
"Rebecca! Look out!" Cedric shouted, doubling his speed even as he withdrew his dagger. Booted feet pounded heavily upon the wooden boards of the bridge. He snapped his arm back, the blade of the dagger pinched between his fingers. "Step away, blackguard!"
Rebecca gasped, seeing the flashing steel in Cedric's hand, and stumbled, falling to the ground. Behind her, the wizard only smirked as the guardsman charged.
"Oh, look," chuckled Bagdemagus. "A hero." His hand slapped to the ivory hilt of the slender sword at his side.
"Keep down, Rebecca!" shouted Cedric bravely, coming to a halt less than twenty paces from the black-suited man whom he assumed was a mere robber or highwayman. His arm snapped forward, hurling the dagger with all his might. The path of the whirling blade would carry it right to the menacing figure's heart.
Inhumanly, however, Bagdemagus pivoted, even as he slipped his sword free with a resounding ring. His free hand caught the flying dagger by the hilt, and as he spun about, the blade was flipped until it was held expertly for throwing. In the blink of an eye, Cedric found his own dagger hurled back toward him with deadly precision.
Desperate wits were all that saved the guardsman from a gruesome death. He jerked to the side, yet still felt a sting along his cheek as the dagger flashed past. Impulsively, he slapped his gloved hand to his face, feeling it slippery with blood.
"You're quick, I'll grant you that," said the wizard as he strode forward, forgetting Rebecca upon the ground. His sword lead the way, like a shaft of silver light jutting forth from darkness. "But how quick, I wonder?"
Cedric gathered his bearing quickly and drew his sword. "Blackguard or assassin, I care not which," he said bravely. "You shall not impugn the dignity of the Queen's handmaiden!"
The dark-garbed man stopped several paces away, cocking his head with an amused expression. "Do they teach you to talk that way at the castle? Or does it just come naturally to you?"
Cedric glared along the length of his blade, holding it firmly with both hands. "You will not distract me," he said. "Step away from Rebecca, and I will let you go."
"Oh, will you? And what if I refuse? Do you think you could do better than your fellow guardsman, that fool pup Rogers?"
Cedric frowned, recalling the name . . . the name of the guardsman he had replaced. The one, it was said, that had been killed by . . . .
"Bagdemagus," whispered Cedric under his breath, his voice wavering.
The wizard grinned, and tapped his temple. "Oh, you are a smart one," he said patronizingly. He raised his sword. "Now, let us test your mettle."
Cedric swallowed nervously. Oh, bloody hell . . . .
***
At the end of the bridge, John and Eric looked on with wide eyes. Their ears had just caught the conversation between Cedric and the dark figure.
"No, it cannot be," breathed John. He looked anxiously to Eric.
The larger man was quick to take up his crossbow, already cocked and loaded. "Mayhap, mayhap not," Eric said. "And if that fool guardsman would get out of the way, it would not matter."
"But if it is the Spectre," protested John, looking back with worry-filled eyes. "How can we slay him?"
***
Bagdemagus noticed the two men appearing at the end of the bridge, and stepped to insure that Cedric stood between them. His evil eyes fixed on the guardsman. "Come on, boy, show us if the swordsmen of Vix have gotten better in the past few decades."
Cedric reaffirmed his grip on the hilt of his sword. His eyes darted over the wizard, noting the man's stance: he stood with feet spaced at shoulder-width, his body partially turned back. The singled-egded blade was held in one hand; the wizard's other held back the ends of his long cloak.
Cedric took a breath. "If this is how it must be," he said.
"Oh, it must," returned Bagdemagus, his damnable smirk unfettered. He looked like a cat about to toy with a mouse.
"Then so be it!" exclaimed Cedric, lunging forward. He stabbed with his sword, expecting it to be swatted aside by the wizard's blade. He was not disappointed, and with a pivot and a slash, spun about and hacked down through the air. The blow would have cleaved any man's skull.
But the wizard was quick, impossibly so, and deftly sidestepped the attack. His own blade flashed, and Cedric hurriedly raised his own to deflect the slash. Blade met with a shower of sparks. For a moment, neither man moved, their blades locked as intently as their eyes.
"Not bad," said Bagdemagus. "Try again?"
"I think I shall," commented Cedric with a grin, and advanced. He swung, hammered, pummeled with his blade, forcing the wizard back. Blades clashed and sparked, rung and trembled. The wizard was forced to give ground, spurring Cedric on. It appeared that the young guardsman had the advantage.
***
"I don't believe it!" exclaimed John, starting forward on the bridge. "That wild-eyed pup is doing it!"
Eric frowned, sighting along the arrow notched in his crossbow. "So 'twould seem," he said.
***
Fueled by his advantage, Cedric pressed on, forcing the wizard, the so-called 'Spectre That Walks,' further and further back. Forceful grunts exploded from his lungs with each powerful blow he landed. A mad gleam of anticipated victory shone in his eyes. At last, Bagdemagus was forced to the ground. Falling back with one hand planted to the ground, the wizard held his blade defensively.
"Enough!" cried Bagdemagus.
Cedric paused, standing over the man. "Drop your sword."
The wizard heaved with exertion. He chuckled. "You have beaten me, good sir," he said, slowly lowering his blade. "I am not the young man I used to be." He set his sword upon the ground, rolled to a sitting position.
Cedric grinned, his face glowing. "'Pon your feet, and no trickery."
Bagdemagus took a breath, nodding. "Just hold your blade," he said, pushing himself to his feet. "I am obviously no threat to you."
Cedric took a step back, sword held at the ready. "I will believe that when you are in irons."
Bagdemagus laughed in self-deprecation. "A smart man, you are," he said, and straightened with a last, heavy expulsion of breath. His features suddenly clouded, his eyes once more malevolent. "But not nearly smart enough."
Too late, Cedric noticed the long cord that ran from the pommel of Bagdemagus' blade to his wrist. And, too late, Cedric realized he had been misled.
With supernatural speed, Bagdemagus whirled about, his cloak held once more in his fist. It swept up, obscuring Cedric's vision like a black cloud. Cedric struggled to keep his wits, but the sudden obfuscation left him unbalanced. Still, controlled by desperate instinct, he slashed wildly.
By the time Cedric knew what was happening, Bagdemagus had already come about, having snatched up his sword, the cord from around his wrist bringing the hilt into his palm. With a vicious thrust, he buried the blade home, just above Cedric's right hip and slicing out through the back.
The explosion of pain stunned the young guardsman, only slightly more so than the look upon the wizard's face as he glanced to his chest. A flap in Bagdemagus' coat lay open, revealing pale skin and a thick line of blood. A single drop of that same blood dripped off the tip of Cedric's sword.
Bagdemagus touched his chest, smeared his own blood between his fingertips. A moment's disbelief crossed his face; he could not readily remember the last time he had seen his own blood shed.
Despite the pain that all but paralyzed him, Cedric managed a laugh. "So you're just a man after all," he muttered.
Bagdemagus' eyes darkened. "Don't insult me," he hissed, then jerked his sword free from Cedric's body. As the guardsman grunted with renewed pain, falling to his knees, the wizard's sword flashed. Self-preservation was all that allowed Cedric to raise his blade. But his grip was weak; the uncommon power of the wizard's strike knocked it from his hand, sending it flying far back behind him along the bridge. It landed point-first, embedding itself in the wooden planks.
"I applaud you, young man," Bagdemagus roared menacingly. "You have managed the impossible. A shame you will not—"
"Die, wizard!"
Bagdemagus snapped his head up, cursing himself for a moment for having forgotten the two well-built young man he had seen earlier at the end of the bridge. One of them now charged forward, snatching up the fallen guardsman's sword and leaping over the frightened form of Rebecca the handmaiden.
Fire in his eyes, John rushed forward, sword held firmly in his hand as he leapt once more, bounding over Cedric and onto the wizard. The most powerful blow he could muster smashed against Bagdemagus' raised blade. Truly forced back now, the wizard stumbled, rolled backward, and came up upon his feet. He was quick to recover, and to meet John's furious assault.
John did not have the advantage for long. Although apparently wounded, Bagdemagus moved with inhuman speed and precision. It was only a matter of moments before John found himself on the defensive, mustering all of his energy to counter the wizard's attacks. Bagdemagus was no longer interested in subtlety and misdirection, only triumph.



"Ahh!" John cried out as the wizard's slender blade slashed across his left shoulder, inches away from slicing through his neck. He stumbled back, falling to the bridge, his sword slapping hard against the bridge planks.
"All men are fools," hissed Bagdemagus, lifting his blade in both hands, ready to stab it down into John's heart.
The sharp twang of a powerfully-coiled line snapping forward barely preceded a red-fletched arrow as it sunk deep into Bagdemagus' chest. The wizard shuddered, then took a single step back, looking up with murderous eyes as Eric ran forward, already taking another bolt from his quiver. At the same time, John was rolling onto his feet, and even Cedric had some will left within him.
Bagdemagus made a quick decision, and leapt onto the edge of the bridge, above the swift-flowing waters below. Unceremoniously, he ripped free the quarrel from his chest and dropped it to the ground. His eyes met those of the three young men in turn.
"Another time, gentlemen," he intoned, then stepped from the bridge.
"No!" cried John, lurching forward. Beside him, his crossbow just loaded, Eric appeared, looking down as well. But the churning waters below, if they held the wizard, were not telling.
"Damn him!" yelled John, hammering the pommel of the sword upon the wooden rail.
"Methinks that has already been done," mused Eric darkly, sounding more calm and controlled than his younger friend. He glanced back. "The wizard is gone. We had best see to Cedric and Rebecca."
"But—" began John, his blood still boiling.
"But, nothing," said Eric firmly. He gave John a stern look. "Only a fool pursues a winless fight."
John seethed a moment, then forced reason into his mind. He glanced to Cedric, curled up against the side of the bridge, clutching his blood side. "You are right, of course."
Further down the bridge, Rebecca stared at the three men, the men who had come to slay her lover, the man of her dreams . . . she shook her head, frowning. No, wait . . . was he . . . is he . . . she was confused, fighting against the inclination in her mind that told her she existed to serve the will of Bagdemagus, her master.
Her eyes roamed over the three men, whom she knew were good at heart. John, the gentle yet strong, quiet stableboy, Eric, the boisterous giant, and Cedric . . . oh, Cedric . . . her protector.
But how could that be? Why would they need to defend her from her master? Her master was all that mattered in her life! He was her life!
Was he not?
Overwhelmed, Rebecca buried her face in her hands and wept.
***
Word spread quickly throughout the castle even before the three men returned. By the time Rebecca, John and Eric, leading the horse upon which a grievously wounded Cedric was slumped, appeared through the gates, the guard and hospitalers were at the ready. They took Cedric down, placed him upon a litter.
Queen Evelyn, flanked by the new personal guard assigned her by Prince Drest, stared at her lifelong friend as he was borne away. She made the immense effort to hold back her tears. A monarch does not allow herself the luxury of emotion, she told herself, recalling her recently-learned lessons.
She steeled herself and faced the three figures now escorted before her. Her handmaiden, the groom Eric, and the stablehand John. Flanked by guardsmen, the three of them hung their heads in shame before her.
"Rebecca, to your chambers," Evelyn ordered. "I will speak with you later."
"Yes, my Queen," she whispered, and stepped away, framed by a quartet of guards. The Queen addressed the two men before her.
"What happened?"
John and Eric exchanged looks. Eric spoke first. "It appears your handmaiden, milady, was threatened by a rogue of some sort. Cedric was first to challenge him—"
"A rogue!" cried John. He looked to his Queen. "'Twas not a rogue, your highness. 'Twas him. The Spectre That Walks. And he was wounded."
Evelyn caught her breath. "Are you certain?"
"We cannot be—" began Eric.
"Yes!" snapped John. He took a brave step toward his Queen, knowing he was overstepping his bounds. He, John, stablehand and grandson of a whore, meeting the Queen's gaze. He made the supreme effort to remain calm, yet fiercely sincere. "My Queen, it was him. I know not what evil deeds he intended to commit upon your handmaiden, but if he is able to come close to her, then . . . if I may say, your highness, you are not safe. I have seen this bastard about before. Here, in the castle."
Evelyn frowned with concern. "What?"
"John, you know not what you speak!"
John shot a look to his friend. His eyes flared intently. "Yes. I. Do!"
Eric seethed, but fell silent. He lowered his eyes.
John continued: "Your highness, I have heard all the stories, but always thought them the works of frightened minds and grey-haired old spinsters. But I stand before you, with this wound on my arm and fierceness in my heart, to say that I know Bagdemagus is real. I have faced him."
Evelyn search the stable hand's eyes. "You are certain of this."
John nodded. "I am."
Evelyn was quiet a long moment, her eyes averted as she considered what she had been told. "Your name is John, yes?"
He nodded, and bowed. "I am your servant, milady."
"I will think on what you have told me," the Queen said. "In the morning, I may call for you."
John stepped back. "Yes, your highness," he said.
Evelyn's hazel eyes swept to those of Eric, who met her gaze for a moment before casting his down. For all his words, Evelyn could not hope but think that all John had said could be mirrored in Eric's words, if only the man would speak them.
"It has been a long night," Evelyn finally declared, for all to hear. "I want all guards on alert, and there are to be no visitors to the castle tonight. None! I do not care if it is the Earl of Westlake or the Duke of Grandsleigh! Let them camp outside the walls, or find a room at the inn."
"Yes, your highness!"
With a swish of her petticoats, Evelyn followed the light of lanterns toward the infirmary of the castle, where her friend lay.
***
"The wound was surprisingly clean, your highness," the surgeon told her. "Although the blade when straight through, it appears to have missed all the major organs. Even with the loss of blood, it appears Cedric will make a fast recovery."
Evelyn allowed herself a smile as she breathed out. "That is good news," she said. She met the aged man's eyes. "May I see him?"
The surgeon smiled thinly. "Were you not my Queen, I might say no," he said. He gestured behind him, into the infirmary proper. Pale light from candles within sconces bathed the room in an orangish glow. It was a soft, comfortable light, pleasing to the senses.
"Thank you," Evelyn said, stepping past the surgeon. At her entrance to the room, the hospitalers retreated, leaving their regent alone with the valiant young guardsman.
Cedric lay sublime upon the bed, simple white sheets covering his body to his chest. His face was expressionless, relaxed in sleep. His hands lay upon his abdomen.
"My hero," whispered Evelyn with a small laugh through her nose as she sat upon the edge of the bed. She took one of Cedric's hands, gripped it gently. For a long moment, she simply gazed upon his face.
"I remember," Evelyn began, her lips twitching with a smile. "I think I was about eight, or nine. We used to play this game, down by the river. I was the queen, and you were my champion. You killed demons and devils and goblins and ghouls, all to save me."
Her eyes swelled, reddening with tears. She sniffled. "Now look at us: I am the Queen, and you have just faced the devil . . . ." her words became choked in sobs as she leaned over, touching her forehead to Cedric's hand. She shuddered for a moment, letting her tears spend themselves, soaking into the sheets that covered the young man. Abruptly, she jerked herself upright, cleared her thick throat.
"You will not leave me, Cedric," she said firmly. "I do not let my friends go. You have been there, every bit my brother as the brother I never had, and you are not going to leave me now!"
Cedric's eyes flickered. His hands squeezed Evelyn's.
The Queen smiled softly, laughing beneath her breath with elation. "Yes, that's it, brother. Don't leave me."
Slowly, Cedric's eyes opened. They struggled to focus. The blurry form before him slowly coalesced into one he knew well. He smiled crookedly.
"Evie," he said through dry lips.
Evelyn trembled, fresh tears flowing. She leaned over her friend, her brave guardsman, ran her hands through damp hair. "That's it, Cedric, come back to me."
His smile grew to a rakish grin. His eyes flickered heavily. "He's just a man," he whispered. "I wounded him."
Evelyn's smile faded. "Did you?"
Cedric nodded slowly. "He . . . he's a wizard, but . . . he's still . . . just a man . . . ."
Cedric's grip tightened for a moment upon Evelyn's, then relaxed as he gave in to the temporary oblivion of sleep. The Queen gazed upon him fondle, stroked his hair, kissed his cheek. Then she rose.
Benedict was waiting for her at the archway of the infirmary. Evelyn was not all that surprised.
"I believe we should talk," he said grimly.
The Queen took in a breath, meeting the Chancellor's gaze. "My chambers," she said.
***
Evelyn lead the way into her chambers, leaving Benedict by the door. After weeks of suffering his pompous pretentiousness, she decided to give the man a bit of his own medicine. She left him behind as if she would any servant in the castle, not that it was the Queen's habit to do so.
Her anteroom was spacious, adorned with all the finery that seven generations of kings and queens could bestow. Tapestries, furnishings, rugs, and trinkets, all of the finest quality, lent the Queen's private chambers an air of regality and power all their own.
"You don't approve of me," Evelyn said, approaching her vanity. She began removing her earrings. "That is fine. I don't much care for you, either."
She caught Benedict's insulted look in her mirror, but spoke before he could. "But should that really surprise you?"
She dropped her earrings into the ornamental box on her vanity and turned about, fixing Benedict with a direct look she had never given before. "You served my father well, and as a citizen of Vix, I suppose I should thank you. But now, I am your Queen. You may not like it, and I suspect you do not, but now you serve me."
Benedict bristled. "I did not come here to discuss the balance of power," he said. "We both serve the kingdom."
Evelyn glanced away. "Yes, that is true," she said. Her eyes flashed back to his. "Then what did you come here for?"
Benedict stepped forward. "Do you know how many times your father, King Richard, was married?"
Evelyn frowned. "Four times, including my mother."
"Six," corrected Benedict. He impulsively straightened his waistcoat. "Six wives, not all of them queens, with your mother as the first. And not one gave Richard an heir. In fact, not one bore any children at all."
Evelyn ground her teeth. "And he sent them all to death for failing to provide a 'worthy' heir," she spat. "I will not mince words. My father was a devil, an evil bastard as terrible as Bagdemagus could ever be!"
Benedict raised a single finger. "Perhaps," he said as he paced. "Or perhaps he was not nearly as smart as he thought he was."
Evelyn slanted her eyes in suspicion. "What do you mean?"
"You must think upon the odds that a man would take six women to his bed, and of all of them, only one would give birth, and to a girl-child, rather than the male he desired. And that being only the first, with the following five being, mysteriously, barren."
"What are you getting at?"
Benedict stopped pacing and faced the Queen. "Your father's troubles were not the random acts of chance," he said. "King Richard was a petty and greedy king. He hated the thought of his mortality. He deigned to believe he could live forever. And, to that end, he entered into an . . . agreement."
"With . . . whom?" asked Evelyn warily.
Benedict smiled crookedly. "Ah, now you are beginning to think," he said. "With whom, indeed. Whom, you ask, would have the power to change the fates, and guarantee a male child to spring forth from Richard's loins . . . a child to be sculpted, shaped, and formed into his own image. A child into which Richard, himself, could live again . . . and again, and again . . . ."
Evelyn swallowed nervously. "You speak madness," she said.
Benedict laughed. "Aye, that I do!" he exclaimed. "For Richard's plan was madness! And fostered by a darker insanity, that used him, consumed him." His face dropped; he looked suddenly reticent. "I realized too late what was happening, and by then, you were already born. Richard was furious; he ordered the hospitalers and wardens and surgeons tending your mother to leave."
Evelyn backed away, colliding with the vanity behind her, making perfumed vials and jars of fragrant powders shake. "I don't believe you," she pushed out in a frightened huff.
Benedict's eyes met hers. "You had better," he said meaningfully. His eyes drifted away again as he continued: "But there was some heart left within your father. He could not see you smothered, or otherwise snuffed away; instead, he ordered you banished, gave you to a childless couple in the village. I like to believe that he saw, in that moment of your birth, the salvation to the evil he had begun."
Evelyn gripped the edges of the table beneath her. "What are you talking about?" she nearly screamed.
"I am talking about you," Benedict said solemnly. "Your father sought to insure his own immortality through a bargain with the devil. Or to be more precise, a devil of a wizard named Bagdemagus. But he ruined that bargain, in some way, and the devil took his due. Instead of a son, Richard sired you, a girl-child. And he never sired anything again. In a way, it seemed the devil insured that you would inherit the throne."
"That does not make sense," Evelyn said. "Why would Bagdemagus want me to take the throne?"
Benedict shrugged. "That is one thing I do not know," he said. He jabbed a scarred finger toward the young monarch. "And it is the one thing you must figure out."
***
It was long past midnight. The castle and the village had quieted down. Only the lonely howls of wolves upon the moors could be heard now and then.
Evelyn sat at her writing desk, a quill dipped in ink poised in her hand. Her journal lay open beneath her, yet she could not think of what to write. So much had happened within the few weeks in which she had gone from a simple peasant girl gathering mushrooms for the apothecary to the law-giver of the land. To put it all down seemed . . . typical.
Her parents -- Michael and Rachel -- had done what they could, reminding her of her heritage and the potential eventuality that Evelyn might grace the throne some day. But what they had always told her had always seemed like fairy tales. Every girl wants to think she might become a beautiful princess, and marry a handsome prince . . . .
Now, however, Evelyn had surpassed the fairy tales. She was not a princess, she was a Queen. She was the voice of the land. She could declare that all men wear purple kilts on Tuesdays, and her decree would have to be obeyed under penalty of law.
Evie allowed herself a small laugh at the idea of every man in Vix parading about in purple kilts. But the mirth faded. Just because I can, she thought. It does not mean I should.
"You are up late."
Evelyn stiffened at the sound of the voice, but did not give in to her immediate sense of fear. Instead, she curled her fingers about the slim hilt of the silver letter-opener upon her desk. She spoke over her shoulder.
"Have you come for me, now?" she asked.
There came a dark chuckle. "Perhaps."
Evelyn turned in her chair, deftly slipping the silver blade beneath the billowing sleeves of her nightgown. She faced the dark-garbed man who now stood in her room. The hooded lanterns reflected their light off the dull silver toggles on his coat. The man's face was anything but aged; Evelyn was tempted to believe the man before her had not even seen thirty summers. But the age -- the evil -- was revealed in his dark, swirling eyes.
"No," she said, pushing slowly to her feet.
Bagdemagus cocked his head. "No?"
"No," the Queen repeated, maintaining her gaze upon his. It seemed the only thing that supported her strength. "You haven't come for me. You need me."
The wizard's eyes narrowed slightly. "Oh, do I, now?"
"You always have," Evelyn said. She slowly smiled, a mad, reckless smile. "You can't kill me."
Bagdemagus lifted a hand and wagged a finger back and forth. "Tsk, tsk, tsk," he clucked. "Don't count your chickens just yet."
Evelyn stepped closer, a bravery she had never known funneling itself through her veins. Inches from the wizard, she looked up at him, her eyes blazing. "Cock-a-doodle-do," she said flippantly.
Bagdemagus laughed, albeit uneasily. He stepped back. "Such a silly girl," he remarked.
"A silly girl you need," she retorted. She brought up her hands, the one clutching the bright, sterling blade aimed for the wizard's heart.
But Bagdemagus was quick, and he caught her wrists. He glared upon her. "Heed your station," he whispered harshly. "You serve your people. And a good regent should be willing to sacrifice herself for the good of all."
Evelyn found herself whirled about, the copious robes of her gown flying up around her head. She cried out, stumbling to the floor, landing upon her back, staring up at the wizard. He stepped forward, looming over her.
"Is that what you intend?" she cried. "To sacrifice me to your devil?"
Bagdemagus chuckled, holding up the small, slim blade in his hand. His eyes roamed over the polished surface. "Did you really think you could hurt me with this?" he asked. With a flick of the wrist, he sent the blade into the floor, less than an inch from Evie's head. The Queen gasped.
"Just what could you do," the wizard said as he unbuttoned his coat. "To me?"
Evelyn stared at the man's suddenly bared torso. There was a slight scar across his abdomen, and a thick welt, which appeared several days healed, several inches to the left of the center of his chest. Above the supernaturally-healed wounds, Bagdemagus' face grinned. "This is what your vaunted guardsmen inflicted upon me," he said. "Which, when you look at it, is nothing."
Evelyn pushed up to her feet. She took in the scars, the haughtiness of the wizard. Finally, she gave a smirk of her own.
"Then why did you run?" she asked.
Bagdemagus scowled, his features clouding over. "I never run," he hissed. "I simply . . . choose another day."
Evelyn responded with a moment's intuition that seemed to come from elsewhere. "Days that grow shorter," she said.
Bagdemagus regarded her a moment, then snarled. "You know nothing, little girl," he spouted. He raised his hand above her face. "But you will learn."
Evelyn sucked in her breath, tried to move away, but the wizard's strong grip kept her in place. She watched as the hand fell upon her face, then . . . .
Nothing.
***
"Three spades beats any high!" cried John, slapping the cards onto the bed top.
"Only if it is not a king," said Eric, jabbing a finger in his friend's face. "And a king he has!"
Cedric grinned, folding down his cards. "Two clubs and the king of diamonds," he said triumphantly. "I win!"
John sputtered, then groaned. "Pah!" he exclaimed, slapping down his cards. He chuckled upon Cedric. "I'll give you that, since you're wounded. But, soon as you're back on the grounds—"
"Which will be next week!" exclaimed Cedric.



John chuckled. "Saints bless you, Cedric," he said.
Cedric laughed back. "I know, I know, since no one else will."
"High card," suggested Eric, shuffling the card. The other two readily agreed.
"Wait!" said John, just before the deal. "What do we get if we win?"
Cedric and Eric glanced to one another, then to John. "Our heart's desire?" proffered Cedric.
The two larger men laughed. "Done!" declared Eric, snapping out the cards. Soon, each of the men held a single card beneath their hand. Eric met each of the men's eyes in turn. "To our heart's desire," he said.
"To heart's desire," echoed the others. In unison, they flipped the cards over.
"Bloody fucking hell!" cried John, looking upon the seven of clubs.
"'Tis not right, not right," said Eric, regarding the Queen of Spades. Strangely, the image of Lady Viviane appeared in his mind.
Cedric grinned, tapping the card before him. "Queen of Hearts, gentlemen," he said. "Destiny never lies."
Eric's gaze simmered. "Then you don't know women," he commented grimly.
The three of them laughed, and clapped hands. The raucous cacophony echoed throughout the infirmary, then died down as the three realized the advance of the nurses about them.
"You are disturbing the other patients," one of them said.
"Please, be discerning," said another.
John and Eric gave each other quiet looks. The both glanced to Cedric. "Appears our fun is at an end," Eric said.
Cedric chuckled. "For tonight." He offered his hand. "'Til tomorrow?"
In turn, Eric and John clasped Cedric's hand. "Tomorrow," they said.
Cedric settled back in his bed as the two burly men left. He felt blessed to have such as his friends. He shifted a bit upon the thin straw mattress, winced as his wound pained him. He took a breath, and the pain abated. After a moment, the dull throbbing faded away. He remembered the words of his queen, his friend.
"You will not leave me, Cedric."
"I will not," he spoke aloud.
"Cedric."
He blinked his eyes open, looked to the doorway. The voice, the form, neither belonged to his queen, yet he was not disappointed. Cedric smiled as he took in the brunette mane, the pale skin, the slender form beneath a loose gown.
"Aye."
She approached, gliding across the tiled floor to his bedside. She knelt upon the floor and took his hand. Rebecca's eyes were wide and round, dark as caramelized chestnuts and just as sweet. "Why?" she asked wonderingly.
Cedric frowned. "Why what?"
"That . . . man," she said, her brow furrowing. "Was he after me?"
"It seemed to be," said the guardsman.
Rebecca's face worried. "But . . . why?"
Cedric sighed. "You are close to the queen," he said. "Beyond that, I can only guess."
Rebecca ran her hands over Cedric's own, then lowered her head and rubbed her face against his callused knuckles. "I think I see him, in my dreams," she whispered.
The gaurdsman petted the handmaiden's soft dark hair. "I think we all do," he said.
Rebecca lifted her face. Her cheeks were streaked with tears. "Can you save me?" she asked in a breathless voice.
Cedric slowly shook his head. "No," he said.
The handmaiden's face contorted with tears. She clutched Cedric's hand tightly.
"I cannot save you," he said. "But I can protect you."
Rebecca lifted her head, her expression one of hope.
***
The following day, Evelyn, fifth Queen of Vix, appeared atop the steps of the royal manor within the castle, facing the nobles gathered upon the lawn of her courtyard. To one side stood the Lord Chamberlain, to the other was Benedict, the High Chancellor. Just behind her was Prince Drest, silent and expectant. Before them all, Evelyn felt empowered.
"Milords, miladies," she spoke, her words echoing across the grounds. "Nearly two decades ago, my father, King Richard, decreed an enemy of the kingdom. His name . . . is Bagdemagus."
A low murmur passed through the crowd. Evelyn continued unabated.
"Many of you, I know, would prefer not to believe in this myth of a wizard nearly as old as the kingdom. But I will say this now: he is real, and he means harm to us all. I know not -- yet -- was his plans are, but I promise you . . . ."
She looked out among the gathered nobility. "I promise you . . . he will not realize them."
Scattered applause met her proclamation. Evelyn raised her hands to quell it.
"I urge you, you nobles, with your guards and soldiers, your resources and even your spies, to be on guard against this man. He is tall and pale, with thick, dark hair, and he dresses all in black. He wields a sword with an ivory hilt and a single-edged blade. If any of you see, or hear, of this man, you will report to me, or my guard."
Evelyn allowed the hubbub amongst the crowd to run its course. She found the Captain of the guard off to the side, and nodded. Begrudgingly, the man stepped forward, followed by two others, both clad in the deep purple coat of the new Royal Guard. One walked somewhat stiffly, his recent wound still healing. The men were directed to remain, and the captain retreated.
"By my right as Queen, as regent of the land of Vix, I invoke the right of special privilege," she said. "Facing an enemy of the kingdom requires heart, and skill. And these two men have proven both."
Evelyn turned slightly, as a vassal stepped close, holding a sheathed sword in his hands. Smoothly, she drew the blade from the leather scabbard, held it aloft. The golden-hued blade seemed to glow softly in the afternoon sun. Evelyn held it before her with reverence.
"This is the sword of my great-great-grandfather, Gabriel, first King of Vix," she said. Her gaze swept out across the nobles beneath her. "It is unbreakable, like the will of the people I serve. It is the law of the land."
The Queen took two steps down, until she was just above Cedric and John. She smiled upon them. "Kneel," she said softly.
Dutifully, the two men did so, with Cedric wincing slightly.
Evelyn gripped the sword firmly, then laid the flat of the blade, in turn, upon the two men's shoulders. "In the names of Saint Michael, Saint George, and before all the spirits, I knight thee, both. Forget your beginnings, and embrace instead the glory of what you may accomplish."
Evelyn's eyes glittered. "Arise, Sir Cedric."
Gritting his teeth against the emotions that overwhelmed him, Cedric took to his feet. His gloved hands touched the golden blade, and as he was expected to do, he kissed it. "I accept my duty as knight of the kingdom," he said.
The Queen smiled, then looked to John, who remained on bended knee. He regarded the golden sword. "I am a simple man, milady," he said.
Evelyn nodded. "I know that," she said. "But I also know, as simple as you may be in thought, you are anything but in deed. Rise, Sir John."
Slowly, John took to his feet. He touched the sword, and, hesitantly, kissed it.
"Do you accept your duty as knight of the kingdom?" asked Evelyn.
John looked about, upon all the nobles who often despised him, upon the stablehands and laborers who were his brothers, upon the face of Prince Drest, standing off to the side and nodding his assent. For a moment, eyes fell upon Eric, his closest friend, standing strangely close to the buxom half-sister of the Prince, Lady Viviane. For a moment, he wondered how he could live up to his new duties, so strangely thrust upon him, without Eric to offer a guiding hand. His mind drifted back to the evening before.
"The Queen wants to revive the Knighthood," John said as Eric sat beside his bed in the infirmary. "I can't believe it, but she has asked me to—"
Eric nodded. "I know."
"She asked you, as well," John said knowingly. "But I suspect you declined."
Eric took a heavy breath. "You know of my past," he said. "I had not the heart to serve God; neither have I the heart to serve a kingdom. Why else, do you think, I remain a simple groom?"
"But you can be more," John insisted.
Eric met his young friend's eyes. "Not everyone wants more."
The moment was gone, swept back into the past. John blinked, returned his gaze to the golden sword before him, to the glowing face of his Queen. He found himself smiling with pride. He, John, grandson of a whore, knighted. "I accept my duty as knight of the kingdom of Vix," he saidwith conviction. "And as hopeful champion of my Queen, Lady Evelyn."
Evelyn smiled, and lifted the sword. A single glistening tear shone within one of her eyes. "Time will tell," she said softly. Her voice rose dramatically as she addressed the nobles once more.
"For the first time in over two decades . . . welcome, the Knights of Vix!"
Reluctantly by some, but enthusiastically by most, hands were thrust into the air.
"KNIGHTS OF VIX!"
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Three Warrows ran swiftly down the well-worn trail, panting from exertion, faces ruddy and grinning with excitement. They leapt off the path as they came to an ancient stone bridge, older than time it seemed, yet still sturdy enough to handle the daily traffic of wagons and horses that ferried goods to the human city of Heimdall, a league up the sloping trail.
Crouching low behind pale marbled stone, cracked and weathered and covered with well-worn glyphs, the three young halflings stared up the hill. All was quiet save for the burbling of the stream behind them and the occasional bird call in the trees.
"Are they coming?" asked the youngest of the three, a lad of a mere eighteen years. He had a ruddy complexion, curly chestnut-brown hair, and a perpetually red nose.
"I don't think so," said the oldest, a slender and athletic Warrow with short, dark curly hair and strong features. He frowned. "I'm surprised. They usually give chase much longer than this."
The youngest chuckled. "Maybe Idunn is on our side," he said, invoking the name of the nature goddess and patron of the Warrow race.
The other two gave the youngest strange looks.
"Are you a druid, now?" asked the oldest.
The chestnut-haired Warrow simply shrugged. They all stared a few moments longer up the road, then turned and rest their backs against the stone wall, laughing and congratulating each other for the day's events.
"Let's see what we got. Brandy?" asked the oldest, indicating the third member of the group. Unlike the other two, he had straight brown hair, kept, as always, in a topknot. He was the pudgiest of the three. He dug into his leather vest, came out with a small cloth bag, then pulled another like it from his breech pockets. The other two produced similar bags from various pockets on their person.
They dumped the coins on the ground, spread them out. Most were silver shillings, but there were a few gold crowns and many copper farthings. They counted the booty quickly, tossing the cloth and soft leather bags aside.
"A hundred and twelve farthings, eighteen gold, thirty-seven shillings," announced the oldest.
"Hah!" exclaimed the youngest, clapping his hands together. "I'm getting me some ham steak, squash fritters, pickled snake eggs with mint jelly, and flagon after flagon of beer tonight! Oh, and--"
"Shut up, Calo," snapped Brandy. "You're making me hungry."
"You're always hungry," chuckled Calo, reaching over to pat Brandy's round stomach.
Brandy glared, raised a meaty fist. Calo raised his hands defensively, but still chuckled. He looked to the oldest of the group. "How much for each of us, then, Waxley?" he asked.
"Here," said Waxley, stacking coins in his hand. "Six gold, twelve shillings, thirty-seven farthings each. There's one shilling left, so we flip for it. If it lands eagle-up, its either mine or Brandy's. If it's eagle-down, it's Brandy or Calo. Got it?"
The others nodded, and Waxley flipped the coin. It smacked into his palm, and Waxley slapped it onto the back of his other hand. It was eagle-up.
"Mine or yours, Brandy," said Waxley with a grin. "Feeling lucky?"
"I'm always lucky," laughed Brandy. "Eagle-up, it's mine."
Again, the coin flipped end over end in the air, smacked into Waxley's palm. Turning it over on his hand, he revealed the result: eagle-down.
Waxley chuckled, kissed the coin. Brandy shook his head. "So much for always being lucky," he said.
"Hey, but we still got thirty-seven shillings each, and six gold coins," said Calo, slipping his coins into a heavy leather bag at his waist. He jingled the pouch.
"Aye, you're right," said Brandy. "What's one more coin?"
"One more than you've got," said Waxley with a grin.
Brandy chuckled, shook his head. The three of them stood, dusting themselves off.
"Now remember," said Waxley, wagging his finger at the other two. At three feet, eight inches in height, he was taller than either Calo or Brandy by a good two inches. "Don't flash that money around. Spend a little here, a little there, but don't make it obvious. We were fishing all day, got some big catches, left our fishing poles at Calamity Point. We sold the fish to Heinrich. Got it?"
Brandy squinted in thought. "Which one is Heinrich again?" he asked.
Waxley rolled his eyes. "He's the dwarf from Gieldthagir Mor, remember? The one who buys fish for the taverns in Heimdall?"
Brandy snapped his fingers. "Right. Big fellow, black beard, big ear rings."
"That's the fellow," said Waxley, leading the others down the path over the stone bridge. In the distance, numerous plumes of smoke rose from between the hills, indicating the Warrow village of Crawley's Crossing.
"And don't go bragging," warned Calo to Brandy. "Like you almost did to Merla last time. If you got to brag, make something up. We're pick-pockets, for Bragi's sake!"
"I won't say nothing," grumbled Brandy, pouting. "I almost slipped with Merla, is all. I won't let it happen again."
"You better not," said Waxley. "I don't think my uncle would like to be standing watch over me in the jail."
"Aye, that wouldn't be good," said Brandy. "'Course, he had his day, didn't he? Adventured all over Gorwal, I hear."
Waxley smirked. "He went to Bogarty Wood with some big folks a couple times," he said. "Luthits and elves. And that was twenty years ago."
"I'd love to have a big adventure," mused Brandy, picking up a stick from the ground. He slashed at the air. "Take this, goblin!"
Waxley chuckled. "You'd do better to use a crossbow," he said, holding an imaginary one in his hands. "Uncle Riley never got close enough to anything to stab at it; he just shot out is eyes. Thoop!"
"Yeah, that's the way," grinned Brandy. "Goblin-slayer, that's what I'll be."
Calo snorted in laughter. "You can't even go camping a night in Bluster's Glade without crying for your mum. How're you gonna go kill goblins?"
"I did not cry for my mum!" protested Brandy, smacking his fists to his side. "I was just having a bad dream!"
"Aye, if I was dreaming about your mum, it'd be a nightmare, too."
"Oy! You take that back!" exclaimed Brandy, swinging his stick at Calo. The lankier Warrow laughed as he fended off the blows. Waxley just continued on toward the village, rolling his eyes and shaking his head.
Let Brandy and Calo sort this one out themselves, he thought.
"Help!" came Calo's strained voice. "Waxley! He's sittin' on me! Help!"
Waxley just whistled, slipping his hands in his pockets as he walked.
*
"Waxley Paddins!" blustered a heavy voice, gaining the young halfling's attention instantly. He jumped up from his bed, tossing the book he had been reading onto the small table in his room as his uncle stormed through the door. Riley was an impressive figure for a Warrow, thick-bodied and taller, even, than Waxley. He was clad in the blanched leather armor that marked him as a member of the constabulary. At his side hung a shortsword, hanging from his wrist was a sap. The latter weapon he smacked into his fist as he glared at Waxley.
The younger Paddins wore his best innocent face. "What? I was just reading. My chores are done, ask Pa!"
Riley's eyes narrowed. "I got a pigeon message from the Heimdall Guard just a few minutes ago. Seems some Warrows did a little pick-pocketing today at the Market Square."
Waxley shrugged his shoulders. "Me and the boys were fishing," he said. "We ain't the only Warrows out there, you know. Maybe it was those Briar boys from Silver Hole."
"It weren't no Briar boys," growled Riley. "Where's your fish?"
"We sold them to Heinrich," said Waxley quickly.
Riley's eyebrows raised. "Oh, really?" he asked.
"Yup, gave us a good price, too. I caught me a big pike, big as, well, big as your head!"
"Hmn. Funny that Heinrich didn't mention anything about it when I saw him today," said Riley.
Waxley swallowed nervously. "Well, it must have been after you saw him."
Riley sighed. "Waxley, my boy, let me give you some advice," he said. "You can't go through life taking advantage of other people, even if they are big folk with deep pockets. And you can't keep lying to cover your arse. Sooner or later, those lies will catch up to you."
Waxley stared at the ground, shuffling his feet.
"Now, we're going to talk about this later. I won't say anything to your father . . . For now. That will be up to you."
"But--" began Waxley in protest. He was stopped by Riley's steely glare, cast his eyes down again. "Yes, sir."
"And you'd better go talk to Calo and Brandy, too, before they spend too much. I'd like to do this quietly, especially since Calo is Captain Wills' son. I'll be back in a few hours, and I'll expect to see all three of you then."
Waxley made a sour expression. "Yes, sir," he said, then frowned. "Where are you off to?"
Riley took a deep breath. "There's been a dire badger sighted near Bluster's Glade," he said. "Captain Wills wants me and a few others to check it out."
Waxley's eyes bulged. "You're going to kill a dire badger?" he asked, awe-struck.
"Hopefully not," said Riley. "I've tangled with them before. Nasty buggers, they are, as tall at the shoulder as I am. Maybe we can just trap it and take it back into Bogarty Wood. But don't worry yourself about that."
Riley turned toward the door, then paused. "Remember what I said. We'll settle this pick-pocket matter when I get back."
Waxley nodded. Riley left with a grunt, his heavy, booted feet stomping on the floorboards. Waxley watched after him for a long moment.
A dire badger . . . Now that would be something to see!
*
Despite the warning of their oldest friend and informal leader of the trio, Brandy and Calo did, indeed, make their wealth known as they visited the tavern. They ordered feasts fit for the greatest of Luthit nobles and let the ale flow freely for all involved within the brew-soaked walls. It was not long before the tavern wenches took notice.
The one who straddled Calo's lap was a slender, dark-haired lass with multi-colored beads entwined within her long ebony strands. She let her loose skirt ride up her lean thighs as her arms draped over the young herren's narrow shoulders. Her emerald eyes glittered as she took him in.
"You're certainly a generous fellow," she said coyly, shifting on his lap. Casually, she tussled his thick hair. "I like that."
Calo smiled up at her, after glancing quickly to see that Brandy was also pleasantly enamored by a comely madchen. His hands sought her narrow waist and slowly crept upward. "Oh, do you?" he chided. His lips revealed a toothy smile. "Funny that you never showed me any attention before, Luralee."
Luralee's curled lips remained fixed. "I wish I had," she said, then leaned close. Her breath was sweet with the fragrance of cheap wine. "Perhaps we can make up for it."
Calo grinned, feeling his excitement grow, encourage by the warmth radiating from between the tavern girl's thighs. "I think we can . . . at a different place."
Luralee considered the young man beneath her, caressing his round face slightly. She slipped her leg from his lap and stood. "Come on," she urged coyly.
*
She moaned and grunted beneath him as Calo plunged away, burying himself inside the willing girl again and again. Luralee lay on her stomach, her back arched as she clawed the soiled sheets in the small home she shared with two other girls like her. Her firm buttocks quivered with each pounding thrust Calo delivered. Her dainty feet kicked in the air.
"Oh! Sweet! Idunn!" she gasped, pushing up on her hands. Her sweaty, flushed face peered back at Calo as he continued to delve within her.
"Aye, she is," hissed Calo, gathering a fistful of the girl's hair in his hand. Her jerked her head back and shoved his cock as deep as it could go. "Sweeter than you, wench."
Luralee cried out, her pussy clamping tightly around Calo's cock. "Ah! Yes! Say it again!"
Calo pounded into her, harder, deeper. "Wench!" he roared. "Vixen! Whore!"
"Oh! Ah! Yes!" The girl all but screamed as she exploded in orgasm, grinding her firm ass against Calo's slender body, rolling her hips savagely. She hissed through clenched teeth, dug her fingernails into the dirty bedsheets. Her spasms wracked her body for long moments, until she fell forward, burying her face in a pillow.
Still, Calo drilled into her, determined to bring about his own satisfaction. "Cheap tavern slut," he growled, gripping the girl's shoulders as he leaned into her. His hips smacked loudly against her quivering buttocks. "Tell me you're naught but a whore! Tell me!"
Luralee moaned, whimpering into the sheets, rolling her body eagerly. "I'm a whore," she murmured. "I'm your whore!"
"Yes!" cried Calo, stabbing deep one last time, spilling his seed within the girl. He grunted and spasmed, enjoying his release to the fullest. His cock burned within the slick, sucking womb of the tramp beneath him. At long last, he collapsed upon her.
"What a good whore you are . . . ." he muttered, heaving hot breath in her ear.
"Mmmm . . . ."
*
The Paddins sat quietly around the dinner table, partaking of a late-afternoon supper. Waxley stared down into his soup, dabbed at it with a chunk of bread. He was not conscious of his mother and father watching him, the former with worry, the latter with grim concern. Waxley's younger sister, Marilee, just fourteen and typically oblivious to the world, hummed a tune as she stabbed at chunks of potato in her bowl.
"What did Riley want?" asked Pa, breaking the silence.
Waxley was startled, and looked up, wide-eyed. "What?"
Waxley's father took a bite of bread. "He seemed upset with you for something," he said.
"Oh, you know Uncle Riley," said Waxley dismissively. "You misplace his shovel and he's ready to call on Thyr's lightning for it."
"Hmn," grunted Pa.
"They've been gone a long time," said Ma, customarily doing her knitting as she picked at her food. "It'll be dark in less than an hour."
"He's hunting a dire badger," said Waxley. His eyes flashed with excitement. "I bet he'll come back into town carrying it's head!"
"Ew," said Marilee. "Ma, tell him not to talk like that when I'm eating."
Waxley leaned toward his sister, grinning mischievously. "I can see it now. It'll be dripping with blood and gore, and it's eyes will be all bulged out--"
"Ma!"
"Waxley!"
Waxley chuckled, returned to his meal.
Half an hour later, as the sun was descending over the treetops of Bogarty Wood, Waxley and his father sat on the front porch of their hillside home, overlooking the village.
Crawley's Crossing was home to some sixty families, most of whom were descended from the original settlers who came here, three centuries before, after the land had been cleared of goblins and orcs by Captain Avery Crawley, on behalf of the Duke of Heimdall. Learning of the new development, the land that would become Crawley's Crossing was purchased by the first settlers, Warrows from Bower's Garden in the north.
In the centuries since, the perfect soil and rolling hills had proven ideal for growing grapes, and now, CC wines, as they were called, were well-known from the Luthit capitol of Amellard to the Modsognir Dwarven holt of Gieldthagir Mor. Making wine had become the dominant business for the Warrows here, as it was in other nearby villages such as Silver Hole, Badgerhead, and Twindowns.
"I've been meaning to speak with you, son," said Pa, drawing on his pipe. "You're a man now, Waxley, have been for some time. I'd like to bring you into the business."
Waxley rolls his eyes. "We have talked about this, Pa," he said. "I just don't think I could be happy watching over grape fields and tasting wines all day."
"Why not? It's a good life, good work. You could have your own label, plant your own vineyards. You could marry that Corabell girl."
Waxley gave his father a sidelong glare. "Corabell don't want to marry no winemaker," he said.
"So what does she want to marry?" asked Pa, reaching for a glass of the family label. "A pick-pocket?"
Waxley froze as he rocked in his chair. He didn't look to his father.
"As an example," continued Pa. "Or do you think that going on some great adventure will earn her heart?"
Waxley sighed, resumed rocking. "Don't you ever wonder what's out there, Pa? Didn't you ever want to go explore the ancient ruins in Bogarty Wood, or the Andromil Mountains? See the Brunhin in Argraine?"
"I know what's out there," grunted Pa. "Goblins, orcs, dragons . . . danger. That's what's out there. Listen to me, boy: leave the adventures to the adventuring type. Your place is here, in this village. Make yourself an honest living, marry yourself a descent girl. Make me a grandfather."
Waxley sighed. He knew from his father's tone that the matter, as far as the man was concerned, was settled.
The clamor of voices suddenly rose from the other end of the village, where the thick wooden palisade wall was broken by a gate that faced Bogarty Wood. Waxley and his father both rose to their feet as a constable rushed toward them, sweaty and flustered. He approached the Paddins patriarch with a plaintive expression on his face.
"Dubil, calm down, man," said Waxley's father. "What happened?"
Dubil took a deep breath, hung his head. "I'm so sorry, so sorry," he said. He lifted his head, revealing swollen red eyes. "It's Riley, sir. Riley's dead."
*
His body lay upon the bed of a wagon, a common end to an uncommon life. In death, Riley seemed to have shrunk in size. He no longer seemed the great, broad-shouldered constable he had been that afternoon. His face was relaxed, a mask of calm, yet his body bore the marks of a savage and brutal death. Blood had soaked through the blanket that covered him to his neck, but did not conceal the nasty gash on the side of his head, matted and caked with blood and gore. A crowd had gathered around the wagon, and all in attendance were long-faced, silently sympathetic.
"It was that damn dire badger," said Dubil, his voice apologetic. "It came out of nowhere! Just leapt from the trees and fell upon us. Poor Loman almost lost his arm, Tandy can hardly walk . . . But Riley . . . He held the beast off, let us regroup. I tell you, though, he gave as good as he got! I won't be surprised if we find it dead in the woods tomorrow. I hope it bleeds for a long time before it dies. Vile beast."
Waxley stared in mute shock at his uncle's corpse, wishing Riley would just sit up, wishing it was all just a twisted joke. But he knew it was not. His heart felt like it was being dragged down to the bottom of the sea by a twenty-king's-ton weight.
Beside him, Captain Wills took a deep breath. He was a somewhat smallish man, with curly dark hair and a round face, but he exuded confidence and command in his captain's uniform. He adjusted the cap on his head, stepped closer to the wagon. "This is a tragedy," he said. "We have lost our finest man."
He turned to Waxley's father. "I cannot tell you how sorry I am," he said.
Waxley watched his father, whose face was a grim mask. He nodded at Captain's Wills' words. "It was his life," he said. "I always feared this day would come, but he was ready for it. Riley never thought he would live forever, after all."



Wills pursed his lips, said nothing more. He stepped away from the cart, nodded to a pair of constables standing beside it. They quickly guided the pony that pulled it toward the Constabulary stable. Waxley watched as his uncle was carried away. His eyes lingered for a long moment, then turned back to his father. He was speaking with Dubil, who held an ornate, well-crafted crossbow in his hands.
". . . always said he wanted you to have this, you know . . . In case something like this happened."
Waxley watched as his father accepted the venerable weapon, which had been Riley's pride and joy for over two decades. There was no finer crossbow in all the village. It was lighter than most, yet stronger, with a powerful oaken bow and an ebony stock. Seeing the weapon brought a tear to Waxley's eye; he had learned to shoot with that weapon. Riley used to take him out to the fields outside of town and nail targets to trees. Waxley remembered vividly the first time he let loose a bolt from the crossbow; the recoil had bruised his shoulder.
The crowd somberly dispersed, offering words of sympathy to Waxley and his father. Within minutes, only the two of them remained in the village center.
"You wanted to know what was out there, boy," said Waxley's father dourly. "That's what's out there. Death."
Waxley stared at his father for a moment, his expression intense, his eyes quivering, then silently turned and headed back toward the house. By the time he made it to the front door, he had already made the decision that would change his life forever.
***
That night, a stealthy figure crept through the shadows of the hillside home. More than sharpening his skills as a pick-pocket, Waxley had learned through his many illicit forays into Heimdall that being able to hide and approach others without them hearing him was at least as valuable as being able to stand beside them whilst stealthily cutting their purse from their belts.
Now, that stealth served him well, for he was able to creak pen the door to his parent's bedroom just enough to allow him entry. Nearly crawling across the floor, Waxley headed unerringly for the heavy oak box that lay upon his father's dressing table. He filched the lock quickly, and opened the box in silence. With a glance to his parents' bed, Waxley grabbed the crossbow within, then ducked out back through the door.
Outside in the cool air, a grim-faced Waxley tested the strength of the bow, made sure it was tight, the trigger slick. He had already strapped a case across his back holding twenty well-crafted bolts; he hoped that would be enough. Drawing one of the bolts and settling it into the furrow of the crossbow, Waxley headed toward the western gate, beyond which lay the Bogarty Wood.
He did not realize, as he walked amongst darkened houses and past closed-down shops, that he was being watched by a tall, slender figure in the dark, a figure with the height and proportions of a human, yet with the pointed ears of an elf. The figure watched with interested eyes as Waxley made his way to the gate and climbed over it, then retreated into the shadows, vanishing from view.
*
In Waxley's mind, the scenario would go something like this: he would find the deadly dire badger who had murdered his uncle, lapping water from a moonlit stream. With a well-placed shot from Riley's crossbow, Waxley would fell the beast, then cut off its head as it writhed in agony. Triumphantly, he would march back into town and announce his victory to his fellow Warrows.
But the reality was much less dramatic. The Bogarty Wood was cold, damp and dark, and Waxley had a difficult time making his way. More than once, he stumbled, almost fell, and his clumsy feet snapped twigs loud enough to rouse rabbits from their burrows and night rats from the underbrush. He searched blindly through the forest, not having realized that the moon was only quarter-full, and thus its light was minimal.
Finally, after circumventing Bluster's Glade twice and venturing as far as a hundred yards in several directions, Waxley sat down against a tree and grimaced, contemplating his fate. True, he had been spared the humility of returning his ill-gotten coins to the Heimdall folk from whom he'd stolen them, but now, he was sure to catch Hela's fury from his father for taking Riley's crossbow. Obviously, it seemed to Waxley, there was nothing he could do right.
Fatigue and frustration combined to make his eyes heavy, and as he sagged against the great oak behind him, he drifted off to sleep . . . .
The snapping of twigs and the gibberish voices of goblins roused Waxley instantly. His eyes snapped open, and he clutched Riley's bow against him. He looked about, heart hammering, eyes fearful. Then the voices came again, from a small gully below the great oak, about thirty feet away.
There were five of them, Waxley counted, including a great, hulking figure twice the halfling's -- and goblins' -- height, clad in patchwork armor, a battle axe rested against his shoulder. Obviously on patrol, they had decided to break for a few moments, and sat in a small circle, no fire between them, munching on the dried remains of some unfortunate animal they had hunted days before. The goblins were filthy, wearing dirty leather armor, shortbows across their laps, slender swords across their backs. Even from his distance, Waxley could smell their gamey odor.
"Me wants to kill halflings," sputtered one in its native tongue, chewing a mouthful of jerky.
"Yeah, why ain't us killing halflings?" queried another. "All we do is hunt, patrol. Where halflings?"
"Shut up," growled the taller figure, which Waxley now recognized as a hobgoblin. In the pale moon light, Waxley could make out the insipid reddish hue of its skin. "We do what Master say. We kill halflings later."
"But why?" whined another of the four goblins. "No glory killing rabbits. Why big badger have all the fun?"
Waxley's ears perked up at the mention of the dire badger. Were these goblins somehow involved with it?
"Because that what Master wants," said the hobgoblin. "When time is right, we invade village, kill everyone. Master smart. He already kill best hunter in village."
"If best hunter already dead, why wait?" asked another goblin pointedly, eliciting supportive comments from his fellows.
"We wait for Master's approval," said the hobgoblin forcefully. "Village has strong wall. Master will weaken wall, let us through. When time is right."
"And when time is right?" challenged the first goblin. "I say we attack now, when all asleep. We bring back great glory, many halfling heads. We --"
The goblin stopped suddenly, and all in the band became silent. A twig had snapped as Waxley tried to creep closer. The goblins all looked upward, above the gully, in Waxley's general direction. Waxley froze, staring directly into the eyes of one of the closest goblins. The goblin's eyes grew wide in surprise.
"Halfling!" he shouted. "Halfling sniper!"
Cursing himself at forgetting that goblins possess better night vision than Warrows, Waxley quickly raised his crossbow, knowing that only the power of Riley's bow could save him from this unfortunate circumstance.
The hobgoblin stood, whirled about, brandishing his axe. His eyes, glittering unnaturally, fell upon Waxley. The Warrow could only make out the enormous form, but it was enough to take aim. With a desperate, grim expression, Waxley sighted and fired, just as the hobgoblin bellowed a powerful war-cry.
The dull, thumping twang of the crossbow was all but drowned out by the battle-cry, yet the aim was true. With a gurgle and grunt, the hobgoblin pitched back, clutching at its neck as it toppled backward. Even in the dim light, Waxley could see the fountain of blood spurting in an arc from the vile humanoid's neck.
"Patrol leader down!" cried one of the goblins, knocking an arrow in its bow. "Kill halfling!"
Watching the shadowed silhouettes of the goblins as they knocked their bows, Waxley scrambled for cover behind the great oak, gasped as he heard arrows thump into the body of the massive tree. He jerked another quarrel from his bolt case, reloaded Riley's crossbow with shaking hands. The sound of goblins running through dead undergrowth toward him made his movements frantic.
"Have him, hah!" shrieked a goblin, looming over Waxley with sword held high as the Warrow crouched. But with a fearful cry, Waxley raised Riley's crossbow and fired blindly. Bragi's luck was on his side then, for the quarrel, fired from a distance of less than ten feet, slammed into the body of the goblin, knocking it backward. The goblin sputtered, howled in pain as it tumbled down the slope from the tree. The feathering of the bolt could be seen protruding from its chest.
Waxley gasped, eyes wide in fear, and skittered up the slope, wanting nothing but to flee the goblins. But they pursued, firing arrows from their bows. One of them sliced through the thin leather on Waxley's right leg, and the young Warrow grunted in pain. Yet still he clambered, clutching Riley's crossbow in his grip. Panting and gasping, he reached the edge of a low stone wall, overgrown with vines and moss, a remnant of a bygone time, and vaulted over it. Arrows clattered against the rocky surface.
Eyes wide and full of fear, Waxley nonetheless had the presence of mind to reload his uncle's weapon. Breathing deeply and loudly, Waxley chanced a look over the stone wall. An arrow greeted his appearance, barely missing him as it shot past. He ducked his head below the wall again. His momentary spying had given him the relative positions of the remaining three goblins. One was coming directly toward him, curved and knicked sword held high. The other two were circling around, attempting to catch him from the sides.
As quietly and as quickly as he could, Waxley eased forward, crawling across the ground. His sharp ears could hear the breathing of the goblins and their movements through the underbrush. The closest one was coming from his left, about thirty paces away.
Waxley rolled forward, hoping his gifts at stealth would mask the sound of his actions. He spied a tree in the dimness of the quarter-moon, just wide enough so he could hide behind. As he did so, coming to his feet, he heard a valiant cry as the closest goblin charged where Waxley had been sitting . . . Only to find nothing there.
"Hunh?" grunted the goblin. "Where he go?"
"Right here, devil-spawn!" cried Waxley, popping around from behind the tree. In the pale moonlight, he could see the surprise evident on the goblin's face. But that surprise was soon transformed to dull, mindless shock as a crossbow bolt found its mark in the goblin's forehead. Noiselessly, the goblin fell back, stiff-bodied, like a tree felled in the forest.
Not waiting for the others to arrive, Waxley ran along the path bordered by the low stone wall, heading back toward Crawley's Crossing. His breath forced from his lungs in desperate spurts, his only wish was to reach to safety of his village . . . without a goblin's arrow in his back.
*
"Goblins!" cried Waxley as he stumbled back into the village, clambering through the western gate as the two guards atop it turned the wheel. "Goblins in Bogarty Wood! Goblins!"
He panted his way toward the constable's office, a low, earthen structure with a lantern burning in the window. As he approached, the door was flung open, and there was Dubil, a surprised and concerned look upon his face. Another constable, known as Farley, appeared with crossbow in hand.
"Calm down, boy!" barked Dubil, catching Waxley as the young Warrow fell against him. "What's the bother?"
"Goblins," gasped Waxley. "I killed three . . . But they're out there, and they know about the badger. They're part of it!"
"What?" cried Dubil, startled at Waxley's words. He helped the young Warrow steady himself, looked down at Waxley's leg. "Gods, lad, you're bleeding!"
"It's nothing," panted Waxley. He stared at Dubil. "I have to speak with the Captain. Please!"
"All right," said Dubil. "All right, lad, just calm down, have a seat. Let's get your wound tended, and then we'll see about speaking with the captain."
*
Captain Wills seemed none too pleased with being roused from his sleep, but, being the captain, he had no choice but to answer the summons given him by one of his men. Not bothering to take the time to don his uniform, he threw a pale blue robe about his night clothes and trundled off after his constable to the constabulary. Within, he found Riley Paddins' nephew, a suspected pick-pocket but otherwise good-natured lad, sitting upon a stool as the village's healer and Waxley's occasional target of affection, Corabell Undertree, used her healing magicks on the Warrow's leg.
"What's this I hear about goblins?" growled Captain Wills, looking upon Waxley.
Waxley bolted from his chair, startling Corabell as she knelt on the ground before him.
"Captain Wills, sir!" exclaimed Waxley.
Wills rolled his eyes. "You aren't one of my constables, boy, so cut it out," he said tiredly. "Tell me what happened."
Quickly -- and with some excited sputtering and stuttering -- Waxley described the encounter in the Bogarty Wood, including what he had overheard of the goblins' conversation. Mention of some unknown dark 'master' of the goblins made all within the room look at each other in surprise and consternation.
"Now, hold on," said Wills. "Are you sure you heard what you heard?"
Waxley nodded vehemently. "Riley taught me the goblin tongue from the age of eight," he said. "I know what I heard. The goblins follow a master, and that master wants nothing less than to invade Crawley's Crossing! The dire badger is only part of this master's plot."
Wills pursed his lips, frowning. "All right, Waxley, calm down. You've had a rough night."
Waxley took a deep breath. "Yes, sir," he said. He noticed the concerned -- but excited -- look Corabell gave him from the corner of his eye. Waxley tried not to think about her at the moment, although, clad in her flimsy nightgown and burlap robe, she looked demurely attractive, and the golden curls framing her round, sweet face were undeniably arousing . . . every bit as much as the swell of her round, firm breasts.
"We'll post watch," announced Captain Wills. He looked to his constables. "Rouse the others. I want every constable on the wall. If any goblin comes within bowshot, it is to have a bolt placed in its breast."
"Aye, sir!" said the two constables at once.
Wills turned back to Waxley. "As for you," he said, hands on his hips. "Congratulations. 'Tis not easy to skewer a pair of goblins and a hobgoblin. In the morning, we shall head out to look for these villains. Mayhap, if we can find a lone goblin, we can interrogate it, perhaps find out more about this 'master.'"
"Yes, Captain," said Waxley.
Wills approached the young Warrow and clasped his hands on Waxley's shoulders. "You've done well," he said. "If this should this turn out favorably . . . Mayhap there is a place for you in the constabulary. 'Twould only be fitting to add another Paddins to the roster."
Waxley's heart swelled with pride. "Nothing would give me greater joy," he said.
Wills smiled thinly, nodded. "We shall see," he said.
*
Corabell's healing had erased all trace of the wound on Waxley's leg. He felt not even a twinge of pain as he stepped out into the cool night air, Corabell beside him.
"Will the hero be willing to escort a madchen to her home?" she asked sweetly.
Waxley smiled. Corabell was the belle of the village, the target of every Warrow bachelor. Yet it was said that she remained chaste, pure, a mare unridden. Scarcely a year older than Waxley, the young blonde Warrow was still girlish in demeanor. But her classic voluptuousness identified her to one and all as a woman.
"Of course," he said. Cautiously, he took her hand, find her grip firm and ready. It was an encouraging sign.
"I am so glad you weren't badly hurt," she said as they headed down the slope toward her modest home. Corabell was an orphan; her parents had both perished a few years before while fishing.
"Ah, 'twas nothing," dismissed Waxley. "Barely a scratch."
Corabell smiled, soft cheeks bulging and revealing her dimples. "Of course."
They walked quietly for the remaining moments it took to reach the little cottage, built into the base of a large oak. Paper lanterns hung from the boughs glowed softly with orange-yellow light. At the door, Waxley took Corabell's dainty hands in his own.
"I am tempted to ask if you would come in for a nightcap," she said, her voice soft and breathy, wide blue eyes glittering. She had never looked upon Waxley in this way before, had never felt the stiffening of her nipples and the moisture between her legs.
"I would certainly not refuse," responded Waxley, feeling his own stirrings of arousal. Years of pining for the beauty of Crawley's Crossing, receiving nothing but teasing looks and remarks, and now . . . now she seemed on the verge of offering herself to him.
Corabell's cheeks flushed, both with nervousness and arousal. She took a deep breath, which naturally forced her impressive breasts to press against the flimsy, almost transparent fabric that covered them. Waxley felt his mouth go dry as he made out the shape of her stiff, pink nipples and the slightly swollen areolae that surrounded them.
Idunn's sweet, he thought.
Finally, Corabell spoke. "Perhaps . . . perhaps another time?" she ventured carefully.
Waxley tried not to show his disappointment and smiled. He gave her hands a gentle squeeze. "Of course," he said.
Corabell smile in return, nervous tension evident upon her face. She pushed open the door of her cottage, turned back once she had crossed the threshold. "Sweet night, my hero," she whispered.
Waxley nodded, glad that his dark breaches concealed the almost painful swelling beneath them. "Sweet night," he echoed, then turned about and hobbled back up the hill.
*
The morning sun cast a pale yellow radiance over the village. News of Waxley's encounter with goblins so close to Crawley's Crossing had reached every ear. Nearly everyone had turned out to see the constables gearing up in the village circle, tightening the straps on their blanched leather armor, securing quarrel cases to their backs, checking the resistance on their bows. Only four constables would be left behind with Captain Wills, who informed everyone that he had sent a messenger pigeon to Heimdall, asking for assistance.
Waxley strode from the tanner's shop, clad in stiff, dark, form-fitting leather segmented at the joints, with a thick guard over his right shoulder. All his gains from pick-pocketing had gone into purchasing the armor and his weapons. In his hand was Riley's crossbow, over his shoulder a case of bolts, at his hip a polished shortsword. Mutterings and murmurs passed through the crowd as they beheld the new hero. Yet Waxley's face registered neither pride nor self-congratulation. What he was doing was not for himself, but for the memory of Riley Paddins.
He started toward the constables, but his eye caught the stern look of his father, and the worried expression of his mother, standing side-by-side at the edge of the village circle. Oblivious as always, Marilee twirled and danced with her stuffed teddy bear clutched against her, moving to some melody only she could hear.
Hesitantly, Waxley approached his father, who took a deep breath at his son's approach.
"Waxley--" he began.
"Father, I must do this. I can't explain why, but I must."
Father Paddins paused, mouth open as if to speak further. Finally, he gave a slight nod. "Your mother has something for you."
Waxley, surprised at his father's unexpected acceptance, looked to his mother. She rolled a tiny loop of metal in her fingers. Her face fought back emotion as she approached her son.



"Son," she said. "Take this. It is engraved with the symbol of Haladine, the Protector. May it protect you."
Waxley was touched, his hard-set features softening. "Ma, you've worn that ring all your life. I can't--"
"Take it," she insisted, pushing the tiny steel circlet into Waxley's palm. "For me."
Waxley nodded. "I'll bring it back," he vowed.
She nodded, then huddled against her husband, the tears finally coming. Waxley's father stared at his son, a strange expression on his haggard old face. It was as if he was looking upon his son with new eyes, seeing within Waxley Paddins something he had never seen before.
Suddenly, Marilee was at her brother's side, tugging on the scabbard of his shortsword. Waxley looked down into his sister's innocent face.
"Are you gonna kill more goblins?" she asked.
"I don't know," he said honestly.
Her face wrinkled in childish conviction. "Well, if you do, you tell them one of them bolts is from me!"
Waxley smiled in spite of himself, patted Marilee on the head. "I'll do that," he said.
"Company!" came a commanding voice, that of the Lieutenant, a barrel-shaped Warrow named Alderlin. "Move out!"
"I've got to go," said Waxley, looking to his father.
Father Paddins gave his son a meaningful look. "Come back," he said.
Waxley nodded, swallowing nervously. Then he turned and jogged to join up with the constables. From the corner of his eye, Waxley saw his friends Brandy and Calo, standing amidst the crowd, giving him forlorn, though impressed, looks. Waxley nodded back, marveling for a moment how he had suddenly been transformed from one of the village trouble-makers into one of its guardians. Life, he decided suddenly, was nothing if not unpredictable.
The village, as a whole, watched the band of brave constables, and one unlikely hero, as they headed through the gate and toward Bogarty Wood. There were shouts of encouragement, calls to bring back goblin teeth and other trophies. Feeling a strange anxiety mingled with excitement within him, Waxley headed to the front, where he was to take his place beside Alderlin. Despite the grim circumstances, he could not suppress the excited grin that spread across his face.
*
"Aye, goblins were slain here," said Alderlin, squatting on the ground at the edge of the low stone wall behind which Waxley had hidden the night before. The bodies had been removed -- ostensibly by the dead goblins' comrades -- yet bloodstains still marked the earth, especially where the hobgoblin had fallen. Its pierced artery had gushed out the majority of his life's blood, which formed a large, dark puddle on the ground upon which flies buzzed.
"Fine work," he said, nodding to Waxley. Some of the other constables in the eight-Warrow squad echoed the sentiment.
"What now, then?" asked Waxley.
Alderlin, still crouching, stared across the ground. Like Riley, he was a trained hunter, whose eyes spotted details others would miss. "Four more came," he said. "Then later, four more. They took the bodies, headed north-west."
"Toward the ruins," commented Waxley.
Alderlin nodded. "'Twould seem so, Paddins," he said. "Mayhap that is their camp."
"How many goblins would there be, lieutenant?" asked one of the constables, nervously tapping his fingers on the stock of his crossbow.
"'Twould be a small band, I'd wager. But large enough to pose us a threat." Alderlin sighed, thinking. "I'd guess thirty goblins or so, plus a handful of hobgoblin lieutenants. And, of course, this 'master' they spoke of."
Nervous murmurs circulated through the constables.
"Quiet, lot!" barked Alderlin. He nudged his chin toward one in particular. "Dortmer!"
"Yes, lieutenant!"
"Uncoil that net of yours. We'll lay a trap for the goblins, see if we can catch some of them unawares."
Excitedly, Dortmer did as he was commanded, unwrapping the cumbersome bundle that was looped around his torso. Directed by Alderlin, the Warrow and two others set about their task with near-dwarven efficiency, laying the net upon the ground and bending saplings to which the ropes would be lashed. Two others followed the lieutenant's orders and applied the contents of two waterskins, converted to hold a thick, slippery liquid as viscous as molasses, to the slope just before the trap. As they worked, Waxley stood by Alderlin's side.
"Why make the trap now?" he asked. "Don't goblins only patrol at night?"
"'Tis a common misperception, lad," said Alderlin, arms folded above his thick midriff. "Because goblins see well at night, the belief is that they only prowl when Balder's light has set. But I know goblins, lad. They are as thick during the day as they are at night. And in daylight, we have the advantage, not they."
Waxley listened intently, nodded at the lieutenant's words. "But will they come this way again?"
Alderlin grinned. "Goblin's ain't bright, lad," he said knowingly. "They'll come back this way. It's part of their patrol. And judging by the absence of fresh tracks in the past few hours, I'd say they've yet to make their rounds. We'll wait in hiding, snipe a few of them to lure one or two into the trap. Then we'll take the prisoners back to Captain Wills, let him have his way."
Waxley grinned. "Sounds like you've got it all planned out," he said.
Lieutenant Alderlin snickered. "Aye, that I do, lad. That I do."
***
Sharp Warrow ears heard the cautious footfalls of poorly-shod feet through the underbrush, and silent signals sent through the constables had them all alert and ready. Dortmer's net had been spread across the path of the stone-walled trail, covered with dead leaves. The bent saplings that would gather the net, once sprung, were shrouded by the boughs and trunks of stately oaks. The Warrows had concealed themselves at angles on either side of the trail, so that when they fired, they would catch goblins in a crossfire without endangering themselves.
Waxley had been assigned as spotter, and he was settled high in a tree, some fifteen feet above ground. His dark clothing blended well with the coffee-colored leaves of a broad ironwood oak, and only if one knew exactly where to look would they be able to spy him.
So naturally, it was Waxley who first saw the goblins. There were eight of them, clad in ochre- and moss green-colored leathers, shortbows at the ready, arrows already knocked. Leading them was another massive hobgoblin. It looked more frightening, more impressive in the daylight. A veritable giant among the goblins, it carried a great, curved sword that was easily longer than a Warrow was tall, with a blade sturdy enough to chop the stoutest halfling in two.
Waxley gave the pre-arranged signal -- two acorns dropped to the ground, followed by two more -- and raised his crossbow. He sighted the hobgoblin from a distance of a hundred Warrow paces, but as he had been instructed, did not fire. He was to wait until the goblins were close enough, so that the confusion generated by Waxley's first shot would drive the goblins into the trap.
All I have to do is not miss, he thought nervously, trying to control his breathing. He squinted, following the slow-moving hobgoblin over the bridge of Riley's crossbow. Sweat beaded on his brow, born more from his anxiety than the humidity that made his leathers cling to his body. He was anxious; anxious to get this mess over with, anxious to see goblin blood spilt in the name of Crawley's Crossing. He had never been what he considered a bloodthirsty Warrow, but Waxley felt an intimate sense of insult at the affront these goblins had made by their very presence so close to his village.
They will curse the day their 'master' sent them here, he vowed silently.
Sixty Warrow paces from the trail where Dortmer's net had been laid, the hobgoblin leader suddenly stopped, silently raising his hand. Waxley caught his breath, raised his head from above the bow of his weapon, eyes wide with anxiety. The goblins spread out into a practiced semi-circle, fanning the aim of their bows in an arc before them.
Do they know we're here? Waxley thought anxiously. Tentatively, he palmed three acorns in his hand, ready to drop them to the ground, the signal that would alert the others that the goblins were aware of them. For several long seconds, Waxley's hand hovered above the ground, ready to release the signal. But then the hobgoblin leader grunted, gibbered something Waxley could not make out. The goblins returned to their marching order, and the patrol once again advanced.
Quickly, Waxley shoved the acorns back into his belt pouch, then sighted as before upon the hobgoblin leader. His breathing quickened as the patrol came closer. Fifty, then forty, then finally, thirty Warrow paces.
Waxley blinked, took a deep, silent breath, and held it. Close enough now that he could almost count the wiry hairs upon the hobgoblin's head, he aimed for the brute's heart . . . And squeezed the lever.
The dull twang of the crossbow sounded in the forest just before the bolt impacted in the leader's chest. The hobgoblin emitted a painful bellow as he toppled backward, but Waxley's aim had not been as exact as he wished it to be; the hobgoblin still lived, although it thrashed painfully upon the ground, grievously wounded.
At that moment, a pair of constables, further down the trail behind Waxley's tree, suddenly jumped up from their hiding places, calling to and goading the goblins. Momentarily confused, the goblins reacted only with anger and gibberish, yelling back at the two Warrows. Then, en masse as had been hoped, the goblins charged.
The trap was sprung; believing the two Warrows on the ground to have been the ones who wounded their patrol leader, the goblins rushed after them, oblivious to the true sniper who was concealed above. Waxley pivoted in his tree, reloading Riley's crossbow as quickly as he could as the goblins passed beneath his perch. They howled with battle-lust, some loosing arrows, others waving jagged and dented swords. The two Warrow decoys ran away from the border of the net, then ducked beneath the low stone wall on either side, where they joined their fellows.
At twenty Warrow paces from the trap, the constables all emerged from their hiding places amid a flurry of leaves and dead branches. The goblins' faces registered surprise and shock as crossbows twanged and thumped. Eight bolts launched; four goblins fell, pitching back onto the path. Then another staggered forward, its neck pierced by a particularly gruesome wound to the neck by Waxley's aim. Coughing and sputtering blood, it flopped to the ground, dropping its sword.
The forward momentum of the goblins was not easily stopped; confounded by the slippery gel that had been smeared beneath dead leaves and underbrush, the goblins fell to their rumps and slid forward. Two more were picked off by a volley of crossbow bolts, and were dead before they came to the net. The remaining two tumbled forward, directly onto the concealed webwork of ropes across the path. With a sharp snap and a rush of branches and leaves, the net wrapped around them and the two corpses of their fellows, ensnaring them all and hoisting them into the air.
The Warrows leapt to their feet, howling in victory. They encircled the net, chiding the goblins, insulting them in their own tongue. Barely able to move, let alone cut their way out, the goblins snarled, spat, yelled angrily.
"Aye, that's it," shouted one of the constables, dancing before the hanging net. "Struggle all you like, you're not getting out any time soon."
But as the constable hooted in laughter, he did not see the stumbling form of the angry hobgoblin come up from behind, blood trickling through thick, pale lips, slashing down with his massive blade. The constable's haughty tirade was stopped suddenly, his skull cleaved in two by the heavy blade.
Shouts and gasps erupted from the Warrows as they scrambled to bring their crossbows to bear. But before any could react, the hobgoblin suddenly shuddered, just as the thumping sound of a crossbow sounded. The hobgoblin staggered, eyes rolling back in his head, the feathered shaft of a quarrel jutting from the top of his skull. The fiend toppled backward, lifeless before he crashed to the ground.
Waxley exhaled deeply as he lowered his spent crossbow. "That was from Marilee," he said grimly.
The forest was suddenly quiet. Stunned eyes watched as Waxley swiftly descended to the ground, a forlorn look upon his face. He settled his guilt-ridden eyes upon the lieutenant.
"I'm sorry," he said, not knowing what else to say.
Alderlin approached the young Warrow, clasped his hand upon Waxley's shoulder. "'Tis the fates who took Milo," he said. "Not you. That is the way of battle. The Norns can be fickle during such times. Fret not, Waxley; when you see Milo again in Godsland, he will hold no grudge against you."
Despite Alderlin's supportive words, Waxley still felt as if he had failed somehow. "I thought the hobgoblin was dead."
Alderlin nodded to the corpse of the giant creature. "'Tis now," he said with a chuckle. "Fine marksmanship, lad. Very fine indeed."
*
Despite the death of one of their own, the constables returned to Crawley's Crossing as victors. Bound by ropes and manacles, the two goblin prisoners snarled and stumbled their way behind the constables' horses, spitting and yelling defiantly in their gibberish tongue. The anxious citizens of the village came out to welcome the victors, and even though the family of Milo Bloom mourned his loss, even they seemed gladdened that the constables had completed their quest.
Captain Wills came out to the village circle to greet the return, and he looked favorably upon the Paddins lad, now called Waxley the Bold by the constables. He nodded with a small smile as he listened to Lieutenant Alderlin's account of the events, then raised his hands to calm the crowd of villagers who chanted the glory of the constables and the swiftly-spreading news of Waxley's part in the goblins' capture.
"Fellow Warrows of Crawley's Crossing," he said in a loud, boisterous voice. "It is rare when we have a true hero in our midst. But it seems Idunn, and Bragi, aye, even Wotan himself, has blessed us. Waxley, come forth."
With a sheepish grin, Waxley stepped toward the captain, who palmed a small device in his hand. Applause surrounded Waxley; for which he felt both grateful and embarrassed.
"Waxley Paddins," said the captain, then grinned. "Or, should I say, Waxley the Bold! It is my honor to present to you the badge of the constabulary of Crawley's Crossing. May you wear it in pride, and may you continue to show the goblins of Bogarty Wood just what it means to endanger the good people of our village."
Applause sprang anew as Waxley accepted the badge. His heart swelling, his face beaming, he held the small leather badge above his head, thanking those who praised him. His eye caught that of his father, who stood away from the crowd, watching. And even upon that disgruntled face, there was a small smile of pride.
"Thank you, Captain Wills," said Waxley. "I won't let you down."
"I should think not. Paddins blood is becoming more and more a symbol of strength in this village, indeed, across all Warrow lands. You do us all proud."
Waxley smiled, pinned the badge to his chest. Applause erupted one last, cacophonous time, hats were thrown in the air, and amongst the crowd, Waxley the Bold found the approving and excited face of Corabell Undertree. He stared at her for a long moment, feeling that now, finally, he was beginning to fulfill his destiny. But at the same time, something troubled his mind; something that made him feel uneasy with all this sudden attention.
*
"Not a wound to tend?" came a soft, feminine voice as Waxley conferred with the other constables in the constabulary office. All faces -- Waxley's, the two constables', and Captain Wills' -- looked up as Corabell Undertree stood in the doorway, clad in a soft white gown, sunflowers in her hair. The setting sun behind her made her golden hair look even more radiant, made the flowers seem as if they had been set about the temples of an alluring dryad.
Waxley stared with unabashed adoration at the honey-haired beauty in the doorway. The room was silent a moment as Waxley and Corabell locked eyes. Then, Captain Wills cleared his throat, hiding a smirk behind his fist.
"Uh, well, I think that does it for the evening," he said. "It's been a hard day, men, a hard and good day. Sun's setting. Who's up for a tankard of ale?"
The two other constables, dumbstruck at Corabell's lovely appearance, did not budge until Captain Wills slapped his hands upon their backs.
"Oh -- right!" exclaimed one of the constables, as if suddenly remembering something. "Ale! Right! Only thing on my mind at the moment! How's by you, Rogley?"
The other constable stammered, eyes drinking in the way Corabell's dress seemed less to conceal her form, and more to accentuate her lush curves. "Uh, well--"
"Great!" exclaimed Captain Wills, ushering the two constables out the door. "I'll buy the first round!" Quickly, he slipped a key into Waxley's hand. "Lock up for me, will you?" he whispered, then winked and was gone.
Waxley did his best to suppress an embarrassed smile. He slapped the constabulary key in his hand. "Ah, sorry 'bout that," he said, looking sheepishly to Corabell.
She stepped closer, eyes boring into Waxley's with undisguised interest. "Do not apologize, my hero," she whispered. She stepped closer until they were less than a pace apart. Waxley was aware of a gentle fragrance surrounding her, something light and airy, yet also arousing.
Waxley laughed softly. "'Hero,'" he repeated. "I'm no hero."
"And that is exactly why you are one," she said, emerald eyes glittering up at him. "As far as I am concerned, there is no finer herren in this village."
Waxley took a deep breath, suddenly uncomfortable. "I didn't do all this to become a hero," he said. "I did it for Riley."
"And he is proud of you," she said sweetly, soft lips moist and inviting. "I know he is."
"Is he?" asked Waxley, brow furrowed. "Did you know, the day he died, he was going to arrest me?"
Corabell smiled demurely. "That doesn't matter," she said, nudging her face closer to his. "The Waxley then is not the same that stands before me now, the Waxley I wish to be my h--"
"It does matter!" exclaimed Waxley, stepping away angrily, startling Corabell. She jerked her head back, staring in innocent, confused surprise.
"I set out to avenge Riley, not obscure him!" cried Waxley. "It's as if, all of a sudden, people have forgotten him, forgotten all he did over twenty years! As if people have forgotten how he died, and what he died for."
"Waxley, darling, you're not making sense," said Corabell.
He stared at her. "Aren't I?" he asked acidly. "Or, perhaps you simply do not understand wherefore I speak. Riley's death brought to light a great threat to this village, a threat that goes beyond goblins and dire badgers. Do you know what we've been doing in here all day? Planning an infiltration of the goblin camp. Goblins! As if that is all we face!"
"What more do we face?" she asked, admonished before Waxley's anger.
"I just told you!" he cried, making her wince. He huffed and turned away, pulling at his hair. "Am I the only one who sees it? There is a . . . a sinister force at work here! A dark, evil master who commands a dire badger and an army of goblins! That is what we should be hunting!"
Corabell stared, wide-eyed, lips quivering. Waxley stepped up to her with a heavy sigh. His features softened. "Corabell, I am sorry. I do not mean to bring this upon you."
"You . . . You're frightening me," she said. "I've never seen you like this before."



Waxley's shoulders sagged. "That is because before, I was a simple pick-pocket," he said. "And, Idunn knows why, but I found that exciting. But I didn't know what my lot in life was, then. Now I know."
She smiled widely. "Yes. The hero of Crawley's Crossing, Waxley the Bold!"
Waxley grimaced, waved his arms erratically as he stepped away again. "Stop that!" he cried. "You're as bad as the rest of them!"
Corabell looked suddenly indignant. She placed her hands on her hips and frowned. "As bad as who? The people of this village who look up to you? The Warrows who now see you as an inspiration, rather than a running joke? Is that 'them?'"
Waxley closed his eyes, sighed heavily. "I didn't mean--"
"Waxley Paddins," she huffed. "I came here to offer myself to you, fully and completely, and you're sounding like the spoiled brat I knew last week, who tried to goad me into letting him sneak a peek up my skirt behind Maddy Lowens' barn!"
Waxley stared, jaw working as if to say something. But he closed his mouth, looked away, trying to sort through the emotions and thoughts tumbling in his mind. "You're right," he said at last, his voice calm now. "I'm not making much sense."
Corabell's features softened somewhat. "That's better," she said.
Waxley raised his hands, held them a few inches apart as he closed his eyes and searched for the most diplomatic words he could conceive. "It's like this," he said, opening his eyes. "Riley was slain by a dire badger, correct?"
Corabell frowned, crossed her arms. All sexiness that had been evident in her before now seemed to have vanished. "Okay, right," she said, expectant.
"All right," continued Waxley. "Riley was sent out to hunt this monster, because everyone knows that he was the best hunter, and he's fought them before. Right?"
She sighed. "Right."
"But Riley gets killed, ambushed by the dire badger. That would seem to be the end of it. No one else could hunt such a monster."
"Well, perhaps there is--"
Waxley squeezed his eyes shut in frustration. "Right?"
Corabell rolled her eyes. "Fine. Right."
Waxley opened his eyes again. "That night, stupid and full of vengeance, his nephew takes Riley's crossbow out into the woods, encounters some goblins, some of whom he slays. He overhears the goblins talking about a 'master' who controls the badger, and them, as well. A master who will command them to attack Crawley's Crossing when the 'time is right.'"
Corabell frowned, some of her indignance gone. "What are you getting at?" she asked.
Waxley paused a moment, bringing his thoughts together. He looked at her meaningfully. "When do you think would be the best time to attack the village?"
Corabell shrugged. "At night?" she asked.
Waxley shook his head. "I mean, conditions. If you were going to attack Crawley's Crossing--"
"I would never do such a thing, even if I could!"
"Just . . . Listen to me, please!"
Corabell frowned, fell silent.
"If you were going to attack Crawley's Crossing, what would be the best way to do it? Our village is well-fortified; we have a wall that stands half again the height of a Luthit, with constables patrolling at all hours. We have one of the most renowned and skillful hunters in all the Warrow lands, a man capable of standing against a dozen goblins, by himself, armed with only a butter knife and a loincloth. Now, how would you weaken Crawley's Crossing?"
Corabell shrugged. ". . . kill some of the constables," she said in a meek voice.
"Exactly!" exclaimed Waxley, jabbing a finger at Corabell, startling her. "Not just some of the constables, but the constable, the one Warrow who poses the most threat! Then, after he was dispatched, you would draw out the others, kill them a few here, a few there. Right?"
Corabell shrugged. "I would suppose . . . ."
"Eventually, there would be no one left to guard the town, save a few stout villagers with pitchforks and spears. But then, unexpectedly, there's a new threat. Someone that no one would ever think could be a hero. He slays a few goblins, helps capture some prisoners . . . And everyone looks to him for inspiration. And all the while, the dire badger is still out there, and so is the master who commands him . . . A master who doesn't want heroes in Crawley's Crossing."
Corabell stared, but her clouded eyes indicated she was thinking, finally beginning to follow Waxley's train of thought. "You mean . . . ."
"Riley always told me, 'the most dangerous part of a serpent is not its bite, but the venom it carries.' This 'master' is the venom, and the goblins and dire badger are just its fangs. And if a serpent could, where would it strike? Not the arm or leg, but the heart."
Corabell suddenly understood. "He's going to come after you, isn't he?" she asked fearfully. "This . . . This 'master' is going to come after you."
Waxley nodded with a sigh of relief that Corabell finally understood. "Yes, I think so," he said. "Whether I like it or not, whether I've earned it or not, I am now the inspiration for Crawley's Crossing. And this 'master,' who wants to ravage and burn our village, will not set his goblins against us until I am dead."
Corabell swallowed nervously. "And . . . How will he do this?" she asked.
Waxley spread his arms wide. "In tried and true fashion," he said. "He will set the dire badger upon me."
Corabell's eyes suddenly became liquid. "Oh, Waxley, no!" she cried. "What--"
"I have to meet it first," he said, then laughed ruefully, shaking his head. "I cannot believe I am saying this, but I have to do what I set out to do in the first place: hunt down and slay the badger. Not just to avenge Riley, but to save myself and this village as well."
*
Moments later, Waxley and Corabell left the constables' office, after Waxley had locked up the building. The hero was garbed as if for battle, with the sword and crossbow he had worn earlier in the day. He walked briskly, heading toward the tavern, where he intended to pass back the key Captain Wills had given him. Corabell shuffled beside him, hiking up her dress to keep up with the determined Warrow.
". . . but must you leave tonight?" she queried fearfully. "Can you not wait until morning, when you will be able to see better? You need your rest, Waxley. And food. I have already prepared--"
Waxley stopped suddenly, almost making Corabell stumble to the ground as she lurched past him. "No," he said. "It cannot wait. If I wait, the master will only gather strength. I have to find the badger, slay it, and return as quickly as I can. Otherwise, it is all for naught."
"But, if Riley could not kill it--" she protested as Waxley resumed his quick march.
"I must find a way," he said. "There has to be some way . . . ." his voice trailed off, unheard by the ears of the shadowy figure who stood beneath the eaves of the closed-down cobbler. The figure watched from beneath a hood the color of blackest night, a cloak covering its body that matched the shadows around it.
"Aye, Waxley," hissed the voice of the figure. "There may be a way. But you will not be allowed to find it . . . ."
***
Waxley stormed into the tavern with all the purpose and grace of a charging bull. A minstrel playing in a corner stumbled on the chords of his lyre. Conversation stammered to a halt. All eyes within the cozy structure turned toward Waxley, only peripherally noticing the alluring madchen who stood behind him.
"Where is Captain Wills?" shouted Waxley.
A group of constables crowded around a table looked up, beer-foam dripping off their lips. "Oy, Waxley," said one. "He bought a round for us and checked out. Said he had some more logistics or something to go over. I think he went home."
Waxley and Corabell exchanged sudden worried looks. "Captain Wills!" they exclaimed in unison.
Sensing something amiss, the constables stumbled to their feet as Waxley and Corabell darted from the doorway and back out into the twilight. Waxley ran ahead, moving much faster than Corabell's dress would allow. The three constables who followed Waxley hesitated as they passed her.
"What the hell--?" the began.
"Just -- follow him!" she gasped, waving her arm onward, giving up the chase and remaining in the street. The constables, blessed with inordinate foresight, continued up the hill toward the home of Captain Wills, where Waxley was headed.
At the door of the home, through the windows of which flickered the light of a single lamp, Waxley hammered with his fist, calling the captain's name desperately. In a moment, it flung open, the disturbed face of Captain Wills jutting out.
"Waxley!" he exclaimed. "By the gods! What is it? An attack?"
"Mayhap," said Waxley, pushing past the captain and into the man's home. He looked about the captain's abode, noting peripherally the various animal heads mounted on placards on the wall, the numerous books, the assembly of herbs and other plants upon a central table. He was somewhat impressed at the eclectic taste of the Captain of the Constabulary.
He looked back to the captain. "You must suit up," he said. "Damn it! I should have realized this! It's not me he's after!"
Captain Wills frowned, clad in his bedclothes. "You're talking nonsense, lad!" he said. "Calm down!"
"I will be quick," said Waxley. "And please believe me. Our foe, this 'master' the goblins spoke of, who leads them and commands the badger, seeks to break the will of Crawley's Crossing before attacking. I thought he would be after me, but I was wrong. You are the captain. It is you he wishes to slay!"
Captain Wills was taken aback. "What?" he exclaimed. "How do you know this?"
"Captain Wills!" exclaimed a voice from the doorway. The three constables from the tavern now stood upon the captain's porch, swords already drawn. The lead man had a quivering look in his eye.
"I'm not sure why, but the hero, here, makes sense. I--"
All conversation stopped as terrific crashing noise sounded through the door that lead further into the captain's hillside home. All assembled automatically crowded behind Waxley, who immediately brought his loaded crossbow to bear. A sinister growling sounded from beyond the portal.
"Waxley, my lad," whispered Captain Wills, peering over the hero's shoulder. "Is that what I think--"
"I fear so," said Waxley, heart hammering. "He has set it upon you. You must leave. We will deal with this."
"'We?'" queried the three constables at once, eyes and voices fearful.
"Go!" snapped Waxley to the captain. "Find the other constables! We'll slay the beast with numbers!"
"Waxley, my boy, there is no braver soul in this village than you," said the captain quickly, patting the young Warrow on the shoulder. Then he darted for the door, leaving Waxley and the three constables to face the beast behind the door.
Waxley braced Riley's crossbow against his padded shoulder, ready for the attack he knew would come. He whispered over his shoulder to the other constables.
"Close the front door."
"What? Why?" asked the first of the three, adopting the same hushed tone.
"So we can trap it," hissed Waxley.
The constable nodded to his fellow closest the door, who hesitantly closed it. The first constable, reaffirming his grip on his sword, stared warily at the opposite door, through which more growls sounded.
"Waxley," he said in a wavering voice.
"What?"
"If I die, I'm going to kill you in Valhalla."
Waxley grinned. "I'll hold you to that," he said.
With a shuddering explosion, the door to Captain Wills' back room exploded outward with a flurry of wooden splinters, and a massive, fearsome creature crashed its way into the room. So wide was it, that it splintered the door frame to which the door had been attached. It had a broad, ferocious head, snarling with enormous, vicious teeth, thin lips dripping with feral saliva. Its body was stocky and thick, coated in matted, dark fur with bright silver tips. The powerful limbs each ended with a heavy set of claws, as long as any Warrow's forearm. And it's eyes . . . They were the most terrifying aspect of the monster, narrow and beady, glowing with an evil, crimson intensity.
The beast bellowed, an ear-splitting roar that seemed to shake the home to its foundation. Waxley winced at the baleful howl, but had the presence of mind and the stoutness of heart to loose the quarrel he'd loaded in Riley's bow.
"For Riley!" he cried valiantly. The giant badger howled in anger as the projectile slammed into its hide, just behind its right forelimb. But the beast seemed neither affected by, nor conscious of, the attack as it bounded forward, hurling its mass at the four Warrows.
Waxley grunted, the crossbow knocked from his hand to skitter across the floor as he was hurled to the side. A massive, deadly claw barely missed him, but another caught the first constable full in the chest, raking downward and opening three great gashes from which sprang forth geysers of blood. Yet, even with such a mortal wound, the constable managed to pierce the monster's hide with his sword, stabbing with all the strength he could muster. The giant badger roared, but remained unfettered.
The great beast pivoted, knocking the other two constables through the front door, hurling them out of the home. The monster sniffed the air, its malevolent eyes coming to rest on Waxley with a look akin to recognition. Scrambling back across the floor, Waxley hastily drew his sword, and just managed to raise it to protect himself from a deadly downward swipe.
Suddenly, a strange radiance seemed to wash over the creature, a purplish glow that vanished as quickly as it was spawned. Waxley could hear an echoing chant, and looked to the doorway to see Corabell gesturing, hands glowing with the same violet glow. Her eyes, closed during the intonation, now suddenly snapped open.
"I've weakened it, Waxley!" she cried. "Strike, if you can!"
Hearing Corabell's voice, the dire badger whirled about to face her with a deadly snarl, and the Warrow madchen shrieked in mortal fear. But Waxley was faster, and inspired by an overwhelming desire to protect Corabell, he leapt forward, burying his sword to the hilt in the monster's flank. He emitted a gallant cry as he did so, and felt a warrior's satisfaction as his blade bit deep.
The great badger howled and shook in pain, and Waxley abandoned his sword, rolling and leaping past the creature to grab the terrified Corabell and wrench her from death's grip, just a heartbeat before the monster slashed downward with both claws. Had Corabell still been where she was, she would have been eviscerated.
The two Warrows tumbled to the ground, out of the monster's reach, and the dire badger slashed impotently at empty air. Then, guided only by ferocity, it crashed through the doorway much too small for its girth, splintering wood and sending fragments of paneling in all directions. With a fearful howl, the badger bounded down the slope, looking for different victims to satisfy its craving for blood.
Waxley looked to Corabell, who shuddered beneath him, eyes wide in fear. "Are you all right?" he asked quickly.
"B-b-badger!" she shrieked.
He looked over her body, found no sign of blood. "You're fine," he said. He gave her a quick kiss on her trembling lips. "Forgive me, love," he said, and lurched to his feet. Swiftly, he darted back into Captain Wills' house, and his eyes spied the constable laying on the floor, saturated in his own blood. Amazingly, the Warrow was still alive. Waxley knelt beside him, a pained look on his face.
"I . . . I got him good . . . Didn't I?" sputtered the constable, blood foaming on his lips.
Waxley nodded. "You got him real good," he said.
The constable grinned as his life began to trickle away. His eyes fluttered closed. "I won't . . . kill you . . . in Valhalla . . . ." he uttered with his last breath.
Waxley squeezed his eyes shut, ground his teeth. Refueled with conviction now at the death of the constable, Waxley scampered across the floor, snatching up Riley's crossbow. He loaded it quickly as he stepped through the doorway, a grim, determined look upon his face.
"Monster," he intoned, jerking back the string. "Your time has come."
With quick, resolute steps, Waxley headed down the slope from Captain Wills' home, easily finding the dire badger as it battled the full compliment of Crawley's Crossing's constabulary. It swiped and slashed, bleeding from a host of wounds, yet its ferocity, if anything, seemed to have increased. The bellows and howls of the beast filled the air, ferocious enough to instill fear in all but the most hardened of hearts . . But not that of Waxley the Bold.
Face set in stone, Waxley approached the monster from behind, stopped thirty Warrow paces away. He raised Riley's crossbow, sighted over the bow, aimed for a weak spot on the beast's flank, just where the ribs would separate, allowing a well-placed shot to pierce a lung . . . .
The recoil of the weapon was satisfying against Waxley's guard-covered shoulder. The quarrel found its mark, and the dire badger howled in true, mortal pain. Yet, unbelievably, it still did not fall. Yet, the wounds it had received were too grievous for it to continue with the fight, and even such a feral animal as the dire badger understood this. With a menacing howl, it reared onto its rear legs, slashing blindly at the other constables. One came too close, and was slashed across the torso before the beast turned and bounded up a different slope, toward the edge of the village, moving faster than any Warrow could follow. Yet follow the constables did, with a fierce-eyed Waxley the Bold leading them.
But as they passed by the darkened structure of the village wainwright, with the badger cowering against a fence too high for it to scale or leap, their prey was once again denied them. A dark-cloaked figure, of goblin height, leapt from the shadows, its hands glowing with eldritch flame. It hurled these deadly incendiary missiles toward the constables, the nature of which shocked and stunned and halted the constables in their charge.
Waxley ducked beneath a missile of hurled flame, and stared with wide, fierce eyes at the new arrival. "It's the master!" he cried. "Shoot him!"
Even as he bellowed these words, Waxley raised Riley's crossbow, sighting quickly and aiming for the dark figure's heart. "May Riley curse you," he hissed, and fired.
The deadly bolt sped toward its target, slamming with perfect aim into the figure's chest. Yet, before Waxley's stunned eyes, the bolt merely bounced off the figure's shadowed chest, as if it had struck the trunk of a great oak.
The sound of an insane chuckle emanated from the nefarious figure as it faced Waxley directly. It made a gesture, intoned a few words which Waxley could not understand. Suddenly, the crossbow in his grip twisted upon itself, as if it had come alive and transformed into a snake. Wood creaked and snapped, and in the space of a few heartbeats, what had once been a mighty weapon was nothing more than a warped chunk of wood, such as might be found upon the shores of the Luthian Sea, utterly useless.
Waxley staggered back, stunned more from the destruction of his uncle's prized weapon than from anything else. Still, instincts prevailed, and he reached to one of the two slim-bladed knives in his boot tops, jerked it free, and hurled the weapon toward the cloaked figure. He felt a grim sense of satisfaction as this projectile bit into the flesh of the figure's dark forearm.
The attack, however, did not keep the figure from gesturing again, and a moment later, roots and grasses in the ground rose up with a life of their own, writhing and reaching, wrapping themselves around the ankles of Warrows, keeping them from resuming their charge. A few of the more focused Warrows managed to let loose quarrels from their crossbows, which either missed their mark or thumped impotently against the figure's form, just as Waxley's shot had.



"Another time, Waxley!" cried the figure in boisterous laughter, sounding all at once insidious and familiar. It raced up the hill to where the badly-wounded dire badger crouched against the palisade wall, no less menacing for its condition yet somehow more docile in the presence of its master.
Placing a hand upon the massive creature's blood-soaked hide, the figure gestured one last time. A shimmering rectangle of light formed in the air above both master and beast, and by the time it had descended to the ground, both were gone.
Wading, struggling, through the field of twisting vines and snake-like grasses, Waxley angrily trudged his way up the hill. But he knew the effort was useless; villain and monster were both long gone, transported through some magical means to a safe haven. Frustrated and angry, Waxley pounded his fists against the palisade wall, beating against the rough wood surface until his hands bled, soaking through the leather gloves he wore.
He fell against the wall, sobbing in anger, fear, and frustration. He had been so close, he felt, so close to avenging Riley's murder and stopping whatever terrible fate lay in store for his village . . . And the enemy had slipped away. The affront was too much, and as he collapsed against the wall, tears streaming down his face, he suddenly wished none of this had happened, that time could be turned back to a day when life was more simple, when death and doom were not omnipresent.
He was barely cognizant of Corabell's soft supple arms encircling him, of the softness of her breasts against his face through the material of her dress. But he clutched at her nonetheless, and there, in the embrace of Corabell, he succumbed to exhaustion, his mind slipping away to numbness. The last thing he heard, above Corabell's soothing endearments, were the orders of Captain Wills, ordering a full watch by all members of the constabulary. That, at least, gave Waxley's fogged mind some measure of reassurance, but it paled in comparison to Corabell's soft form, and the lingering, light trace of the fragrance that surrounded her and followed him into sleep.
*
He stood in a dim clearing, the moon new and invisible. Only starlight allowed Waxley to see around him, not that there was much to see. Just the omnipresent trees of the forest, and a narrow, rarely-trod path. Feeling himself drawn forward, Waxley followed the path, stumbling over exposed roots and thick underbrush. He steadied himself against the body of a great oak, found it surprisingly slick. He brought his hand away, unable to see what strange effusion clung to it. It was slick, not gummy like the sap of a tree. As he brought his hand to his face, he detected a strong, metallic aroma, like . . . .
Blood.
The forest is bleeding, he thought suddenly.
He looked back to the path, found that suddenly, the way was illuminated by the presence of a full moon. A clearing appeared before him, small and natural, with an enormous tree toward the far end. The massive roots, easily twice as thick around than the stoutest of Warrows, were exposed around the base and framed an opening like the mouth of a cave. Within that opening flickered a faint light, as if by a single candle.
Waxley stepped closer, drawn toward the light within the cave. He was nearly there when he heard an ominous growling emanate from behind him. Immediately on edge, he reached for his crossbow . . . But he was weaponless.
The growling came again, and Waxley decided to face his fate, whatever it may be. He turned slowly, coming face-to-face with the massive badger. It seemed impossibly larger now, twice his height at the shoulder. Its face was lowered to be level with his, and hot, foul breath rolled forth.
But the monster's face, somehow, seemed less feral, but at the same time, more menacing. It grinned with evil intent, the thick lips curling over sharp fangs. The eyes glowed balefully, but they were not the beady eyes of a beast, but rather, the intelligent eyes of a Warrow.
"Another time, Waxley," it hissed in a deep voice.
*
He awoke to the muffled sounds of voices far away, like the distant, unintelligible conversation at the end of a tunnel. As he swam his way back from the depths of unconsciousness, the voices became clearer, closer, more coherent.
". . . thought he was mad at first, the way he was talking. Babbling in his sleep like some damned prophet. Something peculiar about the lad, something uncommon. But if not for him, many more would have perished."
"He pushed himself too hard, far too hard. I shudder to think of what might have happened had he not finally given in."
The first voice, he recognized groggily, was Captain Wills'. The second, he realized with a smile upon his haggard face, was that of Corabell . . . sweet, sweet Corabell . . . .
"Yes? Waxley, I'm here," she said softly. Waxley felt the surface upon which he floated dip and sway, like a raft upon a river. He muttered something again, not hearing it himself, but hearing Corabell's soft, passionate reply.
"Yes, Waxley, my dearest," she whispered. "You're safe now."
Waxley drifted off again, the smile on his face fading ever so slowly. Corabell planted a soft kiss on his forehead, then his lips. With a motherly sigh, she rose, facing Captain Wills.
"He needs rest," she said firmly. "He won't be of any use to anyone until he's regained his strength."
Captain Wills frowned in frustration, pacing back and forth in the parlor of Corabell's tiny home. Like generations of Undertree women before her, Corabell had been born with an innate gift for divine magic, a gift that had saved many a life in Crawley's Crossing.
"Well, can't you just . . . Wave your hands, make him all better?" sputtered the captain.
Corabell frowned. "It is not that simple," she said. "My healing still takes time, and it has limits. I've reached them. Besides, his wounds are of the heart, not the body. I'm sorry, captain, you'll just have to wait."
Wills sighed, threw up his hands. "Fine, fine," he blustered. He headed to the door, but turned back before exiting. "You will tell me the moment he awakes," he said.
"Of course," said Corabell, forcing a smile. The smile faded the moment the door closed behind the captain. With a sigh and exasperated rolling of her eyes, she turned back to Waxley, who slumbered on her couch. Affection stretched her lips. She knelt beside him, touched his forehead, smoothed away a few thick, dark curls.
"Oh, dearest," she whispered. "I am so glad you are safe. I couldn't go on if something dire happened to you."
Waxley muttered something unintelligible, shifted on the well-worn couch. His face grimaced, as if he was dreaming of something distasteful. Corabell reached to a low table upon which sat a bowl of water and several washcloths. She wet one of them, then placed it lovingly on Waxley's forehead. Slowly, his features relaxed, his breathing became normal and steady.
Corabell kissed him tenderly once more. "Rest now, dearest," she whispered.
--to be continued--
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Waxley awoke with a start, sitting up upon the couch, eyes wide, muscles tensed. He gasped, panted deeply, the dream's effects still lingering. He looked about, unsure of, for a moment, where he was. He did not recognize the walls, the simple woodcarvings placed upon numerous tables and shelves, shaped in the form of woodland creatures. Nor did he recognize the couch upon which he lay, the quilted blue blanket that covered him, the threadbare and worn rug that covered the wooden slats of the floor.
But then, slowly, recognition did come. This was Corabell's home. Corabell, the village healer . . . Who comforted him, healed him . . . Loved him.
He swung his feet to the floor, realizing he was without his clothing. He drew the blanket across his lap self-consciously. He closed his eyes, regulated his breathing, told himself that the dream had been just that, a dream. But he felt there was more to it, something important.
He heard the rustle of fabric from behind him, a small, short gasp nearly inaudible. Waxley looked over his shoulder as Corabell stood in the doorway to her room, clad in a dress of sky-blue and earthen tones.
"You're awake!" she exclaimed softly, coming around the couch.
Waxley looked up at her, still feeling a little dazed. His body felt as if he'd had too much of Brownie Greenbottle's ale. "How long have I been asleep?" he asked.
"Most of the day," said Corabell, touching his forehead. "You've lost your fever."
Waxley looked down at his partially-exposed body. "Among other things."
She smiled sweetly. "I cleaned and oiled your leathers," she said. Her face looked grim. "Captain Wills has kept the entire village on high alert all day. The goblins you captured were put to death this morning. Captain Wills said they knew nothing except that the goblin army is nearly a hundred strong. He's called up volunteers from the young herren, made them all temporary deputies. Crawley's Crossing has its own army now."
"I doubt it will make a difference," said Waxley.
"As do I," said Corabell, sinking to her knees. Her wide blue eyes trembled. "I'm frightened, Waxley. The goblins have been sighted near the walls. It is as if they are testing us, wanting to see how many of us there are. The crossbowmen have skewered a few, but it hardly makes a difference."
"Has anyone left the village?" asked Waxley.
She shook her head. "Captain Wills has ordered the gates locked until reinforcements from Heimdall arrive . . . If ever."
"They should have been here by now," said Waxley. "I don't like this."
Corabell took a deep, shuddering breath. "I had best gather your leathers," she said, standing. "Captain Wills wanted to be informed the moment you awoke."
Waxley suddenly grabbed Corabell's slender wrist. "No," he said.
She frowned down at him. "Waxley?"
"Do not tell Captain Wills I've awakened," he said. "There's something I have to do."
She sunk to her knees again. "What is it?" she asked.
"Someplace . . . I must go," he said with a frown of confusion. "Corabell, do you know of a tree, a great, gnarled oak, in the midst of a clearing, beneath which is a . . . a cave or some sort of dwelling?"
Corabell's brow furrowed. "Why . . . Yes," she said hesitantly. "It is the home of the Deep Druid."
"The Deep Druid?"
Corabell nodded. "He is a Warrow-friend," she said. "But mysterious and powerful. Not many know of him, which is as he wants it. On occasion, we -- the healers -- come to him for assistance or advice. In fact, I contemplated going to him."
"I need to see him," said Waxley.
"What? Why?" she asked, alarmed. "And how could you know of him?"
"I'm not sure," said Waxley, standing suddenly, forgetting his lack of clothes. "But I have to go there, at once!"
Corabell stared at her young hero, eyes wide and roaming of their own volition over his lean, muscular form. Waxley suddenly looked down at his nakedness, then self-consciously clapped his hands over his groin. "Oops," he muttered.
Corabell smiled with a look that was at once mischievous and knowing. "Come here," she whispered.
Waxley frowned. "But I haven't anything on!" he exclaimed.
Corabell's eyes glittered. "I know," she said. "That is why I want you to come here."
Waxley stared at her for a long moment, understanding her intent. His gaze never leaving hers, he slowly removed his hands, remaining where he was. Arousal began to push all other feelings aside as he watched Corabell's eyes drift down, as she nibbled her bottom lip in contemplation.
"Come here," she whispered again, shifting on her knees.
Mutely, the young Warrow approached, feeling his erection grow as he neared the madchen he adored above all others. He trembled with arousal as Corabell lifted her hands and reached for him. He stopped merely a pace from her as her warm hands wrapped around his twitching shaft. He could feel her moist, hot breath upon the head of his cock.
"I want to do something for you," she whispered, gazing with adoration upon the thick length of flesh she held. The tip of Waxley's cock oozed thickly. Lovingly, she pressed her lips against it, smearing the fluid across her lips. Her tongue slipped out, tasting the clear cream. She moaned softly.
"Oh, Corabell," whispered Waxley in pleasure, bringing up his hands to caress her thick, soft hair. Reflexively, he pushed against her warm mouth, watched as her lips slid around the head of his cock.
She pulled back with an embarrassed smile, slowly squeezing and stroking his shaft. Her apologetic eyes darted up to his rapturous face. "I've never done this before," she whispered.
Waxley touched her soft cheek. "You're off to a wonderful start," he said.
Corabell grinned, and licked around the head of Waxley's cock. She squeezed and stroked, urging out more sweet, clear fluid that disappeared amid swipes of her eager tongue. "Am I?" she asked coyly.
Waxley chuckled, his eyes full of erotic wonder. "Oh, yes, my sweet Corabell. You have a natural . . . oh . . . f-flair . . . ." his words trailed off as Corabell took the smooth, shiny head of his cock into her mouth and began sucking lovingly, longingly. Her eyes closed in concentration. She moaned gently as she savored the feel and flavor of her lover's manhood.
Waxley sighed with pleasure, enjoying the realization of fantasies he had fostered for years concerning Corabell. Never had he truly expected that one day, the most beautiful and desirable of all Warrow madchen would be pleasuring him with her mouth . . . and that she would be doing it so well.
Corabell's enthusiasm grew and grew, compelling her to take her lover deeper within her mouth. She loved the way her lips stretched around his shaft, the heaviness of it upon her tongue, the slick, rubbery push of it against the roof of her mouth. There seemed to be no end to the sweet trickle of fluid that seeped from within him; not that Corabell minded at all. Indeed, she loved the flavor, and sucked hard to get as much as she could, squeezing his length in her hands to coax it all out.
"C-Corabell," Waxley gasped after a few minutes. His fingers were tangled in her thick hair, which hung about her flushed face. "You're going to end it too soon."
Corabell slid her wet, glistening mouth off his cock, smacked and licked her lips. Her watery eyes stared up into his. "I want you inside me," she whispered.
Waxley's heart leapt. "Are you sure?"
Corabell took in a deep, nervous breath, then nodded. "Yes, my dearest," she whispered, pushing up until she sat upon the edge of the couch. Her eyes wandered up and down his naked body. She trembled with desire. "I want to give myself to you."
Waxley lowered himself to his knees before her, heart fluttering with emotion. "I want you to be sure," he said.
Corabell laughed softly, nervously, her eyes welling with tears. "Don't give me the chance to change my mind," she said.
Waxley smiled, cupped her face in his hands. "I love you," he said.
She swooned, and tears trickled from her eyes. "And I love you, my hero," she whispered in response. She murmured more words, but they were muffled as their lips met. Hungrily, she kissed him, and her hands clutched at Waxley's body, pulling him to her. Her voluptuous thighs parted as Waxley pressed himself to her.
Slowly, so as not to intimidate her, Waxley broke the kiss and eased back, sliding his hands up from her thighs, passed her diminutive waist, to the full, ample mounds beneath the bodice of Corabell's simple dress. She sighed loudly, eyes closed, face contorted in pleasure as she was touched for the first time. Her nipples stabbed aggressively through the fabric covering them and into Waxley's fingers and palms.
"Relax, my love," cooed Waxley, unlacing her bodice.
"I-I-I'm trying," Corabell responded, then giggled girlishly. Her eyes blinked open, surrounded by tears. "You must think me a silly girl, even though I am older than you."
Waxley smiled upon her as he slowly separated the material of her top, exposing her perfect, round, firm breasts. Her skin was creamy and smooth, unblemished, untouched. Against the pale backdrop, her stiff nipples were like rosebuds set upon the petals of lilies.
"I think you are the most beautiful woman in all of Gorwal," he said, then lowered his head.
"Oh! Idunn!" gasped the healer as she felt one of her nipples wrapped in warm, wet, sucking flesh. She pushed her breasts against Waxley's face, hugged his head against her bosom. Her thighs parted more; she felt the stiffness of his erection through her skirt, pressing up between her thighs. Suddenly and desperately, she wanted to feel him inside her.
Waxley sucked and licked longingly upon what, to him, had to be the most perfect breasts to ever grace a madchen. He passed back and forth, sucking, nibbling, pulling upon them, until both Corabell's nipples were thick and swollen. Even the wide, pale pink bases of her areolae had puffed out, and were glistening from his mouth.
"I want you," panted Corabell, pulling Waxley's head from her chest and forcing him to look up at her. "Please. Take me."
Waxley's heart thundered. Seductive finesse vanished; he could no longer stand the torture any more than Corabell could. Lead by his passions, he jerked on her dress, all but ripping it from her torso. Corabell undulated, twisting this way and that as she helped him. Modesty was gone as her torso was bared, then as the simple braided rope belt was undone and the skirt came down. She laughed, curling her legs back, eagerly assisting Waxley as he removed and tossed aside her clothes.
Finally as naked as he, as naked as they both had been at birth, Corabell held out her arms yearningly. She sighed as she felt the weight of his body upon hers, moaned into his mouth while they kissed. Their mouths slipped from one another's hers went to his ear as Waxley nibbled upon her neck.
"Make love to me, Waxley," she hissed passionately. "Make me a woman at last."
Waxley groaned, then pushed up on his arms, gazing down upon his lovely Corabell. He smiled rakishly. "Let me do something for you, first," he whispered, then pressed his lips to hers before making his way down her body.
Corabell moaned and squirmed in anticipation, watching with furrowed brow as her lover kissed and licked his way to her breasts, teasing her nipples with his tongue, then as he slinked lower.
"Waxley, my love, what are you . . . wh-what . . . oh, Waxley . . . ."
He grinned up at her for a moment as he straightened upon his knees, between Corabell's splayed thighs. His eyes drifted down, beholding what he could only see as the only perfect example of femininity in the world. Corabell's swollen, glistening sex was framed by thick, soft golden curls. The color of wheat upon her mound, they darkened along the puffy vulva, especially around the base of her slick, pink opening, where the sweet, fragrant fluid of her arousal had begun to trickle.
"I'm going to taste you," he declared, then lowered his head.
"Oh, Waxley! Ah!" cried Corabell, arching her back, clutching at her love's head as he pressed his mouth to her sex. She felt every questing lick and caress of his tongue, the brushing of his nose through her downy curls, the endearing, scratchy stubble of his chin against the interior of her thighs. Corabell stared up at the ceiling, her mouth slack and eyes blinking profusely. Then she grinned with unparalleled pleasure.
Oh, this is heaven, she thought, and ground against him.
Waxley devoured her with more enthusiasm, more desire, than he had ever felt with any tavern wench he had known before. With other madchen, the simple act of tasting had been a given, and one that was indulged only to slicken the way. But with Corabell, Waxley wanted more. He wanted to bring her to ultimate pleasure with just his mouth.
"Oh! Waxley! Oh! Oh! OhsweetIdunnblessedbethypath . . . Ahhh!" Corabell thrashed and bucked as her release washed through her with a force unlike any she had ever known. She shoved her virgin sex roughly against Waxley's eager mouth, gripped a fistful of his hair in one hand as the other slapped to the couch. "Uhn! Ah! Oh! Oh, Waxley!"
She finally pushed his slick face from her satisfied pussy and sagged onto the couch. Her body tingled; her thighs twitched. She trembled with aftershocks as Waxley kissed all around her damp mound, licked fluid from the insides of her thighs. Heavy eyes fluttered as they stared at the ceiling. Abruptly, she laughed.
Waxley lifted his head, wiped his mouth. He frowned in confusion at his lover's reaction. "Corabell?" he queried.
She lifted her head to look upon him with a grateful, awe-filled expression. "Oh, my love," she breathed. "That was wonderful."
Waxley grinned.
"Come up here and kiss me, my sweet," she urged, pulling on his shoulders.
Waxley obeyed eagerly, once more laying his body upon Corabell's. The head of his cock brushed the slippery folds of her sex as they kissed. Corabell mewed gently as she sucked her own essence from his lips. She gasped slightly as the tip of Waxley's staff parted her slick lips. She felt it nudge against her tight opening. The feeling was exquisite. She wanted more.
Corabell lifted her legs and locked her ankles behind the small of Waxley's back. She clutched his shoulders and stared up into his face. For a moment, anxiety was evident upon her glowing face.
Waxley recognized the look. "Tell me to stop," he said, even as he wished she would not.
Corabell breathed in and out, full breasts rising and falling. The grip of her strong thighs loosened a bit; she thought of pushing him away. But conviction filled her, and she tightened her legs about him once more.
"No," she said. "I love you, Waxley, my dearest, my champion, my hero. Among all the men in this world, it is you I want to give myself to."
Waxley smiled, touched her face. He allowed a few tears of his own to leak free as he touched and kissed Corabell's lips. "As you wish," he whispered, then pushed inside her.
Corabell sighed, then winced, then grunted as she was filled. She felt her maidenhead stretch, then break, and gasped at the sudden pain. Her virgin tunnel stretched around the thick intruder that steadily filled it. She trembled for several moments, wishing the pain away.
Slowly, as Waxley buried himself within her, watching her face, the pain subsided, replaced with pleasure, with . . . with a wonderful feeling of fullness. Corabell sighed, smiling at last, and fluttered her eyes open. She squeezed Waxley's shoulders while gazing with unabashed adoration into his face.
"I'm yours," she gasped amid a shuddering sigh.
"And I am yours," responded Waxley. Her kissed her deeply, and began sliding in and out, back and forth, relishing the tightness within Corabell's body, the spasming muscles that sucked and pulled at his cock. Never had he felt anything as inspiring as making love to Corabell.
Passionate love soon gave way to animal desire. Waxley's pace quickened, and he plunged deeper and deeper inside Corabell with each thrust. She met his movements with her own, giving herself up eagerly, relishing in the incredible and previously unknown sensations that exploded through her body. And explode they did, again and again. The slick, squeezing walls of her sex tightened about Waxley's burrowing cock with each rapturous eruption from within her. Corabell's grinning, beaming, glowing, sweaty face showed her delight with every orgasm she experienced.
Oh, now this is truly heaven!
"Corabell! Oh, Corabell!" cried Waxley, finally allowing himself his own orgasm.
"Show me!" cried his lover, heaving beneath him. "Show me!"
Waxley grunted as his orgasm began, and her jerked his slick, glistening cock from Corabell's gaping, slightly bloody pussy. Thrusting out over her taut abdomen, he felt the quickening from within, aided along by Corabell's eager hands as they squeezed and rapidly stroked his slippery shaft. Thick lances of milky cream spurted forth, onto Corabell's breasts and abdomen. A few ambitious jets made their way to her neck and chin. Corabell giggled gleefully, milking Waxley of every drop as he shuddered above her. The golden hair of her sex became matted and sticky as the last few drops fell upon them.
"Oh, my . . . Waxley!" Corabell exclaimed, then laughed sweetly. She touched her chin, wiping up a dollop of the fluid, then sucked it off her fingers. "Mmm," she moaned, then pushed herself up, doubling over to latch her mouth around the head of Waxley's dripping, oozing cock.
Waxley shuddered in intense pleasure, hissing through his teeth as Corabell's sweet mouth sucked lovingly on his sensitive cock. He held out against the sensations as long as he could, finally pulling her face up and gazing down into her eyes.
"Please . . . enough," he gasped.
Corabell giggled softly, nibbling the tip of her tongue. She was, truly, a vision of erotic loveliness at that moment, with her cherubic face framed by thick golden curls, her dimpled cheeks reddened and glowing, lush lips smeared with thick white fluid that dribbled down her chin. Slowly, she licked, then sucked her lips, getting another taste of him.
Waxley panted as he slowly returned from the pinnacle of pleasure. "Oh, my love, that was fantastic."
Corabell smiled demurely, her hands still laboriously stroking his softening shaft. She licked away a last thick dollop of semen from the tip of his cock, met his eyes. "Even moreso for me," she whispered.
***
Blessed be the strange ways of healers, thought Waxley as he emerged through a hidden, moss-covered trap door within a secluded corner of a small garden, used by the apothecary to grow various herbs and flowers. A wooden crate made the door somewhat heavy to lift, but also served to further conceal it.
Following the unexpected, yet sweet coupling with Corabell, Waxley had asked her if she knew of any secret ways to leave the village. The hidden tunnel from Corabell's basement to the garden had saved Waxley the trouble of trying to sneak through town in the late afternoon sun. Now, all he had to do was climb over the wall and follow Corabell's instructions to reach the home of the Deep Druid.



The Deep Druid . . . Waxley had heard tales of this enigmatic 'forest-friend' since he was a child, and as he grew older, always thought they were invented by the parents in the village to frighten and fascinate their children. The Deep Druid was a strange, eccentric figure who lived alone in the forest. As far as anyone was concerned, he had always been there, defying time and age. The stories Waxley had heard indicated he was neither hero nor villain, but something in between. At the most, he was to be avoided and feared. At the very least, he was to be revered.
Waxley slowly and gently closed the trap door, covered it with loose grasses and replaced the crate. Satisfied it was once again well-hidden, he padded toward the rear of the garden, moving stealthily. The village wall loomed before him, partially rotted and warped in this section, yet nonetheless sturdy. He had just reached it when he heard his name called.
"Waxley!"
He froze, looked about. His friend Calo Wills stood off to the side, clad in his usual drab clothing, a piece of wood in his hand that he'd been whittling. He gave Waxley a surprised look. "Where did you come from?" he asked.
Waxley managed a smile. "Eh . . . Hidden door," he said, vaguely gesturing to the apothecary garden.
Calo shook his head with a laugh. "Always sneaking around, eh? Heard you got pretty banged up last night."
Waxley shrugged. "Corabell healed me."
"Oh, right. Taking care of her future husband and so forth," he said with some jealousy in his voice.
Waxley cocked his head, pushing down a smile as he recalled the vivid images of their coupling. "Perhaps," he said.
Calo spat. "Seems she's all but making wedding plans, in case you haven't noticed," he said.
Waxley forced a smile. "I can't think about that right now," he said.
"No, of course not," said Calo, approaching Waxley with a hard look upon his face. "You're off to be the big hero now, right? Killing dire badgers and goblins, saving the village. Hah! As if this village was worth saving."
Waxley frowned. "What's got into you?" he asked. "Crawley's Crossing is our home. Of course the village is worth saving."
"Oh, right. A village in which the Captain of the constabulary bullies every man into becoming part of a useless army against the goblin horde."
Waxley's eyes roamed over his friend. "I notice you aren't in armor," he said.
Calo grinned ruefully. "Benefits of being the Captain's son," he said. "'Course, it won't save Brandy from a goblin arrow, will it?"
Waxley shook his head. "This village won't fall," he vowed. "Not if I can help it."
"Oh? Are you going to slay a hundred goblins all by yourself?" asked Calo pointedly. "Didn't do so well against the badger, now, did you?"
Waxley's face soured. "I have to go," he said, reaching for places in the fence where the warped wood offered hand-holds.
"And where to, then?" asked Calo. "I thought you belonged at my father's side now, saving the village. Are you running off?"
Waxley stared at his friend. "Grow up, Calo," he said. "We're not children, you know."
Waxley scaled the wall with surprising quickness, reaching the top in seconds. Calo chuckled below him.
"Go on, Waxley the Bold," he called. "Go and be the hero. The rest of the village will just die like cowards!"
*
Waxley found it surprisingly easy to follow Corabell's directions through the eastern edge of Bogarty Wood. He found the stream she'd described, spanned by an arching stone bridge long ago crafted by giants. Keeping an ear sharp for sounds of any potential threat, Waxley gripped his single remaining weapon -- one of his throwing knives -- and made his way stealthily through the forest. He diverged from the path on the opposite side of the bridge, after coming upon a tree marked by an obscure carving. This tree, according to Corabell, signaled the entrance to the path that lead to the Deep Druid's home.
Waxley felt an eerie sense of recognition as he followed the path. Although it was daytime, the path looked almost exactly like the one in his dream. He moved slowly, cautiously, not wanting to alert whatever dangerous beasts and creatures that might lurk nearby. He looked about frantically, half-expecting to see blood dripping down the bark of the trees. Yet that part of his dream, at least, seemed to remain unrealized.
Eventually, after almost losing his way a number of times, he saw the clearing through the trees, and the single, massive oak that dominated it. In the light of the late afternoon, it seemed much more gargantuan and imposing than it had been in his dream, with numerous gnarled branches reaching out in all directions. Its leaves seemed massive, almost large enough for a Warrow to sit upon, and the foliage was even more dense toward the top. Anything could have been hiding among those upper branches, Waxley realized, from a predatory griffon to a deadly young dragon.
He stopped at the edge of the clearing, taking a deep, nervous breath as he saw the opening amongst the twisted, thick roots, the lone candle flame flickering within. He looked about sharply, wondering if, as in his dream, the dire badger would be there, ready to pounce upon him. But it appeared he was utterly alone, except for a curious creature that crossed before him. It resembled a brown-furred hare, only twice the size, with a single, spiraling alicorn jutting from its forehead. It regarded Waxley for a moment, then bounded off into the forest. Waxley stared after the unusual creature in surprise.
"Strange little being, isn't it?" asked a strong, yet aged, voice. Waxley looked quickly toward the great tree, found himself staring at a wizened old man, Luthit or Haelvani, he was not sure which, clad in soft, supple leathers with a tattered cloak hanging off his shoulders. He had a deeply-lined, weathered face, thick grey beard, and grandfatherly eyes. Numerous teeth and small pieces of antler hung around his neck, his wrists, the ankles of his boots. At his side, in a sheath made from the hide of some woodland animal, was a slender, curved sword nearly as long as Waxley was tall.
The figure continued: "'Tis an alicorn rabbit," he said. "Said to be the reincarnation of fae children who died young. They can be mischievous, even deadly at times."
Waxley stared. "You're--"
"The Deep Druid," said the old man. "Yes, that's me. My name is Laniron, when I care to use it. And you are Waxley the Bold. Oh, one thing: when you shoot a dragon, do not aim for its eyes. They roll back. Aim, instead, for the pit upon its snout. Much more effective a shot."
Waxley frowned. "I have no intention of hunting a dragon," he said.
"Not yet, no," said Laniron. He turned toward the tree. "Care for some tea?"
Waxley frowned. "Wait a moment," he said, nevertheless following the Deep Druid toward his home. "You knew I was coming here?"
"Didn't you?" asked Laniron.
Waxley's frown deepened. "What does that mean?"
Laniron paused as he looked up his tree. "You know, I really should do some pruning. The boughs are becoming thick, don't you think?"
Waxley sighed. "Master Druid--" he began.
"Come inside," said Laniron. "I have a gift for you."
Confusion evident upon his face, Waxley followed the druid through the entrance beneath the tree, remaining quiet. The room within the tree was tiny, even by Warrow standards. There was a simple bed, covered in the various pelts of numerous woodland animals, a small fire over which hovered a small iron kettle, and a warped and rickety-looking wardrobe. A twisted staff leaned against one wall, capped with a dull grey stone. The walls were smooth, ocher-colored, jagged and bumpy in places. A tiny hole in the roof allowed smoke from the fire to escape.
Laniron went to the wardrobe, then glanced back as Waxley entered. "Have a seat," he said. He looked the Warrow over with an appraising eye. "Hmn. Armor, yes, you have armor . . . Boots, perhaps? No, no . . . ah! A weapon! And I have just the one . . . ."
Waxley partially ignored the druid's ramblings, having decided, in an instant, that whatever the man's power, he was at the least somewhat unbalanced.
"I had a dream--" began Waxley, as he leaned against the earthen wall.
"Yes, with a giant talking badger," interrupted Laniron as he rummaged. "Quite frightening it was. And the bleeding trees . . . What did you think of that?"
Waxley stared in surprise. "Did you . . . Did you send me that vision?" he asked.
Laniron turned back with a kindly, if patronizing, smile. He held a cloth-covered bundle in his hands. "Now, before you start confusing dreams and visions, understand that they are two very different things," he said. "Visions are often direct. Dreams are less so, yet they can still provide us with much-needed clues. For instance, your dream helped you find your way here. Yet, there was no blood upon the trees, and no mammoth talking badger to greet you. You had a dream, nothing more. Here."
Laniron offered the bundle, which Waxley took with some hesitation. Whatever it was, it was light, yet seemed to be the general size and shape of . . . .
A crossbow, Waxley discovered as he drew the cloth away. Exquisite in construction, crafted of slender, strong ironwood. It was even lighter and thinner than Riley's crossbow, with a short, back-curving bow polished to an almost ebon hue. Instead of a bulky lever to fire the weapon, the crossbow had a small, curved trigger protected by a loop of brass. Waxley was surprised that the weapon fit so perfectly against his shoulder. He looked up at Laniron with surprise.
"You'll need these, as well," said the druid, handing the Warrow a small leather case containing a score of well-crafted bolts. They were of polished ebony, dark as midnight, with red-tinted feathering. The druid settled himself onto the edge of his bed.
"When I was a young man, oh . . . Seventy, eighty years ago or so, I used that crossbow to fell a dozen bandits and a manticore. Quite a weapon, it is, and capable of greater enchantments than that which have already been placed upon it."
Waxley's eyes grew wide. "It is . . . Enchanted?"
Laniron nodded with a frown. "Did you think I would give you some weapon akin to any you could purchase in your village?" he asked with annoyance. "Of course it is enchanted. It is far more accurate than any bow you have used before."
"And you're . . . Just giving it to me?"
Laniron shrugged. "Well, perhaps I have my motives. Now, go out and meet the enemy, Waxley. Have fun!" The Deep Druid waved his hand cheerily.
Waxley frowned, sputtered as he spoke. "W-wait a moment!" he exclaimed. "What's going on? I have a lot of questions."
"Of course you do," said Laniron. "You're but twenty years of age. You're quite a ways away from becoming a father and husband -- and yes, they will happen in that order. It will be some small scandal at first, but people will get used to it. Oh, and when you are captured by the Green Baron, try to hold your tongue. Otyughs can be such nasty beasts."
Waxley shook his head in frustrated confusion. "Now, hold on!" he exclaimed. "Father? Husband? Barons? What the devil are you talking about?"
"I'm talking about you," said Laniron with a simple, blank look upon his lined face. "I thought that was clear."
"I want to know about my village," said Waxley with an exasperated sigh. "What's going to happen?"
Laniron looked thoughtful for a moment. "Oh, I suppose it will either be burned to the ground, herren slain and madchen ravaged by goblins, or you will triumph, and the village will be spared."
"Well, how can I triumph? And why is it up to me?"
Laniron thought again. "Eh . . . I don't know," he said with a shrug.
Waxley glared. "You can tell me of my future, when it is so far away, yet you cannot tell me what's going to happen to my village? My family? Corabell?"
"Ah, yes!" exclaimed the Deep Druid, eyes shining. He pointed a single finger upward. "Corabell! She . . . ." His face dropped.
"Yes?" goaded Waxley, impatient.
Laniron seemed to be frozen for a moment, dry lips parted, eyes staring at the ceiling. He frowned, looking to Waxley once more. "She's the blonde one, yes?"
Waxley sighed. "Never mind."
Laniron scratched his chin. "Funny. I know there is a brown-haired lass somewhere in there . . . ."
"What about the Master?" asked Waxley.
Laniron suddenly stared at Waxley with a deadpan look. "You must slay him," he said.
"Well, I know that!" cried Waxley, pushing away from the wall. "Just tell me how!"
"Well, you point and shoot, or stab, as the case may be," said Laniron. "Do you need lessons in the use of arms?"
"No, I don't need lessons! I--" Waxley stopped with a huff, pinching his brow. He took a deep breath.
"Waxley, listen to me," said the Deep Druid. "This is the defining moment of your life. Your village stands to be raided by goblins, lead by a corrupting evil. This master you seek to slay possesses the magic of the forests; he will not be difficult to bring down. And he knows you; you must somehow surprise him, if you wish to triumph."
Waxley stared. "The 'magic of the forests?'" he asked. "He is a druid, as well?"
Laniron nodded. "And he is . . . Somehow in a position of influence, although I cannot say what. Ferret him out, expose him, and he will be weakened. Evil is greatest when it is hidden, weakest when it is confronted. Remember that."
Waxley's eyes drifted from the wizened druid, thinking. A position of influence . . . Could the master be . . .?
"Now, how about that tea?" asked Laniron with a sudden grin, reaching for the kettle. He gripped the metal handle, and while it surely must have been scalding to the touch, he seemed unaffected.
"No, I, uh, should get back to my village," said Waxley. He lifted the crossbow and nodded over it. "My thanks. I will use it well."
"I do not doubt it," said Laniron. "And remember what I said about that dragon. Go for the pit, not the eyes."
"Oh . . . Right," muttered Waxley, then left, walking slowly from the small dwelling. The sun was settling low in the sky as he emerged, barely filtering through the boughs of the trees. He judged he could make it back to the village within half an hour. With hope, Captain Wills would not have realized he was gone . . . Although, he thought, explaining the new crossbow would be difficult.
Securing the case of bolts over his right shoulder, Waxley held his new magical weapon in his left hand as he jogged from the clearing.
***
The alarm bell for the village was ringing loudly across the hills as Waxley returned to Crawley's Crossing. The young Warrow's eyes grew wide as, from his vantage point above a hilltop, he watched a mass of gibbering goblins, most upon foot but some astride snarling worgs, forge their violent way through the western gate of Crawley's Crossing.
Interspersed among them were several large hobgoblins, swinging their massive, deadly swords, barking orders, urging their troops on. But nowhere could Waxley see the dark-cloaked Master.
Warrows upon the battlements let loose with a hail of bolts from their crossbows, or, as the enemy crashed through the gate, flung daggers, knives, and stones. But most of the impromptu army of Crawley's Crossing were ill-suited to combat such as this; this was warfare, not simply a matter of hunting a few goblins who strayed too close to the village and had to be dealt with. Waxley watched as goblins and Warrows alike fell.
Heart hammering, lungs protesting from his long jog, Waxley nevertheless pushed himself as he ran full-tilt down the hillside, reaching for a crossbow bolt as he did so. He loaded Laniron's bow with surprising ease, jerked back the line. The weapon seemed to positively hum with anticipation for the upcoming battle; perhaps, in its seven or eight decades in Laniron's closet, it had hungered for blood.
Well, blood is what you're going to get, thought Waxley grimly.
Upon the wall, Brandy fended off a goblin spear as it was thrust toward him, knocking it aside with his sword. The helmet upon his head felt cumbersome and distracting; he cast it off with a grunt, hurling it down to the worg-mounted attacker that menaced him. Goblin and wolf both snarled at him; the goblin jabbed once again with its spear, nearly stabbing into Brandy's leg.
"You'll not have me!" cried Brandy, hacking at the shaft of the spear. "You picked the wrong day to attack my home!"
The goblin hissed. "Me feast on your bones, maggot, and shite down your throat!"
Brandy winced. "Now, that's just not nice," he lamented, jumping back from a vicious thrust.
The goblin laughed, stood in the saddle of his wolf. With a howling cry, it leapt upon the battlement, stabbing clumsily with its spear. "Hah!"
"'Ere, now!" cried Brandy, stumbling back against one of his fellow volunteers, ruining the other Warrow's aim. "You just get back down there, where it's easier for me!"
The goblin cackled, waving its spear for a moment. "Nice pudgy one for Snotgrip," it hissed, licking its lips. "You feed me whole family for days!"
But as the goblin charged, it suddenly faltered, a pained expression crossing its face. It faltered, lurched toward Brandy on shaking legs. With a frightened cry, Brandy slashed at the goblin, slicing open its throat. But the goblin was already dead, pitching forward onto the battlement, a jet-black, red-feathered bolt jutting from its back.
Astounded, Brandy looked up, past the battered gate, as a single, leather-garbed figure raced across the open field between the forest and the village. Even from a distance of three hundred Warrow paces, Brandy knew who the figure was. He grinned, waved his sword in the air.
"It's Waxley!" he cried. "It's Waxley!"
Below, within the village circle, Lieutenant Alderlin fended off a trio of goblins, deflecting their blows with his buckler while stabbing back with his short, broad-bladed sword. Two goblins already lay dead about him. His ears perked when he heard Brandy's shouts.
"Rally!" he cried. "All constables, all volunteers, to me! The hero will need protection!"
A thick-bodied hobgoblin thundered upon mailed boots toward Alderlin, as a dozen leather-clad Warrows gathered around their lieutenant. Howling and snarling a vicious battlecry, the hobgoblin swung its massive sword in a broad arc before him, hacking down two unfortunate Warrows – and one goblin – who came too close. Alderlin nevertheless held his ground, shield and sword at the ready. The Warrows that flanked him set their spear butts into the ground, as they had been taught during their single day of training.
But over the great hobgoblin's shoulder, Lieutenant Alderlin spied a single figure, leaping upon the battlements of the wall just beside the ruined gate. Clad in polished black armor, crossbow in hand, grim look upon his face, the figure could have been only one person.
Alderlin grinned at the hobgoblin as it charged, swinging blindly. He raised his buckler to deflect a blow aimed for his head, took a single step back. The hobgoblin was forced to extend itself. It snarled and spat, expelling foul breath.
"Give my regards to Maglubyet, bastard!" cried Alderlin, blocking another blow.
At that moment, the hobgoblin cried out in agony, its back arched as a red-feathered ebon bolt found its home in the hobgoblin's spine. The brute's legs wavered, failed him. As it crumpled upon the blood-soaked ground, half a dozen Warrow spears impaled the hobgoblin, making it shriek one last time.
Waxley grinned at the results of his actions. Yet he knew that he alone could not win this battle. But, for better or worse, he was a symbol of inspiration for his village, and so long as he remained visible, his fellow Warrows could continue to draw their inspiration from him. And perhaps . . . Just perhaps . . . This day might end with Warrow homes standing.



Waxley leapt from the battlements of the palisade wall to the roof of a nearby home, reloading his crossbow. The bulk of the fighting remained on the ground; most of the goblins bore swords and axes, not bows. They remained in relatively tight groups, some lead by a hobgoblin, others lead by a goblin sergeant. They outnumbered the Warrows two to one, yet the Warrows, thanks to the leadership of such as Alderlin and Dubil, benefited from better organization. Even as they were surrounded, the Warrow volunteers held their spears at the ready, taking advantage of their weapons' greater reach.
Waxley crouched, sighted, fired again and again, and each pull of the trigger resulted in the death of yet another hobgoblin or goblin sergeant, or at least their mortal wounding. His fellow Warrows finished off those not killed outright.
The goblin invaders soon found themselves with a marked lack of leadership, and quickly splintered as they followed their own chaotic agenda. Some barged into homes to ravage or ransack, others sought to set fire to buildings. Still others blindly charged whatever Warrow was closest, seeking immediate glory but finding, usually, only ignonimous death. And here and there, a goblin would topple to the ground, a crimson-feathered crossbow bolt lodged somewhere deep within its body.
All but two of his bolts spent, Waxley leapt to the ground, snatching up the sword of a dead goblin, and joined Lieutenant Alderlin in fending off a determined pack of goblins.
"Where's the Captain?" cried Waxley, dodging one blow and landing one of his own.
"I don't know!" growled Alderlin, running a goblin through and grinning as it twitched and howled on the end of his blade. With a vicious swipe, he crashed his buckler against the goblin's face, knocking it backward and freeing his sword. "I lost track of him when the battle started!"
"Hela's breath!" cursed Waxley. "He's the one! He's the Master!"
"What?" cried Alderlin, slashing open a convenient goblin throat. He and Waxley fought with their backs to one another. "That's daft!"
"Just trust me, Alderlin!" yelled Waxley, jabbing at a howling goblin. It stumbled back, blood spurting from beneath its armpit. Waxley finished the unfortunate attacker off with a slash across the gibberling's face. "Every time there's been an attack, where has the Captain been?"
"But -- last night! It attacked him!"
"It was in his home, yes," said Waxley. "But didn't Wills escape? And how did it get in his home, if he did not bring it there?"
"Idunn's sweet!" exclaimed Alderlin. "I cannot believe it! But why would Wills want to attack the village?"
"I do not know, yet," grunted Waxley, beating back another goblin. Beside him, Alderlin pivoted, lunged, and nearly severed the head of the goblin that threatened Waxley with a deadly thrust.
Their attackers momentarily beaten back, Waxley and Alderlin regarded each other. Six goblins lay about Alderlin's feet; three by Waxley.
"Best stick to your crossbow, lad," said Alderlin.
Waxley chuckled. "I'll find Wills," he said. "Gather the others!"
Leaving Alderlin in the village circle, Waxley charged up the hill toward Captain Wills' home. A group of goblins were busy trying to alternately slay a pair of Warrow constables and rip the bodice off a screaming Warrow madchen. With the most blood-curdling cry he could muster, Waxley hurled himself toward them, heedless of his own safety. The goblin sword flew from his hands and clattered across the ground. His attack caught two of them off-guard; one, interrupted in his attempted ravaging of the madchen, screamed shrilly as it found a constable's sword blade erupt violently through its chest. The other staggered back, swinging blindly at Waxley, yet succeeding only in catching its blade in the wooden wall of Captain Wills' home.
Bereft of weapon, Waxley attacked with the only means he had left: his fists. With surprising strength, he pummeled the goblin square in the nose, making the gibbering creature fall back and strike its head against the house. It slumped to the ground.
"My thanks," snarled Waxley, jerking the goblin's curved and jagged sword from the wall. He stepped over the comatose body, letting the two constables deal with the remaining goblins.
With a dramatic kick, Waxley crashed open the door to Wills' home, holding the goblin sword in both hands. "Wills!" he cried valiantly. "I know it is you!"
The Wills home, still in a state of disarray following the previous evening's attack by the badger, was relatively empty. Yet the open doorway to the back room revealed a glimpse of Captain Wills, laying upon the floor, blood trickling from his forehead.
Frowning in consternation, Waxley approached slowly, still holding the goblin sword in both hands. Wills lay beside a large desk; the chair lay splintered and on its side. A leather-bound journal was open on the desk. No one – or no thing – else was in the room.
"Get up, Wills," growled Waxley, nudging the captain with his foot. But Wills did not budge, although his slowly rising and falling back indicated he was still breathing, still alive. Then Waxley noticed the journal. Keeping one eye on the Captain, Waxley glanced down to the revealed page. It was the most recent entry, written by a young hand:
"I've had it. 'Tis bad enough I've had to live in father's shadow, to have him talk down upon me. Now, I have to be compared to Waxley. Why did he have to do this? He was my friend! How could he betray me like this? I could have shown him real power, the power of nature, of true vengeance and strength! Well, it is no matter. I've decided. The attack will come today. Crawley's Crossing will burn, and I'll be the King of the Goblins!"
Waxley stared, dumbfounded, at the passage. He flipped quickly to the front, already knowing what he would find. Yet there, physical proof lay in a single sentence: "Journal of Calo Wills."
Calo, thought Waxley, squeezing his eyes shut. No. How could it be you?
Gathering up the journal, Waxley stepped back out into the Wills family living room. As he did so, the two constables, both wounded yet still serviceable, looked at him with tired grins.
"They've been driven back, Waxley!" one of them gasped. "The goblins are retreating!"
Grimly, as if heedless of the constables' words, Waxley pushed past them and strode purposefully down the hill. Lieutenant Alderlin stood at the head of a circle of Warrows, perhaps thirty in number, who watched as the remaining goblin force retreated through the shattered gate. Cries of victory and elation filled the air. But Alderlin remained grim-faced, and looked to Waxley as the hero approached.
"What happened?" he asked, dreading the answer.
"I was wrong," said Waxley, holding up the journal. "It's not the Captain. It's Calo."
*
The battle had taken its toll. Nineteen Warrows had lost their lives, including three women. But nearly thrice that number in enemies had fallen, which served as some measure of satisfaction for the village. Goblin, hobgoblin, and worg bodies were dragged out of the gates and piled up near the edge of the stream and set ablaze with oil and torches. As the remaining few constables and the rest of the volunteer army worked hastily to repair the smashed western gate, and stood vigilant upon the walls, Waxley, Lieutenant Alderlin, and Captain Wills were gathered in the constables' office, the journal of Calo Wills before them.
"How long have you known?" asked Waxley, standing over the Captain.
Wills stared numbly at the journal. "He started learning from his mother when he was just seven," he said. "No one knew she followed the druidic arts, and no one – especially me – knew how dark her heart truly was. She twisted Calo, made him devious, taught him her dark magicks while bidding him to conceal his true nature from those around him."
"But . . . Emberly died, years ago," said Alderlin. "Mauled by a . . . oh, no. Wotan's fist."
Wills nodded. "Killed by the selfsame dire badger that Calo now controls. I didn't want to believe it, I wanted to think it was all coincidence, but . . . In my heart, I knew."
"Yet you told no one," said Waxley, angry.
Wills lifted his tortured face. "Who was I to tell? I am the captain of the constabulary!"
"But not the voice of the village!" said Waxley. "You should have told the burgomeister!"
"And he might have withdrawn my commission!" snapped Wills, hammering his fist upon the table.
"So you protected Calo out of selfishness," said Waxley acidly.
Wills' glaring, trembling eyes remained on Waxley for a moment longer before turning away. The truth stung in his heart.
"Where is Calo now?" asked Alderlin in a more controlled tone.
Wills shrugged. "I don't know," he said.
"I do," said Waxley, picking up his crossbow.
Both Wills and Alderlin looked after the hero as he headed for the door.
"Where is he, then?" asked Alderlin.
"At the ruins," said Waxley. "At the goblin camp."
Wills nodded, suddenly understanding. "That's where his mother was killed," he said.
"You'll need help," said Alderlin, rising. He looked down to Captain Wills, a pained expression on his face. "Sir, I hate to do this, but--"
"I know," said the Captain. He stood and jerked the badge from his best, let it clatter across the table. It came to rest upon his son's journal. He looked first to his lieutenant, then to Waxley. "I resign," he said.
"I'll, uh, need you to remain under house arrest," said Alderlin.
Wills nodded, grinding his teeth. He headed for the door, where two constables awaited him, and paused as he opened it. He gave Waxley a meaningful look.
"When it comes time," he said. "Make it quick, if you can."
Feeling somewhat admonished, Waxley nodded. Wills gripped Alderlin's arm before he was escorted back to his home by the two constables who waited out front. With a pause, he looked back, eyes shaking. "He's my son."
"He was my friend," said Waxley.
"Then I don't envy either of us," said Wills. Then he departed.
Waxley and Alderlin both remained in silence as Wills was escorted away in shame. Alderlin adjusted his belt. "We'll need to get some supplies," he said. "You need a sword, we both need some bolts."
"Are you sure you want to come along?" asked Waxley.
Alderlin grinned. "You're the hero," he said. "But I'm the Captain, now. And I've more years under my belt than you. Let's go, before those Hel-cursed gibberlings have a chance to nurse their wounds."
"Calo will be waiting," said Waxley.
Alderlin nodded. "Aye, that he will. We'd best not disappoint him."
*
Two war dogs had been saddled for Waxley and Captain Alderlin, waited for them within the village circle. They were strong, stout beasts, with thick, wrinkled beige hides and fleshy faces. They gnawed on their bits and excitedly wagged their cropped tails. They, and the villagers, were ominously silent as Waxley and Alderlin approached; the entire village had become privy to the basic circumstances of what had happened with Wills, how his son Calo had betrayed the village, how Wills had tried to cover it up.
A sense of somberness hung over the village as hero and captain climbed atop their mounts. Both were positively bristling with weapons, the best products of Modsognir steel the village could afford: shortswords at hips, knives in their boots, bolts across their backs. Alderlin polished his buckler, wiping away a last tiny spot of goblin blood.
With a furtive expression, Corabell approached Waxley's mount. She held a small, dark blue handkerchief in her hands. "I want you to wear this," she said, fighting back tears. "And I want you to bring it back." She sniffed. "It's . . . my favorite."
Waxley accepted the token, then eased over in the saddle to give Corabell a longing, deep kiss. He straightened, and she stepped back, tears trickling down her face.
Next to step forth was the village apothecary, a rotund, cherry-nosed fellow with a kindly face and small eyes. He held a small wooden case in his hand, and opened it as he offered it to Captain Alderlin. "Healing draughts," he said proudly. "Not my own making, but purchased from a Priest of Wotan in Heimdall. I figured you might be needing these."
Alderlin accepted the gift with a nod, and set the box in his lap. "My thanks," he said.
Waxley smiled at the gesture, also gave the apothecary a nod of thanks. Then he noticed members of the crowd step aside as his father approached, a stern look upon his face. He stopped beside Waxley's mount, looking up at his son.
"I won't lie to you, son," he said. "I'm none too happy about this. But your actions against the goblins . . . Well . . ." he pursed his lips, face glowing suddenly with emotion. "I'm damn proud of you, lad! Damn proud!"
Waxley smiled, reached down and gripped his father's hand. The elder Paddins shook it fiercely, eyes swelling with tears, then took a deep breath. "Never forget who you are, Waxley," he said. "And who Calo was."
"Never," promised Waxley, shaking his head.
"Hail the heroes!" someone cried. "Hail Waxley the Bold and Captain Alderlin!"
"Hail the heroes!" came the response.
With a nod to each other, Waxley and Alderlin spurred their mounts forward, riding through the rickety remains of the gate as it was opened for them. At the battlements, Brandy looked down upon his friend, as he stood proud with spear in hand. Waxley paused a moment, smiling up at his friend.
"Sad business, eh?" said Brandy.
"I wish it weren't so," responded Waxley.
"Ale's on you when you get back, right?" asked Brandy.
Waxley managed a genuine smile. "I'll buy the whole keg," he said, then followed Alderlin into the forest.
***
No one knew exactly what the ruins within Bogarty Wood once were; some claimed they were a shrine to some ancient, long-dead giant god, or perhaps a safe haven for the Races during the Age of Chaos. During the nearly three thousand years since the end of that era, the once-great structure had degenerated into a scattering of toppled stone slabs, columns overgrown with moss and vines, and a single, sunken, domed structure with only half of its roof intact. The doorway to the place was gigantic, five times the height of a Warrow; the doors themselves had long ago become rubble. Within, a great circular chamber lay, with obscured and cracked designs of some ancient arcane language upon the floor. In recesses along the wall stood statues more than ten feet tall, most of them defaced by millennia of looting and infestation by such creatures as goblins.
Within this massive chamber knelt a single figure, black cloak hanging off his shoulders, hood pulled back. He was a young Warrow, with short, thick curls framing a round, boyish face. Yet the look in his dark eyes was not one of innocence; it was one of malevolence. He gazed upon the polished skull he held in his hands, smoothing his fingers over its polished contours.
"Oh, mother," he sighed. "Why did you have to be taken from me? Why did I have to do it?"
Calo Wills closed his eyes, trying to hold back the tears. But one escaped and fell down his cheek.
"Well, they will pay," he said. "For their righteousness, their feigned superiority . . . They will pay, all of them. They will learn that there is neither good nor evil in the world, that there is only the law of nature. The brutal, final law of nature. Idunn will see to that. Through me, she shall prove it to these . . . These 'civilized' barbarians who would disturb Idunn's natural way."
For several long moments, Calo remained as he was, weeping silently, caressing the skull of his mother. Then, finally, he rose, carrying the skull with him toward the gaping doorway. Stepping out into the cool night air, he looked over the sorry remnants of his goblin army. He had never thought that his overwhelming force could be driven back, but . . . Damn that Waxley! Nearly all of his lieutenants had fallen to the hero, now using some new crossbow that was even more deadly than Riley's. Thanks to him, and to the uncommon valor of the volunteers of Crawley's Crossing's militia, all he had left were a bunch of sad, chaotic goblins, with no leaders save one.
"Shargon," said Calo, beckoning to the lone hobgoblin that remained. Now the captain of Calo's forces, Shargon responded quickly, getting to his feet at the Master's call. He towered expectantly before the figure that stood at half his height.
"I am expecting some . . . Guests tonight," said Calo in the goblin tongue. "See that they are greeted properly."
Shargon grinned. "Can we eats them?" he asked, showing cracked, yellow teeth.
Calo glared. "Bring them to me, alive," he said. Shargon's face registered disappointment.
Calo turned away, heading back inside. He paused at the entrance. "Once I'm done," he said. "You may deal with them as you wish."
Shargon grinned again, nodded. He headed back to the goblins, visions of halfling shish-kebobs dancing in his head.
*
Waxley and Alderlin lay upon their bellies atop a grass-covered knoll, looking down upon the ruins that lay at the extreme edge of crossbow range. Even from such a distance, however, goblins could be seen moving about. The marble columns, remnants of the giants whom some said were imprisoned within the stone, looked pale blue in the waning light. Campfires burned here and there, with crude tents pitched around them. Beyond the camp, ringed by cracked and weathered columns sporting moss and vines, could be seen the massive marble dome of an ancient structure . . . a shrine of some sort to long-dead gods, or perhaps a giant king's audience hall.
Alderlin narrowed his eyes, chuckling as he caught sight of the lone hobgoblin amongst the enemy. "I know that one," he said with a grin. "His name's Shargon. If he's Calo's second-in-command now, then our work will be easier. He's a moron, more so than most of his kind."
Waxley looked to the new captain questioningly. "How do you know him?"
"Lad, I've been hunting goblins for a decade now. I've come to appreciate the value of studying the enemy. Sometimes, I'll venture through the forest, just to watch goblins and others of the Savage Races as they work and live. It can be quite entertaining sometimes."
Waxley chuckled, suddenly impressed with Alderlin. "I'm sure," he said.
"They still number almost thirty," said Alderlin. "Regardless of your accuracy, and my skill at arms, we could never defeat so many in a direct assault."
"We need to lure them out, then," said Waxley. "Or sneak in. One or the other."
"Why either one?" asked Alderlin with a sudden grin. "We could do both."
Waxley glanced to the newly-promoted Captain. "What are you thinking?"
Alderlin stared at the goblin camp. "You have stealth, I have skill," he said. "I could lure out the goblins, giving you a chance to sneak in. If you can catch Calo unawares, perhaps we can put an end to this right away."
"That's quite a chance," said Waxley.
"Aye, but chance makes glory."
Waxley glanced to Corabell's midnight-blue handkerchief, which he had strapped around his left arm. "And death," he said ominously.
"Aye, that, too," agreed Alderlin, then chuckled grimly. "No one ever said this job was easy . . . ."
*
The goblins sat about, tired yet still restless. Their failure to take the Warrow village weighed heavily upon them; the Master was not pleased. But more so than the Master's disappointment, the goblins felt their failure in the eyes of Maglubyet, the goblin god; perhaps he had cursed them to fail since they followed a Warrow betrayer, rather than one of their own.
Already, the undercurrents of dissention were beginning to grow stronger. Baleful goblin eyes would peer narrowly back toward the domed structure which their Master had claimed as his home; hushed, gibbering voices whispered of possible revolution against him. At least, he was but one Warrow, and his death, they reasoned, might very well appease all-mighty Maglubyet.



But such whisperings were furtive and few; for the time being, at least, their Master remained in control. They would have to be content with sharpening their nicked and rusty swords and nursing their wounds – both to body and pride – for the time being.
Beside the chieftain's tent – now home to the only remaining hobgoblin – Shargon conferred with his remaining lieutenants, trying to figure the best way to maintain troop discipline and morale. Shargon was no leader, although he was a more than capable warrior. His rather dim and straightforward intellect was best used to figure out how better to cleave a Warrow skull in two, not muster the forces of a sorry and beaten goblin warband.
As he spoke with the three goblins who listened only peripherally, Shargon's pointed, reddish ears suddenly perked. In the next instant, one of the goblins pitched forward, crying out and sputtering as blood erupted from its mouth, a crossbow bolt jutting from its back.
"Snipers!" cried Shargon, drawing his long, curved sword. He pointed with the dull steel blade toward the forest line. "Kill them!"
The goblins cried in unison, with bellows of bloodlust and anger. They scampered to their feet, snatching up their weapons. They did not wait for Shargon's lackluster order; they charged blindly toward the edge of the clearing, eager to reclaim at least some measure of pride for their clan.
At hearing the excited cries of his warband, Calo appeared in the doorway of the cracked dome, a wide-eyed look of panic on his face. "No!" he shouted. "It's a trap!"
But his cries fell on deaf ears. Swords raised and arrows knocked, the goblins charged the forest and their unseen enemy. Only a handful remained behind, given pause by Calo's desperate words and blessed with somewhat better insight than their fellows.
"What we do, boss?" asked one of the few stragglers.
Calo sighed, grinding his teeth. "Come inside with me, and keep your arrows trained at the doorway. Shoot anything that comes in; I don't care if it is Warrow or goblin."
"Er . . . Okay, boss."
Further afield, the goblins surged toward the forest in a howling, barbaric mass. They were spurred on as they spied a figure moving in the darkness of the trees, their goblin vision allowing them to spy him as easily as during the day. Arrows were loosed, but they either went wide of their mark or thunked into the trunks of trees.
Their hopes of an easy prey soon became dashed; as they rushed toward the trees, the ground about their ill-shod feet suddenly became alive as grass, roots, and even twigs seemed to take on a life of their own, grasping at their ankles. Many tripped and fell; others shrieked and cried out in anger, pulling against the tangled mass that ensnared them.
From around a tree, Alderlin chuckled at the results of his nature magic. Although no druid, the life of a hunter and ranger had given him certain insights into the way of Idunn's world, thus providing him with a limited command of the natural sphere. At times, such as now, that command proved immensely useful.
Raising his crossbow, Alderlin fired into the frustrated mass of goblins, striking down one with an easy shot. Continuing to chuckle to himself, he leisurely reloaded his crossbow . . . .
*
Calo Wills meditated in the midst of the cracked and rubble-strewn domed shrine, peripherally looking upon ancient stone gods. He finished a muttered incantation, and all at once, his skin became as of the hide of the great oaks that filled the forest. He sighed, looked up and about at the lifeless, ancient effigies that surrounded him. He wondered what they thought of this battle; of his failures. Were they angered? Disappointed?
But more than the favor of dead gods was the favor of his dead mother that he longed to earn. Yet, within his dark and twisted heart, he suddenly realized that he was beyond hope of achieving that; her spirit, he sensed, was displeased.
"Mother," he whispered emotionally, cradling her skull in his hands. "I'm so sorry . . . ."
With an anguished cry, he suddenly rose and hurled the skull toward a far wall, where it shattered, polished bone exploding into dust. Calo lifted his face to the darkened sky overhead, revealed through the half of the dome that had long ago crumbled, and screamed. The pain in his voice was felt by even the hardened hearts of his goblin guardians, who looked back fearfully to their Master, temporarily abandoning their vigilance of the shrine's doorway.
Calo's cry stopped abruptly, however, as he beheld a single, black-garbed figure sliding down a long rope, the end of which fell beneath him to brush the floor. Flickering flames glowed from the ends of two glass vials that the figure hurled ahead of him. Calo's eyes flew open wide in surprise as he looked upon the hard-set features of his one-time friend.
"Waxley!" he breathed.
"Another time, Calo?" cried Waxley. "That time has come!"
The flaming vials landed amidst the cluster of goblin guardians, erupting into miniature bonfires as they exploded upon the ground. Goblins shrieked as their skin and patchwork armor caught fire. They howled and screamed in pain, some stumbling out through the doorway, others dropping to their knees as they were consumed.
Waxley landed upon the cracked marble floor, casting aside the rope and unslinging his crossbow. But Calo was already moving, gesturing in eldritch ways. With a hiss, he thrust his hands out, compelling the weapon in Waxley's hand to bend and turn in upon itself. Yet the enchantment upon Laniron's crossbow proved powerful; the weapon remained unchanged.
"You'll not have me a second time!" cried Waxley, bringing the crossbow to his shoulder and firing quickly. The aim of the bolt proved true, striking Cal in the left shoulder. The younger Warrow cried out, stumbled back. But he was not to be so easily defeated.
Sagging on the floor, Calo jerked the bolt from his shoulder, casting it aside. His eyes were wild with madness and anger. "You could have joined me!" he cried. "We could have ruled over this forest as gods!"
"You're mad, Calo," said Waxley, dropping the crossbow to the floor. He drew his sword and advanced. "Your dreams of conquest have ended."
Calo laughed. "Spoken like a true hero," he spat. "So what now? Go on grand adventures, like Riley? You saw how he ended up."
Waxley's eyes darkened. "You'll pay for Riley's death," he said.
Calo bobbed his head, eyes wide with lunacy. "Well, I didn't think you came here to thank me," he said. He nodded to the doorway, which still crackled with flame. The stench of burning goblin flesh filled the air. "Nice work, by the way. Quite crafty. But then, you always did think ahead, didn't you?"
Waxley pointed toward his one-time friend with the tip of his sword. "I'll give you one chance to surrender," he said. "Which is more than you deserve."
Calo's eyes rolled upward as he thought. "Well, let me think," he said, tapping bloodied fingers on his chin. "Uh . . . No."
"So be it," said Waxley.
Calo pushed himself to his feet, spoke quickly in a language Waxley did not understand. He thrust his hands out, glowing with a pale blue radiance. He grinned. "So be it!" he cried.
His statement was punctuated as a spray of numbing cold lanced forth, devouring the short distance between he and Waxley. Waxley's eyes flashed wide for a split-second, then he dove and rolled out of the way, feeling the brief intensity of the cold but was otherwise unaffected. He came up on his feet, holding his sword in a practiced move he had learned from Alderlin.
Calo seemed unimpressed. He grinned evilly, snapped his arms out, away from his sides. His hands swiftly changed, transforming from a splay of fingers into curled, sharp, talon-like claws.
With a wild cry, Calo rushed forward, the fury of his sudden assault startling Waxley. The hero raised his blade hastily, parrying one attack with a shower of sparks, but not the other. He winced as a razor-like claw slashed deeply across his chest. Waxley stumbled to the side, slashed blindly, missing Calo by inches. Cackling gleefully, Calo slashed again, this time catching Waxley across the back. Waxley cried out, stumbled, and fell to his knee. He managed to flip his sword about in his hand and stab backward, however, and felt a brief moment's satisfaction as his blade bit into Calo's leg. But the weapon was swatted from his grasp, clattering across the marble as Calo jerked away. Waxley's energy seemed to leave him. He sagged, bracing himself upon the floor, breathing heavily.
Calo chuckled, stepping around to face Waxley, his magically-clawed hands catching the flickering light of the flames.
"The hero does not always triumph," he remarked coldly. He nodded toward the doorway, indicating the world outside. "Who else was foolish enough to come with you? Brandy? That gruff soldier Alderlin? What do you think is happening to them now? My goblins are tearing them apart, feasting on their flesh as they watch with horrified eyes. How does it feel, hero? To come so far, only to fail?"
"Calo, please," gasped Waxley.
Calo cocked his head to the side. "Oh, is that pain upon your face, within your heart? You know what will happen to the village now, don't you? Every home, every structure, will burn, and no reinforcements from Heimdall will come. My pitiful father lied to you, you know; he never sent the message. He thought, in his idiocy, that he could appeal to me. By the time Heimdall realizes something is amiss, Crawley's Crossing will be nothing but a smoldering ruin . . . And Corabell, sweet, sweet Corabell . . . ."
Waxley's eyes flashed up in anger, glaring at Calo.
Calo chuckled. "I can just imagine the delights she will give me, as my concubine. Oh, she will resist at first, and I will have to take her by force. But eventually, as with all madchen, she will come to accept her fate, and will give herself willingly to me . . . until I tire of her, and feed her to my goblins."
"Please," gasped Waxley, a pained expression on his face. "I'll do anything . . . Just don't take Corabell."
Calo cackled. He stepped closer, looking down at Waxley as he stood over him. He dragged a clawed finger down Waxley's cheek, curled it beneath his chin. "Oh, you would, eh?" he asked. "Perhaps you would become my champion, my bodyguard, with your reward being Corabell as your personal slave. I will honor such a bargain, Waxley; all you must do is pledge your undying loyalty to me, to the power of unforgiving Idunn."
Waxley stared up, eyes trembling with apparent fear. Calo's claim of serving the Goddess insulted him, but he hid his umbrage. Unknown to Calo, Waxley's fingers reached slowly for the small-bladed knife in his right boot.
"Well?" asked Calo.
Waxley seemed to yield. "Very well," he said, eyes dropping for a moment. Suddenly, his eyes flashed with fierce brilliance, and he jerked the blade free, burying it a heartbeat later in Calo's chest. "Never!" he cried.
He clutched Calo close, pinning one of the Warrow's arms beneath his own, and felt the shudder as Calo's life quickly left his body. Waxley squeezed his eyes closed, hating the way Calo's body shook and trembled, the sound of his friend's death-rattle as it escaped his lips. Calo's eyes flew open wide, pain but also warmth flooding through him. His eyes rolled toward the heavens as his mouth parted in a silent scream. His limbs spasmed, then fell limp. In but a matter of seconds, it was over.
Waxley did not look at his friend's body as he let the corpse fall to the floor. He turned away, leaving his dagger buried in his friend's breast. Wounded and exhausted, he stumbled toward his crossbow, picking it up. Calo's death had not brought the battle to a close; there yet remained the goblins of the warband, and their sheer weight of numbers stood a good chance to bring him down. Yet, as he cocked and loaded Laniron's crossbow, he found comfort in that, at the least, he had fulfilled two promises: that he would save Crawley's Crossing, and that Calo's death had been swift.
Feeling his own life's blood trickling from the wounds Calo had given him, Waxley suddenly remembered the potion the apothecary had provided. He found it snug within his pouch, and with shaking hands, jerked upon the stopper. He gulped down the crystal-blue liquid, feeling within moments its healing effects. His wounds stopped bleeding, and some even closed. Though far from being fully healed, he would not yet perish.
Not until the goblins come, he thought.
The sound of a piece of rubble being kicked just beyond the doorway alerted him. He hastily cast the empty vial aside, raised the crossbow. Somewhat more alert now that pain no longer flood his senses, he held the enchanted crossbow with steady hands, a finger lightly caressing the trigger.
Come, then, you damn goblins. I'll take as many of you with me as I can.
But the figure that appeared was no goblin; Waxley emitted a sigh of glorious relief as he saw Captain Alderlin stumble through the doorway, literally coated in goblin blood, holding his sword in a heavy hand. His buckler was dented, smeared in gore, as it hung from his forearm. His face was weary, exhausted, yet upon seeing Waxley, split into a wide grin.
"Idunn's sweet," he breathed tiredly, stumbling across the room. He wrinkled his nose at the smoldering goblin bodies, glanced with satisfaction at Calo's body.
"Aye, she is," agreed Waxley, lowering the crossbow. "Are you all right?"
Alderlin regarded Waxley with the face of a thoroughly spent and exhausted Warrow. "Am I 'all' right?" he asked. "No, not exactly. But I'll live, if that's what you mean."
The captain fell roughly on his rump beside Waxley, emitting a painful grunt. "If not for the apothecary's potion, I'd be a dead halfling," he said breathlessly. He looked hopefully to Waxley.
Waxley shook his head. "Mine's gone, too," he said.
"Just as well," breathed Alderlin. "I doubt Calo went easily."
Waxley was quiet, looking, for the first time, upon the corpse of his childhood friend. "No," he said after a moment. "He did not."
"What of the badger?" asked Alderlin.
Waxley frowned. He looked about, suddenly alarmed. His eyes settled upon a darkened archway in the far wall. "The badger," he breathed. "I'd forgotten."
Alderlin let out a heavy sigh. "The battle's not over, yet," he moaned.
Groaning, the two battle-weary Warrows helped each other to their feet and trudged toward the darkened archway.
"Be on your guard, lad," said Alderlin, hefting blade and buckler. "This may not be easy."
*
With as much stealth as either could muster, the two Warrows moved cautiously down a sloping, curved passageway, Alderlin with a torch held high. The walls were rough-hewn and moist, glistening with water that seeped from limestone and fed the abundant fungi in the tunnel. The passageway, long ago carved by giants, was broad enough for both Warrows to walk abreast with arms stretched wide.
As they descended further and further down over mammoth steps, a feral smell assaulted their senses, confirming the theory that this was the dire badger's abode. It became stronger the more they descended, and was soon accompanied by the sound of heavy, labored breathing.
The passageway stopped at a broad landing. Rubble lay strewn across the floor; an archway was filled with it, denying access to deeper parts of the shrine. The tunnel had been widened by goblin sappers, transforming it into a wide, rough-hewn den for the lair's occupant. And before them, curled into a blood-soaked heap, lay the great badger, breathing slowly, laboriously.
Waxley stared at the beast in surprise; its bestial face held none of the rage and ferocity he had seen before. If anything, it looked sad, almost pathetic. Small, red-tinted eyes opened slowly, looking upon the Warrows before it with a sense of solemn acceptance. It winced in the presence of the torchlight, its eyes narrowing reflexively.
"By the gods," whispered Alderlin, even his hardened heart touched by the despicable condition of the beast. "It's--"
"Dying," finished Waxley, his crossbow held before him.
"But, why?" asked Alderlin. "Druids possess healing magic. Calo could have--"
Waxley's heart fell as he understood. "Because he knew," he said. "Because he knew it was over. For all his bold talk and madness . . . he knew."
Alderlin bravely stepped closer to the giant badger, which seemed to almost whimper at the captain's approach. "Waxley," he said. "This is no monster. It is just an animal."
"One twisted and perverted by Calo's evil," said Waxley.
Alderlin looked back to the hero. "We must," he said, needing not to say what his tone implied.
Waxley nodded, slowly lifted the crossbow to his shoulder. Despite seeing the beast before him, Waxley could not see the animal as evil. Although it had slain Riley, and had been the original target for Waxley's vengeance, the young Warrow felt nothing but pity for this creature. His finger hesitated on the trigger.
Then, as if sensing Waxley's trepidation, and understanding more than any animal ever should, the great badger painfully rolled onto its side, exposing its soft underbelly, and beyond, its heart. The foreboding red eyes seemed to soften as they stared at Waxley.
Waxley took a deep breath, eyes closed, then opened them suddenly in determination. He felt the shudder of the crossbow against his shoulder, saw the momentary wince of the beast's eyes. The deadly limbs fell to the floor. The beast took a single breath, wheezed as it was released. Finally, the badger lay silent and still, the radiance of those once-fearful eyes fading to nothingness.
With a heartfelt sigh, Waxley turned away.
*
"Think Corabell's got enough healing in her to tend to us both?" asked Alderlin as they stepped from the shrine and into the cool night air.
Waxley, despite himself, laughed softly. "By Idunn's long locks, I hope so," he said.
Alderlin chuckled as well, gave Waxley a stout slap on the shoulder. "You'll make her a fine husband, if you wish," he said, then let out a deep, exasperated breath. "Gods, I need a drink. We both do."
Waxley grimaced. "We need a bath, is what we need," he said. He slapped Alderlin's arm. "We stink."
Alderlin could only laugh.
***
Upon seeing the two bloodied heroes upon their mounts, Brandy let out a triumphant cry and rang the alarm bell for the village. Fearful at first, then with gladdened faces, the Warrows came out from their homes and from the tavern where many had been nervously biding their time. They crowded at the gate as it was swung open wide. Gasps of sympathy sounded as they beheld the sorry shapes of Waxley and Captain Alderlin, sagging in their saddles, grim looks upon their faces. Hero and captain were helped down from their sympathetically-growling mounts and supported by grateful Warrows, who were eager to do what they could to assist their saviors.
"The goblins?" asked Dubil optimistically, supporting Captain Alderlin.
"Routed, at the least," he said. "I took as many as I could. The rest fled. I don't think they'll be a threat any time soon."
"And . . . the goblin's master?" he asked tentatively.
Alderlin looked over his shoulder as Waxley walked without aid beside his friend Brandy. "The hero dealt with him," he said grimly. "Calo's dead."
Beside Brandy, Waxley was dimly aware of the tenor of Alderlin's conversation. He stared at the ground for a long time as he and Alderlin were escorted to Corabell's home. "I don't know how I can face Wills," he said. "I mean, I know he was part of this, but . . . He only wished to protect his son."
Brandy took a deep breath, let it out loudly as he stuffed his hands in his pockets. "Well, you needn't worry about that," he said portentously.



Waxley frowned at his friend.
Brandy pursed his lips distastefully. "Wills was under guard, but not within his home," he said. "He took his own life. Impaled himself upon a dagger."
Waxley sighed, shaking his head, eyes closed. "Alderlin's right," he said. "I need a drink."
*
Despite the somber circumstance regarding the victory of Waxley and Captain Alderlin over Calo and the goblins, a victory was still a victory, and Crawley's Crossing still stood. Once Corabell had used her healing magicks as much as she could upon the two men, Waxley and Alderlin headed to the tavern to join the celebration and bask in some much-deserved gratitude from the villagers. The burgomeister made Alderlin's promotion official, and recognized Waxley as the hero of the village, presenting him with a new badge, a new suit of leather armor fitted with Modsognir steel studs, and a new sense of pride. Then, of course, there was the bag of gold coins . . . .
The celebration lasted well into the night, and as the early morning hours crawled on, the villagers slowly returned to their homes. They gave Waxley and Alderlin their votes of sympathy and their thanks, and slowly, thanks to alcohol and this unabashed praise, Waxley began to feel better about himself. He reminded himself that he had not slain a friend; but an enemy who had masqueraded as one. Whatever Calo's madness, he had been a servant of evil; his death had been warranted.
Eventually, the tavern became empty, leaving only Waxley as he slowly nursed a bottle of whisky. Even Alderlin had left for home, escorted by a new pair of female 'friends' who wished to show their appreciation for his efforts in a more private fashion. Waxley had watched the man leave, a broad grin on the new captain's tired and haggard face. Alderlin muttered something about a 'dry spell coming to an end' as he was led out by the two giggling madchen.
Waxley could have followed suit, he knew; there had been an abundance of flirtations and advances from some of the other madchen in the village. But simple carnal pleasure was not on his mind; despite his realization that all he had done had been right, he still felt forlorn . . . And alone.
"Is there room for another in that bottle?" asked a soft voice over his shoulder.
Waxley turned with a start, and smiled upon seeing Corabell. She looked softly, affectionately, upon her hero, touched his shoulder with a tentative hand. Slowly, she eased onto the bench beside Waxley, staring at him with wide eyes and a flushed face.
"I would have come sooner--" she began.
Waxley cut her off with a vigorous shake of his head. His mind swam with the effects of alcohol. "'Tis best that you didn't," he said. "Luralee was dancing topless."
Corabell chuckled. "I suppose she wanted to show her appreciation in her own unique way," she said.
Waxley lifted the small glass of whisky to his lips. "Aye, well, when she wakes up tomorrow with Brandy in her bed she's bound to rethink her 'gesture of appreciation.'"
Corabell smiled. "You could just as easily have left with her," she said.
Waxley looked to Corabell with tired, bloodshot eyes. "True," he said, then moved as if to push away from the table. "Mayhap it is not too late--"
"Waxley!"
He chuckled drunkenly, stared at Corabell. Their eyes locked for a long moment. "I love you," he drawled.
She rolled her eyes. "Oh, sure, now you say it, with half a bottle of Iron City Mash in your stomach."
"Do you think," began Waxley, swaying slightly in his seat. "That you could be married to an adventurer?"
Corabell smiled sweetly, stroked his matted hair. She kissed his cheek affectionately, then drew back. "No," she said at last.
Waxley nodded, head pivoting loosely on his neck. He turned back to his drink, tapping the rim of the glass. "I didn't think so."
"Waxley," she said in a sagely tone. "You are who you are, and I would never want you to be any different. I always knew you had an adventurer's heart, that you could never stay in this village overlong. Go out into the world, have your adventures. And when you're done . . . Come back to me. I'll wait."
Waxley frowned, looked back upon her. "That's asking too much," he said. "What if you find some tanner or livery . . . Liverist . . . Livery-boy . . . Attractive? You can't just remain chaste for me, not know. . . ing when I'll come back."
Corabell moved her face closer, smiling demurely. "A madchen can stay chaste," she said. "It's you herren who can't."
"What?" asked Waxley, offended in his state of inebriation. His frown deepened. He reeled back, eyes heavy. "I . . . I won't . . . I mean, I will stay--"
Corabell placed a finger on Waxley's whisky-moist lips, shushing him. "Don't say anything that will make you a liar," she said.
Waxley drunkenly kissed Corabell's finger before she pulled it away. "You think I can't?" he asked. "Why, I have many opportunities in this village, yet, I want . . . to stay . . . pure for you," he said with a sputtering of his lips.
Corabell winced at the expulsion of alcohol from Waxley's mouth, then leaned closer, her small button nose just an inch from his. Her eyes twinkled. "Well," she said softly. "Come home with me," she said, smiling. "I have some herbs that will purge this alcohol from your system . . . And then we'll see just how 'pure' you want to be."
Waxley stared for a moment, face blank. Then the meaning of Corabell's words registered in his mind, and his eyes grew wide, blinking profusely. His mouth fell slack. "Oh," he said.
With a girlish giggle, Corabell stood, then held out her hand for her hero. Laboriously, Waxley pushed himself to his feet. He swayed noticeably.
"Whoa," he gasped. "I haven't standed . . . stood . . . since . . . since Luralee, um . . . whew! It's been a while . . . ."
Corabell laughed, a tinkling sound that echoed in Waxley's ears. "Oh, Idunn," she said, looking upward and taking a deep breath. "I do hope my magic is strong enough."
--finis--
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Prologue: An Innocent but Naughty Kansas Country Girl
Dotti writhed and moaned upon her bed, one hand pressed deeply between her thighs as the other pinched and pulled at thick, swollen pink nipples. Even with the windows open, sweet and earthy aromas of spring wafting in on a gentle breeze, the feminine perfume emanating from her sex was palpable. Slender fingers glistened with the sweet, oily fluid that oozed from between plump pink lips. Dotti twitched with aftershocks as she lazily brought her hand to her face. Soft moans escaped her lush lips as she licked her own essence off her fingers.
Suddenly, her eyes flashed open in alarm. "Oh!" she exclaimed aloud, though she was alone in her bedroom. "I'm going to be late!"
She jumped up from bed, her firm round breasts jiggling, and reached for the blue and white checkered skirt hanging over the chair before her vanity. The white blouse was next, tied hastily beneath her breasts rather than tucked in, exposing her taut, trim belly. She pulled on the knee-length white stockings and polished black shoes, touched up her makeup and secured her long black hair in pig tails.
Dotti made a kissing motion with her soft pink lips as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. "Perfect," she said, then darted from her room.
"Mom! Dad! I'm going!" she called as she raced down the stairs in the family home. Her shoes clacked upon the wooden boards.
"Have fun, dear," her mother responded from the kitchen.
"Be careful, honey," her father said from his recliner, the day's paper held up before his nose.
Dotti rolled her eyes as she closed the door behind her and headed down the walk to her Mustang. They never change, she thought. Day in, day out, always the same boring stuff. Work, church, work, church. I don't wanna be like that. I want . . . adventure!
Grinning with anticipation, Dotti jumped behind the wheel of her classic 'Stang and jerked the key in the ignition. This is gonna be a fun party, she thought to herself.
***
Dotti soured as she drove back home the following morning. The party had been a disaster. As always, Tina Masters and her cheerleader friends had commanded all the attention in their tight mini-skirts and transparent tops, and every boy had lusted after them. Frustrated at playing second . . . third . . . fourth fiddle, Dotti had found companionship with a bottle of vodka and spent most of the party listening to Kerri Baines' lamentations on how selfish and stupid boys were.
I've had it with these stupid parties, she thought depressingly. Fifty people drinking, but only ten people actually hook up. Damn it! When am I ever gonna have some real fun?
Dotti became conscious of a needy ache between her lean thighs. She was many miles from home, from the cozy shelter of her bedroom, where she acted out unrealized fantasies with the help of toys. Although beyond the age of eighteen, Dotti had little experience in the realm of carnal relations . . . though she dreamed of it constantly.
I can't stand it, she thought, her hand wandering across the seat beside her to her purse. A little fumbling with the clasp, then searching within the small bag, and she found what she was looking for.
The girl smiled as she held up the polished silver ball. Stenciled in tiny script upon the surface were the words, "TOTO. Totally Orgasmic Tickling Orb."
With a grin, keeping her eyes on the dusty Kansas road that would take her home, Dotti spread her legs and fluttered up the short hem of her loose skirt. She was glad to have 'forgotten' her panties the night before, for that meant one less obstacle to her pleasure. Holding the orb in the palm of her hand, Dotti touched her pussy, finding the soft pink lips slick already.
Concentrating both upon driving and her own self-gratification, Dotti rubbed the smooth, cool sphere along her lips, then against her clitoris as it swelled. Biting her lip against a needy moan, she pushed the object against the entrance of her tunnel, feeling the muscles spread and suck it in. She sighed as her young pussy wrapped snuggly around the object, then gasped as it began vibrating.
Both hands slapped to the wheel. Her eyes became heady with pleasure as TOTO went to work. It throbbed, pulsed, shook and buzzed inside her, making Dotti's thighs twitch. Her nipples hardened incredibly; her face and neck became flushed with arousal. Beads of perspiration formed on her upper lip and in the revealed cleavage of her breasts.
"Oh," she moaned softly, directing the Mustang into town. "Mmm . . . ."
Suddenly, the sex toy buried in her pussy hit just the right spot, triggering a convulsive orgasm that had the girl shaking in her seat. She gasped and cried out in pleasure, squeezing her eyes shut for a moment. Her entire body trembled almost violently as the spasms continued for many long, sweet moments.
At last, forgetting where she was, Dotti sagged in the driver's seat, smiling and blushing from her orgasm. Slowly, she opened her eyes.
"Oh, shit!" she exclaimed, bolting upright in her seat. She found herself staring at the back of a gleaming black Mercedes, which was obviously too close to her own car. So close, in fact, that the rear bumper of the late-model vehicle was crumpled against the front of Dotti's venerable Mustang, the trunk lid dented and popped open. Hanging from the lid was the personalized license plate of the car, which read: "Witch."
Oh, no, thought Dotti with dread, even as she saw the driver's-side door of the Mercedes pop open. With fearful eyes, the young raven-haired girl watched as a tall, imposing woman, clad in a stately pantsuit, stepped from the vehicle before her. The woman's long, pale hair was secured in a severe bun atop her head, revealing the harsh, angular face beneath.
Mrs. Gulp, thought Dotti nervously, swallowing thickly. Oh, no . . . of all the people to run into . . . .
An angry and patronizing look in her eyes, Mrs. Gulp glared through Dotti's windshield at the girl, waiting impatiently. Dotti quickly disengaged her seatbelt and pushed open the door, stepping out.
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," the girl began. "Um . . . th-there was this little dog, a-and it ran across the road—"
"I didn't see any damn dog," spat Mrs. Gulp. Her eyes narrowed with disapproval as she looked the young woman over. "You're that Gale brat. Where are you going on a Sunday morning, dressed like a tramp? You should be in church!"
Dotti bristled slightly at Mrs. Gulp's words, but her fear was overriding. "I . . . I was just going home, to get dressed for church," she said, her wide blue eyes quivering. "I swear!"
At that moment, the shiny, slick silver orb that had been buried within Dotti's pussy promptly fell out, bouncing on the ground and rolling to a stop at Mrs. Gulp's feet. The matron glanced down, her lips curling with a sneer of distaste as she beheld the object. With a handkerchief, she stooped and picked up the device.
"I-I can explain," began Dotti.
Mrs. Gulp chuckled darkly. "Oh, I am certain you can," she said. She closed her fist around the TOTO and glared at the girl. "Masturbation is a sin," she declared. "And even more so with such a . . . disgusting device."
"Mrs. Gulp, please!" cried Dotti. "It was just an accident!"
"One you can explain to your parents," decried the older woman haughtily as she backed toward her open car door. "Naughty girls such as you should be punished!"
Oh, no! thought Dotti as Mrs. Gulp closed the door behind her and drove away, the trunk of her Mercedes bouncing open in her wake.
Desperately, Dotti clamored back inside her car and floored the accelerator, determined to get home before Mrs. Gulp beat her there.
***
She was too late, of course. Dotti felt her heart sink as she pulled up the Mustang along the curb before her house, seeing Mrs. Gulp's dented Mercedes in the driveway. The Deacon's wife was already inside, Dotti knew, and laying it on thick for her bible-thumping parents' benefit.
Head hanging low, Dotti stepped through the door, hearing Mrs. Gulp's shrill voice:
". . . the evils of youngsters know no bounds!" the woman was shrieking, grasping the cloth-wrapped silver ball in her hand as she faced Dotti's parents in the living room. "Self-gratification! Self-pleasure! Self-righteousness! Your daughter is on the path to wickedness, I tell you! Why, I don't doubt that she was indulging in the corruptions of Satan, namely marijuana, and alcohol!"
Dotti's parents caught sight of their daughter in the doorway as the girl meekly shuffled forward, head bowed in shame.
"Is this true?" asked Mother.
"I . . . Mom, I—"
"Of course it is true!" declared Mrs. Gulp, striding toward Dotti quickly. In a swift move that surprised all, the older woman gripped the hem of Dotti's skirt and jerked it up past her waist. Dotti gasped in humiliation as her naked sex was revealed.
"No panties! Do you need more proof?" cried Mrs. Gale. Her eyes blazed as she looked upon Dotti. "I will not abide the existence of harlots in this town!"
Dotti let out an anguished cry and darted away, running up the stairs to her room, face buried in her hands. She slammed the bedroom door shut behind her and leapt upon the bed, curling up in a ball. For hours, she wept uncontrollably.
***
Dotti did not have lunch, nor dinner with her parents that day. She remained in her bed and refused to answer the poundings of her father's fists upon the locked door to her room. Eventually, a strange sort of calm quietness fell upon the house. Dotti's parents gave up for the night in trying to lure her out for a Bible-thumping.
Finally, Dotti sat up in bed, wiped her eyes. There were no lights on within the house, and the open windows carried a strong breeze and the sharp aroma of ozone. Dotti had already made up her mind within the tortured dreams she had experienced during her fitful slumber. Not thinking about her actions, she grabbed a small suitcase from the closet and began packing.
A few minutes later, Dotti crawled out through her window, and onto the roof of the garage. She jumped to the ground with a grunt of effort and dashed to her car. There was almost no damage from her collision with Mrs. Gulp's car -- evidence of the strength of a classic such as hers -- and the engine rumbled contentedly to life.
I've got a hundred and thirteen bucks, Dotti thought as she backed the car out of the driveway. She was oblivious to the strong winds whipping around her car. Enough to get me through the next few days at Kerri's. I know I can stay there, at least for a while . . . until mom and dad calm down.
She threw the car into gear and pressed her foot to the accelerator. Tires skidded on damp roads for a moment before the old Mustang bore Dotti away.
Part One: The Yellow Prick Road, and All That Happens Upon It . . . .
The radio was filled with static, so Dotti popped a Pink Floyd CD into the undermounted player on her dash. She sang along to the music, enjoying the rich, electrical smell of the wind flying through her window. So distracted she was that she did not notice the dark, swirling column of air as it crossed the road just before her.
"Oh!" she exclaimed, feeling the car rattle and shake. Instead of rolling forward, the Mustang began skidding across cracked and battered pavement. Dotti's hands fought with the wheel, but control of the vehicle was beyond her.
"Oh! My! God!" she exclaimed in fearful wonderment, seeing the twisting funnel just outside her car. In the next moment, Dotti and her vehicle were lifted up high into the air, spinning round and round and drawn closer to the heart of the spinning vertical tunnel.
And then, about her, came shapes and figures she recognized. Mr. Rivers' ice cream stand, with waffle clones and sugary toppings flying about. Then Mr. Rivers himself, wild-eyed and fearful, flailing his arms and legs. A neighborhood dog, tiny and mangy, well-known for its annoying barking at all hours of the night. Then a dark Mercedes, doors flung open as it fell away . . . and the lanky form of Mrs. Gulp, spinning this way and that, her matronly dress ripped from her to reveal a body-hugging suit of dark black leather that both barely covered and accentuated her feminine assets.
Dotti stared, transfixed, as Mrs. Gulp righted herself, holding a long black device in her hand that resembled . . . oh, my, thought Dotti . . . it looks like . . . an enormous penis!
Mrs. Gulp cackled at the girl and shot off into the heart of the swirling twister, gripping the fake, massive black phallus which she held like a wand . . . .
"See you soon, my pretty!"
The shrill, grating voice of Mrs. Gulp was the last thing Dotti heard before the spinning of the car and the whirling winds battered her into unconsciousness.
***
"Ohh . . . ."
Dotti groaned as she came awake, forcing her tired eyes open. It took her a moment to recognize the interior of her car. However, the moment she did, she shot up, instantly awake. She remembered the twister, and all she had seen within it.
Oh, my gosh, I'm alive! I'm . . . .
Her thoughts trailed off as she looked out through cracked windows. There were tiny homes, none taller than she, with miniature doors that seemed more for dogs and cats than people. And all about were diminutive figures, perfectly proportioned to their height, looking upon Dotti and her ruined vehicle with wonder and interest.
Cautiously, Dotti pushed open the door and stepped out. She gasped as she saw the lower body of a woman, from the waist down, jutting out from beneath her car. The only garment upon the body was a pair of brilliant, ruby-colored panties that barely covered the woman's sex.
The short figures gathered around her as she emerged. There were dozens upon dozens of them, Dotti realized, as she looked about in befuddled wonder. They kept their distance, yet gave her no chance to run. Their round, youthful faces sported wide, inquisitive eyes and they whispered excitedly under their breath.
"Who are you?" she asked. "Where am I?"
A single figure stepped forth. He stood, near as Dotti could figure, about three and a half feet tall, and was well-built for his height. He had sharp, chiseled figures and short blonde hair. His gem-like eyes looked Dotti over.
"We are the Scrumpkins," he said in a childlike voice. Suddenly, he grinned and spread his arms wide. "And this is Scrumpingland. And you—" he stooped slightly and jabbed his finger toward Dotti. "—you killed the Dom of the East!"
"The what?" asked Dotti, befuddled.
The others -- none more tall than the one who had spoke, and apparently equally male and female -- began dancing and singing.

"The terrible Dom of the East

She was the bitchiest beast

Not the nicest in the least, not in the least, not in the least

She wouldn't let us feast

'less we satisfied her beast

And that was the terrible, terrible, terrible

Terrible Dom of the East!"
Dotti frowned, watching all the little figures before her as they cavorted about. Both little men and little women wore only simple tunics, belted about the waist, and as they jumped and moved and spun and dipped, it became obvious to Dotti that the 'Scrumpkins' wore nothing else. The girl blushed at the casual way in which the privates of these little people were revealed.

"But now the Dom is dead

smacked upside the head!

Oh yes, the Dom is dead

She was crushed inside her shed!



Oh, it took such a mighty hand

To crush the Dom in Scrumpingland

Now we should strike up the band

Three cheers for all in Scrumpingland!"
"I don't understand!" Dotti cried at last, bringing a halt to the dancing and singing. "What's going on?"
Wiggler approached her again, smiling confidently. "You are in Fuzz, and this is Scrumpingland," he said again.
Dotti shook her head. "I get that," she said. "But how did I get here?"
The blonde Scrumpkin grinned and gestured to Dotti's Mustang, laying in the midst of what seemed to be some sort of market square. The tires were all blown out. "You fell from the sky," he said. "And right on top of the Dom of the East."
"The Dom of the East," mused Dotti with worry evident on her face. "I didn't mean to!"
Wiggler shuddered. "Terrible woman," he said. "Her wants were . . . insatiable, and . . . perverse."
"'Insatiable?'" queried Dotti. "'Perverse?'"
"Yes," said the Scrumpkin, taking Dotti's hand and leading the stupefied girl toward a small garden. The numerous other Scrumpkins followed, many grinning and glowing with excitement.
"The Dom of the East came to us, many years ago. We welcomed her, at first. She had so many answers for us, and gave us what we needed."
Dotti worried slightly, more perturbed and confused than anything else, as she was eased onto her back upon a soft mat of green. A crowd of barely-clad little people moved close. Many fluttered their hands beneath their tunics, just below the belt.
"Wh-what did she give you?" Dotti asked.
Wiggler smiled, pushing up Dotti's skirt, revealing her nakedness beneath. "She gave us -- oh!"
Dotti sat up in alarm, reading the expression on the blonde Scrumpkin's face. "What's wrong?"
His wide eyes shot to hers. "You don't have any fuzz," he said. His eyes narrowed. "Are you old enough?"
Dotti scoffed in insult. "I'm eighteen!" she declared. She slapped down her skirt, her eyes darting around wildly as she spoke. "So I don't have any fuzz! I never have! I'm not ashamed of it!"
The other Scrumpkins crowded about, all looking between Dotti's legs at the hairless mound and lips revealed there. Murmurs spread amongst them.
"It's okay," assured Wiggler, keeping Dotti's thighs apart and moving between them. "The Wizard can help you with that."
Dotti shook her head in consternation. "The Wizard?"
Wiggler grinned as he lowered his head, bringing his face close to her hairless pussy. "Yes. The Wizard of Fuzz."
"Oh . . . ." Dotti trailed off as she watched the blonde-haired Scrumpkin open his mouth and slip out his tongue. Just as it was about to touch her swollen pink labia, Dotti pushed the little man's head away.
"What are you doing?"
Wiggler fought back a groan of frustration and smiled. "Getting you ready to scrump," he said.
"'Scrump?'"
Wiggler sighed heavily and sat up. He curled the index finger of his left hand into the thumb, forming a hole, then pushed the index finger of his other hand back and forth through the hole. "Scrump," he said. "Got it?"
Dotti's eyes opened wide in understanding. "Oh!"
Wiggler grinned, and slowly lowered his head between Dotti's spread legs once more. "Yes," he said. "'Oh.' You'll be saying that a lot, I think."
"W-will I . . .?" Dotti murmured, then sighed and lay back, moaning in passion as Wiggler pressed his mouth to her pussy. With supreme enjoyment, he licked, sucked, and pulled, nibbled upon the lips and folds of the girl's sex, smacking his lips, licking with gusto. His fingers spread her open, allowing his surprisingly long tongue to delve deep within the girl.



"Oh! Oh! Oh, yes!" cried Dotti, shaking and convulsing as her orgasm roared through her. Her hands slapped about as her body writhed. Peripherally, she barely noticed that she was surrounded by the other little people of the village, men and women alike. Lost to the throes of passion, she nevertheless grinned once her hands were settled upon stiff cocks. At the same time, she groaned appreciatively at the feel of small feminine hands upon her body, removing her blouse and skirt.
Dotti tilted her head, looking up to a smiling Scrumpkin face as he straddled her chest. She grinned in response and slipped her mouth around the narrow shaft of his stiff cock. Automatically, she began sucking, hard and sure, as hands settled to the back of her head. She bobbed enthusiastically, enjoying the taste and feel of the pulsing penis between her pouting lips.
"It's scrumping time!" called Wiggler, moving up between Dotti's legs. With a grateful sigh, he pushed his cock inside the girl, all the way to the hilt on the first plunge. Dotti ground back against him eagerly, thrilling to the sensation of a stiff penis -- however small -- sliding inside her. She felt her ankles clutched in Scrumpkin hands, holding her legs wide as Wiggler pumped away.
The cock in her mouth soon spent its surprisingly sweet fluid all over her tongue, just as Wiggler groaned in orgasm and gushed within her womb. Dotti swallowed and panted, smiling upon another Scrumpkin, this one female, as she straddled her face. Wiggler withdrew from her pussy, and another cock eased inside.
"Oh, my!" moaned Dotti as she latched her mouth to the softly-furred pussy above her face. At the same time, she felt her hands becoming slick as the cocks she stroked spurted their thick fluid.
All around the girl, the citizens of Scrumpingland eagerly awaited their turn . . . .
***
"Wuff!"
Dotti sat up in the midst of a pile of Scrumpkin bodies, wiping her mouth and breasts. Her belly was full, of that she was aware. How much she had drunk from the fountains of the Scrumpkins, she was not sure, but she was sure that the bitter, salty-sweet flavor would not leave her senses any time soon. Her skirt remained crumpled about her waist, her young pussy swollen and oozing from all the attention it had enjoyed. The sweet smell of sex was heavy in the air. All about her, the little people of Scrumpingland appeared to be sated in their slumber; every face she saw was smiling.
"Are you all right, milady?" asked a familiar voice.
Dotti touched the base of her throat as she belched softly. She smacked her lips, once more tasting the bittersweet juice that had been spent over and over in her mouth. "I . . . think so," she said hesitantly. She smiled. "I'm happy."
Wiggler grinned. "As are we all," he said, then jumped to his feet, uncaring in his nudity. He clapped his hands loudly. "Scrumpkins, awake! All hail Dotti, the Dom of the East!"
The girl's eyes bulged. "What? Me?"
Quickly, before Dotti could react, the little people of Scrumplingland got to their feet and hoisted her naked body upon their shoulders. They carried her about the central square, around the ruined remains of her car, finally setting her feet upon the ground amid cheers.
"Wait!" exclaimed Dotti, smacking one arm across her breasts, the hand of the other upon her hairless pubic mound. "I don't understand!"
Wiggler appeared before her once more, grinning once more. "You killed the Dom of the East," he said. "You took her place, and satisfied us all. That makes you the new Dom."
Dotti gaped in astonishment. Her eyes swept across the hundred or so little people before her. "I did all of you?"
Wiggler smiled with a wistful sigh. "And some of us twice," he said. He shook his head, then raised his voice: "Hail Dotti!"
All the other Scrumpkins took up the cry with excited cheers. "HAIL DOTTI!"
But just as their voices filled the air, shouts of elation turned to 'ooos' of awe as a shimmering bubble floated down through the sky. Within the bubble was a woman, tall and stately, with long crimson hair and a sweet smile upon her round face. She wore a tight, white, one-piece suit slit from her neck to her waist, nearly exposing her enormous breasts. In her hands she held a slender wand, the tip of it capped with a tiny blue phallus.
All around Dotti, the Scrumpkins suddenly prostrated themselves, lowering to their knees and touching their hands to the ground. Bewildered, Dotti began to do the same.
"No, silly girl, you don't have to bow before me," the red-haired woman said as her bubble landed and popped. She was surrounded by a gentle, glittery haze that softened her features.
"Are . . . are you the queen of Scrumpingland?" asked Dotti, both impressed and intimidated by the appearance of this woman.
She laughed, a tittering, musical sound. "Oh, no, young lady. I am Deanna, the Good Dom of the North." She looked about and gestured with her penis-tipped wand. "Oh, do stand up, all you good little people!"
The Scrumpkins got to their feet, smiling to themselves. Deanna returned her attention to the naked girl before her. "Now, who are you?"
"My name's Dotti, ma'am," the girl said with a curtsy. She did not know why she did it; it just seemed the appropriate gesture. "Miss Deanna, maybe you could tell me what's going on?"
Deanna cocked her head, an amused look on her face. "Well, what is going on is that you seem to have killed the Dom of the East. That means you take her place."
Dotti blanched. "But I don't know anything about being a dom!" she exclaimed.
"Tsk," Deanna clucked her tongue dismissively. "Nothing to it. 'Tis not as difficult as some my think, but we can worry about that later. For now, however . . . ." she gestured again.
Dotti watched as a pair of scantily-clad little women went to the crushed body beneath the Mustang. They peeled off the sparkling, scarlet-colored panties and brought them to Dotti. Immediately, Dotti extended her hand in protest.
"Oh, no," she said, backing up. "N-no, that's gross."
"But you are the Dom of the East, now."
Dotti looked about, seeing expectation in all the faces of those around her. Faces that she could recognize, if she made the effort to separate them from the orgiastic memories in her mind. She really did not know these people, yet, in a way, she did. They whispered in awe and reverence amongst themselves, anticipating what Dotti would do.
"Go ahead, dear," Deanna encouraged her. "They have magical powers."
"What sort of magical powers?" Dotti asked skeptically.
Deanna winked. "Well, for one thing, they will always keep you fresh and clean."
Finally, Dotti took a breath, held out her hand. "Fine. Give them to me."
Quickly, the silky crimson garment was placed in Dotti's palm. Gingerly, she lifted it to her face, sniffing experimentally. She was surprised to inhale a sharp, sweet aroma, not unpleasant at all. I guess it's not so bad, she thought. Dotti smiled, then slowly stepped into the skimpy panties and slid them up her thighs. The Scrumpkins applauded loudly. Dotti, naked except for the ruby panties, held her arms wide and grinned at the reception.
Deanna beamed, applauding politely. "They look lovely upon you."
"So what is it that they do?" Dotti asked.
"Why, whatever you want them to."
Dotti's eyes widened. "So, if I—"
"PRETENDER!"
The anguished cry filled the air before an explosion of fire and smoke appeared upon the ground several paces before Dotti. From the heart of that stench-filled inferno stepped a tall, leather-clad woman with pale skin and snow-colored hair. She stopped a few paces from Dotti and glared, pointing with a formidable-looking black phallus.
"I am the Dom of the West! And you are not fit to take my sister's place," she hissed, then spun about to address the Scrumpkins, her hands drawn back and fingers curled into talons. "She is nothing! A pretender! Ask her if she has the Power!"
"She does not need the Power," insisted Deanna, haughtily facing the Western Dom.
The Dom glared. "You stay out of this, you tittering bitch," she hissed at Deanna.
"Sh-she wears the ruby panties!" exclaimed Wiggler, mustering his courage in the face of the evil Dom.
"I didn't ask for the opinion of pansies!" The Dom of the West whirled to face Dotti, who trembled in her near-nakedness. "They are mine," she hissed, and advanced upon the girl. "Mine!"
Dotti gasped, falling back, legs falling apart as she landed upon her back. The leather-clad Dom -- she looked so much like Mrs. Gulp, Dotti realized -- loomed over her and slapped her hands to Dotti's hips. Yet, as she touched the ruby panties, they crackled with electricity. The Dom jerked back in pain, curling her fingers into fists.
"Take them off!" cried the Dom.
Dotti caught her breath, recognizing in an instant that this fearful woman had no power over her, so long as she wore the ruby panties. Dotti grinned. "Take them off, yourself," she said, her high-set, naked breasts heaving. "Or can't you do it?"
Deanna giggled brightly. "See? She has no need of the Power."
The Dom of the West gave an anguished cry and jumped to her feet. "I'll have your panties," she snarled. "I already have your TOTO!" She whirled about, glaring at Deanna and all the Scrumpkins. "I'll have you all!"
A burst of fire and brimstone exploded about the Dom, engulfing her. It dissipated quickly, leaving no trace of the fearful woman. Scrumpkins closest to the offensive conflagration waved their hands before their noses.
"Oh, my!" exclaimed Dotti, scrambling to her feet. "What am I to do?"
Deanna appeared before her, a somber look upon her face. "You must meet with the Wizard," she said.
Dotti frowned slightly. "The Wizard of Fuzz?"
"Yes," she acknowledged. "He will tell you what to do."
"But why?"
Deanna smiled again. "Because," she said.
Dotti's brow furrowed. "Because?"
"Because," said Wiggler. Other Scrumpkins responded as well, in sing-song voices: "Because, because, because, because, because . . . ."
"Because of the wonderful things he does," finished Deanna with a batting of her lashes.
Dotti looked around dubiously. "Um . . . well, how do I find him?"
Wiggler smiled. "You must follow the road."
"Road? What road?"
Wiggler reached up and took the girl's hand. As she stepped down, Dotti found her feet planted upon a spiraling path of golden bricks, each shaped to resemble a phallus. As she looked, she found that the road made of these bricks eventually made their way out of the village and into the countryside. The Scrumpkins had gathered about her, and handed Dotti her skirt and blouse.
"The Yellow Prick Road," urged Wiggler.
Dotti considered the path before her, and the unknown into which it lead. She wrapped her skirt about her waist and pulled on the blouse, tying it beneath her breasts once more. "The Yellow Prick Road," she mused, taking a step.
Wiggler grinned more broadly. "The Yellow Prick Road," he echoed. A chorus of Scrumpkin voices began singing once more.

"Follow the Yellow Prick Road,

Follow the Yellow Prick Road

Follow, follow, follow, follow

Follow the Yellow Prick Road!"
"Do you understand?" asked Wiggler above the chorus.
Dotti shook her head. "I'm not sure . . . ."
"But, how else are you going to get your fuzz?" asked Deanna from behind Dotti.
The voices rose again:

"You're off to see the Wizard, the wonderful Wizard of Fuzz

You'll find he has the buzz on the fuzz, the greatest buzz there ever was

If ever there was a wiz of the fuzz, the Wizard of Fuzz is one because

Because, because, because, because, because

Because of the wonderful things he does!

You're off to see the Wizard, the Wonderful Wizard of Fuzz!"
Dotti paused at edge of the village, looking toward the ominous trees that hung over the path ahead. "I have to see the Wizard, if I want to get home," she said with a sudden intuition.
Deanna smiled and nodded. "Yes," she said. Her voice and face grew dark. "But it will not be an easy journey. You will need companions. Don't look for them, just find them."
Dotti nodded with determination. "I just have to follow the Yellow Prick Road."
"It will take you where you need to go . . . ." were the Good Dom's last words.
***
The sun was pleasant, the air warm but not hot. All about her, Dotti found everything vivid with color. The fields were full of daisies, dandylions, and bluebonnets. Brightly-colored butterflies flocked in droves to either side of the Yellow Prick Road, occasionally crossing her path. One of them paused in its flight, a tiny face looking to Dotti with a smile. Dotti smiled back in wonder.
"What is this place?" she mused aloud.
"If you don't know, then you must be lost."
Dotti gasped at the sound of the voice, turned to look. Upon a wooden frame in the field to her left was a man, clad in ragged clothes, straw sticking from his sleeves and the legs of his shabby trousers. A broad-brimmed straw hat sat upon his head, above a round, tired face. Upon his shoulders, arms and head were perched several black crows.
Gingerly, Dotti waded through the field of flowers toward the scarecrow. "Did you say something?" she asked.
The round face tilted down to her and smiled, making Dotti gasp again. "I most certainly did. I said, 'If you don't know, then you must be lost.'"
Dotti blinked. "I didn't think a scarecrow could talk."
"How did you know my name?"
"Your name?"
"Yes. Scarecrow is my name," the straw man said. "How did you know it?"
Dotti shrugged. "That's what you are," she said simply.
"Well, of course that's what I am," Scarecrow said, rolling his eyes. He sighed, looking to the birds that sat perched upon him. "Not that I'm a very good scarecrow. I'm afraid I've lost my passion."
Dotti gave a sympathetic look. "How can you get it back?"
Scarecrow shrugged. "I don't know. I've been without passion for so long, I can't even remember what it's like to have any."
Dotti thought a moment, nibbling her finger. "Well, I'm off to see the Wizard," she said. "He's going to help me. Maybe he can help you!"
Scarecrow's eyebrows fluttered with hope. "Do you really think so?"
Dotti grinned and giggled. "Why not? He is a wizard, after all. If he can give me fuzz and let me go home, then he can certainly help you with your passion."
The scarecrow smiled. "Oh, that would be nice," he said. His smile vanished abruptly. "I think."
"Of course it would," declared Dotti. "Now, why don't you come down from there?"
Scarecrow shrugged and moved his arms. The crows perched upon him cawed and took flight in annoyance. Clumsily, the straw man wobbled on unsteady feet. "Oh, I'm not so sure of this," he lamented.
"Come on, I'll help you," Dotti said, holding out her hands. She could not help but notice that her face was level with the scarecrow's crotch; beneath the layers of fabric and straw, the outline of a bulge was plainly visible.
"Uh-oh," Scarecrow said warningly, teetering on his perch. "Here I come!"
Dotti tried to catch the man as he fell, but was only knocked back upon the field of daisies, her skirt flying up about her waist. The scarecrow tumbled to the ground in a heap, arms and legs twisted this way and that. His head smacked to the ground between Dotti's spread legs, his face looking up between them.
"Oh, those are nice," he said, looking upon Dotti's ruby panties.
Dotti sat up, brushing yellow petals from her hair. She touched her panties. "Do you like them? I just got them."
Scarecrow blinked. "They're very nice," he said again. "Um . . . could you help me up?"
"Of course," Dotti said, rolling to her feet. She stooped and helped Scarecrow get to his feet. He wobbled for a moment, looking unsure of his footing.
"You must have been up there for a long time," commented the girl.
Scarecrow nodded. "A very long time," he said. "Ever since I lost my passion."
Dotti held Scarecrow's hands and lead him from the field, to the Yellow Prick Road. The straw man stumbled a few times, his legs bowing out and shaking from misuse. Dotti did her best to support him.
"So, you don't feel any passion at all?" she asked.
Scarecrow rolled his shoulders with a heavy sigh. "No," he said. "Not a thing. I get no kicks from anything."
Dotti's brow furrowed. "Not even champagne?"
He shook his head. "Mere alcohol doesn't thrill me at all," he said. "I just don't know what I'll do."
"I find that hard to believe," Dotti said. "You have to feel something."
Scarecrow took a breath, let it out as his shoulders fell.

"I could stop and smell the flowers

Masturbate for hours

And appreciate some fashion



With the kinks that I'd be thinkin

I could give it to yer pink'un

If I only had some passion"
Dotti pouted her lips in sympathy. "I'm so sorry," she whispered. "It must be terrible!"
Scarecrow pursed his lips in thought. "Hit me."
"What?" Dotti cried in alarm.
Scarecrow threw his arms out, little pieces of straw dancing in the air. "Hit me," he repeated. "Go on. It won't bother me in the slightest, trust me. I have no passion."
Dotti frowned, then smacked the straw man across the face amid a cloud of dirt and straw. She coughed and fanned the air between them. "Did you feel that?"
"Well, of course I felt it," Scarecrow said. "I felt your hand hit my face, but beyond that . . . nothing."
"Hmm," mused Dotti. She kicked him in the shins, making Scarecrow waver on his feet. "How about that?"
The straw man stumbled for several steps around Dotti, then shook his head. "Nothing."
Again, Dotti nibbled her finger. Her eyes fell to his crotch. "I have an idea," she said, and dropped to her knees before the man. She pulled on his trousers, popping the buttons of his fly. Brushing away straw, she found his long cock, and began stroking it. Her eyes looked up to Scarecrow's face. "Does this do anything for you?"
He shook his head. "Not a thing."
"Hmm," murmured the girl, regarding the penis in her hands. She lifted it, scrolling back the foreskin to reveal the purplish head. She slipped out her tongue and licked all around it, tasting the sweet, clear fluid that oozed out. "How about that?"
Scarecrow sighed. "No. Sorry. I just haven't any passion for anything."
"Well, I want to try something," Dotti insisted, then slid her mouth down the length of Scarecrow's cock, sucking tenderly. She felt it get harder and longer in her mouth, which encouraged her to suck faster and more passionately. Soon, she was gripping the straw man's hips and bobbing eagerly on his cock, making loud, wet slurping sounds. After a few minutes, she slipped her mouth from Scarecrow's dick and stroked it over her face, laving his balls with her tongue.
"You really are wasting your time," Scarecrow said, looking down at the girl. "I mean, I can feel what you're doing, but . . . I just can't feel it."
Dotti balked. "No pleasure?" she asked.
Scarecrow shook his head. "Nada. Zip. Zilch. Kein. Nothing at all."
Dotti huffed in frustration. "Okay, one last thing," she said, then sucked hard on the scarecrow's cock while masturbating the shaft. She tickled and fondled his balls, felt them contract after a few more moments. A thick gush of fluid erupted in her mouth, saturating her taste buds. Dotti kept sucking, squeezing the twitching shaft, rolling her tongue around the spurting head.



Throughout his orgasm, Scarecrow just watched as Dotti sucked every ounce of juice from him, a blank look on his face.
Finally, Dotti swallowed and eased back on her haunches. She patted Scarecrow's spent cock and smiled up at him, a thick dollop of milky cream on her lower lip. "How was that?"
Scarecrow beamed. "That was wonderful!" he exclaimed.
Dotti grinned and jumped to her feet. "Really?"
The grin on Scarecrow's face vanished. "No. Not really. Sorry."
Dotti pouted, folding her arms beneath her breasts. She sucked her lips, getting a final taste of the straw man's cream. "You don't feel anything? No . . . graciousness, no elation? You don't want to buy me dinner and give me flowers?"
Scarecrow shrugged. "Not really," he said. "Sorry. But, thanks, anyway. It's been a long time for me."
Dotti rolled her eyes. "No kidding. Your stuff was thick as pudding!"
"Did you like it?"
Dotti sighed and grabbed his hand. "Come on," she said. "We really need to get you to the Wizard."
Scarecrow stumbled along beside her. "Well, okay, if you think he can help . . . ."
***
Further along the path, Dotti and Scarecrow were getting to know each other.
". . . and then, he gave me this piece of paper, and suddenly, I was smart," Scarecrow was telling the girl. "He called it a 'diploma.' But it really didn't do anything for me. I mean, what good is an education when all I'm supposed to do is scare crows?"
"And is that when you lost your passion?" Dotti asked as the scenery around them went from fields of flowers to groves of trees.
"I think so," Scarecrow said, looking puzzled. "But it's been so long. I remember that I used to feel everything. I'd get angry when the crows pooped on my hat, and I'd be happy when I scared them away. But now . . . not even that blowjob was enjoyable."
Dotti ground her teeth, lips pouting. "And that was my best one," she said dejectedly.
"Oh, don't get me wrong, it was wonderful," Scarecrow said. "I just . . . didn't enjoy it."
"Then how do you know it was wonderful?"
Scarecrow huffed. "I just want to make you feel better about it," he said. "Look. Once we see the Wizard, you can do it again, and I promise I'll enjoy it."
She glared up at him, patting the straw man's crotch. "You'd better," she said. They strode further along.
"Oh, gosh!" Scarecrow exclaimed, pointing ahead. "Look at that!"
Dotti looked to where Scarecrow was pointing, seeing a strange man laying upon a small green field surrounded by the trees. He wore no clothing, not even shoes, and his skin had a dull grey sheen to it. Beside him, upon the short grass, was a golf club.
Dotti and Scarecrow stopped upon the Yellow Prick Road, looking at the naked man. "Do you think he's dead?" Dotti asked.
"Probably," said Scarecrow casually. "Who cares?"
Dotti scoffed and slapped the straw man's chest. "I care!" she declared. She stepped away from him and toward the tin-colored man upon the ground. She could not help but note the enormous size of his phallus; even flaccid, it seemed nearly as long as her forearm.
"Hello?" she called, moving cautiously closer. "Are you dead?"
"Ump-mm. Mm mmpopem," came a muffled reply.
Frowning in confusion, Dotti inched closer, until she was stooped over the man. "What was that?"
His lips barely moved. "I hed, I'm mmpopem."
Dotti shook her head. "I can't understand you," she said. "Is there something I can do?"
"Dotti, look," said Scarecrow, pointing again. The girl looked, seeing a bottle of lotion upon a tree trunk. She snatched it up and held it over the prone man's face. His eyes flickered, and he grunted.
"Will this help you?" Dotti asked.
"Uhn-hnh."
Dotti dropped to her knees and flipped open the cap on the bottle. She squeezed a large dollop of grey-white cream into her palm. Slapping her hands together, she smeared the lotion into her hands, then massaged it into the metallic man's face, neck, and upper shoulders. As her fingers kneaded his skin, the man sighed, smiling.
"Oh, thank you," he said. "Please, everywhere."
Dotti smiled back. "Okay," she said, and squeezed out more lotion into her hands. She rubbed it into the man's arms, chest, abdomen and legs. Slowly, the man began to move.
"There isn't any left," Dotti said, massaging the grey man's feet.
Abruptly, he sat up, a grateful look upon his face. "That's all right," he said happily. "It was en—" he stopped as he looked down between his legs. "Oh, no! You didn't rub my cock!"
Dotti sat back, emitting a small, offended gasp. "Well, I don't know you!"
The man shook his head. "It's not like that," he said. "That lotion makes me work. And if it doesn't go everywhere, than not everything will work!"
Dotti looked to the man's thick, heavy, yet flaccid cock. "You mean, that won't work?"
"Exactly!" cried the man. "Is there any left?"
Dotti shook the bottle upside down over her palm, a sad look on her face. "Not a drop."
He fell back upon the grass with a groan, staring up at the tree boughs above him. "After all this time," he muttered. "And I'm still impotent."
"I'm sorry!" exclaimed Dotti, crawling over the man. She peered down into his face. "You could have told me, you know."
He smiled sheepishly. "You're right," he said. "I'm sorry. What's your name?"
"Dotti."
He lifted a metal-colored hand. "Pleased to meet you, Dotti. Call me Tin Man."
She frowned even as she shook his hand. "'Tin Man?'"
He smiled. "Heard of me?"
"Well . . . no," Dotti said, sitting up. She glanced back to Scarecrow, who shrugged and held out his hands. She looked back to Tin Man as he pushed himself up on his hands.
"Eh, that's all right," he said. "That was a long time ago, when I was the greatest golfer in all of Fuzz. They called me Tin Man because I could hit a ball into that little tin cup from a thousand paces."
Dotti's mouth fell open in skeptical astonishment. "A thousand paces! Really!"
The Tin Man let out a heavy sigh. "Yes, but I'm still impotent. I don't think I'll be hitting anything any time soon."
"Why not?"
"Because I can't get it up. My club, my balls, nothing."
Dotti snorted under her breath and helped the Tin Man to his feet. "That's just ridiculous," she declared. She bent and took up the man's golf club. "Here. There's your club."
The Tin Man took the club, then looked down to the small field of green. "I don't have any balls," he said.
Dotti looked about, and found two old, dirty golf balls in the thick grass around a tree. She picked it up. "Look, I have your balls."
The Tin Man nodded his thanks, took the balls from Dotti's hand. He dropped one to the green and eyed the small hole in the ground a mere ten paces away. The Tin Man took a few practice swings as Dotti watched.
Beside the girl, Scarecrow leaned over. "What's he doing?"
"Putting," she said.
"Putting what? And where?"
Dotti rolled her eyes. "Not Putting," she said. "Putting. He's going to hit his balls with his club."
Scarecrow straightened. "Sounds painful," he said. "Not that I would know . . . ."
Before them, the Tin Man shuffled forward slightly on the green, lining up his club with the ball. Keeping his eye on the cup, he swung gently, tapping the ball. It rolled forward, seemingly toward the hole, then veered off and fell into the grass. The Tin Man sighed in defeat.
"Oh, don't give up!" cried Dotti. "You have two balls! Try the other one!"
The Tin Man glanced back, perturbed, then nodded and smiled upon seeing Dotti's encouraging face. He dropped the other ball to the green, took a few practice swings, then tapped the second ball. As before, it meandered away from the hole and disappeared into the grass at the edge.
"You see? I'm impotent! My club and balls are useless!"
Scarecrow leaned toward Dotti again, whispering in her ear. She listened, nodded, and stepped forward. "Mr. Tin Man?"
The golfer, shoulders slumped in defeat, gave the girl a weary look. "What?"
"Maybe you just need some help," she suggested. "You've been laying there for a long time, right?"
Tin Man let out a breath. "Yes, a very long time."
Dotti smiled. "So maybe it isn't you. Maybe you just need to learn how to use your club again. And maybe your balls are dirty, or lopsided."
Tin Man glowered. "I know how to use my club," he insisted. "And my balls work fine."
Dotti touched his cock. "What about this club?" she asked.
He huffed. "It's useless. It won't get hard.

If you could only wonder

To feel a thing down under

That's like a lump of lard



Were I only able

I could do you to the gables

If I only got it hard"
"Well, let's see," said Dotti, getting to her knees before Tin Man. She took his thick, impressive cock in her hands and began massaging it back and forth. She lifted the heavy, soft thing and looked to his tin-colored balls. They seemed enormous to Dotti, and felt heavy in the palm of her hand.
"That feels exquisite, Dotti," Tin Man said with a smile. But the smile faded. "However, it does not seem to be doing much."
Dotti smiled, then ducked her head and sucked his heavy sacs into her mouth. She rolled his balls around on her tongue, pressing her face against his groin. They tasted metallic, but not offensively so. Tin Man's heavy cock lay across her face, remaining limp. No matter how sensuously she tended to his distended sacs, the lump of flesh against her cheek never stirred.
Perturbed, Dotti pulled back, wiping her mouth. "You're not enjoying this?" she asked, eyeing the Tin Man's dangling penis. "What is it with you men?"
"Oh, I enjoy it," Tin Man said quickly. "It's just . . . um . . . not working."
Dotti sighed dejectedly. "Great. So I have a Scarecrow who can get it up but doesn't enjoy it, and a Tin Man who enjoys it but can't get it up. Is this a dream, or a nightmare?"
"Don't ask me," said Scarecrow. "I couldn't care less." He looked away sheepishly as Dotti gave him a sour look over her shoulder.
"Wait," said the Tin Man, lowering himself so he was face-to-face with Dotti. "Maybe I just need to work on my technique." He patted the soft green. "Here, why don't you lay down?"
"Do you think it will help?" the girl asked.
Tin Man smiled. "It may," he said.
Dotti grinned and rolled onto her back. She untied her blouse and let it fall open, exposing her firm breasts. "What do you need to do?" she asked.
Tin Man looked Dotti over with approval. "This," he said, and bent over, cupping Dotti's left breast in his cool, metallic hand. He began licking the stiff nipple and running his tongue all around it.
"Oh, that's nice," murmured Dotti, eyes closed in bliss.
Tin Man sucked the rubbery pink protuberance between his lips and nibbled upon it, making Dotti gasp in pleasure. "Yes, it is," he said softly. His other hand slid down the girl's body, pulling up her skirt. He pressed his fingers against her pussy through the sparkling ruby panties. Willingly, Dotti spread her legs wide and pushed her needy sex against his hand.
Tin Man kissed and licked his way down Dotti's body, toward her pussy. The girl propped herself up on her elbows, watching with a flushed smile as the metal-skinned man kissed around the edges of her scarlet undergarments. In the background, Scarecrow watched impassively.
"Pull them aside," whispered Dotti, running her hand over the Tin Man's hairless head. "I want you to lick me there."
Tin Man grinned and peeled the ruby panties away from Dotti's smooth, hairless pussy. "Mmm, no fuzz," he commented, then bent down and licked all around the girl's silky pubic mound. Her clit swelled and grew, slipping out from beneath the fleshy pink hood. Dotti twitched and gasped as the Tin Man swiped his tongue across the sensitive nub.
"Is this helping?" she asked him.
Tin Man settled between her thighs, smiling as he lapped at Dotti's dewy lips. "Don't worry about me," he said. "I'm enjoying this fresh field."
Dotti sighed passionately, closing her eyes as she savored the sensations. She did not object when Tin Man urged her to turn onto her stomach. Willingly, she arched her back and cooed as he pulled the ruby panties aside once more. Passionate moans escaped from her mouth as she felt her tin lover's tongue dragging wetly up and down from her clitoris to her anus. She squirmed each time his tongue lapped at her sphincter.
"Now, that's interesting," she heard the Scarecrow say as Tin Man wormed his tongue against her anus.
"Yes, it seems to be doing it for her, don't you think?" Tin Man asked.
"Indeed. Do it some more."
Dotti caught her breath, her fingers clawing the grass as the Tin Man pressed his face between her cheeks, lavishing her virgin asshole with attention. He licked and probed, pushing his tongue past the ring of muscle and into the heat beyond.
"Oh!" Dotti gasped, pushing back automatically. She propped herself upon all fours and eased back and forth, moaning as the slick stiff tongue of the Tin Man penetrated her again and again. Her pleasure was heightened by the presence of his fingers sliding past the slick folds of her pussy and into her tight tunnel.
"Mmm, yes, please," she mewed, her mouth hanging slack. She barely noticed as Scarecrow got on his knees before her face, but once she felt his stiff cock against her lips, she eagerly sucked it in.
Dotti's orgasm did not take long, and when she came, her entire body shuddered and shook, all but exploding with her release. She panted and cried around the stiff cock in her mouth, shoving her ass back against the Tin Man's face. Her juices dripped around the metal man's pumping fingers; she felt the insides of her thighs becoming slippery.
"Don't stop, don't stop," she muttered, then attacked Scarecrow's long cock once more, sucking voraciously. One of her hands reached back and found Tin Man's head, pressing it hard between her thighs. She trembled at the feel of his lashing tongue thrusting deeper and deeper in her ass.
Scarecrow held onto Dotti's head, pumping his hips toward her face, trying to feel something, anything at the erotic sight of his cock sinking nearly all the way between the girl's lips. But even as he unleashed another thick load down the girl's throat, Scarecrow did so without concern, or even the slightest flicker of emotion on his face. He did, however, marvel at the fact that Dotti accepted every drop of his sticky seed, gulping it down with relish.
"Do it to me," Dotti gasped, once Scarecrow's spent cock slipped, shiny and wet, from her mouth. A single milky line hung from the tip of her tongue, extending to the grass below. Scarecrow sat back against a tree, catching his breath, his wilted penis touching the grass beneath him. He watched as Dotti panted in passion, envying her.
"I'm not sure I—" began Tin Man, lifting his dripping chin from her buttocks.
"Just do it!" yelled Dotti, glaring over her shoulder.
Tin Man nodded and got on his knees behind the girl. He lifted his lifeless cock and pushed it against her pussy. Both he and Dotti sighed as it burrowed inside.
"Oh, yes . . ." Dotti sighed, smiling. Her smile dropped as she felt Tin Man's cock being pushed out.
"Um, sorry," he said, and rubbed the head of his cock against her juicy folds before stuffing it inside her. He pushed against Dotti's youthful frame, but as he eased back, his cock popped free, pushed out by the girl's muscles.
Dotti huffed. "Try it again," she said. She regarded Scarecrow's wilted dick before her. No, that's not gonna work, either . . . .
The Tin Man shoved once more inside the girl, and was again pushed out. "You're too tight," he muttered.
"Well, I've only had little Scrumpkin dicks in there," she explained. "Aren't I turning you on at all?"
"Of course you are! I want to do it, I just . . . can't."
Dotti sighed in resignation, propping her chin in her hand as she drummed her fingers on the grass. She felt the momentary fullness of Tin Man's cock inside her, then emptiness. Fullness, emptiness, fullness, emptiness.
"Maybe if I try . . ." Tin Man said at one point.
"Uh-huh." Dotti grunted slightly as Tin Man pushed inside her, then fell out.
"Oh, darn. Hold on, let me . . . ."
"Yeah. Sure."
"Just one more time . . . ."
Dotti rolled her eyes, frustrated and perturbed. "Never mind," she grumbled. She looked up to Scarecrow, who sat dispassionately before her. "He needs the Wizard, too."
Scarecrow nodded. "Yes, he does."
***
Dotti was in a playful mood. Despite -- or perhaps because of -- her frustration concerning the performance of the two strange men she now traveled with, Dotti regressed a little into her childhood, skipping along the Yellow Prick Road between Tin Man and Scarecrow, holding their hands and forcing them to keep up with her.
"It was my rival who put me in that little clearing," Tin Man was explaining. "He knew I needed that lotion to be able to move, to swing. But he switched it out, and by the time I realized what he had done, it was too late."
"That's terrible!" cried Dotti, stopping her skipping. "Why would he do such a thing?"
Tin Man shrugged. "He was jealous of my club, I think."
Dotti chuckled and slipped her hand from his, reaching down to fondle the Tin Man's tumescent penis. "Well, if it's this big when it's soft, then I must say that he has much to be jealous of.""
Even with his metallic skin, the blush on Tin Man's cheeks was visible. "That's not exactly the club I was talking about, but thank you just the same."
Dotti stopped on the road and pushed up on her toes to plant a kiss on the Tin Man's cheek. "You're welcome," she said. "And once the Wizard has cured you, I expect to get the full benefit of your swing."
He blushed again. "I promise, birdie," he said.
"Hold up," Scarecrow said, stopping a few paces ahead. He reached back and gripped Dotti's hand tightly. "There's something in those trees."
The three of them looked, peering into the shadows within the trees that framed either side of the road. "I don't see anything," Dotti said after a moment.
"I could have sworn I saw something," mused Scarecrow. He shivered nervously, shafts of straw falling to the ground. "I don't like this. We're not far from the Land of the Khalidas."
"What's that?" asked Dotti.
"Khalidas," Tin Man said with a shudder. "Half-cat, half-bear, half man."
Dotti frowned. "They have three halves?"
Tin Man gave her a look. "They're very strange."
"Look!" exclaimed Scarecrow. "There it is!"
"There what is?" cried Dotti, reflexively clutching Tin Man's arm.
At that moment, tree branches shook and the underbrush shuddered as a figure leapt onto the road, snarling and roaring. It had the naked body of a hairy man, a head with features like a lion, and its hands ended in nasty-looking claws. The figure's mane was long and bright blonde, as with all the hair upon its body.
"Oh my gosh!" exclaimed Dotti, scampering behind Tin Man. "What is it?"
Before anyone could respond, the feral man roared once more. "Who are you, and why do you invade my forest?" asked the fearsome figure as it flexed its claws.
"This is a free road!" cried Tin Man in a loud, courageous voice. He held out his golf club like a weapon. "We can walk where we chose!"
"You tell him," said Scarecrow, even as he stepped back.
The lion-man snarled, took a step closer. "This is my territory!" he declared. "For twenty paces in all directions, this is mine!"
"Twenty paces?" asked Dotti, looking around the Tin Man's shoulder. "That doesn't sound very big."
The lion-man's lips curled in a low snarl. "Size isn't everything," he said.



"Well, no," agreed Dotti. "But it does make a difference."
"I don't care!" cried the lion-man. "You just stay away. Especially you!"
Dotti stabbed a finger at her chest. "Me?"
"Yes, her?" asked Scarecrow. "She hasn't done anything to you."
"She . . . she's a girl," said the lion-man, visibly less threatening now.
Tin Man frowned. "You're afraid of girls?" he asked. "Are you that cowardly?"
"I'm not cowardly!" roared the lion-man, then backed off sheepishly. "Well . . . maybe I'm a little intimidated, but I'm certainly not cowardly!"
"Intimidated by what? Women?" asked Dotti, stepping around before the Tin Man.
"Don't come any closer!" exclaimed the lion-headed man.
"I'm not going to hurt you," Dotti said sweetly, taking a few more steps. The nearer she came to the lion-man, the more his cock stiffened, angling up toward her. The head was broad and bright pink; to Dotti, it resembled an arrowhead.
"Just . . . stay back! I-I'm warning you!"
"Warning me of wh—" began Dotti. Suddenly, the lion-man's penis jerked and spurted, spraying ropy strands of semen that splattered onto Dotti's naked stomach, her skirt, and her thighs.
"Oh, no!" bemoaned the lion-man. He covered his face in shame. His cock was still erect, dripping thick fluid onto the golden bricks below.
"Well, he's a quick fellow, isn't he?" muttered Tin Man to Scarecrow.
Scarecrow nodded. "Mm-hmm," he agreed.
"Oh, my!" exclaimed Dotti, wiping her finger through the mess on her belly. "I didn't even touch you."
The lion-man lowered his clawed hands revealing an anguished face. "It'd be worse if you did," he said. "I can't even get it in without going off. That's why they kicked me out."
"Who kicked you out?"
"My clan brothers," lamented the lion-man. "They make fun of me all the time. 'Lightning Lionel.' 'Lionel the Loser.' 'Lionel Can't-get-laid-to-save-his-life.' 'Lionel—'"
Dotti raised her hands. "I get the idea," she said, then offered a sympathetic smile. "So that's all it is? You have an itchy trigger?"
Lionel rolled his eyes. "More like no trigger. Just a barrel and cylinders."
Dotti stepped closer and reached toward his groin. "So, if I—"
"No! Don't!" cried Lionel, then shuddered again, another salvo of fluid bursting from the tip of his cock, which just happened to be angling upward.
"Pfft!" Dotti sputtered, sending drops of semen flying from her lips, her face dripping with cloudy-colored cream. She licked her lips, brought up her hands to wipe away the sticky fluid that had splattered her eyes.
"That was a nice shot," commented Tin Man. "I couldn't have done better myself."
"Well, that goes without saying," muttered Scarecrow. He winced as Tin Man swatted him in the gut with his club. "Okay, I deserved that."
Dotti finished wiping her face with her sleeves. "Well, we're all on our way to see the Wizard of Fuzz," she told Lionel. "He's going to help us."
A hopeful look crossed Lionel's face. "Help you? How?"
"He's going to give me passion," declared Scarecrow.
"And I'll be able to get it up," added Tin Man.
Dotti smiled sweetly upon all three men, ending with Lionel. "And he's going to give me fuzz and let me go home, to Kansas."
Lionel gaze Dotti a quizzical look. "You don't have any fuzz?" he asked.
"Nope," said Dotti simply, and promptly hoisted up her skirt and pushed her panties down, revealing her hairless sex. "See?"
"Oh-h-h," groaned Lionel. But this time, Dotti was quick, and stooped over, locking her mouth around the tip of the lion-man's cock. She sucked out every drop of his thunderous load as the beastly man trembled. With a last swipe of her tongue across the pink head, she straightened, smacking her lips.
"There. Hopefully, that takes care of you for a while," she said.
Lionel chuckled in bliss, forcing his eyes to uncross. "Oh, what a day!" he declared, jumping on his feet. "Can I go with you to see the Wizard?"
"Of course you can!" exclaimed Dotti with a smile. She checked back with Tin Man and Scarecrow, who alternately nodded and shrugged.
"This is just great!" roared Lionel. "The wizard can help me, too!

I have to tell you, Dotti

Since you're such a hottie

You thrill my anima



If I could only hold it

I could surely stow it

You'd love my stamina"
Dotti grinned and offered her arm, simultaneously gesturing for Tin Man and Scarecrow to join her. "Then, let's go," she said. Infected by her exuberance, the four of them began skipping along the Yellow Prick Road.

"Oh, we're off to see the Wizard

The wonderful Wizard of Fuzz!"
***
Further along the road, the foursome slowed as the forest around them grew thicker and darker. The Yellow Prick Road seemed to bend and wind more sharply, allowing them to see no further than twenty paces ahead at most. The trees were more ominous, darker and twisted in the trunks and limbs. The gnarled bark seemed to hide the twisted shapes of faces within them. Hanging from the most of the trunks were large, round, red fruits, and more dangled from the distorted limbs.
"Gosh, what is this place?" asked Dotti, clutching onto the arms of Scarecrow and Tin Man.
"A place of foul taste," mused Scarecrow, scratching his chin. "If memory serves, this is the Pomegranate Forest."
"Pomegranate Forest?" asked Dotti, frowning. "Do they grow on trees?"
"I don't know," answered Tin Man. "But these do."
Dotti shivered. "I don't like this place."
"WELL, WE DON'T LIKE YOU!" came a symphony of deep, feminine voices, as the hidden faces in the tree bark came alive. Abruptly, the limbs began moving, and the foursome found themselves under attack as heavy, juicy red fruits were launched toward them. Some of the trees juggled the fruits on their trunks, like women bouncing breasts in their hands, before plucking them off.
Scarecrow grunted as one of the heavy missiles slammed into his chest, bearing him to the ground amid a cloud of straw. Tin Man lashed out quickly with his heavy iron, batting away projectiles that came too close. Likewise, Lionel slashed at the air, splitting open crimson husks until his claws were just as dark, oozing with sweet, sticky fluid.
"Get Scarecrow!" cried Dotti to Tin Man, covering her head with her hands and running up to Lionel. Immediately, even as Lionel slashed at the air, she grabbed his prick, which hardened quickly, and began stroking furiously.
"Wh-what are you -- ah-h-h-h!" cried Lionel, quaking as his cock pulsed in Dotti's tight grip.
As the thick spurts of cream gushed out, arcing high in the air, Dotti aimed as best she could, so that the gooey globs spattered across warped tree faces, and specifically, into their eyes.
"ACK!" cried the trees as one. "WE CAN'T SEE!"
With the first thick wave of cream spent from Lionel's cock, Dotti realized she had to inspire more. She ripped off her skirt and lay upon the road, pulling the ruby panties aside and showing Lionel her bald pussy. Frantically, she began rubbing her sleek lips and swollen clitoris.
"Come on, Lionel!" she yelled, as blindly-hurled fruit landed all around them. She glanced back up the road, seeing Tin Man supporting a hobbling Scarecrow. The metal man's body was smeared with pinkish-red chunks. He looked tired and wounded.
"Okay! Okay!" groaned the lion-man, furiously masturbating as he stared at Dotti's glistening sex, at her fingers as they pumped in and out. It took only a few more moments before he was ejaculating once more.
"Not me!" cried Dotti as her face was doused again. "Them!"
"R-r-right!" roared Lionel, directing his spurting penis in the direction of the trees around them. One after another, each of the pomegranate trees received a thick facial, coating their eyes, noses, and lips. They began sputtering and gagging, dropping their fruit missiles to the ground rather than hurling them toward their targets.
Scrambling to her feet, and wiping her dripping face, Dotti grabbed Lionel's hands, and that of Tin Man as he lurched forward, carrying Scarecrow. Together, the four unlikely companions ran from the Pomegranate Forest, leaving the animated trees sputtering and spitting in disgust.
***
"Well, that was an adventure!" exclaimed Dotti as they emerged from the forest and onto a vast clearing. Beyond, in the distance, could be seen a brilliant emerald citadel upon a lone high hill. "Is everyone all right?"
Lionel stumbled to the ground, clutching his genitals. "Oh-h-h-h," he groaned. "I think I did it too much." Likewise, Tin Man fell to his knees, letting go of Scarecrow, who crumpled into a heap.
Dotti frowned, planting her hands on her hips. "Well! A fine bunch of men you are!"
Scarecrow lifted his head as he struggled to reconfigure his contorted body. "You got the easy end of it!" he declared. "I don't see any bruises on you."
"Well, it wasn't easy, you know," protested Dotti. "Rubbing myself with all that going on, just to get Lionel going!"
"And you see what that did to him!" exclaimed Tin Man, pointing to the lion-man, curled up on his side.
Dotti sighed petulantly, a look of sympathy on her face as she gazed upon Lionel. She knelt and touched his furry face. "I'm so sorry," she whispered, stroking his golden mane. "It was the only thing I could think of."
Lionel managed a weak smile. "It's okay," he muttered. "Can we just rest here a while?"
Dotti smiled, and patted his shoulder. "Of course," she said, then stood and looked around. "Well, at least we seemed to have found a nice place to lie down for a bit."
With laborious grunts and moans, the three men rose and stumbled along with Dotti along the road, then into the field. All around them were bright, blooming poppies, fragrant with their sweet, intoxicating aroma. Dotti inhaled deeply, feeling her senses inundated with the pleasant smell. She lowered herself to her knees, reached to some of the flowering blossoms. Her senses became hazy; she felt her equilibrium vanish. With a sigh, she toppled over, grinning lazily with a handful of poppies.
***
Deanna the Good Dom floated through the air in her bubble, smiling to herself at the pleasant way in which it bounced up and down in the air. It reminded her of one of the Wizard's more recent inventions . . . .
"Oh, what have we here?" she asked aloud as she spied the four sleeping figures in the field below. Her brow furrowed. "Oh, no. That's Dotti!"
The bubble veered down out of the sky, popping as soon as it touched the blossoms in the field. Deanna landed softly upon the ground, approaching the unconscious forms of Dotti and her companions. With a heartfelt sigh, Deanna touched one of the poppies.
That damn Dom of the West, she thought. Getting the trees of the Pomegranate Forest to chase them to the poppy field. This is just like her. Well, if she can play dirty, so can I . . . .
The Good Dom paused for a moment as she looked upon Dotti. Such a pretty face, she thought. With a slight blush rising to her face, Deanna reached to the bottom of the slit in her suit, finding the hidden zipper that went all the way down, between her thighs, and up just to the tip of her tail bone in the back. She shivered slightly at the feel of the cool spring breeze between her thighs, against the slightly damp lips of her naked pussy.
Only something stronger than the poppies will bring her awake, Deanna thought as she stood over Dotti, one foot on either side of the girl's head. She smiled at the sight of the girl's fresh young face below the trimmed crimson curls on her pubic mound.
Slowly, Deanna lowered herself, spreading her strong thighs wide as her pussy neared Dotti's sleeping face. She felt herself growing wetter and wetter, her clitoris stiffening with anticipation . . . .
"Mmm," moaned the Dom of the North as Dotti's slightly-parted lips were pressed to her pussy, the girl's nose in her pubic hair. Deanna felt her juices trickling out, smearing Dotti's lower face as the Dom rocked back and forth. Deanna began moaning softly, luxuriating in the sensations of her clit rubbing the tip of Dotti's little button nose.
"Mrrmph?" came a muffled query from beneath the Dom's splayed thighs. Dotti's hands shot up to slap against Deanna's thighs, as her eyes flashed open in surprise. She gasped against Deanna's slippery snatch, which only made the Dom squeal softly.
"Oh, you're awake," commented Deanna, stopping her gyrations for a moment. She looked down at the girl's wide eyes. "Of course, now we need to wake up the others. Can you keep doing that?"
Dotti blinked, thinking, inhaling the rich, sweet fragrance of the Dom's pussy, feeling Deanna's swollen parted lips against her own. Tentatively, she slipped her tongue out, licking some of the sweet fluid from Deanna's labia. The flavor was not much different from her own.
"I guess so," Dotti said, then began licking in and around the Dom's slick hole, smacking her wet lips against the red-furred pussy hovering over her mouth. She closed her eyes in concentration, ran her hands up and down Deanna's clothed thighs.
Deanna trembled with passion, reaching down between her legs to grip Dotti's head. She ground her pussy more urgently against the girl's mouth, gasping each time Dotti's tongue slid up inside her tunnel. The aroma of her aroused sex filled the air, wafting around her like a cloud.
Finally, Deanna tilted her hips a little, pushing the thick, stiff protrusion of her clit past Dotti's lips. "Suck on it, sweetheart," she urged. "Suck hard. You need to open the flood gates so the waters can wash over your friends."
"Mm-hmm," mumbled Dotti, sucking in her cheeks as she pulled and sucked upon Deanna's clit, pulling on it, massaging it like a little cock. Above her, The Good Dom trembled and shook, her mouth hanging slack, cheeks rosy with pleasure. She planted her hands on the ground above Dotti's head and mashed her pussy into the girl's mouth. With a long cry and moan, her orgasm erupted through her.
The powerful, sweet scent of Deanna's pussy did indeed wash through the field like the waters from a damn, infusing itself in the senses of Scarecrow, Tin Man, and Lionel. Slowly, the three of them roused, sniffing the air. One by one, they looked to see the Dom squatting over Dotti's face, panting her release.
Tin Man arched his eyebrow. "Ding, dong," he muttered. "The Dom just came."
Lionel perked up. "The Dom just came?"
Scarecrow nodded. "The Dom just came."
"And she did it very sweetly," mumbled Dotti with a grin, licking along Deanna's sopping lips.
"But not very neatly," said the Dom apologetically.
"But it seems, very completely," commented Scarecrow, crawling closer. He stared at Dotti's saturated face.
"And not at all discretely," added Lionel, taking in the sight. His eyes bulged at the vision of Dottie tickling the deeply flushed and shrunken clitoris of the Dom. "Oh-h-h," he moaned, flopping onto his back. A fountain of semen spurted high into the air, splashing the poppies.
Deanna chuckled. "It appears the men are all up," she said.
Tin Man rolled his eyes. "In a manner of speaking . . . ."
***
"So, the wicked Dom of the West made us go to that field?" asked Scarecrow as the four of them ambled along the Yellow Prick Road, away from the poppy fields and toward the glittering citadel in the distance. Deanna had already wrapped herself in another bubble, and with her cheeks still glowing, was now floating high above and away.
"I guess so," responded Dotti, touching still-fragrant lips and licking her fingers. "Those pomegranate trees chased us in the right direction, off the path. I guess The Dom of the West really doesn't want us getting to the Emerald City."
"Well, that's just too bad," said Tin Man with a grin. "Because we're not far away. Come on!"
Taking the hands of Dotti and Scarecrow, Tin Man began running up the gently-rising slope of the road, anxious to get to the citadel. Lionel trundled after, trying not to admire the firm, bouncing cheeks of Dotti's rear as she ran . . . .
***
The towering walls of the Emerald City stood before them, smooth and opaque. The massive front doors were almost five times as tall as Tin Man.
"Wow."
"Whoa."
"Wuff."
"Ah-choo!"
The others looked to Scarecrow as he rubbed his red nose. The straw man shrugged sheepishly. "Sorry," he said. "Poppies."
"WHO DARES SEEK ENTRANCE TO THE EMERALD CITY?"
The foursome gasped in unison, huddling together before the doors to the fabled city. Eyes looked about, trying to find the source of the booming voice.
"U-um . . . w-we just want to see the Wizard," Dotti offered in a weak voice.
"THE WIZARD IS NOT AVAILABLE FOR YOU."
Dotti's shoulders fell. "But, please!" she called. "He's the only one who can help me!"
"HAVE YOU TRIED OPRAH?"
Dotti exchanged perturbed looks with the others. "Is she here?" the girl asked at last.
Abruptly, a tiny, hidden door opened beside the more massive ones, and a little person stepped out, in many ways resembling a Scrumpkin. He wore garb that reminded Dotti of the Swiss Guard.
"No, 'course she ain't here, lassie," he said irritatingly, his voice high-pitched and heavily accented. "Whattaya think we are? Harpo Studios? This 'ere's the Emerald City, not the Miracle Mile! Now, off with ye!"
"Please," Dotti begged. "We've come so far. Please let us see him!"
The diminutive man scoffed. "Oh, so now it's all'a ye, eh? Saint's alive! Ye 'ave'ta earn an audience with the Wizard, ye know!"
"Then how can we earn an audience?" asked Tin Man, gripping his iron.
The guard scratched his chin in thought. "Ye'll have ta speak ta MC Horse," he said.
"MC Horse?" queried Dotti.
The guard leered, looking Dotti over in her tiny skirt, revealing blouse, and sweat-sheened skin. "Aye, 'at's what we call 'im. Short for . . . well, ye'll find out."
A hopeful look crossed all their faces. "So, we can come in?" asked Dotti.
The guard shrugged. "Aye, ye can come," he said, then winked. "If ye're up for it."
At the little man's gesture, the massive doors groaned as they moved, parting and sweeping away. Before the amazed eyes of the four companions, the interior of the citadel was revealed. There was a large central courtyard, the walls all emerald, with a transparent dome through which sunlight was filtered. There were strange people in all manner of fine clothing about, tall people, short people, big people and little people. All looked to the newcomers as they stepped tentatively across the threshold.
"This . . . is the Emerald City!" cried the guard proudly, sweeping his little arms wide.
"Oh . . . gosh!" exclaimed Dotti, looking about in wonder. Music played from some hidden source, filling the air, something light and lively. There were booths along the circular walls of the courtyard, offering everything from strange perfumes to unusual foodstuffs.
"I've never seen anything like it," commented Tin Man.
"This is spectacular!" claimed Lionel.
Scarecrow shrugged. "Hmm . . . it's nice, I guess."
Dotti looked to the straw man, frowning as if insulted. "It's wonderful," she insisted.
He gave a wan smile. "Yes, of course it is," he said with a forced smile.
Dotti stepped forward, peering about with amazed interest. Here, a four-armed man juggled yellow balls in the air while spitting out gouts of flame. There, a strange reptilian creature tap-danced upon a small circular stage. Beside him was a short, fat man with a handlebar mustache, a large chirping cricket upon his shoulder. The entire scene had a carnival atmosphere, with an undercurrent of . . . something else.



A smallish man in a jester's hat, holding numerous skewers of meat, appeared before her. "Shish kabob?" he offered.
Dotti looked the proffered food over. "Um . . . what kind of meat is it?"
The man gave a blank look. "It's shish meat," he said. "That's why we call it 'shish kabob.'"
Dotti shrugged. "Okay." Experimentally, she nibbled at the meat on the stick.
"So, where's this MC Horse fellow?" asked Tin Man, avoiding a green-skinned woman as she walked past. His eyes lingered upon the three exposed breasts on her chest, golden chains attached to clamps on her nipples.
"Oh, right on ta business, eh?" asked the guardsman. He gestured to Dotti. "Least the lass has the presence o' mind ta get a bite ta eat!"
Tin Man rolled his eyes. "We're very busy," he said gruffly.
"Speak for yourself," commented Lionel, tearing into an enormous turkey leg.
"No, come on," insisted Dotti, handing off her shish-kabob to a passing steward. She grabbed Lionel's arm. "I want to see the Wizard as soon as we can."
With a roll of his eyes, the dwarf guardsman lead the way across the courtyard. Dodging various performers and their audiences along the way, Dotti and her companions found themselves being taken to what appeared to be a large, padded dais, several feet high and wide enough that Tin Man could lay down and not touch the edges.
Upon the dais was an obese man with sleek, ebony skin. He was clad in what looked like a golden kilt and wore a matching headdress. Every finger was bedecked with golden rings, and numerous chains hung from around his nearly non-existent neck.
The guard stopped with a quick stomp of his foot, gesturing to the figure above him. "Lord MC Horse," he said, then strode back through the crowd.
Immediately, Dotti curtsied, and the others bowed their heads in turn. Atop the padded dais, the rotund man arched an eyebrow in curiosity. He pressed a button on a small device, and the dais began to recede into the floor, bringing the man down with it. He stopped once his face was just above Dotti's, and gazed upon her over his protruding belly.
"So what the fizzle you be wantin', baby?" he asked in a boisterous voice, showing gold teeth as he grinned.
Dotti blinked at the man's unexpected words. Likewise, Scarecrow, Tin Man and Lionel all shared wondering looks.
"What did he say?"
"'Fizzle?"
"Yeah," boomed MC Horse. "Fizzle, fo' shizzle. Now, what's yo' biznet wit the sizzle?"
Lionel grunted in confusion. "Sizzle?"
In response, Horse licked his finger, then touched one of his blubbery pectorals while making a hissing sound. "That's the sizzle."
Lionel looked back with a hopeless shrug. "I can't understand a word he's—"
"Wait," interrupted Dotti. She faced MC Horse, took a breath as she contemplated her words. "Yo, my sizzle," she said with a forceful air, gesturing with her hands. "Me and the posse gots some tired feets after this whack trip. We ain't in no mind fo' no bull shizzle, yo? We's here ta see Da Man, and this be one phat li'l ho who gonna do what it takes to get my bizzle on. Ya dig?"
All around them, the entire courtyard had grown quiet. Astonished and amused faces looked upon Dotti as she spoke to MC Horse in his own language.
For a long moment, all that could be heard was the chirping of the large cricket on the fat man's shoulder. Dotti stared up at the impassive face of Lord MC Horse, wondering if she had gone too far, or said the wrong thing. Her command of 'Snooptalk' was not the greatest, after all; she may have misconstrued something.
Finally, Horse broke out in booming laughter, his heavy belly shaking. "Yo, now that's the way ta cowgirl up!" he cried, rolling forward and reaching for Dotti. With a relieved smile, Dotti climbed onto the dais and curled up against the fat man's belly. There was a spicy-sweet aroma surrounding him that Dotti found pleasant.
"So, you want Da Man, huh?" asked MC Horse. "He is the Fuzz, y'know. The Fuzz of Fuzz, y'get it?"
Dotti nodded. "I dig, bro. I wanna shake that fuzz and get to the dirty."
MC Horse grinned, looking lecherously over Dotti's body. "An' you fa'shizzle can get the dirty, baby."
"So what's the lowdown, MC?" she asked. "I gots ta bizzle with the wizzle."
"Is that a fact?" he asked, then winked. "Well, if ya wants the wizzle, then ya gots ta do the bizzle wit the swizzle."
Dotti reared back slightly. "'Bizzle wit the swizzle?'"
The large man grinned, easing back on his sizable rump. He unsnapped the kilt-like garment covering him and let it fall open, exposing himself. "Fa' shizzle."
Dotti stared, astonished, at what lay before her. The man's large belly could not overshadow the freakish length and girth of his cock. It lay like a python across his right thigh, stirring slowly. Her heart fluttered nervously at the idea of taking such an enormous appendage inside her. And her nervousness was compounded by the numerous people in the courtyard, most of whom had returned to their conversations, yet still watched them.
"Now I know why they call you MC Horse," she muttered.
He chuckled. "True dat."
Dotti leaned over the edge of the dais, bringing her face close to those of her companions. "What should I do?" she asked.
"Does he want you to do what I think he wants you to do?" asked Tin Man worriedly. Being the tallest of the three, he could see the fat man's naked lap.
Dotti nodded worriedly. "Uh-huh."
His eyes bulged. "Fore!"
Annoyed, Dotti smacked the metal man's head. "What do you think, Scarecrow?" she asked.
Scarecrow shrugged. "Well, if what I gather from your conversation is correct, then you may have no choice."
Dotti's face paled. "I have to scrump with him?"
Scarecrow nodded with a sage look. "I'm afraid so."
"So what's the big deal?" asked Lionel. "Haven't you pretty much scrumped everyone else you've met?" He winced as Dotti smacked him in the head.
"Fine," she said. "If this is what I have to do to meet the Wizard." She straightened and turned to MC Horse once more.
Tin Man and Lionel, both rubbing the backs of their heads, looked to a strangely-smiling Scarecrow. "What are you so happy about?" asked Lionel.
Scarecrow bounced on the balls of his feet. "She didn't smack me," he said simply.
Positioning herself on her knees before Lord MC Horse, Dotti apprehensively lifted the man's heavy phallus. It was a thick, warm, fleshy tube in her hands, the purple head so enormous that she doubted it could fit. Her fingers could not close around the shaft. Experimentally, she stroked up and down, getting used to the feel. It began to harden somewhat, but Dotti reasoned a penis so large would never stand up on its own.
"So . . . how you want it, baby?" she asked.
"Let's stir the pot, sweet thang," he rumbled, watching her. "How's about you kiss the snake first?"
Dotti managed a smile, lowering her head as Horse lay back. Holding the titanic cock upright, she began kissing and licking all around the head. Her squeezing, stroking hands kept a steady trickle of clear, thick fluid oozing from the slit. Dotti sighed with pleasure at tasting the sweetness, and lapped it all up.
The crowd within the courtyard slowly encircled the dais, watching as Dotti pleasured Lord MC Horse. Many muttered under their breath in awe, or gasped with surprise as Dotti opened her mouth and sucked deeply on just the head of the man's cock. Drool and pre-cum flowed down the shaft, which Dotti rubbed in with her hands until the entire shaft glistened.
Pulling her shiny mouth away, Dotti unsnapped her skirt and let it drop, then tore off her blouse. Her stiff nipples gave away her arousal; where once she had been intimidated by the mammoth cock, now she was encouraged.
"The Ruby Panties!" someone cried.
"Ruby Panties!" echoed another. "The girl is a Dom?"
"Where is she from?"
"What a nice bum!"
Dotti glanced over her shoulder with smirk at that last remark. "I got it from mum."
So saying, she positioned herself in a squat over the obese man, holding his slick shaft in one hand and pulling aside the panties with the other. All watched as Dotti moaned, rubbing the bulbous head of MC Horse's cock against her pink lips. They slowly parted, already moistened by her arousal. Dotti pushed down, just a little, then eased back up, then pushed again. With each slow plunge, the tip of the ebony man's impressive cock delved just a bit further.
"Is she really going to do it?" asked Tin Man, eyes wide.
"There's no choice but to go through it," responded Scarecrow.
"Don't you mean, go through with it?"
Scarecrow shrugged. "That, too."
Tin Man leaned back, looking past Scarecrow to a transfixed Lionel. "What do you think, lion-man?"
"Oh-h-h-h . . . ."
Tin Man frowned. "Never mind."
Atop the dais, Dotti grunted and sighed, finally getting just the head of MC Horse's cock inside her protesting pussy. The incredible fullness was painful, but also in pleasurable in a way Dotti had never anticipated. Her entire body quivered as if she were on the verge of orgasm already. Firm breasts heaved up and down as she alternately took deep breaths, held them, then let them out with heated huffs.
"That's the bizzle, baby," groaned Horse, lifting his head. His meaty hands gripped Dotti's thighs and pushed her down.
"Oh, gosh!" she cried as the massive cock suddenly surged up inside her. She suddenly wondered if this was what it felt like to have a baby.
No, she thought as she settled into a rhythm, rolling her hips in little circles, squeezing his cock with her muscles. It couldn't feel nearly as good as this . . . .
Under the amazed and admiring eyes of her scores of onlookers, Dotti slowly impaled herself nearly all the way upon the monstrous shaft. Her juices flowed freely, rolling down Horse's shaft to his thick, laden balls. Once she had forced as much of his broad length within her as she could, Dotti pulled up, relishing the feel of all those bumpy veins. She grinned, then pushed down once more, this time grinning. Her face glowed with her exertion and passion.
"Fo' shizzle, my bizzle," she panted.
MC Horse grinned. "Do me, baby."
Eagerly, Dotti complied, balancing herself on her wide-spread legs, the taut muscles of which stood out as she pumped up and down. She cupped her breasts, pinched her nipples, even brought them to her mouth for an occasional lick. Her dark pigtails bounced as her movements increased. The expression on her face, her escalating moans and whimpers, signaled to all her impending orgasm.
"Oh, my, she's about to cum!" someone cried.
"Yes, and then some!" called another.
Dotti's scream of ecstasy tore from her lungs, filling the air and shattering glass all around. She shuddered, bounced, shook and convulsed, shoving down harder than she had before, all but engulfing MC Horse's cock within her over-stretched pussy. Her erotic convulsions proved too much for the man beneath her.
In the midst of her thrashing orgasm, Dotti found herself lifted, then laid back upon the padded dais. MC Horse was now atop her, holding her legs apart at the ankles as he thrust again and again. Her entire body glowed with rouge; she could not form a coherent thought.
"Now you gonna get it, baby!" roared MC Horse, jerking his saturated prick from Dotti's gaping tunnel. He stroked the impressive shaft with both hands over the heaving body before him.
More gasps and murmurs of awe filled the courtyard of the Emerald City as spurts of fluid jetted onto Dotti's body, splattering her breasts, neck, stomach and thighs. Each gusher was of a different color -- green, red, blue, orange, purple, yellow -- and mixed to form an erotic painting with Dotti's body as the canvas.
Inspired by passion, Dotti rolled up to capture the last burst -- that of purest white -- upon her tongue. Rich as nectar and thick as pudding, she savored the taste, pressing her lips to the still-oozing head and squeezing the shaft in her hands to urge out every bit. MC Horse swayed on his knees, smiling in bliss as Dotti nursed him through the last moments o his orgasm.
With a last lick of her lips and a heady sigh, Dotti gazed up upon the man, running her fingers through the different hues of thick juice on her body. "Thanks for the fizzle, my bizzle."
MC Horse chuckled, wiping his sweaty brow. "You said it."
***
"Gosh, that was an experience!" muttered Dotti after returning from the courtyard's ladies' room. She found her three companions waiting for her. A blush crossed her face for a moment, especially as she noted the impressed looks upon the faces of those beyond her friends.
Lionel grinned. "It was good for me, too, Miss Dotti," he said.
She rolled her eyes with a smile. "So, are we ready to see the Wizard now?"
"I sure am," said Tin Man, offering a hand to Dotti. "Will you let me escort you? You don't seem to be walking well . . . ."
Dotti took the grey-colored arm, wobbling a bit. "Thank you," she said. "No, it isn't every day a girl gets a watermelon shoved up her cooch . . . ."
To be continued . . . .
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Part Two: Wizards and Doms and Heroes, Oh My!
We're in the Emerald City, Dotti thought with wonder. The diminutive guard escorted the bedazzled teenaged girl and her friends -- Scarecrow, Tin Man, and Lionel -- through the polished, jade-hued halls, finally leading them to yet another enormous door. There, the guard spun about and gave them a grave look.
"Now, steel yerselves," he said. "Meeting the Wizard is not for the faint of heart. Ye have been warned."
Dotti, Scarecrow, Tin Man and Lionel all nodded, and the guard went on his way
Dotti took a breath, looked to her friends. "Ready?"
"Ready!" they answered in unison.
Dotti faced the doors, then, with a mighty shove, threw them open.
The chamber that faced them was enormous, easily as large as the courtyard, perhaps more so. Windows were set in the walls every ten paces or so, running from floor to thirty-foot ceiling. There was not a single piece of furniture to be seen; the floors and walls were bare, and everything glowed with a deep viridian radiance. Toward the far end of the room was a small archway concealed by a brass-colored curtain.
Tentatively, Dotti stepped into the chamber, flanked by her companions. They did not know what to expect, but the guard's eerie warning lingered in their minds.
"H-hello?" called Dotti, her voice echoing.
"Shh!" exclaimed Tin Man. "Don't provoke him!"
Doti nodded. "Right," she said. "We'll just wait, and be patient, and -- oh, my gosh!"
The air some fifteen feet before them shimmered, and then an image appeared, slightly transparent, of a gigantic baby's face with deep green eyes, a blonde swirl of hair at the top of it's head, and two protruding front teeth that were fully revealed as it grinned.
"WHO DISTURBS THE WONDERFUL WIZARD OF FUZZ?" came the magnified impish voice.
Dotti slapped a hand over her heart, her fear tempered by the comical appearance of the giant floating baby head. She took a moment to gather her wits, noting her companions doing the same . . . except for Scarecrow, of course, who plucked at stray strands of straw jutting from beneath his hat.
"You are the Wizard of Fuzz?" asked Dotti in a loud voice.
"WHAT DID YOU EXPECT?"
Dotti thought a moment. "I don't know . . . a wizard? You know, long robe, staff, grey beard? Haven't you seen any of the Harry Potter movies?"
The baby face contorted and stuck out its tongue. "PFRBRBET! J.K. ROWLING CAN SUCK MY DICK."
Dotti gasped. "Now, that's just plain rude!"
The baby face vanished abruptly with a small popping sound. The curtain at the far end parted, cast aside by a stocky, pudgy man clad in a dark tailored suit. He waddled out with quick steps, a hard look upon his wrinkled, grandfatherly face. He had short-cropped wide hair and a round face with smallish features.
"Not if you knew her like I do," he said, coming to a stop before Dotti. "Bitch stole all my ideas." He made an effort to smile amiably. "But, that's all in the past. She has her millions, and I have my . . . anyway, what brings you to me?"
Dotti pointed, her brow wrinkled. "You're the wizard?" she asked.
He rolled his eyes. "Yes, I am the great and powerful Wizard of Fuzz," he said. "I'm sure you pictured some inhumanly tall, emaciated, cloak-wearing toothpick of a man, but, to be honest, I live quite well, and there's nothing I can do about my height." He clapped his hands together, rubbed them vigorously for a moment.
"So, what is it you need?" he asked Dotti, then thrust out his palm to interrupt any response. "No, wait, let me guess: You need . . . a love potion. Yes, that's it! You're hot for the quarterback, but he's not interested. No problem."
Dotti began to say something as the Wizard continued, looking to Tin Man. "Ah, well, you're problem is obvious. You need a tan. That's easily fixed. Now, you, straw man, hmm . . . you look familiar—"
"No!" cried Dotti, stamping her feet. "You've got it all wrong!"
The Wizard looked to her, an insulted look on his face. "Oh, I don't think so. I'm a wizard! What are you?"
Dotti pouted, hurt. "I'm just a girl from Kansas," she said. "And I want to go home. Oh . . . and I need some fuzz."
The Wizard cocked a brow. "Kansas, you say?" he asked, interested. "As in . . . the real world?"
"Why . . . yes," said Dotti.
Scarecrow held up a single finger. "Well, the concept of the 'real world,' versus all possible worlds in the cosmos is a difficult thing to address. Witness Einstein, and Kirkegaard—"
The Wizard soured. "Now I recognize you," he said smartly, cutting the straw man off. He looked back to Dotti with a smile. "Tell me what happened."
Dotti drew a breath. "Well, it started like this . . . ."
***
". . . and that's how we got here," Dotti finished. The five of them sat about on the floor, surrounding a large bowl of chips and salsa.
The Wizard nodded. "Hmm. I think I can help you," he said.
Dotti brightened, elated with hope. "You can? Oh, Mr. Wizard—"
He held up his hands. "Please, call me Willie."
Dotti smacked her lips together. "A wizard named Willie?" she queried.
"What, you were expecting something more profound?" he asked wanly.
Dotti balked. "Oh, well . . . no," she said. "I-I mean, Willie is a fine name for a wizard! A very fine name!"
"At any rate," he grumbled, casting a sidelong glance to the girl. "I can help you all. However, before I can, I need you to do something for me."
Lionel groaned, rolling onto his back. "I knew this was coming," he said.
"Well, with you, that's a given," remarked the Wizard snidely. He addressed everyone as he continued: "If you want me to grant the four of you what you truly wish, first you must bring me something. It won't be easy, but then, this is a quest, so of course it's not easy."
Dotti gulped. "What do we have to bring you?"
The Wizard stood, smoothed out his jacket. "Oh . . . just the magic dildo of the Dom of the West," he said casually, regarding his nails.
"What!" cried Dotti in alarm as she and her companions all shot to their feet. "Didn't you hear anything we told you? The Dom wants to kill us!"
The Wizard shrugged his shoulders. "Well, you aren't exactly asking for love potions and tanning oils, now, are you? Sending you home? That's a pretty big thing for a wizard. And curing his erectile dysfunction, his lack of passion, his lack of stamina—"
"Okay!" exclaimed Dotti with a huff. "Jeez! But you gotta remember, Wiz, we aren't exactly the Fellowship of the Ring, here. More like Alvin and the Chipmunks."
The Wizard settled his hands on Dotti's shoulders and gave her a sage look. "You have strength, young one," he said as the shadows deepened in the room. "You need only look into your heart, and you will find what you need there."
Dotti's eyes wandered around warily, noting the change in light. "Um . . . okay."
The Wizard stepped back. "Now, go! Here, take this—" he produced a rolled-up map from his sleeve and held it out. "—and don't return without the Dom's dildo." With that, he turned on his heel and marched back toward the curtain.
***
Dotti was forlorn as the broad doors of the Emerald City closed behind them. With all I've gone through just to get here, she thought. Now I gotta go find that evil Mrs. Gulp -- if it really is her -- and steal her dildo. She shuddered for a moment, despite the warmth of the sun upon her.
"Hey, there, Dotti, don't be sad now," said Tin Man in a soothing voice. "We're all in this together. We'll get that dratted dildo from the despicable Dom, just you see."
"R-r-r-right!" enthused Lionel.
Scarecrow smiled thinly. "Absolutely."
Dotti smiled, patted Tin Man's cheek, then Scarecrow's. She refrained from touching Lionel, however, knowing what that would do to him. Feeling somewhat better, she unfurled the map in her hand and let the others crowd around.
"Okay, let's see," she mused. "According to this, we should go . . . west."
"Imagine that," muttered Scarecrow drolly.
Dotti gave the straw man a perturbed look as Tin Man trailed his finger along the map. "Hmm," he murmured. "Seems we have to go through the Sapphic Swamp to reach the Dom's tower." He shuddered.
"The Sapphic Swamp?" queried Dotti.
Lionel growled. "That's not going to be easy," he said. "Imagine a bunch of naked women running all over the place, ignoring you because you have a penis, but then doing the most wicked things to each other . . . Oh . . . Oh . . . Oh-h-h-h . . . ."
Deftly, Dotti reached beneath the map and grabbed Lionel's twitching cock just as it began spurting, and directed the spray toward the ground. "Hmm, that doesn't sound too bad," she commented.
"Yeah, but you're a girl, Dotti," said Tin Man. He gave her an ominous look. "They're really gonna like you."
Dotti shrugged, absently licking her dripping fingers. "So what's the big deal?"
Scarecrow leaned close. "Well, let's just say that the term 'eating pussy' takes on literal meaning for them."
Dotti's eyes bulged. "Ulp!"
***
After hours of walking along the Yellow Prick Road, the vast fields became replaced with great, twisted trees that looked like oaks, yet had a sinister feel to them. The bark was twisted, gnarled, like the skin on a mean, toothless old man. The branches formed a canopy over the road, darkening the rays of the sun and making shadows beyond the weathered trunks that seemed to move as the foursome passed them.
"We're almost to the Sapphic Swamp," whispered Tin Man, now holding the map before him. He looked to the others. "Everyone keep a close eye on Dotti; we don't . . ." he trailed off, his eyes wide as they darted about in alarm. "Where is she?"
Scarecrow whirled around, looking this way and that. Lionel jumped, an apprehensive rumble sounding from his throat.
"She was right here!" the lion-man exclaimed.
"Well, she's not now!" cried Tin Man.
Ahead, along the road, came a chorus of wicked, feminine giggles. Naked feminine figures pranced quickly across the path, hoisting a familiar form on their shoulders. Dotti struggled and tried to call out, but the hand over her mouth kept her cries from being heard.
"They've got her! Let's go!" boomed Tin Man, charging up the path, his golf iron held firmly in his grip. Lionel loped after, snarling and frothing at the mouth. Scarecrow, however, hung back, his eyes narrowing. With surprising stealth, he slipped into the shadows of the trees . . . .
***
Dotti struggled against the grips of her captors as they carried her through marshy waters toward a moss-covered island surrounded by trees. The air was thick and cloying, causing beads of moisture to appear on her exposed skin. Likewise, the dozen or so naked women -- whom, Dotti had to admit, were all very attractive -- were practically dripping with perspiration. The air was heady with numerous sweet aromas, not the least of which was of feminine arousal.
Roughly, Dotti was tossed onto the mossy island. Surrounded by naked, sleek-skinned women, Dotti looked for a way out, but found herself surrounded.
"Wh-what do you want from me?" she cried fearfully.
But the women ignored her cries. Their eyes drank in the features of Dotti's body approvingly. "Oh, she's a tasty one," said one of the naked women, casually caressing her sweat-slicked breasts.
"We should certainly have some fun," said another.
"And then dinner when we're done."
Dotti paled. "D-dinner?" she squeaked.
The women lowered themselves to their knees around her, grinning both seductively and hungrily. "Oh, don't worry," the nearest woman, with bright blonde hair that was obviously natural, said. "We'll do a very thorough job of seasoning the meat, first . . . ." As she spoke, she and the other women began pulling on Dotti's clothes, untying the girl's blouse and unclipping the snap of the skirt.
Both intimidated and aroused, Dotti offered no protest as her clothes were removed. "Wh-who are you?"
The women all laughed girlishly. "We're the Sapphic Sisters of the Swamp, of course," they said, tossing Dotti's garments away. Suddenly, they all gasped in unison and sat back, mouths agape and eyes wide. Every gaze fell upon Dotti's underwear.
"The Ruby Panties!" exclaimed one of the Sisters.
"So it is true! She killed the Dom of the East!"
The blonde-haired Sapphic Sister grinned widely. "And once we've eaten her, we will be the Doms of the East," she said with an excited look in her eye.
"Sister!" came a call. "We've captured her companions!"
All heads turned -- and Dotti's lifted up -- as four more Sisters strode through the swamp, carrying between them a long wooden pole. Hanging from that pole, uncomfortably intertwined within a dank rope net, were Tin Man and Lionel, looking utterly nonplussed. Proudly, the four Sisters brought the stoic golfer and snarling lion-man to their blonde leader.
"Excellent," gloated the blonde, steepling her fingers together. Her elation vanished as she looked within the net. "Where's the third one? The straw man?"
The four sisters exchanged looks, shrugging to one another. "We only found these two," one of them finally said, the one carrying Tin Man's golf club.
With an angry huff, the blonde snatched the club from her Sister's grip and waved it around. "Go find him! Don't come back unless you have that damn scarecrow!"
Chastised, the four Sisters turned and trudged their way back through the swamp, heads hung in shame. Tin Man and Lionel were left on the soggy ground, helpless within the net.
"Don't worry, Dotti, we'll figure out something," Tin Man reassured. Turned away, against the metal man's back, Lionel growled in agreement.
"Yeah, you're doing a real good job," drawled Dotti as the Sisters held her arms and legs wide apart. She felt slippery, soft folds of flesh upon her hands and fingers as two of the women sat on them. Others began licking up and down Dotti's legs and abdomen. Despite her reservations, Dotti sighed softly as warm mouths cupped her nipples and began sucking.
"Not very dominant for a Dom, are you, little one?" quipped the blonde, settling on her stomach between Dotti's splayed thighs. Her chin hovered just above Dotti's crimson-covered pussy as she leered at the girl.
Dotti put on her bravest face as she glared back. "You can't have my panties," she said.
The blonde grinned evilly. "Not while you're alive, no," she said, then furled her fingers beneath the gusset, brushing Dotti's sleek lips. "But I don't need to have them off," she said, drawing the sparkling fabric aside. She licked her lips, gazing hungrily upon Dotti's hairless vulva and swollen lips.
"Don't worry, Dotti," the woman cooed, spreading the girl's lips apart. "Death by orgasm isn't the worst way to go . . ." she trailed off with a contented murmur, pressing her mouth to Dotti's sex.
Despite the circumstances, Dotti could not help but moan in pleasure. The blonde Sister's mouth was talented, to say the least, possessing a long, wicked tongue that delved deep inside. She sucked and pulled on Dotti's sensitive flesh, drawing the brunette's lips into her mouth, swabbed her tongue around Dotti's clit in massaging circles.
"Oh . . . oh, gosh," moaned Dotti, automatically pushing her pelvis up, wanting to feel the pleasure the blonde Sister was giving her. At the same time, she thrilled to the feel of the mouths upon her breasts and thighs, even the tongues that lapped at her toes. Her hands gripped the succulent pussy flesh of the women straddling them, her fingers sliding inside tight, warm tunnels.
Tin Man watched with undisguised interest as the Sapphic Sisters had their way with Dotti. Those not close enough to the action occupied themselves with each other, kissing, touching, licking one another. Despite his anxiety for their predicament, Tin Man's eyes were glued to the sight of te blonde woman thrashing her head back and forth between Dooti's spread legs.
"Tin Man, what are they doing to her? I can hear her moaning!" Lionel asked anxiously, unable to see what was going on. "Are they hurting her?"
"Uh . . . it's better that I don't tell you," Tin Man answered. "It's just too terrible."
Lionel shuddered as he wept. "Oh, poor, poor Dotti . . . ."
***
"Mmmmff! Enough! Enough! Please!" cried Dotti, managing to disengage her face from beneath the dripping pussy of a voluptuous Sister. Her body was quivering from the series of orgasms she had at first enjoyed, then endured. Her cheeks, neck and breasts glowed brightly; her nipples were harder and thicker than they had ever been, swollen to a dark shade. Her breasts rose and fell as she heaved for breath.
The blonde Sapphic Sister lifted her glistening face, lips dripping with fluid, from Dotti's sex. "Oh, not nearly enough," she cackled, licking her lips in an exaggerated way. "You taste delicious, my dear. I hope the rest of you is just as sweet."
"Not that you'll find out!" cried a voice rich with bravado. The Sapphic Sisters exclaimed in surprise and turned toward the sound of the voice, seeing a figure perched in the trees above them. The blonde Sister narrowed her eyes, pushing herself to her feet.
"Scarecrow!" Dotti exclaimed breathlessly.
"Scarecrow!" Tin Man gasped with surprised relief.
"Scarecrow?" asked Lionel dubiously, trying to turn his head to look.
"How did you get past my Sisters?" cried the blonde woman angrily, raising a fist. "If you've—"
She was interrupted as Scarecrow leapt from his perch, falling toward the ground. With a gasp, the blonde woman scampered back, as did all the Sisters. Scarecrow landed on the mossy hill in a squat, his feet on either side of Dotti's over-pleasured body.
"I've come for my friends," he said in an ominous tone. "And if you try to stop me, you'll meet the same fate as your Sisters."
The blonde scoffed. "What could you do to us?" she asked incredulously. Then she frowned. "Wait. What did you do to my Sisters?"
"This," Scarecrow said simply, straightening over Dotti's prone body. He twisted his torso slightly, lifting up his hands to display a practiced martial arts stance. His left hand was extended toward the blonde, fingers together, palm up.
"Scarecrow?" asked Dotti from beneath him, starting to push up. "What's going on?"
"Stay where you are Dotti," he responded, not taking his eyes from the blonde. "It will be easier if you don't move." Around them, the Sapphic Sisters were forming a close circle, sneering and snarling.
The blonde Sister suddenly laughed. "You're a fool, Scarecrow," she declared, then also took a stance, arms extended away from her body, one legs lifted and bent in classic 'crane' style. "I, too, have studied."
Scarecrow's lips twitched slightly in a confident smirk. "Let's see how well you've learned, then," he challenged.
For a moment, no one moved. Everyone, everything, was silent, including the bullfrogs of the swamp. Then, suddenly, the blonde woman let out a feral screech and darted forth, lashing and striking at Scarecrow with well-aimed blows. But Scarecrow blocked and deflected every attack, expertly smacking the blonde's hands away with his forearms. The Sisters all watched in astonishment as every attack their leader made fell wide of it's mark.
Throughout the exchange, Scarecrow's feet never moved, keeping him poised protectively over Dotti. His taunting smile remained as well, and grew as the blonde became more and more frustrated. She snarled and spit, growing clumsy in her efforts. Finally, she overextended herself, giving Scarecrow an opportunity.



Smack! Smack! Crack! Smack! Slap! The blows came fast and furious, his movements little more than blurs before the astonished eyes of all who looked on. The blonde-haired leader of the Sapphic Sisters reeled with each impact, taking a few stumbling steps backward with a dazed expression on her face. Blood trickled from one of her nostrils. Then her eyes rolled back in her head and she tumbled back, into the swampy water.
"Sister!" screeched the other women, and they surged forth, slashing and clawing at Scarecrow. In a display of unnaturally efficient prowess, the straw man became a whirlwind of movement, blocking and striking, spinning and kicking, always remaining above Dotti. The girl gasped at the flurry of violence above her, watching as naked female bodies went flying in all directions.
Finally, and sooner than anyone could have expected, it was over. The Sapphic Sisters lay all about, most rendered unconscious, but all defeated. With his typical stoic expression, Scarecrow looked down at Dotti in her nudity and extended a helping hand.
Amazed and stupefied, Dotti got to her feet, looking upon her lanky companion with different, impressed eyes. "How did you do that?"
Scarecrow shrugged. "Being a scarecrow and a genius has its perks," he said. "I've had a lot of time to read."
Dotti suddenly laughed and hugged Scarecrow tightly. "Oh, thank God!" she exclaimed. "If you hadn't saved me, those horrible women would have eaten me to death!"
Scarecrow patted the girl's sweaty back and released her. "Let's get the others and get out of here."
Dotti nodded firmly. "Yeah. Let's blow this joint."
***
"Yeah. Let's blow this joint."
The wicked Dom of the West glared angrily into her simmering cauldron as the scene faded. "No!" she screeched, frightening the strange creatures that skittered about in her laboratory.
"That little hussy!" fumed the Dom, stomping around the room. She clutched her ebony magic dildo tightly in her red-nailed hand. "Everything I do . . . someone comes along and saves her! It's maddening! It's infuriating! It's God Damned pissing me off!" With an ear-splitting cry, she swept her arm through the cluttered collection of potions and ingredients on a table, sending them all shattering upon the floor and against the wall.
"I'll get you, my pretty," she muttered, fuming.
"Eh . . . Mistress?"
The Dom whirled toward the misshapen little figure in the doorway. "WHAT!"
The green-skinned goblin cringed slightly, but stood his ground. "Um, shall I alert the Flying Monkies, Mistress?"
The Dom frowned in annoyance and planted her hands on her hips. "The Flying Monkeys," she said in irritation. "And just what the fuck can they do? They're monkeys with wings!" She lifted her hands and waggled her fingers while making a face. "Ooo! Scary!"
The goblin servant swallowed nervously. "O-o-oh . . . kay . . . ."
The Dom sighed, rolling her eyes. She ground her teeth for a moment. "We aren't going to do anything but wait," she said at last. Her blood-red lips split in a wicked grin. "I'll take care of the little slut myself."
***
"There it is," Dotti said ominously as the four of them stopped along the Yellow Prick Road. The path sloped down steeply just before them, riding the lee of a hill toward a dark tower in the distance. Thick, foreboding clouds hung in the air above the edifice, churning and swirling but never moving away.
Tin Man took a deep breath. "How do we get in?" he asked, wringing his hands upon the shaft of his iron.
The four of them all stared at the tower, lightly scratching their chins and narrowing their eyes in contemplation. "Hmm . . . ."
"Is there any information on the map?" asked Scarecrow.
Dotti held out the length of parchment, scanning it. Something caught her eye and she looked closer. "Hmm, look at this," she said. "'Hit the cog to open the drawbridge.'"
"What does that mean?" asked Lionel with a growl.
"It means we need to take a closer look," mused Scarecrow.
***
The land about the tower was dark with shadow. The swirling, portentous clouds above kept any flowers from blooming and made the ground stark and lifeless. The walls of the tower looked ancient and cracked, with dark ivy creeping halfway up. The drawbridge was a towering portal, raised and set flush within a high arch. There were no signs of sentries or guards; indeed, the tower had the appearance of being deserted.
"Are we sure this is the right place?" asked Lionel, looking about dubiously.
Scarecrow gave the lion-man a bland look. "You see any other towers around here?"
Lionel scowled. "Well, where are all the people? Where's the Dom's henchmen?"
Scarecrow shrugged. "Inside, I'd say," he said. "And they know we can't get in."
"Not unless we find the cog and hit it," Dotti pointed out.
"So, let's find it," Tin Man said.
The four of them began searching around the gate and the immediate grounds of the castle, searching for anything that might be called a 'cog,' or anything else of interest. But after patting the cracked stone walls and scrounging through dead and dying underbrush, they came up empty.
"Excuse me, but what are ye doing?" called a high-pitched, accented voice from above.
Four heads tilted upward, beholding a wiry-thin figure in an oversized helmet, his face dominated by a wide, curled handlebar mustache. Gloved hands that looked too big for the stunted figure rest atop the high edge of the drawbridge, beneath the stone arch. The humanoid creature smacked thick lips as it waited.
"We're looking for a way in," said Dotti simply.
"Well, ye can't come in," sputtered the sentry. "Only if ye have permission from the Mistress can ye get entry, and ye don't. So, off with ye! Don't make me fart in yer general direction!"
"There's no need to be rude!" answered Dotti with a huff.
"Ah, go pick some elderberries!"
"Sure thing," snapped Tin Man. "Come down here, and I'll pull them out of your—"
"As much as I'm enjoying this witty banter," Scarecrow interrupted. "I think we'd better look for another way in."
"I think so, too," agreed Dotti. "I'm getting nervous just standing here."
Thp! A black-feathered arrow landed in the ground at her feet. With a gasp, the four of them looked up, seeing numerous slits in the walls above which had previously been covered. Over a dozen such slits could be seen, each with the tip of an arrow protruding from it.
"Ulp!" blurted Dotti. She looked to the others. "I think it's time to run away, now."
Abruptly, the four of them began running back along the path away from the tower, just as the sharp twangs of bowstrings sounded. The arrows fell wide of the mark, digging into the dirt and dead fields. All the way up the hill the arrows chased them, until, it seemed, their range had been reached.
Panting for breath, the foursome turned and watched the tower as the drawbridge lowered amid a loud clanking sound. The same diminutive figure which had taunted them was revealed to be standing on a platform above the slowly-revealed archway, turning a crank attached to a small wheel.
"Look, there's the cog!" exclaimed Dotti, pointing.
Lionel growled. "Doesn't help us much, being way up here," he said. "We try to get close enough, and those arrows will pick us off!"
At the tower below, the drawbridge finally met the ground, and Scrumpkin-sized troops marched out, some clad in armor and holding swords, others with bows. They stood in a clustered group as the drawbridge was drawn back up, blocking the way.
"That's just great!" muttered Dotti, slapping her hands to her sides in exasperation. "Now we have to get through them and find a way to hit that cog!"
Tin Man mused in thought as the drawbridge rumbled closed. "Hmm. I can just see the cog from up here."
Scarecrow arched an eyebrow as he deduced what Tin Man was thinking. "What's the distance, you figure?"
Tin Man took a breath. "Eight, nine hundred paces . . . ."
Dotti whirled around to face Tin Man as the grey-skinned golfer scratched his chin. "Do you think you can do it?"
Tin Man swallowed nervously. "I don't know . . . ."
Dotti sidled closer, slinking against Tin Man and running her hand up the inside of his thigh. "Maybe, if I, um, inspire you?" she cooed, cupping his heavy sacs in her hand, rolling her fingers back and forth.
He gave her a wan look as the girl fondled him. "Have you forgotten?"
Dotti sighed, biting her lip in thought. And idea struck her, then, and she grinned. "Tell you what," she said, lifting up on her toes. "If you can hit that cog from here, once you get, um, your swing back, I'll let you . . ." she trailed off as she whispered in Tin Man's ear. His dull grey cheeks darkened quickly.
"You'd let me do that?" he asked in an amazed and perhaps even aroused voice.
Dotti grinned. "Yep. You'd be my first."
Tin Man swelled with pride. "Stand back, young lady," he said firmly.
The others gave Tin Man some room as he stood in profile to the tower below. He dropped one of his two balls to the ground, nudged it into place with his foot. He took a few practice swings, switching his eye from the ball to its intended target, so far away. What he had to hit seemed nearly impossible to do so, especially since the cog was partially blocked by the little goblin-like figure beside it.
He centered himself, closed his eyes a moment as he breathed. With the encouragement gained from Dotti, he slowly drew back the iron . . . .
"You can do it, Tin Man!" exclaimed Lionel in encouragement.
Tin Man stumbled halfway through his backswing, emitted a low groan.
"Shh!" hissed Dotti, glaring at Lionel and pressing a finger to her lips. Scarecrow rolled his eyes.
Lionel looked sheepish. "Sorry."
"Can I continue, now?" asked an irritated Tin Man.
"Yes, Tin Man, we'll all be quiet now," assured Dotti.
The golfer nodded, returned his concentration where it belonged. A few more practice swings, and he was ready. He drew back, arcing the club high above and behind his head, then . . . .
Crack! With a mighty swing, Tin Man sent the ball shooting through the air as if sent from a cannon. It arced in the air, all but disappearing as it sped toward it's target. The four of them watched with anxious eyes as the dimpled ball rocketed down out of the sky, straight for the top of the gate.
Thunk!
The goblin upon it's perch suddenly pitched back, falling out of sight after being struck between the eyes. The ball disappeared.
"Damn!" cursed Tin Man, kicking at the ground.
"It's okay," Dotti said soothingly, stepping up behind the golfer, pressing her body to his back. She slid her hands around, grasping his cock and balls, stroking and fondling as she spoke: "You've got one more ball. Just remember what I said, imagine how good's that gonna feel when I let you do that . . . ."
Tin Man trembled, gave Dotti a casual grope on her thigh that made her squeal. The girl stepped back, and Tin Man dropped another ball to the ground. The air was quiet as Tin Man lined up his second and last shot. He took his time, cleared his mind, drew back the club, and—
Crack!
"Go, go, go!" chanted Dotti, quickly joined by the others as they watched the ball follow nearly the same path as before. Anxiety was telling on their faces as the ball sped down through the air . . . .
Clunk!
The cog was knocked loose, and without that tiny wheel holding the tension in the ropes attached to the drawbridge, the massive wooden portal suddenly lurched forward and toppled to the ground, unceremoniously crushing the gathering of goblins before it with a terrific impact. A huge cloud of dirt and dust exploded in all directions around the now-lowered drawbridge, along with a few helmets and weapons.
"You did it!" squealed Dotti, jumping into Tin Man's arms, wrapping her arms and legs around him. She smothered her mouth against his, kissing him deeply. Tin Man moaned softly.
Abruptly, Dotti jerked back, a surprised expression on her face. "Did I just feel a twitch?" she asked.
Tin Man blushed. "Uh, must have been an itch."
Dotti glanced down to where her groin was pressed against his. "Hmm, maybe it was just a glitch."
"Um, excuse me," interrupted Scarecrow. "But before you two get hitched, I think it's time to ditch."
Dotti rolled her eyes. "Oh, son of a—"
"He's right," Tin Man interrupted, setting Dotti on her feet. "There's no time to waste."
Dotti huffed, then grabbed her companions' hands. "All right, then, let's get that dildo!"
***
The Dom of the West huffed and fumed, pacing in her laboratory high within the tower. Her goblins routed by a single strike from, of all things, a golf ball. And now that displaced Kansas hussy and her friends were making their way up through the tower.
The Dom stopped her pacing, facing the door to her sanctum. They're coming, she thought, hearing a ruckus in the stairwell beyond the portal. Well, let them come. I am not helpless.
The door burst open under the kick of Scarecrow, slamming hard against the wall beside it. He jabbed a finger at the Dom in her polished leather finery, shoots of straw tumbling to the floor. "We've come for the cock!" he cried valiantly.
The Dom bristled, clutching the glossy ebony phallus at her side. "And what would you do with it, straw man? I didn't think your shaft bent in that direction."
Dotti stepped around Scarecrow, holding to a brave face even as she trembled inside. Tin Man and Lionel appeared in the doorway and took their places to either side of the straw man.
"You have something that belongs to me, Mrs. Gulp," Dotti said. "I'm here to take it, and your magic dildo."
The Dom sneered. "Oh? And what could that be?" she asked mockingly. Her other hand reached behind her back and produced a small silver orb. "Oh, look. What is this? TOTO? What a sweet little thing it is . . . ."
Dotti glared. "That's mine! Give it back!"
The Dom cackled. "You want it?" she baited, then jerked aside the narrow strip of leather the covered her sex, revealing snow-white pubic hair just above her smooth lips. Quickly, she pressed the silver TOTO against her pussy, and Dotti watched with horrified eyes as the little sphere was swallowed up inside the mature woman's tunnel. The Dom grinned, eyes fluttering as she felt the sensations within her.
Dotti gasped. "You . . . you . . . witch!" she cried, and darted forward.
"Dotti!" cried Tin Man in alarm. But his warning came too late. As Dotti charged the Dom, the leather-clad woman snapped up the magic dildo, aiming it at the girl. A gout of flame shot out, devouring the air between them. With a terrified scream, Dotti pitched to the side, just barely avoiding the long tongue of flame, and collided hard with a work table. She slumped to the floor, stunned.
"AHH!" screeched Scarecrow, waving his arm as flames began feeding hungrily. Soon, his entire arm was practically a bonfire. "Water!" her shrieked. "Water!"
"Here!" cried Lionel, finding a large bucket along the wall. Swiftly, he hurled its contents at Scarescrow, the water within dousing the flames. But more water surged out, splashing onto the Dom, coating her head to toe.
"Sprrtt!" spat the Dom, glaring at Dotti's companions. "You pathetic cretins," she breathed ominously. Ignoring the girl on the floor, the Dom advanced upon her friends, threatening with the dildo. "You know nothing! You're all pathetic! You're much-vaunted Wizard has sent you on a suicide mission!"
As the Dom ranted, Dotti sat up on the floor, settling a hand to her head. Her vision cleared after a moment, and she watched as, back to her, the Dom threatened her friends. From her vantage point, the girl could see the quick-release clasp on the back of the Dom's G-string. Dotti realized she had but one chance.
Scrambling to her feet, Dotti dashed forward, reaching out to the Dom's hips. A quick grip, then a jerk, and the G-string was ripped away.
"Wha-a-at!" screeched the Dom, whirling about, the fine silver hairs of her pussy revealed. She glared at Dotti. "You give that back!"
Dotti snickered, holding up the garment tantalizingly as she backed toward another table, this one practically uncluttered. "Come and get it," she teased. Beyond the Dom, Dotti could see her companions following the wicked woman, fanning about to surround her.
"You hussy!" growled the Dom, nearing as Dotti met the table behind her and hoisted herself atop it. The snow-haired woman began to spout more, but she stopped as Dotti fluttered up her skirt, revealing the glittering ruby panties.
The Dom stopped, transfixed by the sight of the glowing undergarments and the puffy vulva they barely covered. She did not notice as she was flanked by Lionel and Tin Man.
Dotti grinned, lifting and spreading her legs widely as she reached down and drew aside the gusset of the scarlet panties. Her flushed, pink-lipped pussy practically glowed. "You want it?"
The Dom whimpered a moment, her confidence wavering. Self-consciously, she licked her lips as she eyed Dotti's slick pussy, a trickle of wetness dribbling over the girl's perineum.
But just as the Dom dove face-first, Dotti rolled off the table. The strong hands of Scarecrow, Tin Man, and Lionel grabbed the leather-clad woman and hoisted her onto the table, throwing her down onto her back. They held her arms and legs, spreading them wide. Tin Man jerked the long, thick black dildo from the Dom's hand and tossed it to Dotti.
Coming up between the woman's spread thighs, Dotti stroked the impressive fake phallus as she fluttered her tongue about the head. Lifting her head from the table, the Dom watched the girl with a pained, needy expression.
"D-don't," begged the Dom weakly.
Dotti grinned, leaned over the table and bringing her face close to the Dom's exposed pussy. Sleek, slender lips fanned out from between slightly puffy vulva, glistening with tell-tale moisture. "Oh, I think I will," Dotti muttered, then lowered her face.
The Dom stiffened, jerking her head back as the girl began sucking and licking her. Dotti made loud smacking and slurping sounds as she feasted between the Dom's parted thighs. Her companions watched with varying degrees of interest as the raven-haired teen serviced the mature woman.
"Oh! Oh, no," sputtered Lionel, his cock twitching as he held the Dom's shoulders down.
Scarecrow was quick to direct. "In her mouth! Now!" he ordered.
Lionel quickly complied, jerking the Dom's head back, making her red-lipped mouth fall open. With a groan, he shoved his nearly-bursting cock past the woman's lips, all the way into her throat. The lion-man shook as he ejaculated, forcing the woman to devour his seed. The Dom's throat rippled as she swallowed automatically.
Dotti sucked the Dom's long, stiff clit, pulling it out from her sex, finally letting it go and watching it retract back into place. Licking her shiny lips, the girl pushed the broad head of the dildo against the opening of the Dom's pussy, watching as the pink lips within stretched and sucked upon the jet-colored intruder.
"Hmmmph!" groaned the Dom, her mouth still stuffed with Lionel's cock. She arched her back deeply, pushing down with her hips whilst simultaneously pressing her lips to the base of Lionel's dick.
"Oh-h-h-h, lord!" roared the lion-man, launching yet another salvo of pungent cream. But the Dom sputtered, pulling back, thick white cream flowing from her parted lips around Lionel's twitching cock. It splashed down her upturned face and into her hair, or splattered to the floor below.
With her palm against the base of the magic dildo, Dotti shoved the phallus deep inside the woman. She twisted back and forth, grinding, pushing.



"Mffaaaagghhh!" cried the Dom, screaming around Lionel's continuously ejaculating cock. As spurts of fluid splashed her chin, mouth and lower face, the Dom convulsed in orgasm, which was quickly followed by another, then another, and another . . . .
It wasn't long before the woman was thrashing uncontrollably upon the table, her legs spasming in the tight grips of Scarecrow and Tin Man. Her body writhed back and forth, her contorted face, dripping thickly from Lionel's semen, showing the nearly painful sensations she experienced.
"No! No! NO!" screamed the Dom, all but lifting her body off the table as she erupted yet again. Both the black dildo and the silver TOTO ball were forcefully ejected from her gushing cunt, and a spray of warm, bittersweet fluid splashed across Dotti's face. Wanting that one last triumph, Dotti shoved her face between the convulsing woman's thighs, sucking heartily upon her flowing pussy.
"Wh-what are you doing?" screeched the Dom as she shook. Her eyes flew open wide for a moment. "N-no! I-I'm melting! I-I-I'm melti-i-i-i-i-ng . . . ."
The four of them -- Dotti, Scarecrow, Tin Man and Lionel all took a step back from the table, watching as the wicked Dom of the West literally melted into a thick, green, gooey pile of sludge upon the table.
"Wuff!" exclaimed Dotti, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked to her companions and grinned, holding up the long black dildo in one hand and her treasured TOTO in the other. "We did it!"
"Uhn . . . a little too much . . . ."
All eyes looked to Lionel as he staggered back, clutching his groin. "Are you okay?" asked Tin Man, concerned.
Lionel's eyes crossed as he toppled back. "Oooo-wah!" he sputtered just before passing out on the floor.
***
The courtyard of the Emerald City was abuzz with excitement at the anticipation of the return of the unlikely heroes. Spotters high up upon the citadel's battlements had sighted Dotti and her friends as they returned along the Yellow Prick Road. By the time the foursome reached the massive jade doors, they found them open, a joyous reception awaiting beyond.
Beaming proudly, Dotti lead the way into the courtyard. Where once he had been rude, the doorman was now grinning as he took Dotti's hand. "You've impressed us quite sufficiently," he said. "By dealing with the Dom so efficiently."
Dotti smiled sweetly upon the lilliputian. "I feared we lacked proficiency," she admitted. "But we succeeded through our cogency."
"All hail Dotti!" boomed a deep voice. The haggard girl looked upon MC Horse as the large man stood upon his raised dais, thunderously clapping his hands together. The applause was soon echoed by all within the courtyard as Dotti and her friends climbed into a waiting carriage. The air was soon filled with singing:

"Ha-ha-ha and ho-ho-ho, and a hearty old buzz-buzz-buzz

We have such a wonderful time, here in the Land of Fuzz!

Hmm-hmm-hmm and bump-bump-bump, all of it just because

From scrumping to humping, we do it all, here in the Land of Fuzz!



We're up at the crack (of dawn), and go one by one

Take our time with each other until we're done

Jolly good fun!



Ha-ha-ha and ho-ho-ho, and a hearty old buzz-buzz-buzz

We have such a wonderful time, here in the Land of Fuzz!

Spank-spank-spank and whip-whip-whip, oh what all that does

That's how we keep things interesting, here in the Land of Fuzz!

Rub, rub here, rub, rub there, but it isn't all just lust

We're all like a loving family, here in the Land of Fuzz!



We make the hardest cock rock, the limpest take stock

Here, even a fairy can be a jock (they can?)!

Jolly good luck!



Lick-lick-lick and lash-lash-lash, every woman is in a buzz

We like to please the fairer sex, here in the Land of Fuzz!



Ah-ah-ah, Oh-oh-oh, Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh

That's how we love the day away, here in the Land of Fuzz!

Ah-ah-ah, Oh-oh-oh, Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh

That's how we love the day away, here in the Land of Fuzz!"
The four of them -- even Scarecrow -- were smiling broadly by the time the carriage made its way around the courtyard to the small landing before the hall to the Wizard's chambers. With the assistance of more guards, Dotti and her companions were lead from the carriage and escorted to the doors beyond which Willie the Wizard awaited them.
"This is it, Dotti," Tin Man said with a smile. "I'm finally going to get hard."
"And I'm finally going to feel something," added Scarecrow.
"And I'll be able to nail tail with the best of 'em!" roared Lionel.
Dotti cast her eyes to the ground. "And I'll get to go home," she said in a small voice.
Tin Man frowned at the girl's reaction. "But, don't you want to go home?" he asked. "I mean, after we all have mad, wild group sex, that is."
Dotti's shoulders rose and fell heavily. "It's just . . . you're my friends," she said, looking to each of her companions in turn. Her eyes were watery and wide with emotion. "I wish I could take you with me."
"But this is our home, Dotti," Scarecrow said sagely. "And your home is, well . . . somewhere over the rainbow, I guess."
Dotti sniffled, rubbed her nose. "Well, at least we'll have a good scrump before I go."
"That's the spirit!" growled Lionel.
Scarecrow patted Dotti's shoulder, then reached for the door. "No sense putting it off," he said, and shoved the door open.
As before, the chamber beyond was spacious and uncluttered, but instead of a ridiculously grinning giant baby face hanging in the air, the round-bodied Wizard of Fuzz stood patiently in the center of the chamber, hands clasped before him.
"Welcome back," he said with a smile. "And what do you have for me?"
The foursome strode into the room, side-by-side, and stopped a few paces from the suited Wizard. Dotti cradled the long black dildo in her hand for a moment, then held it out casually. "Here."
The Wizard nodded, taking the phallus from Dotti's hands. He casually sniffed it, brow furrowing, then addressed the heroes of the day. "You've all done a wonderful thing for Fuzz," he said. "The Wicked Doms have been dealt with for good, and peace, love, and the pursuit of great casual sex has at last returned to this land. We have you four to thank for that. Therefore . . . ."
The Wizard turned and headed toward the end of the room, where a small throne sat atop a four-tiered platform. There lay a simple wooden box upon it, which the pudgy man opened. He turned back to Dotti and her companions, standing over them atop the highest step.
"You have done what you promised, so I will do the same," he said with a smile. "Scarecrow."
The straw man took a step forward, hands clasped behind his back. "Yes, Wizard?"
"You claim you feel nothing. No passion, no desire, no pain or pleasure."
Scarecrow looked impassive. "Not a thing," he agreed. "Not even Dotti turns me on . . . though I sure wish she would."
The Wizard jabbed a finger at the straw man. "See? You wish she would! You can feel, Scarecrow. You've just been desensitized. All those years, hanging off a wooden post, nothing but birds and books to keep you company. What you need is . . . this."
The Wizard took a small device from within the book. "This is a PDA. Amazing device. Through my magic, it is permanently linked to a wonderful little website called Literotica. All sorts of stories to trigger that libido of yours that remains hidden beneath all that straw."
Scarecrow's eyes widened as he accepted the device. Immediately, he turned it on and stared at the glowing screen. "Oh, wow . . . ."
The Wizard beamed, turned his attention to Tin Man. "Now, as for you, my metal-skinned friend, your problem is not exactly unheard of. In fact, if you believe mainstream advertising -- and they can't be wrong -- quite a number of men suffer from erectile dysfunction. This is what you need."
The Wizard produced a bottle from the box and held it out for Tin Man. "It's a potent potion. I call it . . . Viagrax. A one-dose cure, I guarantee it."
Tin Man took the tiny bottle, holding it reverently. He grinned excitedly and immediately pulled the stopper. As the others watched, he gulped down the contents within.
The Wizard chuckled, looked to the expectant lion-man. "Now you, dear Lionel."
"Yes?" he asked hopefully.
"Your problem, actually, is a more basic one. You just need a little . . . pressure, in the right places. And for that, I have devised . . . this." From the box, the Wizard took a loop of plastic with a small, bulbous attachment. "This fits around your, eh, phallus. Right around the base. Go on, put it on."
Under the interested and watchful gaze of his companions -- save Scarecrow, who was immersed in the device he held, eyes darting back and forth as he read -- Lionel took the dark ring and slid it down around his cock. He winced as it squeezed the base, then sighed.
"Go on, Dotti," urged the Wizard. "Flash him."
Dotti giggled, then fluttered up her skirt and jerked the front of her ruby panties down. Lionel stared a moment, moaning as he shuddered, then suddenly stopped. He smiled, looking down at his erect penis, from which no premature spurting of fluid erupted. His face glowed as he laughed in relief.
"That's incredible!" he cried, and thumped his chest.
The four all exchanged hugs, though Dotti's happiness seemed muted, tempered by the conflicting emotions in her mind. Her eyes wandered back to the Wizard.
"And, Dotti," the Wizard intoned. "You need fuzz, and a way home."
Dotti nodded. "I guess so," she said.
"Well, the first part is easily solved. Stop shaving down there! What is it with you American girls, anyway? What, a pre-pubescent pubic mound is attractive? I say, no! Let the fuzz grow! Nothing tickles the pickle like a nice soft patch of fur, I say."
Dotti blushed. "Okay," she said. "Maybe I can retire the razor. But, what about . . . you know—"
"Going home?"
Dotti simply nodded.
The Wizard exhaled loudly. "There's only one way to get you home," he said. "And that's if I take you myself."
Dotti breathed in sharply. "Can you?"
"Yes, can you?" asked Tin Man anxiously.
The wizard cast his eyes downward. "Many years ago, I was a balloonist," he said. "I was commissioned to make a most spectacular balloon for the Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade. Yes, that's right, Dotti, you and I come from the same world."
The girl stared, perplexed and astonished.
The Wizard continued: "So I did. I created the biggest, most wonderful balloon in the world. However, since the work was commissioned by Adam & Eve, the world's largest supplier of adult material in the world at the time . . . ."
Dotti gasped. "What was the balloon?"
The Wizard shrugged. "Only the largest phallus ever created by man," he said, then rolled his eyes. "I'm convinced the backlash only came about because my balloon followed the Lion King float . . . you know how those Disney people can be."
Dotti was enraptured. "So, what happened?"
The Wizard huffed. "Some 'activists' attacked my moorings. Next thing I know, the balloon is flying way up high in the sky, with nothing to hold it down. And me, the only passenger. I left the city behind, and went . . . well, over the rainbow. Next thing I know, I'm here in Fuzz. The landing was a bit unpleasant, but the reception . . . well, I have to say it was . . . very satisfying."
Dotti rolled her eyes. "You still haven't told me how I'll get back home," she said.
The Wizard clapped his hands together loudly. "I have rebuilt my balloon," he declared. "All I needed was one last ingredient, a power source to ignite the fire. That is what the Dom's dildo was for." He held up the ebony phallus, admiring it.
Dotti's brow furrowed. "So . . . you used us, just so you could get home?"
Willie the Wizard shrugged. "Pretty much," he acquiesced. His face softened in a patronizing smile. "Oh, come now. You did everything you could just to get to this point. Is it so hard to believe that others might do the same?"
Dotti looked petulant. "But you can get me home, can't you?"
The Wizard hefted the dildo in his hand, smiling confidently. "With this, I can do practically anything," he said. "But it will take me some time. Come back in the morning."
Dotti sagged for a moment, then brightened, looking to her three companions. "Oh, in the morning, you say? Well . . . I guess I could find something to do until then . . . ."
***
Dotti sat, somewhat nervously, somewhat anxiously, upon the large round bed in the quarters granted her by the Wizard. The lights were dimmed; champagne and bottled water sat chilled within stands to either side. As the doors opened, Dotti tried not to tremble with excitement.
"Hello, Dotti," three voices said in unison.
Dotti smiled, her eyes still on the floor as she licked her lips. "Hello, boys," she said, then drew aside the flimsy silk robe that covered her. Only the ruby panties kept the girl decent. Slowly, she lifted her head, her lascivious smile evident upon her face.
Tin Man stepped forward, his enormous, erect cock leading the way. "I have something for you, Dotti."
Scarecrow appeared on Tin Man's side, also sporting a stiff erection, and grinning as well. "Me, too."
"And me!" exclaimed Lionel, his hard cock framed at the base by the new ring of plastic.
Dotti grinned and licked her lips hungrily. "Give it to me," she whispered huskily. She scooted back on the bed and stretched out, excitedly anticipating the joys her lovers would give her. Tin Man and Lionel came around the sides of the bed, while Scarecrow, his face broad with a grin, crawled on his hands and knees between the girl's thighs. He pushed the girl's lean legs apart, eyeing her barely-concealed sex hungrily.
"There's something I want to do for you, Dotti," he whispered, settling himself on his stomach, propped up on his elbows. Slowly, gingerly, he peeled away the panties that covered her dewy pussy. The sweet, moist pink lips that seemed to pout out toward him had the straw man's heart palpitating. Her rich, youthful aroma soaked into his senses; he breathed in deeply.
"Oh, God, please do it," moaned the girl, even as her hands were placed around turgid shafts. Automatically, she began stroking Tin Man and Lionel. She sighed deeply in pleasure as she felt Scarecrow's tongue slip out and lick up and down between her lips, making them swell and part wetly.
Spreading her legs wide, Dotti urged Scarecrow on even as she turned her head and opened her mouth for Lionel's cock. The blonde-furred man shuddered in pleasure, yet, as the sweet blowjob continued, he did not lose his load as quickly as he had before. He purred as he eased his hips back and forth, watching Dotti's red-lipped mouth sucking his length.
"Me, me," urged Tin Man, turning Dotti's head. The girl popped Lionel's wet cock from her mouth and giggled as she looked upon the magnificent phallus Tin Man offered her. Long and thick, Dotti wondered if she could even get her mouth around it. But she did, taking the staff in hand and stretching her lips about the head. Tin Man groaned as he felt the damp heat of her mouth, the thrashing presence of the girl's tongue across his sensitive crown.
"Oh . . . oh, Dotti," he moaned, gently taking her head in his hands and rocking back and forth. "That feels so good . . . ."
"Mmmm!" she exclaimed, pushing her hips out, mashing her soppy sex against Scarecrow's mouth. The straw man responded quickly, licking and sucking fervently, slipping his tongue deep and stimulating the girl's clitoris. Lionel leaned over, kneading and massaging Dotti's breasts, lapping at her nipples with his rough, catlike tongue.
Dotti bucked as she came, feeling that wonderful rush as her juices gushed out, devoured by Scarecrow's lips and tongue. She held his head close to her spasming pussy as she continued to service Tin Man, keeping him ready. Her glistening mouth finally popped free, and as Dotti stroked him over her face, she looked up at Tin Man.
"I made you a promise," she said huskily.
Tin Man grinned with anticipation. "Are you ready?"
Dotti giggled. "Mmm, as well as I could be, right now . . . mmm, yeah, baby," she murmured, turning over until she was on all fours. She smiled up at Lionel as the hairy lion-man stood before her, his stiff cock ready. Lavishly, she licked along the stiff length, nuzzled her lips in the soft hair surrounding his balls. She lapped at the dribble of clear sweet fluid that seeped from the tip if his dick.
"Oh, Dotti," he moaned.
Her eyes flashed, then clouded over as Tin Man, on his knees behind the girl, pushed the fat head of his cock against the girl's virgin sphincter. He watched as that tight ring of muscle, slick with the girl's natural juices, slowly stretched around the penetrating head of his dick.
"Uhn!" Dotti groaned, whimpering in both discomfort and need. Her taut buttocks quivered as she pushed back, even as she grimaced against the intrusion. "Ohmm . . . Oh, God, Tinny . . . slow, slow, slow . . . mmm, yeah, that's it . . . ."
Tin Man sighed aloud as the head of his thick cock popped inside little Dotti's rectum. The heat within her was unbearable, yet intensely pleasurable. With a long, slow, steady push, he sunk more of his length within the girl's backside, watching as that no-longer-virgin opening swallowed his staff.
Meanwhile, Scarecrow had slid onto his stomach beneath the girl, and now looked up at an amazingly erotic sight. Dotti's pussy was plump and swollen, the lips bunched up because of the massive intruder that filled her rectum. His cock twitched above his groin, but only for a moment before Dotti grabbed it firmly and sucked the pulsing head into her mouth.
"Oh! Dotti!" he groaned. "So beautiful, so sexy, so . . . so good . . . ." He lifted his head and began licking along her puffy slit, digging out her clitoris with his tongue. Every movement he made was matched by one of the girl's own as she stuffed his long cock into her mouth and throat, bobbing up and down rapidly, sucking and slurping with enthusiasm. The thick dark tails of her hair bounced on either side of her head as she serviced the straw man.
But Lionel was not to be ignored, and while Tin Man continued his determined invasion of Dotti's tight back door, the impassioned girl switched back and forth between Lionel's cock and the straw man's, sucking them both deeply in turn. The lion-man growled his pleasure, sinking all the way into Dotti's throat until he had no more length to give. The rippling motions of her throat were maddening; he could not express his happiness now that he was fully able to enjoy the sensations.
Dotti began shaking and shuddering once Tin Man's cock was buried to the hilt, his heavy balls resting against her sopping slit. Scarecrow tickled her throbbing clitoris with just the tip of his tongue, gripping her trembling hips in his hands. He watched her clit darken and shrink as the girl's orgasm tore through her.
"Mmm! Mmm!" came the girl's muffled cries, clawing at Lionel's hips and abdomen with one hand, furiously masturbating Scarecrow's cock with the other, as she struggled to keep Lionel's cock in her mouth while convulsing with pleasure. Thick drool trickled down the lion-man's shaft, soaking into his balls. Dotti rode her orgasm through its long sweet course in this fashion.



"Oh, Dotti! Oh, my sweet! I can feel it coming right up from my feet!" Scarecrow gasped with rapture.
"Yes!" panted Dotti, slipping her wet mouth from Lionel's bobbing cock. She smacked her tight fist up and down Scarecrow's cock rapidly, her open mouth hovering just above the swelling, purple head. "Give it to me, give it to me! I want some! Give it to me, give it to me, gimme your cum!"
"Ahhh!" Scarecrow cried with pure ecstasy as he ejaculated, launching fountainous spurts of cream that flew into Dotti's mouth, splashed her chin and lips, and even streaked across her cheek onto her back. Dotti cooed and giggled as she watched the mighty eruption, then slid her mouth down Scarecrow's twitching shaft, sucking it tenderly.
Tin Man and Lionel shared amazed and inspired looks, grabbing hold of the girl from both ends. As the metal-skinned man began pumping in and out of Dotti's well-lubed anus, Lionel lifted her dripping face and invaded her mouth one more. Scarecrow languished in bliss beneath the girl, laughing in euphoria.
Smack-smack-smack! The erotic sound of Tin Man's balls slapping against Dotti's flushed pussy were matched only by the deep, muffled moans and squeals the girl made and Lionel's appreciative purrs. Finally, however, Tin Man's face contorted, and buried his cock to the hilt, quivering against Dotti's buttocks.
Tin Man only grunted as he came, but Dotti felt the warm gush of fluid deep in her bowels, a sensation she had never known before. Realizing that it was Tin Man's semen that warmed her, she came again as well, panting hotly against Lionel's groin.
Tin Man remained shaking until his metallic seed had been fully spent, then slowly withdrew his slowly-softening cock from Dotti's rectum. "Boy, was that worth the wait," he muttered, stumbling back.
"Ooo," winced Dotti, pushing up for a moment, reaching back to her gaping anus. She giggled, feeling the muscles of her sphincter contract. Laboriously, she rolled onto her back, looking up at Lionel. Her face glistened with cum; which she rubbed into her cheeks and neck, licked her fingers.
"You're turn, sweetie," she urged. "Can the cat man do?"
Lionel chuckled, then pounced onto the bed, whipping around atop Dotti. She willing lifted and held her legs open wide as Lionel aimed his cock for the shiny pink entrance of her tunnel. With perfect precision, he slid into Dotti's snug, wet sheath, grinding against her pussy.
"How's this for an answer?" he growled, pumping away inside the girl.
Dotti whimpered and panted in pleasure, clutching Lionel's muscular arms. Her feet kicked in the air, her head thrashed back and forth on the bed. Beside them on the bed, Tin Man and Scarecrow watched in interest as they recovered.
"I say he loses it first," quipped Scarecrow.
Tin Man shook his head. "Nah. I say Dotti will burst."
It was not long for either the lion-man or the eager girl beneath him. Lionel slapped his hips against Dotti time and again, baring his fangs as he neared orgasm. Dotti stared up at his feral face, her own starkly blushed.
"Yes-yes-yes!" she squealed, humping back against him.
"Yes-yes-yes!" echoed Lionel, then he suddenly lurched forward, buried to the hilt, his body vibrating for a moment, mouth hanging slack and eyes bulging. Then, just as a mighty roar signaled his long-awaited orgasm, Dotti screeched as well, locking her legs tightly around his waist.
Tin Man and Scarecrow watched in awe and amazement as the two trembled together, sharing their most explosive orgasms yet. They rolled and ground against one another until the tremors subsided. Gulping for air, Lionel rolled onto the bed beside Dotti, his entire groin saturated.
Dotti lay blinking for a few moments, then sat up with a thoroughly satisfied sigh. "Wuff!"
The three men all laughed. "Not to shoddy," Tin Man said.
Scarecrow nodded. "Well, with that body . . . ."
"What do you think, Dotti?" asked Lionel.
Dotti grinned. "I think I wanna scrump again."
The three men voiced their approval with enthusiasm, then pounced upon the giggling girl.
***
It was late the following morning when the four companions met the Wizard of Fuzz upon the roof of the Emerald City's citadel. Coming up from the spiraling stairway and into a stiff wind, their eyes bulged as they beheld—
"It's huge!"
"Enormous!"
"Gosh, that's the biggest dick I've ever seen!"
Scarecrow cocked his head. "Yeah, and the balloon's pretty big, too," he quipped.
Willie the Wizard grinned upon seeing his guests, and stepped from the basket moored beneath the gigantic hovering phallus. The cock-shaped balloon had been heavily patched with multi-colored fabric, yet it held the heated air being jetted up within it by the Dom of the West's fire-spitting black dildo. The Wizard had secured the toy atop the basket, beneath the wide blow-hole.
"My friends!" he beamed, approaching the foursome. "I hope you got some rest, Dotti, because it's going to be a long and bumpy ride."
Dotti snickered slightly, glancing to the blushing faces of her lovers. "Spent the entire night in bed," she said.
"Good!" exclaimed the Wizard, clapping his hands together. Behind, the moorings creaked as the strong winds buffeted the balloon. "Well, we'd better take advantage of this wind if we want to make it over the rainbow again."
Dotti's smile faded slightly. She took a deep breath and nodded. "Just let me say good-bye," she said, and turned to her friends.
"Scarecrow, you were the first friend I made in Fuzz, and I'll never forget you for that. I'm so glad I could help you get your passion back." She hugged the straw man tightly, her eyes welling with tears.
Scarecrow fought back his own tears with a sniffle. "Good-bye, Dotti, I'll really miss you."
With a kiss to Scarecrow's lips, Dotti stepped to the next man.
"Tin Man, no matter what happens, you have a wonderful club and a perfect swing. Don't ever lose them again."
The metal man managed a smile as they hugged. "All I will ever have to do is think of you, and they'll be there," he said. "Take care of yourself, Dotti."
She kissed Tin Man sweetly and stepped away.
"Lionel," she said affectionately, her watery eyes dripping. "My fuzzy-wuzzy lion-man. I'm really happy that you got your—"
"C'mere, Dotti," Lionel growled with a grin, pulling Dotti to him for a passionate, deep kiss. The girl squealed but gave in readily, wrapping her arms and legs around Lionel and returning his kisses with enthusiasm.
Tin Man and Scarecrow exchanged somewhat embarrassed looks. The Wizard tapped his watch and cleared his throat loudly.
Finally, Lionel broke the kiss and set a dazed Dotti on her feet. He winked to the others. "Now that's how you say good-bye," he said with a smirk.
"Oh, my," breathed Dotti, then she smoothed out her skirt and re-tied her blouse. Composing herself, she addressed the Wizard once more. "Okay, um, I'm ready."
The Wizard smiled fondly upon the pretty girl, thinking, it'll take most of a day to get back to the real world. Good thing the floor of the basket is padded. He took Dotti's arm and lead her to the basket. "All set, then? You have everything?"
Dotti nodded, patting herself down. "Yep. Skirt, blouse, Ruby Panties . . ." she paused, slipping a hand between her legs, beneath the crimson underthings. "I even got my TOTO, right where it belongs -- whoops!"
The Wizard turned back just as he stepped into the basket of the balloon. He saw the silver orb fall from under Dotti's skirt and bounce down the gang plank.
"Oh, Gosh!" cried Dotti. "TOTO! Come back here!" Instinctively, she jogged after her treasured toy.
Tin Man stooped to pick up the rolling ball, holding it up as Dotti raced toward him. He smiled. "Can't forget this," he said.
Dotti blushed, took the orb, rewarding Tin Man with another kiss. "Gosh, no!" she exclaimed. "It's gonna be a long tr—"
"Dotti!" yelled the Wizard anxiously, just the snapping of ropes could be heard. A particularly strong gust of wind pulled viciously at the balloon, jerking it away from the platform. The wizard stumbled as the basket rocked backward, beginning to pull away. The little half-door slammed closed, latching automatically.
"Willie!" shrieked Dotti, running back up the shallow ramp. But the final line snapped under the strain of the wind, and abruptly, the phallic-shaped balloon was jerked away, as if snatched by a giant invisible hand. The shocked face of Willie the Wizard stared at Dottie as the man was born high and away.
"I'm sorry, Dotti!" he called. "I'm sorry-y-y-y!"
Dotti fell to her knees, weeping. Scarecrow, Tin Man and Lionel came up behind her, crouching as they consoled the crying girl.
"There, there, Dotti, it's all right," soothed Scarecrow, wiping away her tears with his fingers.
"But it's not all right," she insisted with a sniffle. "As much as I know I'm gonna miss you, all of you, I belong at home. But now I'll never get back."
The three men offered sympathetic words and hugs as the girl shuddered with emotion.
"Well, why don't you just go home, then?" asked a tittering, familiar voice.
Four heads turned to see Deanna, the Good Dom of the North, as she landed within her bubble. It popped wetly, and the woman gave Dotti a sweet smile.
"Wh-what do you mean?" asked Dotti, confused. She sniffled one last time. "Didn't you see what happened? The Wizard's gone! He was gonna take me home, but he's gone! He was the only chance I had!"
Deanna trilled, shaking her head. "Oh, of course not, Dotti," she said. "You've had the power to go home all along. It's right there, between your legs."
Dotti frowned, glancing down. "My coochie?" she asked dubiously.
"I think she means the Ruby Panties," Scarecrow muttered in her ear.
"Oh!" exclaimed Dotti, then realized what he -- and the Good Dom -- meant. "You mean . . . the panties can take me home?"
Deanna beamed. "Why, of course!"
Dotti suddenly glared at the redheaded woman and shoved herself to her feet. "And you didn't tell me before?" she shrieked. "You mean, the moment I put these damn things on, I could have just whisked myself home? I didn't have to get almost smashed by pomegranate titty-trees, knocked out in a poppy field, stuff a friggin' horse cock up my cooch, get insulted by little ugly guys with bad accents, get shot at by arrows, and dildo a wicked dom to death? What kind of Good Dom are you?"
Deanna frowned. "I thought you knew. Didn't you want to help your friends?"
Admonished, Dotti's anger vanished. She looked to her friends with apologetic smiles. "Yeah, I did," she said. "I'm sorry, guys."
The three men stood and hugged the girl in turn. "It's all right, Dotti," Scarecrow said. "Your outburst was just a function of frustration and ignorance, compiled by fatigue and—"
Dotti placed her hand over Scarecrow's mouth. "A simple 'I forgive you' will be enough."
Scarecrow smiled. "I forgive you," he said.
Dotti patted the straw man's cheek, turned back to Deanna. "Okay, so, how do I do this? Click my heels three times or something?"
Deanna rolled her eyes. "They're Ruby Panties, young one. Not ruby slippers."
"Oh. Right."
Deanna stepped closer and casually lifted Dotti's skirt, exposing the girl's sparkling undergarments, and took Dotti's hand. She pushed the teenager's hand against her sex. "All you have to do is masturbate through the panties and say, 'I want to cum home.'"
Dotti looked surprised. "That's it?" she asked.
Deanna stepped back. "That's it."
"Um . . . okay," Dotti said, looking around. Lacking for a better place, she sat down on the cool emerald floor of the citadel and lay back, pushing her skirt up over her waist. The others all gathered around, seating themselves comfortably as they watched the girl.
Dotti slid her legs apart and began rubbing her pussy through the silky scarlet fabric. She felt pleasant tingles that seemed to concentrate directly over her stiffening clitoris. Soon, Dotti's eyes fluttered closed in pleasure. She slipped her other hand within her blouse, tweaking and pinching her nipples as she masturbated. Her hips rolled in small circles as her desire to cum increased. Even with the stiff winds sweeping across the top of the citadel, the aroma of her aroused young sex was heady and cloying.
"That's it, Dotti, you're doing it!" encouraged Tin Man.
"Oh, yes, she certainly is," cooed Deanna.
"Come on, Dotti!"
"Cum!"
"Cum!"
"CUM!"
Dotti found herself reaching the apex of pleasure faster than before, and gasped as the first tremors of orgasm began. Whimpering and panting, she arched her back deeply, her hand furious blur against her sweet pussy.
"I . . . I . . . I WANT TO CUM HOME!" she wailed, just as she exploded in orgasm.
Epilogue: The Wettest Dream of All?
Dotti writhed and moaned upon her bed, one hand pressed deeply between her thighs as the other pinched and pulled at thick, swollen pink nipples. Even with the windows open, sweet and earthy aromas of spring wafting in on a gentle breeze, the feminine perfume emanating from her sex was palpable. Slender fingers glistened with the sweet, oily fluid that oozed from between plump pink lips. Dotti twitched with aftershocks as she lazily brought her hand to her face. Soft moans escaped her lush lips as she licked her own essence off her fingers.
Suddenly, her eyes flashed open in alarm. "Oh!" she exclaimed aloud, though she was alone in her bedroom. "I'm going to be late!"
Abruptly, however, the girl paused as she sat up, looking around in confusion. Wuff! Serious déjà vu . . . didn't I do all this already?
Her eyes wandered down her naked body, to the sleek, slippery lips of her sex. She nearly expected to see . . . something there, though she was not sure what.
Dotti shook her head and jumped up, finding the clothes she had laid out for the night. A tiny skirt, a white blouse she tied beneath her firm breasts. She touched up her makeup, made a kissing motion at her own reflection in the vanity mirror.
"Perfect," she said, standing from the vanity. She paused a moment, flashes of images dancing through a haze in her mind.
Weird, she thought to herself, heading for the door. That was one strange dream . . . .
-finis-
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From the Files of the Temporal Management Agency
Agent Dylan Moon, Case #1
"Director, there's a problem."
Radha Naveen sighed as she blinked open her eyes. Too much to think that I could get away with a fifteen-minute nap, she thought. She eased up from the curved leather couch in her office – a gift from her therapist – and swung her legs to the floor. Tired eyes regarded the young Swede in the blue jumpsuit uniform.
"This better be good," she said.
The young man, impressively tall and muscular, nodded quickly. "Dr. Jasper was, um, pretty animated about it." He spoke with only the slightest Scandinavian accent.
Despite her sense of annoyance, Radha could not help but chuckle at the sentry's words. "Jasper is always animated," she commented. She pushed herself to her feet, wincing at the tightness in her neck. Rubbing the base of her shoulders, she followed the sentry into the halls. The circular tunnels, dug deep below ground, had been painted in soft hues of amber and ochre, the floor green to remind the occupants of the base of grass. Radha had always considered the color scheme of the TMA headquarters a noble, but ultimately useless, gesture.
Respectful greetings met her ears as she followed the sentry. To each salutation of "Director" or "Colonel Naveen," Radha merely nodded, or muttered a non-commital return. She was well-known for her brevity and curtness; no one was insulted by her short responses.
It took only a few turns and a single level's descent before the sentry lead Radha to Looking Glass, where numerous large screens were arrayed about a central hub. Technicians in their grey uniforms were at work upon their terminals as they monitored the flashing images. More so than usual, the activity on the screens seemed very chaotic to the Director. She flinched at the erratic display.
Darting from one terminal to another, and snapping his head back and forth from one screen to another, was Dr. Phineas Jasper. The quintessential mad scientist, Jasper was a tall, lanky man with short-cropped hair the color of a blizzard – which was the best way to describe how the man acted and thought.
"What's going on, Phin?" she called.
He shot up a cautionary hand, not looking to Radha, but acknowledging her presence. "Just a moment," he said, and snapped a few words to the technicians. It was all a ramble of techno-babble to the Director. Mustering her patience – not an easy thing for Radha – she crossed her arms and waited.
Finally, Jasper looked to her, a flustered expression on his face. For Phin, that was normal, but in the five years Radha had known him, she had learned to notice the subtle differences in the doctor's expressions. "It's a major event, Radha," he said. Jasper was one of the few within the Temporal Management Agency who addressed her informally. "We're getting total cascade failure throughout the timestream."
Her surprise was not telling upon her face, save for the raising of a single, thin eyebrow. "'Total?'" she asked.
Jasper huffed. "It's incredible! Ridiculous! Dozens of events throughout time, simultaneously changed!"
Now, Radha did show some concern, stepping forward. "How is that possible?"
"Dr. Jasper," interrupted one of the technicians, a pudgy Argentinian named Cuellar. "We're getting time-locks on every event."
"WHAT!" cried Radha in alarm.
Jasper slapped his hand to his forehead in relief. "Oh, thank God," he sighed.
Radha's flabbergasted expression was clearly readable as she glared at the senior scientist. "What the hell do you mean, 'thank God!'" she snapped. "Time-locks prevent us from heading back to correct the anomalies!"
Jasper chuckled under his breath, planting his hands on his hips. "Think about it, Radha," he said. "What is the only thing that causes time locks?"
Radha frowned, thinking. Then realization spread across her features. "The presence of an agent."
"Exactly," said Jasper. "An agent of the TMA. One we haven't taken on board yet, otherwise we would have been able to figure out who it was through a simple head count."
Radha pursed her lips. "So the Rectifiers have killed a future agent," she mused. "That doesn't make any sense. By killing him, they've erased every mission he'll ever complete. No wonder there's a total cascade failure. So many events in history changed . . . no doubt some of them contradict other events."
Jasper nodded again, observing the scenes. "Well, the good news is that we have thirteen days to find and save him."
Radha gritted her teeth a moment. "And the bad news is, if we don't find him, reality as we know it is going to end."
"Actually, it will have never happened," corrected the scientist.
Radha frowned. "I hate it when you do that," she said.
Jasper snickered quietly. I know . . . .
***
Oh, damn, this is the best fucking blowjob I've ever gotten . . . .
Watching her soft pink lips as they slowly devoured his cock was an inspirational sight, especially considering how she kept her iridescent blue eyes on his while she did it. Not even when the head of his throbbing shaft eased into her throat did Corinna show any evidence of discomfort. In fact, her lips curled in a tiny smile as they wrapped around the root of his cock.
"Jesus," muttered Brandon, stroking the blonde's short, thick hair. The massaging motions of her tongue, combined with the caressing, swallowing action of her throat made for the most sensuous pleasure the young man had ever known.
Keeping her eyes on her lover's face and his cock firmly seated in her gullet, Corinna ran her hands up and down the man's well-defined torso and thighs, lighting up his nerves. She felt his fully-laden balls draw up against her chin, evidencing a premature eruption. Too soon, the woman thought, and slid her mouth back up his shaft, leaving it glistening with her saliva.
"Fuck!" groaned Brandon, writhing beneath her. He arched his back, trying to return his cock to the warm wet depths of Corinna's throat. But with a wicked grin on her slightly-lined face, she pushed him back down, kissing the tip of his cock as it slid free of her lips. Her eyes flashed with interest as his phallus remained standing straight.
"Damn, you're really hard," she commented, fluttering her tongue all around the bulging head. "You really wanna cum, don't you?"
The young man squirmed. "Hell, yeah, I do!" he exclaimed, giving Corinna a pleading look. "God damn, baby, where'd you learn to give such good head?"
Corinna sat up between Brandon's spread legs, a self-impressed smile on her face. Her small breasts still sat high and firm on her chest, thanks to a strict exercise regime. Uncommonly fit for a woman in her late thirties, Corinna Bellew's muscular tone was obvious in her strong arms, lean legs, and flat stomach. The college-aged man beneath her certainly admired her body as his eyes drank her in.
"Well," she said, lightly stroking his slick cock with both hands. "I have been giving blowjobs for about as long as you've been alive, sweetie."
Brandon laughed, but his mirth faded somewhat as he noted the skull-and-dagger tattoo on her left shoulder. "Were you really, like, a commando and all that?" he asked.
Corinna bit her lip, cocking her head as she stroked the young man's phallus in a progressively tighter hand-over-hand motion that had him sighing in pleasure. "Eleven years active duty," she said. "Eighteen Delta."
Brandon frowned. "Eighteen what?"
Corinna winked as she bent over him again. "Special forces, baby," she whispered, then engulfed his cock once more, suddenly sucking hard and fast, bobbing her head up and down. Her hair fluttered around her head like wings, hiding her face from view. But the insistent sucking sounds of her mouth, punctuated by a series of muffled moans, were just as erotic to Brandon as watching her.
"Uhn! Oh! Fuck!" he groaned through clenched teeth, feeling his cock tingle in the woman's mouth. Sorority girls certainly never gave head like this, he knew. He felt only the tight, hot, wet pulling sensations; no teeth at all. Just erotic, velvet smoothness.
Corinna slurped her mouth off his cock, sitting up once again. Her mouth was wet, her face flushed with arousal and the effort she was making. Her eyes blazed with lust as she pumped Brandon's cock rapidly.
"Do you wanna cum, baby?" she asked.
He moaned and managed to croak out a response: "Please!"
Corinna grinned mischievously. "Oh, yeah?" she purred. "And just where do you wanna cum, baby? Where do you wanna shoot your load?"
Brandon trembled at Corinna's dirty talk. He humped his hips up, watching the woman's wet fists pumping up and down. On each upstroke, her thumb rubbed the underside of his crown, making him flinch. "Oh, God," he mumbled, feeling the pressure build.
"Come on, sweetie," cooed Corinna, lowering her head slowly, keeping her eyes on his face. She licked her lips slowly. "Tell me where you wanna do it . . . ."
Brandon huffed, his body tensing, vibrating. "Y-y-yes, do it like that," he said hurriedly.
"Like what?" she whispered hotly, smacking her fists up and down. Her mouth hung open just over his cock.
"Oh, Jesus!" groaned Brandon, arching his back. "Suck it, baby! I'm gonna cum!"
Corinna grinned, loving the way this young man capitulated to her, the way he so desperately needed her to bring him pleasure. He was at her mercy, she knew, and there were times when she loved to draw out the torture, really make them beg. But at the moment, Corinna wanted Brandon's orgasm just as much as he did.
"Uhmm," she moaned, wrapping her mouth tightly around the straining head, stroking the shaft rapidly with one hand while gently kneading his taut testicles with the other. She lashed her tongue around the slit of his cock and kept up a steady stream of yearning moans, all of which heightened Brandon's release to the fullest.
There came an initial warm spurt of musky fluid, and Brandon slapped his hands to the mattress as he cried out in ecstasy. His back arched deeply, but Corinna stayed with him, keeping just the head of his cock in her mouth. She savored the bittersweet flavor of him, then moaned again as a near-torrential flood of thick sperm filled her mouth.
"Oh God oh fuck shit yeah yeah yeah!" babbled the young man, shaking in pleasure. His face held a pained expression as he watched Corinna devouring him, and with the way she sucked and tugged on his now incredibly sensitive cock, the sensations were made exquisitely intense. His cock began burning as Corinna stopped her stroking and massaged the head and first inch with her lips and tongue.
"Stop baby stop baby," he pleaded, reaching for her head with his hands.
Corinna laughed softly through her nose, glowing with pride at how she had reduced this gorgeous Adonis beneath her to a begging, squirming mass of complacent meat. She sat up once more, softly stroking Brandon's softening cock. A long trail of whitish fluid dangled from her pursed lips, then hung off her chin. She didn't wipe it away as she swished Brandon's cum in her mouth, letting it soak into her cheeks. Eventually, the strand snapped, falling onto her upper thigh.
Brandon panted for breath, watching his lover with dazed interest. He had been a little hesitant about letting an older woman pick him up earlier that evening, but now he was incredibly grateful for his good fortune. He doubted he could go back to giggling, inexperienced college girls after this night.
"Shit, you're a kinky babe," he muttered, then laughed drunkenly, letting his head fall back. His vision was blurry, his ears plugged with fluid. He heard little more than the relentless pounding of his own heart, slowly receding with the passing moments.
Corinna laughed through her closed mouth again, then tapped his abdomen to get Brandon's attention. Wearily, he lifted his head, giving the mature beauty a questioning look. Locking his eyes with hers, Corinna made a show of sucking in her cheeks and swallowing the young man's cum. It slithered warmly down her throat, and Corinna sighed, smacking her lips. She stuck out her tongue as further proof that not a drop remained, and grinned wickedly.
Brandon swooned. "Oh, fuck . . . ."
Corinna giggled, then crawled up over the young man, leaving small, soft kisses from his balls to his neck. She didn't try to kiss him on the lips; 21-year-old college kids, in her experience, were none to fond of the taste of their own semen, however slight it might be on her mouth.
"Mmm, that was nice, baby," she whispered in her young lover's ear, brushing his skin with her lips.
"That was . . . incredible . . . what it was," Brandon said with a euphoric laugh. "I'm spoiled for life." He brought up lazy hands and clumsily caressed Corinna's slender body.
She lifted her head and smiled on him, brushing her hair back behind her ear. "Well, I hope you're not done, yet, big boy," she said. "'Cause now you owe me."
Brandon grinned. "Gimme about five minutes, babe," he promised.
Corinna emitted a catlike purr as she stretched atop her young stud, straddling his thighs. She felt the sticky head of his cock against her protruding clit. "Would it help if I told you how I want to fuck you?" she asked.
Brandon shuddered in arousal. God damn, this bitch is hot! he thought. "Tell me."
"Well, first I wanna – fuck!" she exclaimed as she heard the muffled 'Mission Impossible' theme trilling from her jeans laying on the floor of the cluttered apartment. With a huff, she pushed herself up and scrambled off the bed, uncaring in her nudity.
Brandon sat up in alarm. "So do I, babe," he said, watching as the nude woman bent and took up her cell-phone from its pouch on the belt of her jeans. "Hey, come on, Cori. It can't be that imp—" he stopped abruptly, intimidated by the stern look of warning she gave him.
Corinna snapped open the phone and listened. She did not say a word as for about ten seconds, then flipped the tiny device closed. She sighed heavily, then took up her jeans, stepping into them.
"What!" cried Brandon, jumping to the floor. "You're leaving?"
Corinna gave the young man a sheepish look as she snapped her jeans closed around her waist. The aroma of her aroused pussy was still palpable around her. "Sorry, stud, but duty calls," she said simply, snatching up her pale blue blouse and leather jacket.
"Well . . . will you come back later?" he asked, a hopeful look in his eyes.
Corinna smiled patronizingly as she buttoned up her blouse. "Probably not, baby." She slipped her jacket around her shoulders, looked for her flats.
Brandon sputtered, genuinely hurt, blinking in astonishment as Corinna sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her shoes on. "Wh-what . . . what the fuck do you do that they gotta call at eleven-thirty at night and you just gotta go?"
Corinna arched an eyebrow. "I'm not gonna tell you, and you don't wanna know," she said.
Brandon scoffed, rolling his eyes. But the expression on the older woman's face told him she was not joking. He swallowed nervously.
Corinna smiled and stood, nearly as tall as her naked lover. She gave him a peck on the cheek, then impulsively fondled his dangling dick. With a quick squeeze upon his tumescent shaft, she grinned and stepped back. "Maybe we'll catch up some day," she said, opening Brandon's bedroom door. "You still owe me a fuck."
Leaving the young man gape-mouthed and wanting, Corinna headed through the apartment the college student shared with his room mate. There were a couple of other young men on the couch, playing a video game, yet all three abandoned the game and watched Corinna as she strode through the room. There was no doubt that they had heard Brandon through the thin walls as Corinna had pleasured him. Envy was unmistakable in their eyes.
"'Night, boys," she said with a wink, then opened the door and left.
Three pairs of eyes, and three slack-jawed faces stared at the door as it closed. No one noticed Brandon enter the room, sweat pants keeping him decent, until he spoke.
"Now that's a real woman, guys," he said, puffing his chest.
"Damn . . . ." the other three said in unison.
***
The drive from Omaha to the small town of Discovery took about an hour, long enough for Corinna to masturbate to a couple of small, yet essentially satisfying, orgasms to satisfy her insistent libido. Passing through the ghost town that Discovery (population 3,142) was at such a late hour, she finally arrived at a small building surrounded by cornfields, adjacent to a sealed-over missile silo that had been built in the sixties.
The parking lot of the 'Amalgamated Products' building held about two dozen other vehicles, the majority of them the same standard, unimpressive, commonly-seen cars such as Corinna's Celica. There was a reason for that: anonymity. The Temporal Management Agency existed because its members were so mundane on paper so as to escape the notice of anyone looking for them.
With a slightly frustrated grunt, Corinna stepped out of her car and headed to the entrance. While she understood that her life as a TMA agent meant she was entrusted with secrets and responsibility reserved for only a select few, it still irked her that her evening had been interrupted.
Couldn't they have called just half an hour later? Even fifteen minutes would have been enough! Jeez . . . .
She stepped through the revolving glass door at the entrance, knowing that hidden scanners were reading her body heat, mass, and basic molecular composition. Down a garishly-lit hallway she walked, past a security desk that was ever actually manned, to a small door at the far end.
She gripped the stainless steel doorknob, knowing that sensors within it were reading her palm print. It took a few seconds, but then the door unlocked and she found herself in a bare, ten-by-ten-foot room.



"Command," she said aloud. More hidden sensors read her voiceprint, further confirming her identity. By now, the base would know it was her, and the elevator would—
There came a gentle humming sound, and Corinna felt the room descend. The further down she went into the earth, the more her concerns for her night faded away. She was 'on the job,' now. Only thoughts concerning her role within the TMA, as a seasoned field agent, entered her mind.
When the wall separated at the other end from the door, and Corinna heard the conversational buzz of technicians, soldiers, and scientists echoing through the halls, she was a single-minded woman, making her way through the tubular tunnels that had been dug through rock more than two hundred feet below ground. Not one of the uniformed personnel she passed – and gave short nods or quick greetings to – gave a second look at her mode of dress; the field agents of the TMA were seen as casual, eccentric, and often irreverent. At least one was even known to stroll through the halls with a katana strapped to her back.
Finally, Corinna found herself at the arched entrance of the Command Room, where she passed between a pair of burly, stoic sentries in their blue coveralls and automatic rifles held at attention. The table within the room was large enough to seat a dozen people, yet only two figures occupied a pair of chairs at the far end: the Director, Col. Radha Naveen, formerly of the British Armed Forces, and the American scientist, Dr. Phineas Jasper. The dark-skinned colonel, with her long, thick hair braided behind her, gave Corinna an expectant look as she entered.
"Agent Bellew," she said by way of greeting.
Corinna's upper lip twitched slightly in irritation; The Director's decidedly European accent, combined with her penchant for brevity, made her pronounce Corinna's last name as 'blew.' At the moment, Corinna actually found that funny, considering what she had finished doing when she had been summoned.
Corinna nodded professionally, standing at attention. "Director."
The Director smiled thinly, gestured to the unoccupied chairs. "At ease, Captain," she said, referring to Corinna's previous rank with the US Army. "Have a seat."
Corinna gave another nod, then slid out a chair at the end of the table and sat. She waited for Colonel Naveen to begin.
"You have a very impressive record with the TMA," the Director continued, folding her hands over a closed file atop the table before her. "In four years, you have earned a near-perfect record."
"Thanks you, Ma'am," Corinna responded.
"There is a very serious situation at hand," Naveen said, her eyes steady as she watched the slightly-younger woman. "The Rectifiers have apparently targeted and terminated an agent of the TMA. He was killed nine hours ago. It has taken us that long to determine who it was they killed."
Corinna bristled slightly. She had come to see her fellow agents – few as they were – as brothers and sisters. The thought of one of them having been killed by a Rectifier agent sent her pulse pumping. "Who was it?"
The Director opened the file before her. "Dylan Moon," she said, glancing perfunctorily at the documents before her as she flipped through them slowly. "Seven-year veteran with the San Antonio police department, twenty-two-year vet with the FBI. He has a phenomenally impressive record."
Corinna frowned, searching through her memory. "Director," she said at last. "I know everyone in the TMA. I've never heard of Agent Moon."
Dr. Jasper grinned his usual irreverent smile as he lounged in his chair. "That's because he hasn't been recruited, yet," he said.
Corinna frowned in confusion, an unspoken question in her mind.
The Director continued: "Dylan Moon is not yet a member of the TMA, though he will be, and must be," she said, stressing that single word. "His future actions need to be insured, if the timestream is to be maintained. For that reason, we have selected you to contact him, bring him in, and convince him that his future lies with the TMA."
Corinna nodded cynically. It would not be the first time she had been assigned a mission based upon her skills at seduction. For a moment, she allowed herself to remember those scant few days as Jack Kennedy's nurse in 1943 . . . "Of course," she said.
Col. Naveen leaned forward on the table. "We will need you at the top of your game, as they say," she said. "Mr. Dylan Moon is an aged man. He is currently 73 years old. Despite what you may think, your . . . bedroom manner is not specifically required for this mission. Your skills as an agent, a combatant, are."
Corinna took a breath. Strangely enough, she felt immense pride that she had been chosen not because she was 'good in the sack,' but because she still possessed the skills honed through years as a special forces soldier. Corinna smiled genuinely. "Thank you, Director," she said. "I won't let the TMA down."
"I sure as hell hope not," Jasper chimed in with a typically flippant reply. "'Cause if you screw up, it's everyone's ass."
***
Six hours later, Corinna stepped into the Tap Chamber, clad in her assigned attire. She carried no weapons on her, as was typical for an agent being sent through time and space. In fact, once she arrived at her destination, twenty-seven hours in the past and more than a thousand miles distant, she would blend in well with the local population of Seguin, Texas, a small town just at the fringes of the San Antonio metropolis.
Corinna shifted a bit in the tight Wrangler jeans, frilly pink blouse, and brown leather cowboy boots into which her jeans were tucked. She looked dubiously to the edge of the brim of the straw cowgirl hat that sat perched on her head. "Are you sure about this?" she asked aloud, knowing that anything she said could be heard in the control booth just above and behind her.
Col. Naveen's voice echoed through the hidden speakers in the spartan room: "Your best bet is to contact him at his ranch," she said. "He had placed an ad in the local newspaper asking for a general assistant. Horse riding and breaking, basic ranch management—"
Corinna spun around and faced the broad window above her, through which she could see Col. Naveen. "I haven't ridden a horse in almost fifteen years," she said. "The only riding I'm good at is on a horizontal stallion, if you get my meaning."
Even through nearly opaque indestructible plexiglass and a distance of more than thirty feet, Corinna could see the smirk on the Director's face. "Well, that may come in handy, too," she said. "Look, all you need to do is get close to him – by whatever means necessary – and protect him from the Rectifiers. Dr. Turgenyev's speculations are that he will agree to join the TMA once the truth of the Rectifiers has been made known to him."
Corinna's shoulders slumped a bit as she sighed. "Is Dr. T sure about this?"
At her question, a stoop-shouldered man in a white lab coat appeared beside the Director. As always, Dr. Andrej Turgenyev looked like he was six seconds from death, with his pale face and sunken eyes. He leaned toward the microphone on its long, flexible stalk.
"Yes, I am," he said simply. "All of my permutations lead to the same result."
Corinna sighed. Had those words come from anyone else, she would have been skeptical. But Turgenyev was the reason the TMA existed. Jasper may have perfected some of the Tap's applications, but the theories and workings behind the Temporal Probability/Redundancy Field Generator – the device that allowed time travel into the past possible – were almost entirely due to the work of the Lithuanian scientist. Since Hawking, since Einstein, since Tesla and Newton, there was no greater scientist than Turgenyev. As far as scientific applications went, the frail-looking genius was God.
Corinna nodded and stood in the center of the room, at the point where the four ominous-looking nodes mounted on the dark-painted walls were directed. "Okay. I'm ready."
A moment later, the faint whir of powerful motors could be heard beyond the walls, building up in pitch and power. Corinna felt the tingling sensation of static electricity playing over her body.
"Godspeed, Agent Bellew," came the Director's voice.
Corinna grimaced. I gotta teach her how to say my name right, she thought, just before the brilliant arcs of electricity lanced forth from the nodes and lit up the room with their brilliant display. Corinna convulsed for a brief moment, until the blue-grey halo of light opened around her, consuming her. Corinna gritted her teeth, held out against the pain . . . .
And vanished.
***
With a gasp of pain mingled with relief, Corinna fell to her hands and knees on the ground. She felt the nausea, and the trickling, prickling sensation of electricity across her body, waited for it all to fade. After four years of enduring such jaunts through time, Agent Bellew no longer gave in to the need to vomit, and her equilibrium returned rather quickly. Following a few deep breaths – inhaling the aromas of pine, mesquite, and horse manure – Corinna righted herself, and stood, finally opening her eyes.
She found herself on a country road, flanked on either side by broad horse pastures. A look down one direction gave her nothing but a winding road that vanished with the horizon; but a glance the other way showed her a large ranch house, no more than a hundred meters distant. There was an old truck – from the seventies, she figured – and a slightly newer sedan sitting on the simple gravel driveway near the front porch.
"Okay, Cori, here we go," she said to herself, and touched the implant behind her right ear. "Testing, testing, testing," she repeated, until her voice carried the inflections of an East Texas accent. She smirked, then rolled her eyes. Jeez, now I'm a Texan, she thought, and strode forward.
***
Just before knocking on the frame beside the screen door, Corinna made sure the synthflesh mask she wore was smooth and uniform. The goal had been to look like some fresh-off-the-farm country girl, not a middle-aged thirtysomething with crow's feet and smoker's wrinkles. A young woman would rouse less suspicions than a woman of Corinna's true age. And while she had the body to perfect the ruse, age had still begun to show around Corinna's eyes and mouth. Thus, the synthflesh mask.
Satisfied that she looked the part, Corinna effected a girlish stance, pushing her chest out and her firm buttocks back, and knocked on the frame.
After another knock, the door opened, and Corinna was surprised – pleasantly so – to see a well-built man, in his late twenties or perhaps early thirties, muscular but not overly so, with short black hair and a somewhat oval face. He had shimmering dark brown eyes and a confident curl to his lips.
"Can I help you?" he asked. His voice held no territorial accent; he sounded to Corinna as if he had been raised in the Midwest, or perhaps even the East Coast.
"Er, yeah," Corinna said, the implant converting her responses into typical East Texan parlance. "I'm here 'bout the ad y'all placed in the paper. Wantin' reliable ranch hands an' all."
The young man looked Corinna over briefly, but not in a way that he seemed to be assessing her sexually. It was more of a clinical look. "Been around horses much?" he asked.
Corinna smiled broadly. "All my life," she declared. "Hell, last year's rodeo, I broke three broncs myself."
He chuckled softly, slowly smiling as he pushed open the door. "What's your name?" he asked.
Corinna stepped up, letting her outstretched hand lead the way. "Cori," she said. "Cori Bellew."
His smile grew. "Bellew," he repeated, pronouncing her name correctly. "That's a good Texas name. I'm Dylan."
Corinna's smile faltered slightly, but she hid it through a forced smile as she squeezed the young man's hand. Dylan, she thought. That's Agent Moon's first name. But if this guy is seventy-three years old, I'm a freaking nun . . . .
"Nice to meet'ya, Dylan," she said.
***
He lead her into the spacious kitchen, after a quick tour of the living room, study, and dining room. The house had all the expected clutterings of a man in his seventh decade: pictures, most in black and white, framed in ornate rectangles and ovals on the walls, showing men and women from a bygone era as they posed stoically. A venerable gramophone sat upon a claw-footed table near a glass-doored display case filled with porcelain figurines and old wooden hand carvings. The patterns of the furniture, rugs and even the carpet suggested an eye from decades past. Even the wallpaper looked like something only seen in movies from the mid-sixties.
"Iced tea?" Dylan asked as he turned his back to Corinna, opening an avocado-colored refrigerator.
For a moment, the TMA agent could not help but admire the trim, athletic form of the man before her, the way his jeans – obviously, he had worn them often for several years – conformed themselves to his taut buttocks. Quickly, however, Corinna returned her mind to business.
"Sure, thanks a bunch," she said, frowning at her own words. This damn implant's making me sound like an idiot, she thought.
Dylan turned back, holding a pitcher in his hand. His green eyes sparkled as he smiled, an almost patronizing look. "It's Lipton," he said. "Still want some?"
Corinna blushed despite herself. "Sure," she said.
Smirking, he poured two glasses, set one before Corinna. "So, Cori," he said. "Let's get to the point. I'm a pretty busy guy, and I need someone who can help maintain the ranch. I've got eleven horses, a few of them geldings, some pretty old. I—"
Corinna interrupted after a brief sip of the sweet tea. "Um, I hope y'all will pardon me," she said. She worked her mouth and eyebrows for a moment. "But I thought Mr. Moon was, um, kind'a up there, know what I mean? Not that I'm complainin' one bit, I just, you know, wanna make sure I'm talkin' to the right guy."
Dylan paused a moment, his face unreadable. "Are you from around here?" he asked.
Corinna shrugged. "Well, kind'a. I grew up in Texarkana, been livin' in Hondo," she said, calling upon the information the implant gave her.
Dylan's lips split in a smile, and he looked down, chuckling softly as he rolled the glass of tea in his hands. "Nice town," he said, then lifted his head, meeting Corinna's eyes. "Yeah, I guess you might have heard of my old man. He passed away about ten years ago, left me the ranch."
Corinna smiled with both sympathy and self-admonishment. "Aw, jeez, Mr. Moon, I didn't know. I'm really sorry."
Dylan shrugged. "Life goes on," he said. "Anyway, this is my place, now. No reason to change the name of the ranch, since we have the same initials. I am a junior, after all." He winked as he spoke the last few words.
Corinna smiled. "True enough," she said, even as thoughts began tumbling through her mind: Okay, so this is Dylan Moon's son. Is he the guy I'm supposed to save? And if so . . . damn, Old Man Moon must have been at least forty, maybe even fifty when he knocked up the wife . . . .
"Let me give you a tour of the place," Dylan said, setting his glass aside and offering his hand. "See if you feel up to what I need done around here. I'm not making any promises; I've got a few more interviews before I make my decision."
Corinna rose, taking Dylan's hand. The man had a firm grip; his fingers were visibly callused. No stranger to hard work, is Mr. Dylan Moon, Jr., she thought. She found his eyes mesmerizing, his presence powerful and commanding. Even after a lifetime of being around men used to being in command – few of whom had earned Capt. Corinna Bellew's respect – she realized she was impressed by this simple man. And perhaps even a little aroused.
***
He showed Corinna around the ranch, took her through the barn and introduced her to Hal, Emma, Wildfire, Rusty, Milky Way, Stardust, and the other horses. Most extended their muzzles in invitation, and Corinna giggled as they ate sugar cubes from her palm. She patted their neck and flanks, stepped into the stalls with some of them. She was glad for her own basic experience with horses and the technical information the implant provided. Between that and her gift for acting, she felt she was convincing Mr. Dylan Moon, Jr., that she knew a thing or two about horses.
And then came the question she had been dreading.
"Care to take a ride?" he asked as they both petted Stardust's neck. The roan mare snorted as if offering her own opinion.
Corinna blinked briefly, calling upon the information within her implant. "Sure," she said at last. "I'll take Stardust."
Dylan nooded. "And I'll take Rusty."
***
Corinna was surprised at how well she took to the saddle. Even though she had not ridden a horse since she had visited her uncle's farm after college, it felt comfortable to grace the stiff leather and gather the reigns in her hands. And, thanks to her memories and the implant, she was able to guide her mount in a way that seemed natural. After only a few miles, Corinna was truly enjoying herself, and rode the mare with relative ease.
Returning to the barn, Dylan rode up beside Corinna, an approving smile on his face. "It's been a while since I've seen someone handle a horse like you," he said.
Corinna blushed. "Been a while since I really enjoyed it," she said honestly, then checked herself. "I-I mean . . . you know . . . ."
Dylan laughed. "Riding broncos isn't the same as taking the saddle on a broken horse," he said. "I know. All my horses are bridle-wise. You won't have to do any breaking here."
Corinna laughed. "Thank God!" she exclaimed. "I've had all I want in them damn rodeos." She cast a sly look to Dylan, more than conscious of the burgeoning attraction that had been fomenting over the previous two hours. "So . . . you sayin' I got the job?"
Dylan chuckled softly, letting his eyes wander over the apparently young woman. "Just one more thing," he said.
Corinna bit her lip, anticipating what that 'one more thing' might be, wistfully hoping that it lay between Mr. Dylan Moon, Jr.'s legs.
***
He slapped a thick, sudsy sponge into her hand and smiled upon Corinna. "I need to know that you understand how to tend to the horses after a ride," he said, stepping back as they stood in the barn's causeway. "Come back to the house when you're done."
Corinna said nothing as she watched Dylan walk past her and out of the barn. The sponge splattered thick, soapy suds on her boots. Her fantasies of all-out sex in the hayloft were completely dashed, replaced with redirected frustration. She looked to Rusty in his pen, who snorted and pawed at the ground. Her eyes narrowed.
"Oh, shut up," she snapped, opening the gate and stepping close to the stud. "And don't get any ideas . . . ."
***
She was sure she reeked of horse-sweat as she made her way back to the ranch house, letting herself through the back door of the kitchen. However, whatever gamey aroma she may have absorbed from her new equestrian friends was completely overwhelmed by the aroma of pan-fired bacon, eggs, and sizzling onions.
"All done?" Dylan asked with a glance over his shoulder as he stood over the stove.
Corinna licked her lips for a moment, again admiring the man's firm cowboy ass in his snug jeans. "For now," she managed to say.
Dylan smiled, nudged his chin. "Take a seat," he said. "You've done enough work for today."
Corinna did not have to be told twice. She headed to the small table in the kitchen, covered with a laminated floral-print cloth, and sat down. Two place settings had been set, with a bottle of red wine in between. Quietly, Corinna watched as Dylan moved about the kitchen, getting this and that. She admired the movement of his muscles beneath thin layers of well-worn denim and the cotton shirt he wore. He had broad shoulders, a strong back, thick, muscular thighs. Everything about the man exuded an essence of power of one kind or another.



Eventually, he brought the sizzling pan over to the table and poured generous portions of scrambled eggs and dark, minced sausage onto both their plates. From the fifties-style oven, he took an earthenware pot, and opened it before Corinna to reveal steaming tortillas. He set Tabasco, red pepper flakes, butter, and a dish of shredded Monterey Jack cheese on the table between their place settings, then sat down.
"Dig in," he said with a glowing look upon his smiling face.
For several minutes, they ate in silence. Corinna was famished, she realized. She stuffed as much as she could into her first tortilla and devoured it almost desperately, in between gulps of bitter, yet fresh, iced tea. Dylan watched her with a smile as he tended more laboriously to his meal.
"Do you like it here?" he asked after Corinna had finished her first tortilla and was loading up the second.
She paused, made an effort to slow her movements. She felt her cheeks blushing, which she knew would be translated through the synthflesh. "I really do, Mr. Moon," she said. Her eyes flashed up and met his. "I'd really like to work under you . . . I mean, for you."
Dylan pushed the last of his tortilla into his mouth, chewed slowly as Corinna waited. He wiped his fingers on a napkin, then dabbed at his mouth. Finally, he gave Corinna a direct look.
"Riding and grooming the horses is only a part of the job," he said. "There's feeding them, and keeping the stalls clean. Letting them out and keeping an eye on them while they play. Not to mention that Hal's getting up there in years, and he sometimes needs a little help relieving his bowels."

Corinna held down her revulsion at the images that last statement brought to mind. "I been around, Mr. Moon," she said confidently. "There ain't been nothin' a horse could do – good or bad – that I ain't seen." She held Dylan's gaze, hoping her ruse – and her stomach – could convince the man.
Dylan's face became stoic and unreadable then as he leaned back, regarding the 'young woman' with a clinical eye. Corinna stayed silent, letting the man make up his mind. She understood that anything she said at that point would be seen as being either desperate or hyperbole.
Finally, he smiled, and relaxed. "There's something about you, Cori," he said. "Something I can't quite figure out. But at the same time, I trust you. So, here's the deal: two-fifty a week; you stay here, rent-free. I have a spare room upstairs. Up at five every morning, you take care of the horses, ride them, watch them, groom and feed them. You're done by three every day. You don't have to worry about the house; I'll take care of that. Deal?"
Corinna grinned and offered her hand. "Deal, Mr. Moon," she said.
He took her hand, and they shook. "Call me Dylan," he said, then winked. "'Mr. Moon' makes me feel old."
Corinna laughed softly. "You got it."
***
The room was pretty basic; a simple, queen-sized bed, an old dresser and matching vanity that had obviously been made at least a good three or four decades before. There was a musty smell of age in the room that was not unpleasant, but neither did it do anything for the sexual fantasies Corinna had been harboring all day for her 'employer.'
Just as well, she thought, taking up her phone once she returned from the shower down the hall. She let the clean white towel that she had wrapped around her body drop as soon as she closed the bedroom door, and paced back and forth in the nude, peripherally watching shafts of moonlight as they lit up her bare legs, hips and abdomen.
"Agent Bellew," she said, then gave her security code. There was silence on the other end for a few moments before a voice filled her ear.
"Have you made contact?" came the Director.
Corinna was momentarily surprised at the sound of Col. Naveen's voice. On every other mission, whenever she'd called Command, it had been a case worker or mission specialist she had spoken with. Never the Director herself.
"Eh . . . yes, ma'am," Corinna said, composing herself quickly and falling into 'debriefing' mode. She forgot about the phonetic implant as she continued: "But I think y'all got yer information a bit screwed up, y'know?"
"How's that?" asked the Director, not bothered in the least by her agent's speech patterns.
"Well, the guy I met sure ain't no old fart," Corinna prattled. "He can't be more'n thirty or so. He told me he's the junior to his daddy, and that papa kicked the bucket 'bout ten years back."
There was a pause on the other end. "We have no records of Dylan Moon's death," the Director finally said. "Can you verify that the man you met is Moon's son?"
Corinna sighed. "I suppose I could get a DNA sample somehow," she said. "Might be tricky, though. But there's no way in hay-ell that this dude's seventy-three years old. Plastic surgery can do wonders, sure, but Dylan's got a bod that no old man could have."
"Perhaps he was lying about his father's death? To protect him?"
"That's what I been thinking," said Corinna. "'Course, now I gotta get Junior to fess up 'bout the old man's whereabouts, and soon."
"You only have eighteen hours, Agent Bellew," the Director reminded.
"I'll find Dylan Moon," vowed Corinna. "Agent out." She ended the call, regarding the device in her hand. More than merely a cell-phone that could call the future (well, only TMA headquarters), it was also a temporal tracker, able to find people and objects that have traveled through the past . . . or people whose DNA profiles were on file with the TMA. The only problem, of course, was that Moon's DNA was not yet on file. Still . . . .
She activated the tracker, and the tiny screen transformed to a grid with a red line sweeping around a central point. The range of the tracker was only about thirty meters, and as Corinna had expected, it showed nothing. With a sigh, she snapped it closed, then regarded the bed dubiously. The sheets looked clean, but the blanket was obviously old and a little musty.
Corinna had long before gotten into the habit of sleeping in the nude, but eyeing the bed, images of spiders and roaches entered her mind. Retrieving her shirt and panties, she slipped them back on and tentatively pulled back the covers. Surprisingly, the bed was comfortable and snug, a good thing given the dropping temperature that was making its chilly way through the old house's walls.
Still, despite the comfort, it took a while before Corinna fell asleep.
***
Years as a soldier had made Corinna used to rising early in the morning. During basic training, she had gotten up at 4:30 every a.m., and that had become habit. Corinna's idea of 'sleeping in' was to slip from bed at seven.
Dylan was waiting in the kitchen, toast in the oven and bologna in a pan. Fried bologna was not Corinna's idea of a good breakfast, but she neither wanted to insult her host nor give away that she was not a local Texas girl. So she devoured the two sandwiches Dylan made for her, finding them surprisingly tasty, and washed the meal down with milk.
"Ready for work?" he asked once the plates were cleared away.
Corinna winked, admiring her employer in his rugged jeans and white T-shirt that hugged his muscular chest and arms. Nope, definitely not a seventy-three-year-old man, she thought.
"You bet'cha!" she exclaimed enthusiastically.
***
The vagaries of a day's work on a farm were frustrating and strenuous, but Corinna found it to be a challenge. Never one to back down from anything presented to her, Corinna jumped feet-first into her new job. She found the horses easy to work with, and sensed that they liked her. She had to admit that she started to become attached to them almost right away, especially Rusty and Stardust.
However, as the morning waned and the afternoon waxed, Corinna became anxious. A quick glance to her cell told her she had less than four hours before Dylan Moon, Sr., was to be killed. And she still did not know where the old man was. And 'Junior' was not making it easy for her to spend time with him, not even for just a minute or two. He was busy repairing the corral fence, then the well water pump, then he was chopping wood . . . all while Corinna had her hands full with the horses.
Just after one o'clock in the afternoon, Corinna was antsy. She was prepared to go for broke and tell Dylan the truth, just to get him to tell her where his father was. But before she could take such a desperate leap, Dylan approached her as she was grooming Milky Way in the barn.
"Care to take a ride?" he asked, startling her.
Corinna spun around, reflexes kicking in instantly. But she refrained from adopting her practiced defensive stance once she realized who it was that addressed her. "Dylan," she said, breathing in as her eyes wandered once more. Sweat had soaked through his T-shirt, molding the cotton to the contours of his body. His dark, curly hair was wet as well, and he exuded a sweet aroma composed of natural musk and the shower gel he had used that morning. The scent inflamed Corinna's senses, sending a static charge directly to her sex. She actually felt her nipples bulging, and knew that her own skimpy top, made almost transparent by sweat, did little to hide them.
He arched an eyebrow, his own gaze drifting as well. "Expecting someone else?" he asked casually. He stepped closer, wiping his brow with the back of his hand. The sweaty sheen on his face was outrageously sexy to Corinna. For a moment, all thoughts of her mission were cast aside, replaced by fantasies of two sweaty bodies rolling in the fields behind the barn . . . .
"Of course not, Dylan," she said. "Um . . . did'ya say 'ride?'"
He smiled and nodded. "I did, indeed," he answered, and indicated the horses in their stalls. "Pick one."
***
Despite the fact that she felt her backside bruising, Corinna was grateful for the ride that took them out into the fields. The wind felt delicious, cooling the sweat on her body, and the aromas of the countryside were rich and sweet. She was beginning to understand the allure of living such a simple life, without offices and cars and paved city streets. Just a simple dwelling, a strong horse, and the sounds and offerings of nature.
When I retire . . . . she mused with a smile.
"Cop, or government?" asked Dylan, shifting comfortably in Rusty's saddle.
Corinna's smile vanished instantly, as a spike of anxiety stabbed through her chest. She tightened her grip on Milky Way's reigns, casting her eyes down. "Am I that obvious?" she asked.
She heard a soft chuckle coming from him. "The accent and the clothes fooled me at first," he said. "You're pretty good. So . . . FBI? Come to check on me?"
Corinna frowned slightly at his words, thinking. Slowly, she looked in his direction, settling her eyes upon him. "Why would the FBI check on you? It was your father that was an agent, right?"
He pursed his lips, which were curled slightly in a smile that now seemed less cocky and more forced. "The sins of the father, and all that," he said.
Corinna turned in the saddle to face him. "Dylan, where is your father?"
His gaze bore into hers. "I told you; he's dead. I can even show you his grave, if you'd like."
She nodded. "I'd like."
***
The grave lay over a mile away, across acres of rolling hills, near the edge of a grove of dogwoods. A simple carved headstone sat before a slight mound of earth grown over with grass and weeds. Obviously, it had been there for quite some time.
Corinna stooped as she read the inscription on the tombstone. "'Dylan Gabriel Moon. 1934-1997. A patriot out of time.'" She straightened and gave the man beside her a quizzical look. "Interesting thing to inscribe on one's headstone."
Dylan worked his lips. "He always thought he'd been born in the wrong era," he said dismissively. "Fancied himself a cowboy."
"How did he die?"
Dylan shrugged casually. "He'd been wounded a few times in the line of duty. They finally caught up to him. Liver failure, dialysis. It all eventually took it's toll."
Corinna studied Dylan's face as she said, "I'm sorry."
He shrugged. "That's life," he said, then smiled thinly. "I think sixty-three years is enough for one life." Dylan took a breath, then faced Corinna fully. "You still haven't answered my question. Are you with the FBI, or someone else?"
Corinna smiled in admonishment, shaking her head a little. "It'd take a damn sight time to explain, Dylan," she said.
He chuckled at her words. "Look, you can drop the fake East Texas accent, doll," he remarked.
Corinna arched an eyebrow. "'Doll?'" she asked. "Funny thing for a young man like you to . . . say . . . ." her words trailed off as she noticed a glowing red dot make its way up Dylan's shoulder, to his neck, then to his temple. Instincts kicked in instantly, and she grabbed a fistful of his shirt. "Down!"
The younger man reacted more quickly than Corinna would have expected, flattening himself to the ground just as a deep, muffled report echoed across the Texas prairie. A good forty or fifty meters beyond the tombstone, a twisted dogwood tree exploded under the impact of a powerful shell. Shredded bark flew in all directions as the upper half of the tree tumbled to the ground.
"Shit!" exclaimed Corinna as she and Dylan scrambled against each other behind the tombstone. "They're early!"
Dylan shot the woman an alarmed look. "'Early?'" he echoed.
Her eyes bore into his. "Is your father really dead?" she asked hurriedly.
He frowned. "Aren't we laying on his grave right now?"
"Are we?"
There came a ringing sound as a chunk of stone was torn from the top of the headstone. A millisecond later, another explosive burst shattered high amongst the trees in the grove, raining down scorched leaves and powdered wood.
"This isn't the best cover," remarked Corinna, chancing a look around the edge of the tombstone. She spied a dark-clothed figure approaching over the rise of a hill, a good hundred or so meters distant. Its arms cradled an imposing rifle, looking more like a small piece of artillery than anything else. "Damn it! Come on!"
Dylan nodded quickly. "The horses!"
Quickly, the two of them darted from the safety of the tombstone, just as a third shot transformed it and some of the ground around it into an explosion of dirt, dust and pulverized stone. Corinna winced as she felt something bite into the back of her left leg, but she stumbled only slightly.
"Stay ahead of me, and head back to the barn!" Dylan shouted. "It'll make you a smaller target!"
"Me?!" shouted Corinna as she sprinted across the field. "It's you they're after!"
"What!"
But just as Corinna was about to respond, as they were mere paces from the two tethered – and now startled – horses, Milky Way was suddenly knocked aside, an explosion of blood erupting from its left flank. With a hideous cry, the horse tumbled to the ground, spilling entrails onto the grass. Screaming in pain, the horse's legs thrashed in the air. Its eyes were wide with fear and pain and lack of comprehension.
"Oh, Jesus!" exclaimed Corinna, faltering slightly at the gruesome sight.
"Run now, cry later!" barked Dylan, grabbing Corinna's arm and dragging her toward Rusty. Smoothly, he leapt over the stallion's rump and into the saddle, then reached for Corinna. Despite the horror she felt at seeing an animal slaughtered so callously, she kept her wits and focused on the moment.
With Corinna seated behind him in the saddle, her arms tight around his waist, Dylan slapped the reigns and dug his heels into Rusty's flanks, spurring the powerful steed into motion. Behind them, Milky Way thrashed through its last few moments of life, emitting painful cries that would be forevermore burned into Corinna's mind.
***
Rusty's charge carried them swiftly away from their attacker, despite a few more shots lobbed in their direction. The ground exploded in their wake as Dylan guided the horse home. They were miles from the house; it would take a lone man on foot an hour to reach them.
At the barn, Dylan barked orders, sounding like a combat sergeant or tactical officer. "Get Rusty inside, and lock the doors!" he shouted, slipping from the saddle and jogging toward the aged truck parked before the house.
Corinna did not hesitate; a lifetime of following orders compelled her to obey, and there was something about Dylan Moon, Jr., that exuded command and confidence. So she leapt to the ground, grabbing Rusty's reigns. The horse trotted readily into its stall, perhaps understanding that it would be safer within. She gave the steed a quick pat and a smile of thanks, then ran back outside.
"Come on!" yelled Dylan, snapping down the hood of the truck. He ushered Corinna on until she ran around the passenger side of the truck, then jerked open the driver-side door and got behind the wheel.
"I sure hope you feel like talking, doll," growled Dylan as he turned the key. The engine roared to life; tires spun, kicking up dirt and gravel. "'Cause I want to know what the hell's going on!"
Corinna slammed the door closed and hung on as the truck surged forward. "Okay, look; the whole 'doll' thing is so outdated, got it?" she hissed through her teeth.
Dylan grimaced as he drove. "Fine," he snapped. "I don't care what you want me to call you—"
"How 'bout Corinna?"
He shot her a fierce look. "How about 'bitch who won't tell me what's going on!'"
Corinna glared back, ready to unleash a verbal tirade, but both her and Dylan's attentions were abruptly focused behind them, as a large, black, late-model four-by-four burst through the fields and onto the road, engine howling like the roar of a predatory lion. Dirt and dust flew behind its spinning wheels as it fought to catch up. Only the silhouette of the driver could be discerned behind the wheel, yet neither Corinna nor Dylan doubted that the man within was the same one who had fired upon them.
"Floor it!" barked Corinna.
"Who is he!" shot Dylan, even as he pressed the accelerator all the way into the floor.
"Not 'he,'" spat Corinna, turning in her seat to look out the back window. "'It!'"
Dylan frowned. "What are you talking about?" he shouted.
But before Corinna could answer, there came rapid-fire reports from the vehicle behind them. The rear window shattered; bullets impacted against the strong steel frame of the truck. Dylan glanced to the rear-view window, seeing the figure within the SUV behind them with its hand extended out the driver-side window, clutching a pistol.
Dylan cursed under his breath and jerked the wheel slightly, making the truck veer back and forth. Bullets whizzed by, sometimes glancing off the body of the truck, but often missing their mark.
"It's called a Rectifier!" yelled Corinna. "It ain't human! It's a synthetic organism! There're five different grades, but I really don't think you want me to go into that right now!"
"'Synthetic?'" asked Dylan as he guided the truck in a zig-zag pattern upon the road. "You mean, a robot?"
"More'n that!" cried Corinna, watching over her shoulder. Her eyes widened suddenly. "Get down!"
Reacting to instinct, Dylan doubled over, just as his windshield exploded. Shards of glass rained all around, cutting into his scalp, his back, his right hand. Abruptly, he jerked up, shifted gears, and poured on the speed. A cloud of dirt was cast behind him, momentarily hiding their adversary.
"What the fuck was that!" he cried, oblivious to a trickle of blood running down the side of his face.
"Explosive round!" explained Corinna. "The last bullet in a fifteen-round mag—" she ducked down as more bullets shattered glass and ricocheted off steel. The mirror outside her door exploded dramatically, showering her with tiny shards. She brushed plastic dust off her arm as she continued. "Look, this thing means business, darlin', but I can get you outta here. We just gotta get away from that thing!"



Dylan ground his teeth, steering the truck down the road. Sharp eyes caught sight of a dirt road up on the left, and he took it, slamming the brakes and jerking the wheel so that the truck fishtailed onto the dirty driveway. A cloud soon formed behind them as the tires kicked up dirt. The gunfire ceased almost immediately.
Corinna grinned. "Nice move," she said approvingly. "But I reckon he'll compensate. Them Rectifiers—" she frowned, then tapped behind her ear. Abruptly, her voice changed, losing the East Texas inflections. "Some Rectifiers can see in infra-red. Makes them more efficient killing machines."
"What happened to your voice?" Dylan asked.
Corinna sighed. "I'll tell you later," she snapped. "After we get the hell—"
A new barrage of gunfire cut her off. Most of the bullets slammed into the back of the truck bed, but one found it's way through Corinna's seat back. She cursed in pain as the bullet tore through the flesh high up on her left arm. She slapped a hand over the wound, immediately applying pressure.
"You all right?" asked Dylan.
She seethed. "Not the first time I've taken a hit," she muttered, then slid down as more bullets whizzed through the air. Dylan zig-zagged the truck once more, making most of the shots miss. However, an explosion erupted on the tailgate, signaling the last round of the Rectifier's weapon.
"Can you drive?" he asked quickly, turning sharply as the road turned. They were heading back toward the house, he knew.
"What?" asked Corinna as she ripped her shirt, tearing off a long strip of fabric from just below her breasts.
"Drive! Can you drive!"
"Yeah! I can drive the damn truck! Just give me a sec!" Holding one end of the strip in her teeth, she quickly wrapped her wounded arm. The pink fabric quickly became stained with blood, but the flow stopped.
"Then slide over," commanded Dylan, waiting until Corinna's foot replaced his own on the accelerator before pushing himself into the tiny back seat of the cab. Corinna grunted as she slid behind the wheel.
"What are you doing?" she asked Dylan.
"Tackle box," he replied, crouching low in the seat. A fresh burst of gunfire resulted in impacts around the shattered window frame above his head. Corinna guided the truck with skill, keeping down in her seat. The radio in the dash erupted with a shower of sparks.
"I sure hope you have more than fishing lures in that box!" she cried.
Dylan chuckled darkly as he flipped the old red metal case open. "I think I may have something useful," he commented.
Corinna glanced over her shoulder as Dylan lay across the narrow back seat, clutching two blue steel revolvers in his hands. She grinned. "Go fishing with magnums often?" she quipped over the staccato sounds of yet more gunfire. She felt bullets whizzing past her head.
"I save these for the really big fish," he said with a cocky smile. "Now. There's going to be a dip in the road up ahead. With the rain we've been getting, I bet it's a small pond right now. Tell me right before we hit it."
Corinna trained her eyes forward, seeing where the road fell past a low rise. Beyond, water glistened in the afternoon sun, evidence of, as Dylan had said, a pond about twenty feet across. "Almost there!"
"Good. Floor it!" shouted Dylan, then dove without hesitation out the back window.
What the hell? wondered Corinna as she glanced to the rear-view window. Dylan flattened himself within the bed of the truck, staying below the edge of the tailgate. You crazy son of a bitch . . . I hope you know what you're doing. She shoved her foot to the floor, making the truck's engine roar in response. The truck bounced as it thundered up the rise.
"We're about to go airborne!" she yelled.
In the truck bed, Dylan grabbed a canvas strap, looping it quickly around his upper arm. He felt the truck climb the short rise and gritted his teeth in preparation. A moment later, gravity lurched through him as the truck left the ground. He bounced in the bed of the truck, momentarily weightless as ridged metal beneath him left his back. He watched the black 4X4 as it hurtled closer. The driver had both hands on the wheel.
But then the pursuing vehicle vanished as the truck came back down. Dylan felt the impact of the truck slamming back into the ground, right in the midst of the small pond. Water flew up on either side of him. Then the truck was through it, tires gouging out dirt and gravel once more.
Quickly, Dylan slid to the end of the bed and slammed both his booted feet into the tailgate. Intending only to knock it down, the tailgate instead flew away, dancing across the road in the truck's wake.
And there, some twenty meters or less behind, was the black 4X4, just clearing the rise before the pond. Lighter than Dylan's venerable truck, it soared higher and further in the air. That was what Dylan had been waiting for. Extending both arms, he aimed the revolvers toward their target and pulled the triggers as fast as his fingers could move.
The twin magnums bucked only slightly in his hands as Dylan kept his aim true. The front grill and one of the headlights on the black 4X4 shattered under the powerful impacts. The bumper dented, pock-marked with impacts. Both front tires exploded.
The 4X4 returned to earth, creating a terrific eruption of water as it slammed into the small pond. The ruined tires forced the truck down in the front, rims catching on mud and rock. The velocity of the vehicle caused the front to dig into the ground and the rear to lift up, carried by momentum. For a moment, the truck skidded out of the pool of water, perpendicular to the ground, before toppling forward onto the roof. Windows shattered and metal crumpled amid a cloud of dust and dirt.
Corinna slammed on the brakes, jerking the wheel so that the truck fishtailed and skidded to a halt. For a moment, she merely stared at the results of Dylan's actions. The 4X4 rocked back and forth on its crumpled roof, smoke trailing from within the engine compartment. She was impressed.
"Dylan?" she queried, looking to the back of the truck.
Dylan chuckled, sitting up in the truck bed. "Feel like I just rode the Rattler without the safety bar down," he commented. "But I'm fine." He gestured to the overturned 4X4. "Think that took care of your, uh, rectum-wiper?"
Corinna smirked. "Rectifier," she corrected. "Got any more bullets for those things?"
Dylan nodded and slid off the back of the truck. "Tackle box," he said.
Corinna reached into the back, opening the red chest, finding a box of .357 magnum shells. With the bullets in hand, she stepped from the truck and joined Dylan, setting the bullets on the frame of the truck bed.
"So, are you going to tell me what's going on?" he asked as he reloaded one of the revolvers. The other he had slipped into the front of his jeans.
Casually, Corinna took the pistol from Dylan's jeans and reloaded it as well with practiced moves. "I work for the Temporal Management Agency," she said. "About twenty-five hours ago, I was sent here to stop your father from being assassinated."
Dylan arched an eyebrow. "How did you know it was going to happen?"
Corinna gave him a look. "Because, where I come from, it already happened," she said, then headed down the road, holding the revolver beside her right leg as she approached the 4X4.
A quizzical frown on his face, Dylan followed, jogging to catch up. "Don't tell me you're from the future," he said dubiously, coming up beside Corinna.
She nodded. "Yup," she confirmed as they reached the ruined vehicle. She pointed with her weapon to the twisted, black-garbed body inside. "And so is that."
Dylan sighed ruefully. "Just when I thought I was going to get some ans—" he began, but cut himself off as the figure, half-hanging out of the 4X4, moved, lifting it's head and dragging a crooked arm across its chest. But before the pistol it held could be brought to bear, Corinna snapped up her revolver. The single report echoed across the prairie. The expressionless head jerked back, the back of the head exploding with a shower of sparks and scorched wires.
"You can only kill a Rectifier android by destroying the head, or removing it from the body," she said calmly. As the two of them watched, the air around the inert android wavered and shifted, then seemed to fold in upon itself. Another moment, and all evidence of the automaton's existence was gone.
Corinna sighed. "They always do that," she informed. Her eyes drifted up to Dylan's. "So, do you believe me now?"
Dylan stared at her, unsure of what to think. "That thing was from the future," he said. "And so are you?"
Corinna nodded. "I know, hard to believe." She faced him. "We have a lot to talk about, Mr. Dylan Moon."
He held her gaze for a long moment, then nodded. "I guess we do."
She smiled, looking him over. "You know, for an old geezer, you're looking pretty good," she remarked. "What's your secret?"
Dylan pursed his lips. "Yeah, we do have a lot to talk about."
***
Agent Bellew stood outside the observation window of the medical bay, looking at Dylan as he sat shirtless in a chair. A lab-coated medical tech was leaning over him, pulling adhesive pads attached to wires from his torso. Corinna found herself shifting on her feet. Damn, he's got a gorgeous chest . . . .
She felt someone step up beside her, glanced to the Director.
"Hard to believe he's seventy-three," Col. Naveen said. "But DNA is pretty convincing."
Corinna frowned in amazement. "But look at him. He sure as hell doesn't look seventy-three."
Radha nodded. "No, he does not," she agreed. "And every test likens his body to that of a man less than half his actual age. Very little cellular decline. He's a medical mystery, to be sure."
"Does he age at all?"
"According to Dr. Ziske, yes. But at a much slower rate than the rest of us. His life expectancy must be in the hundreds."
Corinna whistled low. "Wow. Imagine what he'll see in his lifetime."
Radha smiled and winked at her agent. "Thanks to you, he now has a second chance."
Corinna scoffed. "Thanks to me? I was just a spectator."
"Somehow I doubt that," the Director said. She touched Corinna's arm. "Good work, Agent Bellew. Debriefing in twenty minutes."
Corinna nodded with a smile. "Yes, Ma'am."
***
The three of them sat around the head of the table in the Command Room. Corinna and Dylan had both changed into more suitable attire. While far from formal, slacks and leather jackets, button-down shirts and silk blouses were improvements over sticky, sweaty T-shirts and jeans. Likewise, Corinna's wound had been cleaned and dressed.
"There are only a handful of people who know about the TMA," the Director explained to Dylan. "This is a multi-national facility, answerable only to the UN Security Council. We have members from almost every member of the United Nations."
Dylan nodded. "I noticed that. Good thing I speak a few languages."
Radha fixed Dylan with a piercing look. "I guess seven decades gives you plenty of time to learn."
Dylan stared back, unintimidated by the Director's strong dark eyes. "If you're going to ask me how I'm seventy-three with the body of a man half my age, I don't know," he said. "It took me a long time to figure out that I wasn't aging like everyone else does. When I hit forty and didn't have any wrinkles, I started wondering. By the time I was fifty, and people started making comments, I figured I had to do something. Started putting grey highlights in my hair, then dyed it white. But I still wasn't really showing my age."
"So you retired from the FBI," Corinna said. "Told people you died, added 'junior' to your name."
Dylan nodded. "I'd been away from Seguin for almost thirty years," he said. "So when I came back and told everyone I was Dylan Moon's son, no one blinked an eye. Opened a new account, had my retirement checks sent there . . . then politely informed the FBI that Dylan Moon passed away. No one ever noticed that I was using the same social security number."
Radha tapped her fingers on the tabletop. "And now you're here," she said pointedly.
Dylan took a breath, let it out slowly. He gave a crooked smile. "If I hadn't seen that . . . Rectifier robot," he said. "If I hadn't come here through a . . . 'time portal,' or whatever you call it, I might have thought you were all nuts. But now you tell me that if I don't join you, if I don't become an agent, then dozens of events in history will be changed for the worse. I don't really have much of a choice, do I?"
Radha and Corinna exchanged looks. The field agent said nothing, deferring to the Director.
"There is always free will," Radha said. "Now that your premature death has been averted, we were able to narrow down the events in history that you would have been involved with. We have over twenty agents. Any one of them could be sent on the missions to which you would have been assigned."
Dylan pursed his lips in thought. "Maybe," he said. "But would they succeed? We already know I would."
Radha smiled slowly. "That would appear true. Still, the future is never written in stone, even when the future is the past."
Dylan chuckled. "Now that's something I never figured I would hear."
The Director leaned back in her chair. "It's up to you, Mr. Moon," she said, feeling a need to address the man as her elder, despite his appearance. "You have no obligation to—"
"I'm in," he said abruptly.
Radha blinked. "Are you sure?" she asked, surprised by Dylan's quick acquiescence.
Dylan smiled. "According to your own doctors, a conservative estimate on my age expectancy is over two hundred years," he said. "Do you really think I could spend the next twenty decades on a farm? Besides . . ."
Dylan leaned forward on the table, rubbing his hands. "I became a cop, then joined the FBI, for a reason. Maybe it was the ideology of a young man in 1955, but I felt that I could help people. I wanted to. I'd never had a family; my mother died giving birth to me and I grew up as a bad kid in a post-Depression orphanage. When I finally gained some maturity, I made a decision: to have courage and integrity. For almost thirty years, I upheld those ideas . . . until I realized that I couldn't go on without raising questions."
He lifted his eyes and looked first to Radha, then to Corinna. "I've spent the last twenty-plus years pretending to be someone else, living under the radar for fear that I might become someone's lab rat. Now, you're giving me the chance to do what I was born to do. Again."
Corinna smiled, feeling impressed, inspired, and aroused. "You'd be a welcome addition, Dylan."
"Indeed," agreed Radha.
Dylan smiled, looking to the Director. "When's my first mission?" he asked.
***
His quarters were spartan, but Dylan had expected that. The walls were earthen in color, with two wall sconces that supplied soft, indirect amber lighting. There was a typical military-style bed, a desk, and a locker box for his possessions.
I'm gonna have to do some redecorating, Dylan thought, tossing his duffel on the bed. At the least, I'll need a bookshelf . . . .
"Agent Moon?"
Dylan turned to see Corinna standing in the doorway, one arm raised and propped seductively against the frame. A catlike smile graced her lips, showing her slight dimples and smoker's wrinkles. Her soft jade eyes were tickled by the faintest of crow's feet.
"Sounds good, doesn't it?" she asked, stepping into the room. "'Agent Moon.'"
He chuckled softly, then turned away, unpacking his singular bag. "You look better without the mask," he said. "What's that stuff called, again?"
"Synthflesh," Corinna responded, coming around him. She sat on the edge of his bed, looking up at Dylan. "This isn't going to be anything like you've experienced before, you know."
His eyes flashed to her as he smile slyly. "Are you talking about being a TMA agent, or . . . us?"
Corinna breathed in, trying to control her simmering libido. Her lips curled. "Am I that obvious?"
His smile grew. "A little."
Corinna looked down at her hands, aware of their shaking. She rubbed them together. "I guess a few decades of law enforcement lets you know how to read people."
Dylan nodded. "Maybe," he said. "How's your arm?"
Corinna touched the wound through her blouse. "Not bad. The bullet went right through. And with the new anti-inflammatory meds, healing is a lot quicker."
Dylan smiled. "Good to know." He laid out the few shirts, slacks and jeans he had packed, then straightened, digging his hands in his pockets. "So, is this a non-smoking joint?"
Corinna chuckled. "Officially, yes. But I've never been a PC kind of girl."
Dylan produced a silver cigarette case with a smile, snapped it open. He watched as Corinna took a cigarette, then flipped open the matching Zippo. For a moment, they both smoked in silence, letting the air grow hazy with smoke.
"You know, when I was younger," Dylan said. "There was smoking everywhere. Restaurants, department stores, theaters. The first time I went into a restaurant and the hostess asked me if I wanted smoking or non-smoking . . . oh, well. 'The times, they are a-changing.'"
Corinna laughed softly. "Try growing up in the early eighties," she said. "When everything was changing."
Dylan nodded, his smile unwavering. "I loved the eighties, even if I was supposed to be an old man," he said. "Reagan was a great president."
Corinna nodded, curling her fingers on the mattress, trying to contain her desire. "Yes, he was," she agreed. "Last of the great ones—"
"I want you."
Corinna breathed in, her cheeks and neck blushing. Her jaw worked for a moment as she struggled with the words in her head. "Wow," she said at last.
Dylan stepped before the younger woman, reached with a single hand and lightly cupped her chin. "Is fraternization allowed?" he asked.
Corinna breathed out. "Even if it wasn't, I'd still fuck you," she said in a heated tone, giving him a meaningful look.
***
They undressed each other slowly, standing beside the bed and watching each other as buttons were popped and zippers tugged. Corinna's cheeks reddened as she separated the fabric of Dylan's shirt and let her hands wander over his muscles. He did not have the chiseled look of an obsessive body builder; rather, he possessed the sort of naturally strong body gained through a combination of genetics and active living. The hair on his chest was soft and curly, a novelty for Corinna, who had gotten used to young pretty boys who shaved their body hair.
Neither made a noise other than soft sighs as their lips brushed, then pressed together. Their kissing became more passionate, with Corinna pressing herself to Dylan. His shirt fell to the floor behind him, and his hands came up to remove hers.
Corinna stepped back once her small breasts were revealed, unabashed in her nudity. She smiled cattily, teasing her engorged nipples with the tips of her fingers. Dylan smiled, his own arousal showing through his slacks. Corinna eyed the bulge, lowered herself to the bed.
"Come here," she whispered.
Dylan did so, stopping just before the topless woman as she sat on the bed's edge. She tugged gently on his unzipped slacks, grinning at the lack of underwear beneath. She licked her lips at the sight of Dylan's impressive cock, angling down over thick testicles. Her hands tested the weight, the feel of it. She felt the shaft grow against the palm of her hand.
"Let me know if I do something you don't like," Corinna said, looking up at Dylan as she leaned in, slipping her tongue past her lips.
"No worries so far," Dylan said, then sighed softly as Corinna licked up and down the length of his shaft. The warmth of her breath, the firm wetness of her tongue, quickly brought him to his full length.



"Mmm, that's good," she whispered, her lips fluttering against the tip of his cock. She licked sensuously just beneath the crown, then slowly sucked him in, pushing her mouth down. Her hands roamed over his thighs and pelvis, the tips of short nails scratching his firm buttocks. She sucked softly yet firmly upon his shaft, letting the smooth head nudge against her throat. Dylan caught his breath, touched her hair.
Corinna slipped her mouth back, leaving Dylan's cock shiny. She licked the head quickly with a playful smile. "You like that, huh?" she asked, watching his face as she tilted her head and sought for his balls with her mouth. She sucked them tenderly, pulling with her lips.
"Very much so," he sighed, pressing her head against his groin. Corinna murmured in approval, stroked his cock with one hand while she continued paying attention to his musky sacs. She loved the way they felt against her tongue, the taste of his pliable skin. Becoming more and more heated, Corinna pushed her chin between Dylan's thighs and tickled the patch of skin beneath his orbs with her tongue.
"Corinna," he said at last, gently pulling on her head. Reluctantly, she pulled back, her mouth wet, and looked up at him with glazed eyes. Dylan smiled. "Lay back."
Corinna eyed his cock, wanting more of what she had tasted. But she wanted to be naked, as well, and the expression on her lover's face – desirous, commanding, firm yet wanting – was irresistible.
Quickly, she lay back, jerking down her slacks as Dylan removed his boots and socks. He straightened just as Corinna, nude save for her skimpy lace panties, lifted her hips to remove the undergarment.
"Allow me," he said, and leaned over her, kissing Corinna once more upon the lips. This time, it was a driving, crushing kiss, with tongues slipping into mouths. Corinna moaned needily, gripping Dylan's back. She felt his cock against her inner thigh, then against her damp pussy through the panties. She was nearly ready to forget foreplay, just to have him inside her.
But then he was leaving a trail of kisses down her neck, nipping at the skin there, making Corinna hiss in pleasure. She ran her fingers through his short dark hair as he moved lower, hunting her nipples. Corinna panted and whimpered, more aroused than she had felt in years. A short, high-pitched cry escaped her throat when Dylan's mouth closed around one of her nipples, his teeth lightly scraping the dark pink nub.
"Oh, Jesus, Dylan, you've got me so hot," she breathed, grinding against him. "Can't remember when I've been so . . . turned on . . . ."
For a moment, he lifted his head and smiled up at her, gem-like brown eyes glittering. "And we're just getting started," he said.
Corinna let out an impassioned moan, then impulsively curled up, grabbing Dylan's head. She smothered his mouth with hers, panted as she pulled back. "Do whatever you want with me," she hissed.
He simply smiled, then slid down her body, planting kisses upon her firm stomach. His tongue traced the edge of her panties; the aroma of her sex was rich and ripe. Impatiently, Corinna lifted her hips, wanting the last barrier between them removed. With a soft laugh, Dylan bit gently into the fabric, nipping her clitoris through it in the process. Corinna whimpered at the sudden sensation, then sighed with relief as he pulled the panties down her thighs.
Wantonly, Corinna parted her thighs, revealing her treasure. Dylan eyed the moist lips of Corinna's pussy, licking his way up her taut thighs. Unlike the majority of women, Corinna kept her pubic mound shaved smooth, yet left soft, dark blonde fur upon her vulva. Dylan found the novelty erotic, and he moved in closer, inhaling her fragrance.
Corinna whimpered in anticipation as her lover's face neared her moist sex. But just when she was about to feel those delicious lips upon her own, Dylan lifted and climbed onto the bed, moving around so that he lay atop her, framing her head with his own muscular thighs. Corinna grinned, eagerly reaching for his cock, directing it down toward her mouth.
Mouths attached to genitals at the same time, and both Dylan and Corinna groaned as they began licking, sucking, lapping at each other. Muffled moans filled the room, mingling with the sweet, cloying aroma of the lovers' passion.
Corinna's hips began rolling, then bucking, after only a few moments. She pulled her mouth from Dylan's slick cock with a gasp as her orgasm began to wash through her. She grunted, gasped, and moaned as she came, shoving her cunt hard against Dylan's mouth, clutching his thighs desperately. With a final squeal of pleasure, Corinna grasped Dylan's cock by the base and took it deep in her mouth, all the way into her throat. She shook against him, relishing the feel of being so totally filled, the weight of his balls on her nose, while languishing in the thrills of Dylan's tongue and lips.
Abruptly, he pulled off her and turned about as Corinna lay dazed and heaving for breath. Orgasmic blush had turned her cheeks, neck and breasts ruddy. She gave Dylan a dreamy look as he knelt between her legs. "I want you," she said raggedly.
He lifted her legs, kissing her knee. "I know," he said, then pushed forward with his hips. His cock split her lips apart and slowly burrowed within her warm, slippery tunnel. Corinna shuddered deeply, arching her back and clawing at the sheets as she was so pleasantly invaded. She could feel every inch as his cock stretched her walls, could feel the throbbing of his shaft, and finally, the coarseness of his pubic hair and the press of his pelvic bone against her clitoris.
"Oh, God!" uttered Corinna, her voice strangled. Her arms flailed across the bed, pulling at the sheets and pillows. Dylan's hands gripped her thighs, lifting her off the bed as he pushed into her again and again. The tempo increased, and soon, he was slapping against her. He held her legs against his chest, licked and bit at her ankles.
Corinna came again, her body tensing, then spasming, then relaxing. She grabbed a pillow and covered her face as she screamed in release. Her pussy clenched hard around Dylan's driving cock, urging his orgasm to meld with hers. But the older man's stamina held out.
She tossed the pillow away and glared up at Dylan, her face sweaty and flushed. "Oh, Jesus Christ," she grunted. Her hands grazed his chest as he stayed buried within her, breathing deeply. Slowly, he pulled out, making her wince in momentary disappointment.
"Turn over?" he asked, although it seemed more of a command to Corinna, one she gleefully obeyed. Refueled by her orgasm, she rolled over quickly and propped herself on hands and knees, arching her back deeply. She gave a lusty look over her shoulder as Dylan's strong hands caressed her cheeks.
"Come and get it, tiger," she goaded him.
With a quick thrust, he shoved back inside her, then leaned over Corinna's body as she gasped at the sudden, blissful intrusion. His breath was hot against her ear. "Like this?" he asked, rolling his hips, driving into her over and over.
She trembled against him, then grabbed his arm and sucked, then bit, at the inside of his elbow. "Fuck yes," she huffed. "God, baby, fuck me . . . fuck me . . . oh, Jesus, fuck me all fucking night . . . ."
Dylan reared back, slipping his hand over her shoulder, to the nape of her neck. He gathered a handful of short, thick blonde hair and jerked her head back, making Corinna all but scream. "I planned on it," he growled, pumping faster and faster, making her cheeks quiver slightly with each impact of his hips.
"Oh, God, yes . . . ." whimpered Corinna as she felt another orgasm building. "Cum with me. Cum with me!"
Dylan grunted, pounding as hard and fast as he could, finally feeling his own release begin. With a last, deep thrust, his cock spasmed deep inside Corinna's womb. The feel of his thick rush of warm semen triggered Corinna's orgasm, and she howled her pleasure at the top of her lungs.
For a long moment, they were frozen, locked together, delirious and timeless with their shared passion. Both bodies twitched with aftershocks. Slowly, They relaxed together and fell onto the bed, Corinna's lithe, sweaty body pinned beneath Dylan's. But the weight of him was not unpleasant. She relished the feel of him, the aroma of him . . . of them. Together.
"D-Dylan?" she asked after an eon of shared, panting breaths.
"Yes," he breathed out.
"Don't . . . don't move," she said, smiling giddily. "I wanna feel you like this . . . for as long . . . as I can."
He kissed her damp neck affectionately, Making Corinna purr. "I'm not going anywhere, baby," he whispered.
Eyes closed, basking in the glow of their lovemaking, Corinna smiled.
Epilogue
In a dark room out of time, several figures sat in the shadows about a large, circular table. They surrounded a large, shimmering globe that hovered above a dais, across the surface of which flickered numerous images in an apparently chaotic manner.
"So Dylan Moon was saved, as predicted," came one voice.
"Yes. The pieces are beginning to fall into place," spoke another.
"There are still many variables to take into consideration," offered a third.
"There always were."
"This path is riddled with risk and uncertainty. Are we sure this is the wisest course of action?"
There was a long pause before the first voice spoke once more.
"Only time will tell."
. . . to be continued . . .
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An uncommonly cool breeze stirred dying leaves across the cobblestone paths of the village. Lamps within windows were snuffed; only the torches at the bridge and before the tavern cast any light upon the ground. Shadows were plentiful, and within those shadows strode the Spectre That Walks.
Bagdemagus enjoyed this time of night, when the village was quiet and nearly all were slumbering peacefully beneath the magnificent edifice of Castle Vix. Of course, on this night, the majority of the villagers were enjoying the once-in-a-lifetime chance to enjoy the splendors of the castle, celebrating their Queen's birthday.
Bagdemagus snickered. A good ploy, he thought, welcoming the tattered and torn, the lowly and lackluster into your midst for the week that encompasses the celebration of your birth. But will they love you for it, Evelyn? Or will they resent you for having shown them the luxury they will never again enjoy . . . and which you will, at least until your tragic passing.
Ultimately, it means naught, he mused darkly. Have your parties, rally whatever support you may. Live the good life while you can. It is about to come to an end.
The wizard grinned with anticipation. It had been decades since any true threat had existed in the kingdom; peace with neighboring lands had been sealed. The only thing merchants and villagers ever had to worry about were the occasional bandit and deadly wild beast.
Until now.
Bagdemagus grinned, impressed with himself. He had missed the notoriety his mere name invoked within the kingdom. Now, as it had been decades before, the simple mention of him in casual conversation set guards on edge and made women weep. Bagdemagus did not have to really do anything; he ruled these people through fear and supposition.
I am more of a king for these people than Richard ever was, or Alfred before him, or Maxwell, or Gabriel . . . who rules these people, if not I? Certainly not the girl queen . . . she can barely get the nobility to recognize her.
He stepped into the avenue from between the blacksmith's shop and the apothecary, both with darkened windows. The sounds of laughter -- not quite as loud as it had once been -- drifted to his ears from the tavern across the way. He watched their silhouettes in the windows, listened to their crude jokes. My subjects, he thought with a wicked grin.
"Pardon me, sir," came a small voice from his left.
Bagdemagus frowned, looking over and down, seeing a young boy -- who had seen perhaps only seven or eight summers -- beside him. The boy sported tousled hair and dirty cheeks, and his clothes need a couple of good patches. Wide eyes stared up at the wizard with innocent wonder.
"Yes?" asked Bagdemagus.
"Could you spare a shilling for me mum?" he asked. "She's in quite a bad way, sir, and can't support us."
Bagdemagus cocked his head with an amused smile. He lowered himself to a squat, bringing his face level with the child's. "And what has put her in such a bad way?" he asked.
The boy shuffled his badly-shod feet. "I don't really know, sir, but she's bedridden and can't be on her feet much. Her face is always red, and it hurts when she breathes. Can you help us, sir? Just a shilling. I've got a brother and a sister, and I'm the oldest, so I have to look out for them."
Bagdemagus smiled in an apparently affectionate way. His fingers dug into the purse at his waist and came out with a shiny gold coin. "How about a royal, instead?" he asked.
The boy's eyes widened. "Oh, sir! That would feed us all for a week!" he held out his hand.
The wizard chuckled, palming the coin and closing his fingers around it. "Not so fast," he said. "Let us have a chat, you and I."
Bagdemagus rose and lead the boy to a bench beneath a large, ancient oak. He hoisted the child onto the warped wooden slats and sat down beside him. "Now," said the wizard. "What is your name?"
The boy sat with his hands clasped between his knees. He kicked his feet and kept his back straight, as was expected of a proper young lad in the presence of an adult. "Thomas, sir."
"Well, Thomas," said Bagdemagus. "Tell me about yourself."
The boy frowned, thinking. "I ain't got much to tell, sir," he said. "I'm just a boy."
Bagdemagus and touched the child's forehead. "Ah, but a boy with dreams," he said. "What is yours?"
The boy sighed heavily, working his jaw. "Right now, I only dream about mum getting better," he lamented. "Begging for shillings is the pits!"
Bagdemagus chuckled, touching his lips a moment. "Then perhaps our meeting was destiny," he said. "I may be able to help your mum."
Thomas' eyes lit up. "How?" he asked.
"Well." Bagdemagus leaned over the boy, as if about to share a secret. "Don't tell anyone, but . . . I'm a wizard."
Thomas gasped and covered his mouth. "A wiwarh?" he asked, his voice muffled.
Bagdemagus' dark eyes glittered as he smiled. "Yes, a wizard. But don't worry; I'm a good wizard."
Thomas lowered his hand and frowned as he looked Bagdemagus over. "But . . . you're wearing black," he said. "I thought good wizards only wore white."
Bagdemagus chuckled. "Even us good ones have to hide in the shadows. Otherwise, we would be hounded all the time by people wanting love potions and glimpses into the future. We'd get no rest."
The boy shrugged. "Umm . . . I guess that makes sense," he said, then turned on the bench. "Can you really help my mum?"
Bagdemagus ruffled the boy's hair. "Of course I can," he said. "In fact, it already sounds to me that she has a simple ailment that I can readily cure with a potion. And I just happen to have one upon me."
"Really?" shouted the boy, his young face glowing with hope and excitement. "Oh, please, sir, do help her!"
The wizard took Thomas' hands and patted them. "All in due time, young man," he said. "Don't fret; your mother will be fine. But I do want to know more about you."
The child blinked. "About me?" he asked. "But I've nothing to tell."
Bagdemagus smiled as an uncle would upon a favored nephew. "Of course you do," he said in a way that was both encouraging and patronizing. "Don't you want to be something when you grow up?"
The boy grinned slowly. "I want to be a knight," he proclaimed. "Just like Sir Cedric!"
Bagdemagus' smile froze for a moment at the sound of the young knight's name. "That is a very noble goal," he said after a moment. "And Cedric is, indeed, a model for young boys such as yourself."
Thomas regarded the wizard with typical boyish effervescence. "Do you think I really could?" he asked. "I mean, I know one has to be of noble birth to be a knight, and I'm not. But . . . well, Cedric wasn't a noble either, and look at him now!"
Bagdemagus patted the boy's head. "That's very true. But if you want to be a knight, you have to do some very special things."
Thomas sat poised, expectant, ready. "Anything, sir wizard, anything!" he exclaimed.
"Well . . . a knight has to be prepared to make sacrifices. No knight ever slew a dragon without thinking he might not survive. Anyone can take up arms or ride a horse. It takes a special sort of man to be willing to sacrifice himself, or others, for the good of all." He leaned closer to the boy. "Are you that sort of man?"
The boy swallowed nervously, intimidated by both the wizard's words and his chilling, steel-colored eyes. Mutely, he nodded.
Abruptly, Bagdemagus straightened and stood beside the bench. "Let us go see your mother, then."
***
After Thomas had crawled through a small window within the shambled house and unlocked the door from within, he led Bagdemagus through tiny, darkened rooms to the back. The wizard wrinkled his nose at the smell of the dwelling; mildew and rotting food fought for prominence over the scent of unwashed bodies.
"Sir wizard, this is my sister, Elizabeth," Thomas said, introducing a girl of four or five years, clad in a soiled and wrinkled gown. The girl stared with wide, inquisitive eyes. Wordlessly, Bagdemagus squatted low, studying the child's face. A smile slowly stretched his thin lips. He glanced to Thomas and nodded.
The boy lead Bagdemagus into the bedroom, where the stench of the unwashed was most powerful. The odor was nearly overpowering, yet Bagdemagus did not let it bother him. Instead, he focused upon the shadowed bed, upon the wasted form laying atop the covers.
A flickering light cast umber-colored shadows through the room as Thomas lit an oil lamp and set it upon a small wash table. Bagdemagus looked upon the young woman, perhaps halfway through her third decade. From her breathing, the redness of her face, the sweaty sheen that coated her body like oil, he knew she suffered from nothing more than a bout of consumption. The right herbs would remedy the illness within a day or two. All it would take would be a simple trip to the apothecary . . . or the right application of the contents of Bagdemagus' bag.
"Can you help her, sir?" queried Thomas.
Bagdemagus touched the unconscious woman's cold, sweaty forehead. "Of course I can," he said. "Fetch me a drinking cup, fill it half-way with water."
"Right away," enthused the boy, darting off. He returned a few moments later with a dirty earthenware cup, cradling it gently in his hands. Bagdemagus nodded with a smile and took it. From the large pouch at his belt, he extracted several herbs, laying them upon the sheet beside the woman. He cut off tiny slivers of leaves and root with a curled knife no larger than his thumb, tossed them into the cup. A mortar mixed and mashed the ingredients.
"Now," said the wizard, holding up the cup for Thomas. "Feed this to her slowly. Just sips at a time. But she must drink it all before the morning."
Thomas gingerly took the cup, looking nervous. "Y-you want me too . . . I-I don't think I can—"
Bagdemagus settled a hand upon Thomas's shoulder and stared into the young boy's quivering eyes. "As you said, you are the man of the house. This is a pivotal day in your life. Don't you want to remember every moment? Especially of your involvement in it?"
Thomas slowly nodded. "Yes, sir," he whispered, then turned to his mother, climbing onto the bed beside her. Bagdemagus slowly stepped back, smiling as he watched the boy feed his mother the thick concoction he had prepared. He savored the moment, as an opium addict would savor the rush of hashish through their veins.
"That's a good boy, Thomas," he said in a fading voice, retreating from the room. "Make sure she drinks it all . . . ."
He gave little Elizabeth a pat on the head as he left the house, leaving behind an eight-year-old boy who slowly, unwittingly, fed his own mother a poison that would kill her. In the coming years, Thomas would grow to understand what had truly happened this night, how, as an impressionable child, he had been tricked into murdering the woman who had given him life.
Bagdemagus was tempted the wait and watch for the morning, just to hear the cries of anguish.
But there were things to do.
***
Guy Dorr chuckled to himself as he closed the door to his room. The drunkards within Old Slim's Tavern had been easy marks, especially once he fed off their prejudice toward the peasant girl turned Queen. It had been fool's play to distract them and make them fumble their hands at cards. Just an hour or so of the Devil's Game, and Guy's purse was twice as heavy as it had been.
He stepped to the small table upon which sat the oil lamp, and lit the device. Orange shadows painted the walls, flickering back and forth. Guy unstrapped his rapier, draped his cloak across one of the two simple chairs in the room.
It was then that he noticed the bottle of wine and the two goblets set upon the table. Anxiety spiked, and senses were instantly on alert. Snatching up the dagger from its hidden sheath in his boot, he fell into a practiced crouch, searching the shadows of the room. One of them stirred, outlining the form of a tall man with dark, shoulder-length hair.
"You've had a busy night." The voice was dark and seemed to come from the very air around Guy.
"Who are you?" asked Guy, ready to pounce.
The figure stepped into view, letting the light color his surprisingly youthful face. Guy's eyes wandered over the dark coat beneath the cloak, noting the silver buttons and the ivory hilt of an elegant sword. They drifted back up to the confident face, noting the steel-grey eyes, like clouds just before a storm. The figure's arms swept out from beneath the cloak with a slight flourish. He began pulling off his gloves.
"I am the Spectre That Walks," he said with a smirk. "Quite the intimidating title, don't you think?"
Guy swallowed nervously, yet kept his ground. His instincts were on edge in the presence of his unwanted guest. He regarded the man before him warily. "Perhaps," he said. "To children."
Bagdemagus chuckled. "You've nothing to fear from me, Guy Dorr," he said. He showed his hands. "I am unarmed."
Guy's eyes flickered. "Save for that sword at your side, and whatever you may have up your sleeve."
The wizard smiled thinly, and slowly unbuckled his baldric. He let the sheathed sword clamor to the floor and stepped toward the small table. "There. Now you have the advantage."
Guy did not relax. He stared down the wizard along the flat of his dagger. "If you truly are the Spectre," he said. "Then I doubt that is true."
Bagdemagus chuckled and pulled out a chair. Apparently unconcerned about the knife-wielding man, the wizard took a seat and made himself comfortable. He all but ignored Guy as he poured from the bottle, filling both crystalline goblets halfway.
Guy relaxed somewhat and stepped around the opposite side of the table, remaining alert as he looked upon his guest. "What do you want from me?"
Bagdemagus shrugged. "A drink, perhaps?"
Guy arched an eyebrow. "Poison?" he asked.
The wizard smiled and stoppered the bottle. "I would not be so crude. Sit."
Guy hesitated. He was a confidant man, skilled and deadly, yet before a man who had an entire kingdom on alert -- and a claim to such would not be made lightly -- Guy felt suitably chastised. Still, his pride would not fade easily. "Perhaps I will stay as I—"
"Sit."
Guy ground his teeth, but he read the power within Bagdemagus' steel-colored eyes. Reluctantly, he pulled out the other chair and sat. He slapped the dagger onto the table.
Bagdemagus smiled amiably. "I am sure you have many questions wandering through your mind at this moment. 'Is this really he?' 'What does he want with me?' 'What have I done to earn his interest?'"
Guy narrowed his gaze, eyeing the glasses of wine for a moment. "Something like that."
The wizard's gaze was direct and piercing. "Do not doubt for a moment that I am Bagdemagus," he said. "As for what I want . . . well, that is simple. I want your skill, your guile, your . . . curious lack of morality. I want you."
Guy cocked his head in suspicion. "Me."
"Yes. To serve as my vassal. Trust me . . . the rewards will be great."
Guy took a breath, tapping his fingers upon the flat of the dagger. "I don't take orders," he said. "Especially not blindly."
The wizard smirked. "No, of course not. That is why you left the priesthood, is it not? A shame what they did to you . . . ."
Guy ground his teeth. He did not like having his past dredged up so casually. Had his guest been anyone else, they would have found themselves with a dagger in their eye. As it was, Guy found himself struggling to restrain his impulses. "I do not talk about that," he said.
Bagdemagus chuckled. "I am not surprised," he said, then leaned forward, his mirth gone, replaced with fierce malevolence. "Make no mistake, Guy Dorr. From the moment we began this conversation, I have owned you. You have two choices: join with me . . ." he winked with a confident smile. "Or join that hapless poison merchant you slew."
Guy bristled slightly, now knowing at least how long he had been watched. "And . . . should I refuse you?"
In a flash, faster than any mortal man could have acted, Bagdemagus whipped his sword from the floor, jerking on the long tether that Guy had somehow missed. Fluidly, he snapped it into his hand, the tip of the single-edged blade mere inches from Guy's throat. Dispassionately, Bagdemagus stared the younger man down. Guy stiffened, his pulse quickening instantly.
"Then you die," the wizard said simply. "Anonymously, with no friends, no legacy. Nothing more than a body in a tavern."
Guy stared at the tip of the blade, unwavering in the amber light. He knew he could not act before the wizard skewered his throat. But as before, his pride could not let him acquiesce so easily. "Mayhap I will take my chances," he said at last, meeting Bagdemagus' eyes across the length of the sword.
"And what would that accomplish?" asked the wizard. "I am offering you the wealth of a kingdom. Serve as my vassal, and the paltry sums of a pair of vineyards will be nothing compared to what you will enjoy. I can get you inside those walls, I can make you a noble. Could you turn that down? I doubt you are that foolish."
Guy faltered a moment, thinking. The wizard had a point, he had to admit; just days before, Guy had been considering ways to gain entrance to the castle of Vix. Now, Bagdemagus was offering him even more . . . but was the price worth paying?
"I suppose I have no real choice," he said, voicing his thoughts out loud.
Bagdemagus grinned smugly. The sword vanished beneath the level of the table. "Let us have a drink, then, to toast your new position . . . Lord Dorr."
A quick smile tugged at Guy's mouth. "'Lord Dorr,'" he echoed, testing the words. "It has a nice ring."
"That it does," agreed the wizard, taking up one of the glasses. Guy reached for his, then hesitated. Bagdemagus chuckled. "I do not use poison," he said. "That is your purvey, not mine."
Despite the wizard's words, Guy eyed the goblet suspiciously. Yet to refuse the drink now would be insulting, he knew. He would simply have to take the wizard's word that the blood-colored liquid was not laced. Fingers lifted the goblet and brought it to his lips. He inhaled the rich scent, winced slightly in approval.
"Nothing but the best," commented Bagdemagus. He watched over the rim of the goblet as Guy tilted his own to his lips. Both men drank deeply, then set the glasses aside.
"You will need patents of nobility, of course," the wizard said. "We will get started on them tomorrow. They should be as authentic as possible, so the more honest you are about yourself, the better." He drained his glass, then stood and stepped to the scabbard and baldric laying upon the floor. Unconcerned that he turned his back upon Guy, Bagdemagus retrieved the items, sheathed his sword and slipped the baldric across his body.
"I suppose I will need adequate funds to play the part," Guy said, for a moment remembering his dagger. It would be so easy to flick that blade into the wizard's back, he thought . . . .
Bagdemagus turned to face the young rogue. "You'll get what you need," he said dryly. "Oh, by the way." He sneered. "Call it insurance, if you will, but if you betray me, or decide to sneak off, you will never receive the antidote." He headed to the door.
Guy's heart palpitated with anxiety, and he glanced quickly to the bottle of wine. "I thought you said you don't use poison," he said.
Bagdemagus paused at the door. "I don't," he said simply.
Guy frowned. "Then . . . what—"
The wizard winked. "Let us just say that, so long as you prove loyal, you will one day sire children."
Guy's face paled. "You've made me impotent?" he asked chillingly.
The wizard laughed. "Hardly. I saw no reason for that. But if you desire a legacy other than greed and opportunism, I suggest you keep loyalty high on your list of character traits."



The rogue licked his lips slowly, gave a rueful smile. "I suppose you have me, literally, by the balls, then."
Bagdemagus chuckled darkly. "Don't feel ashamed," he said. "I do that with everyone. Even kings." Abruptly, he jerked open the door and stepped through, disappearing from Guy's sight.
Guy shrunk back in his chair with a heavy sigh. There was a part of him that was intimidated, worried, even frightened by the wizard. But if Bagdemagus' word was to be trusted, then Guy had been offered an opportunity that comes nary once in a lifetime. If he played his part -- and kept an eye out for suitable openings and opportunities -- there was much he could learn . . . and earn.
Not to mention the advantages with the ladies that being a Lord would provide . . . .
***
Like a thief in the night, I come, thought Bagdemagus as he slipped from the hidden passage in the castle's kitchens. The air was still warm and humid from the ovens; the aromas of roast pig and duck, of venison and vinegar, lingered in the large chamber. All sounds of revelry had long faded from the castle; the second night of the Queen's week-long birthday celebration had already come to a close.
I wonder how that makes you feel, Evie, all this doting and posturing, all the false praise heaped upon you by so many horny old lords. Do you think they truly care about you, beyond the fact that you rule a kingdom you know little about, and that sweet young body beneath those perfumed dresses?
Bagdemagus paused, tearing a piece of bread from a large loaf, dipping it within a concoction of olive oil and herbs left behind by a kitchen servant. He popped the morsel in his mouth, dusted his fingers as he headed for the doors.
Not that you will really have to worry about it for long, my sweet . . . .
***
The manor of the castle was largely reserved for the Royal Family and whichever important officials the regent deemed important enough to always have on hand. But a few officials earned their chambers in the castle manor through their station. Men like the Lord Chamberlain, for instance, and Benedict.
And Stephano, the Captain of the Guard.
The route Bagdemagus took through the ground floor of the manor was a practiced one; for days now, the Captain's door had been a regular visit. And, as with all those previous visits, no one -- not even the sentries in the corridor -- noticed the wizard's presence. Confidently, Bagdemagus took the key he had crafted from his belt, turned the lock in the Captain's chamber door. He closed it quietly behind him once he was within.
The room -- small, spartan, typical of a soldier -- reeked with the odors of alcohol and unwashed flesh. The burly Captain slumbered upon his bed, still clad in the fine crimson coat and dark leggings he had worn that night to the ball. His mouth hung open beneath a thick mustache, and the rumbling snore curling out from his throat filled the air.
Bagdemagus wasted no time. He slipped a glittering crystal, affixed to a chain, from the pouch on his belt and snapped his fingers. "By the dragon's breath, awaken," he intoned.
Abruptly, Stephano's eyes snapped open. He smacked dry, alcohol-burned lips, then sat up, staring blankly forward, ready to receive commands. Bagdemagus grinned. Such an easy mind, he thought, then dangled the crystal before the Captain's face.
"You will respond only to my voice," began the wizard, watching Stephano's eyes following the crystal. "You believe my word to be that of God, and you will obey."
"Yes, my Lord God," muttered Stephano, his speech slurred.
"You have learned well," continued Bagdemagus. "As such, you have earned a reward. The greatest glory a warrior of God could earn."
Stephano grinned drunkenly. "I have waited for this, O Lord."
"I know you have. So here is your mission, and you will not fail save for the breath leaving your body. Tomorrow night, on the Queen's birthday, you shall make a very special gesture . . . ."
***
Evelyn's arm vibrated under the strain as she held the bowstring back, sighting along the slim, straight shaft of the arrow. The straw target, formed to resemble the silhouette of a man, stood upon a pole a good sixty yards down the range.
A slight breeze stirred Evie's hair, making a strand fall over her eye. On the first day of her archery training, she would have flinched; now, she remained steady and focused. The leather strapped to her first and middle fingers crinkled slightly in her ear. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her upper lip. Then—
Twang! Faster than her eye could follow, the deadly shaft was released, arcing in the air toward the target. She watched the target shudder amidst a small explosion of straw.
Beside her, Prince Drest grinned, eyes narrowed as he peered down the range. "A fine shot, my Queen," he said.
Evelyn lowered the bow with a self-satisfied smile. She worked her arm, clenched and unclenched her fist. "I just may be getting the hang of this," she said, following Drest as he marched down the grassy slope toward the trio of targets.
Cedric and a pair of guardsmen were on watch off to the side, the young knight looking perfectly at home within the saddle of the roan mare he had named Justice. His new station had many perks;: rooms in the castle manor, armor, and a horse. With his chainmail shirt and studded leather gauntlets and boots, Sir Cedric struck a respectable figure indeed.
How knighthood suits you, my friend, Evelyn thought with a smile. She returned her attention to Drest as they reached the target. For whatever reasons, she felt safe with these two men -- perhaps the most important in her life -- watching over her.
Especially Drest . . . .
Her heart fluttered a moment, looking upon him, once more recalling the feel of his hands, the taste of his lips, the sweet, delicious pleasure he had evoked from her when his mouth had touched her nipple . . . she shuddered, feeling her cheeks flush. The idea of sexual arousal had always been academic to her. Yet now . . . she'd had a brief taste, and now was keenly aware that she hungered for more.
Much more.
At the moment, however, Drest was admiring the placement of the Queen's arrow, which had nearly penetrated through the straw dummy's neck. Only the feathered end was protruding. The shaft had neatly split the wood of the post holding the construct up.
"An excellent shot," Drest commented. "A bit high, though."
Evelyn wrinkled her brow. "I was aiming for the head," she said.
Drest raised an eyebrow in interest. "From that distance . . . you aimed for the head?"
Evelyn shrugged. "Why not?"
Drest smiled in wonderment. "The chest is a larger target, especially from sixty yards," he said. "Master archers never aim for the head at such a distance."
Evie's face soured. "So . . . that was wrong?" she asked.
Drest laughed. "Look at the placement, Evie! I thought you had aimed for the heart, and the shaft fell five inches above! But you aimed for the head . . . the arrow fell less than three inches below your target. That is astounding, milady."
Evelyn smiled slowly, feeling her chest swell with pride. "So much for the idea that a woman cannot be a soldier."
Drest chuckled, rolling his shoulders. "Perhaps those ancient stories about shield maidens have some basis in fact," he remarked.
Evie frowned. "Shield maidens?"
Drest took a breath, silent for a moment as he thought. "There are . . . myths," he said. "Stories, really, that the most renowned of the ancient kings were guarded not by men, but women. Fierce warrior-women called Shield Maidens. Loyal in the extreme, chaste to all men, their only desire was to serve and protect their liege unto death."
Evie smirked, catching Drest's eyes. "'Chaste to all men?'" she asked. "That does not sound like fun."
For a moment, Drest simply enjoyed the attentions of this beautiful woman. His mind drifted back, two evenings before, remembering the sighs and moans, the needy whimpers . . . and the meeting with Bagdemagus afterward. His face fell.
Evelyn was quick to notice. Impulsively, she touched the Prince's arm. "You're thinking about him," she said, her tone almost accusatory.
Drest ground his teeth, looking away. He reached for the shaft of the arrow lodged within the straw dummy. "It bothers me, what he said," he growled, then jerked the arrow free. "Why . . . why would he care that you remain . . . pure?"
Evelyn sighed heavily. Her anger spiked, faster than ever before. "And I wonder why I cannot have a conversation with anyone without that damnable bastard being brought up!"
Drest snapped his attention back to her. "Because you are the Queen," he said simply. "And duty often brings more grief than comfort."
Evelyn seethed, trembling as she tried to control her emotions. The intensity was frightening to her. "I never asked to be Queen," she said, her voice quivering. "I never wanted it. Curse me for being King Richard's only—" she stopped as Drest suddenly loomed over her, clasping his hand over her mouth.
"Don't say it, Evie," he said firmly, warningly. He brought his face close, so that his own breath warmed the hand that covered Evie's mouth. "Don't even think it. Would you really give up everything? The castle? The lands? The people?"
Evelyn angrily slapped the Prince's hand away, yet her ire was already fading. "I'd never give up my people," she snapped.
Drest smiled slowly. "Only a true Queen would see them as 'my people,'" she said. "Blue blood runs through your veins, Evie. You cannot deny that. Becoming Queen was your destiny."
She stared fiercely into Drest's eyes. "Destiny?" she quipped. "And was that destiny forged by God, or Bagdemagus?"
The Prince frowned. "I don't understand."
Evelyn sighed heavily, turning away. She took a few steps, feeling the grass tickle her partially-exposed calves beneath the dress she wore. The quiver at her hip slapped gently at her thigh. She plucked on the bowstring as she turned about and faced Drest once again.
"Benedict," she said, then paused, searching for words.
"What about him?" asked Drest.
Evelyn breathed in. "He told me some things . . . things that make sense," she said. "I am my father's only child. And of six wives, at that. Doesn't that seem strange?"
Drest frowned, thinking. "I . . . I mean, we always assumed that other children were stillborn, or succumbed to crib death, or other such—"
"No," Evelyn said, her voice firm. "King Richard never sired anything, not even a still-born corpse, after me. Bagdemagus did something to him, he made him . . . invirile. Some blasted spell or potion or whatnot. This is all his design. My entire bloody life has been his design!"
Drest watched her, his tortured Queen, at the same time absorbing what she has said. He stepped forward and took her in his arms, feeling her folding against him. His arms were tight about her as Evie shuddered, crying into his shoulder. He kissed her temple, ran his fingers through her long, sun-kissed hair.
"It's not the truth, Evie," he whispered. "You know it isn't."
"But it is," she lamented, digging her fingers into his coat, clutching him.
Drest smiled despite the circumstances. "No. No, it isn't. Think about it. If your life was already planned, why is the wizard taking so many chances? There is salvation for you, my Queen. Together, we will find it. I promise you."
Evie rubbed her face against Drest's coat, then lifted her swollen, red-ringed eyes. "Tell me again," she whispered.
Drest touched her cheek, gazed into Evelyn's captivating eyes. "Which part?" he asked with a smile.
She managed a slight smile. "The 'together' part," she responded.
Drest only smiled, and canted his head, bringing his lips toward hers. Evelyn whimpered softly, and gave in readily to the kiss, pulling herself more tightly against the man who had become so important in her life, so needed and trusted. Within the depths of her mind, Evelyn prayed that trust was being well-placed.
With some effort, Drest broke the kiss and settled his forehead against hers as they recovered their breath. "'Twould be unseemly," he said.
Evelyn suddenly laughed. "Then . . . mayhap we should return to the castle . . . and my chambers."
Drest caught his breath, feeling uncomfortable in his breeches. "For a Queen," he said breathlessly. "You are quite a vixen."
Evelyn grinned, and nipped at his chin. "It is my birthday," she breathed. "I am entitled to a wish."
Drest struggled to control himself. His hands wandered across Evelyn's back. "And what do you wish?"
Evelyn pushed back abruptly, her face glowing, eyes almost glazed with arousal. "Come to my chambers, after the ball," she said, then licked her lip. "And perhaps I shall let you know."
Drest watched after the virgin Queen as she headed back up the slope. He could not help but admire the shape of her body, the hidden pleasures beneath those few layers of linen. But the Queen of Vix, he knew, was nothing like a scullery maid or wanton country girl. Despite her humble beginnings, Evelyn possessed natural grace and poise. For all her complaints, she was more a regent born than even Drest's own aged father.
A woman deserving of respect, thought Drest, starting up the hill behind her.
***
There was only one person in all of Vix who would enter his chambers without first knocking, Drest knew, and she came calling just as he was fastening the topmost button of his coat.
Viviane slid up behind him with a sultry smile and a faint purr in her voice, reaching her arms around her half-brother to help affix the last silver button. Her face sat upon his right shoulder in the mirror, smirking as always, her impressive bosom pressed to his back. She had a glow about her, suggestive of a recent coupling. Drest wondered who the lucky man had been.
"Do you remember, little brother?" she cooed softly, slowly smoothing her hands down his toned chest. "That first night, when I came to you?"
Drest ground his teeth. "I try not to," he said.
Viviane's smile faltered for a moment, then returned. Her hands wandered further, toward her half-brother's waist. "You cannot deny the past, you know."
Drest closed his eyes, feeling a surge of arousal running through his veins. He fought against it. He knew of Viviane's strange power, her ability to goad even the most uninterested of men into her bed. He attributed her ability to the questionable circumstances of her birth. It was popular rumor in the Kingdom of Ural that King Oren had entertained a sorceress as a lover . . . and that their union had resulted in Viviane. Not much of a stretch to think that Viviane may have inherited something from her.
Drest reached for his sister's hands and pulled them away, then turned to face her. His eyes bore into hers. "Funny you should say that, sister," he said with a wry smile. "Ever since arriving here in Vix, I have learned that one's past is not a measure of their true self. A person's actions define who they are, in the here and now."
Viviane's eyes darkened. "Do not forget who brought you here, baby brother."
Drest suddenly laughed. "If it had not been you, it would have been another," he said. His smile vanished. "Now, if you don't mind, I have to make an appearance for my Queen."
He stepped away, and Viviane watched him, feeling jealousy stab at her heart with razor-sharp edges. "Do you really think she is 'your' queen?" she called. "Watch your steps, and your heart, little brother! And don't forget who and what you are!"
Drest did not respond, though the struggle within was telling upon his face as he jerked open the door, then slammed it closed behind him.
***
"Monsignor?"
The page's voice was muted amongst the book-lined shelves in the library. The smell of age and wisdom was as palpable as the dust, making the young man wrinkle his nose. He hesitated before stepping deeper amongst the stacks; very few were allowed within the royal library, and while he had official business, the page felt that he was somewhere he did not belong.
"Lord Alistair?" he called again, using the Lord Chamberlain's name this time. Still no response. Taking a breath, hoping he would be forgiven for any transgressions, the page entered the library.
This place is a maze, the young man thought, peripherally looking at the gilded titles on some of the leather bindings. He peered at one more closely as it caught his eye. "The Collected Works of The Fool," he read, then stepped back with a frown. "Why would someone read a fool's work?"
"Not a fool, but the Fool," responded an aged, deep voice. The page gasped, startled, and slapped a hand over his chest. "One the most celebrated poets of all time."
The page looked upon the jowled, bearded face of the head of Vix's clergy. He was not a tall man, but he had presence due to his age, wisdom, and station. The spiritual advisor for King Richard, and the king before him, Lord Alistair now served Lady Evelyn. He was one of the few who did not seem either impressed or irritated by the new Queen.
"Forgive me, Excellency," the page said with a short bow.
"Ignorance is not to be forgiven," growled the elder. "Rather, replaced with wisdom."
"Er . . . yes, of course," replied the young man as he straightened. "I was sent to inform you that the birthday celebration is soon to begin."
The Chamberlain worked his thick, pale lips a moment and grunted in assent. "Good, good," he said. "I have uncovered something that the Queen must see, at any rate." He clutched an old, tattered-looking libram to his body. He gestured to the page. "Lead on, good man."
***
Violins, cellos, clarinets, horns and drums filled the air with sound that mingled with the hubbub of a hundred different conversations. While there was not enough space in the ballroom for all of Vix -- and it seemed that few villagers had refused the Queen's unprecedented invitation -- it certainly seemed as if the entire kingdom had turned out in honor of their Queen, to celebrate her birth.
Evelyn smiled, truly touched nearly to the point of weeping, at the sight of lords and ladies mingling with blacksmiths and butchers. There had been quite a bite of rancor at first, but now, three days into the week-long celebration, acceptance had taken hold. Still, it was obvious that nobility kept to one side of the room, commoners to the other. But that was little matter. They were all there, and that was important.
"It seems you have decided to accept the love of your people," Muriel commented as she stepped up beside her Queen in the balcony that overlooked the ballroom.
Evelyn rolled her eyes and gave her mother's handmaiden a wry smile. "If, by that, you mean am I ready to enjoy being the center of attention, then yes."
Muriel returned the smile. "About damn time," she remarked, then glanced past the Queen. "Rebecca."
Evelyn's handmaiden stepped from the crimson folds of the curtains that flanked either side of the balcony. The young woman was well aware that many in the kingdom did not now trust her, and despised their scrutiny. Of all within Vix, there were only two she was truly comfortable with: the Queen, and Cedric. But others, like Muriel, she at least respected.
"Muriel," the girl said, then curtsied for her Queen. "Milady."
"Inform the Chamberlain that the Queen is ready to bask in her glory," she said, giving Evelyn a smirk.
Rebecca's cheeks colored slightly with anxiety. Since her interrogation at the hands of Benedict and his goons, and her resulting pardon from the Queen, Rebecca had been reluctant to go anywhere on her own. However, it was her station to follow instructions, and she accepted that.
"Hold," Evelyn said. She gave Muriel a look as she spoke. "I want Rebecca beside me all night. Find a page."



Muriel nodded slowly, understanding. "Of course," she said, then turned and stepped from the balcony.
"My Queen—" Rebecca began.
"Rebecca," Evelyn said in a firm tone. "Do not say what you are thinking. I know you wonder as to your loyalties, as to what others think of you. I admit, I do feel a bit leery in your presence."
Rebecca blushed in shame. "I wish I could answer your questions," she said in a mournful voice.
"But you cannot. It is not your fault. The wizard charmed you, of that I am sure. I know little of magic, but from what I understand, there are few minds that can resist it's effects. There is no shame in being seduced by a man like Bagdemagus."
Rebecca trembled slightly, her eyes swelling with tears. "But I . . . I dishonored my station. A handmaiden is to remain chaste for at least as long as her Queen."
Evelyn felt a sympathetic stirring in her heart. She took Rebecca's hands and gazed into her handmaiden's eyes. "There is naught that can be done about the past," she said. "The wizard took you, and for that I am truly sorry. But, as I am your Queen, I say this with all conviction . . ."
Rebecca breathed in, waiting . . . hoping.
"I trust you," Evelyn finished, her words emphatic. "You are my handmaiden, and you will stand beside me, at all times. Is that understood?"
Rebecca fought back her tears. Pride swirled through her. Pride, and affirmation. Her hands squeezed Evelyn's. "Yes, my Queen," she said with a shaking voice. "I shall not fail you again."
Evelyn smiled. "You didn't the first time."
Rebecca smiled, sniffled, blinked away a few tears. "You have no idea what that means to me, milady."
The Queen beamed. This is what my station means, she thought. "Now, buck up," she said with a smile. "I'll need you to help fend off some of those stuffy old lords who seek to woo me."
Rebecca laughed, and quickly wiped her eyes. "Of course, my Queen. Although, if I may, I suspect there is one you do not wish to see fended off."
Evelyn blushed briefly. "Perhaps," she responded coyly. "But then, he is neither stuffy nor old."
Rebecca smiled knowingly, gestured to the archway that lead from the balcony. "After you, my Queen," she said.
***
The cacophony started from the rear of the crowd that filled the ballroom. Evelyn stood, Rebecca on one side, Muriel on the other, within a circle formed by the crowd. All about the Queen were grinning faces and applauding hands. Nobles stood shoulder-to-shoulder with those they ruled. Evelyn could not think of a finer moment in her life.
The crowd parted before her, and a large cart was revealed, topped with the most immense cake Evelyn had ever seen. Pushed by a doughty woman clad in a white apron over her dress, the cake blazed with candles that cast a golden glow in all directions. Reflexively, Evelyn clasped her hands over her mouth, touched, awed, and chastened by the display.
"My finest work, my Queen," declared the middle-aged woman with beaming pride. "I have awaited this day all my life."
Evelyn's face contorted with emotion, touched beyond measure. "Oh, Mrs. Goldfield," she managed to say. "It's beautiful!"
Mrs. Goldfield grinned. "I suppose it goes without saying that I now forgive you for stealing all those pastries from my shop when you were a child."
Laughter filled the room, not the least of which was Evelyn's. The Queen approached the baker and hugged her tightly. "Thank you," she said.
Mrs. Goldfield looked the Queen in the eye. "You do us proud, Evie," she whispered, then kissed the young woman's cheeks in turn.
Evelyn pulled away, looking around at the faces that surrounded her. Some she recognized from the village, others were lords and ladies she had come to know. Nearly all were smiling, even if some such expressions were plainly forced. Not all the nobility had come to accept a peasant queen, after all.
Then came a voice, deep, commanding, rich and filled with purpose: "'And within the great garden, the first mother bore forth the first child, and the world rejoiced.'"
All laughter, applause and conversation stopped as heads turned and the sea of bodies parted for the arrival of Alistair, Lord Chamberlain. His luxurious robes swept the floor with each step as he approached the Queen, stopping several paces before her. He held an ancient book beneath his left arm.
"My Queen," he said with reverence, his weary eyes smiling. He gave her a nod, then raised his voice and addressed those around them.
"On this day, nineteen years ago, a miracle was born into our midst. Every birth is a miracle, just as is every sunrise and every flutter of a sparrow's wings. But this birth . . . the day our Queen was brought into the world . . . is truly a miracle. Her radiance, her wisdom, her skill will guide us all." He faced Evelyn with a reverent smile. "Hail to the Queen. Hail Evelyn."
"HAIL EVELYN!"
Evelyn touched the base of her throat, meeting the eyes of friends and strangers. For a moment, at least, thoughts of the wizard and the dangers he posed were absent from her mind. For a moment, she was not the Queen, but just a happy young woman.
"Thank you, Lord Chamberlain," she managed to say, her voice choked with emotion. "Thank you, everyone."
Muriel touched her arm, bringing Evie's attention back to the cake. Evelyn laughed, beckoned to her handmaiden. Rebecca understood right away, and bent over beside her queen. Taking deep breaths, the two young women blew out the candles to the applause of nobility and commoners alike.
Drest stepped from the crowd, extending his hand to Evelyn. "May I have the honor of my Queen's first dance?"
Evelyn smiled broadly, demurely taking the Prince's hand. The crowd moved back, and music began to fill the air. Evelyn smiled sweetly upon her Prince as he swept her about the room. Other couples quickly paired off, inspired by the obviously blossoming romance between their Queen and the future King of Ural. While there was many a sour look upon a lord's face, few could deny that Drest and Evelyn made a dashing couple.
"Enjoying your birthday, my Queen?" Drest asked as they moved gracefully across the floor.
Evelyn beamed. "Immensely," she declared, conscious of her breasts rubbing against the Prince's torso. The low hum of arousal she had been enjoying all day began mounting, eliciting a flicker of heat within her. "Especially since, as it is my birthday, I am entitled to a wish."
Drest smiled, holding her close as he carried her about temporarily lifting the Queen off her feet and making her giggle like a girl. "And what would that wish be?"
Evelyn was quiet a moment, staring into Drest's eyes. She could easily see herself spending a few hours within those deep blue pools, her fingers entangling in those thick blonde locks . . . she shuddered, feeling the blush rise in her cheeks. "Perhaps another taste of what you offered the other night?"
Despite his attempt to remain composed, Drest faltered a bit in his steps, nearly stumbling. He was blushing as well as he caught himself, keeping them both from tumbling to the floor. "Evie," he said, captivated by her glittering hazel orbs. "I very nearly went too far. I would think it best if we waited for marriage."
Evelyn grinned. "Is that your proposal, then?" she kidded.
Drest's eyes bulged. "Wh-what? No! Of . . . of course not!" he stammered. "I could certainly do better than that!" He stopped as he realized Evelyn was laughing. Slowly, he shook his head with a rueful smile. "Mayhap that is enough dancing for the moment."
Evelyn tittered. "As you wish," she said, gesturing to a circulating steward. The young man approached with his tray of champagne flutes, and the Queen took two from the tray. "Perhaps a toast, then."
Drest chuckled and accepted the flute. "To what shall we toast?"
Evelyn lightly touched the rim of her glass to Drest's. "How about . . . new experiences?"
Drest took a breath, controlling his burgeoning arousal, and said nothing as he and Evelyn sipped. Nothing needed to be said, not with the way their eyes were speaking.
***
Near the buffet table, Cedric and Rebecca were both keeping an eye on the Queen as well as indulging in pate and roasted boar. Rebecca felt more than comfortable beside Cedric; aside from being her hero, the young knight was now her lover as well. She found that she could not be close to him without touching his arm, his side, or settling a hand to his back. The more she spent time with him, the less she thought of Bagdemagus . . . even though she was aware that, for some reason, she still desired the wizard.
"I think they look good together, Cedric," Rebecca whispered as she watched the Prince and Queen stray from the dance floor.
Cedric smiled with a nod. "Aye," he agreed. "We may be calling him King before long."
Rebecca swooned as images flashed in her mind. "Oh, it will be such a beautiful wedding," she said. "I can just see this entire hall bedecked in silken curtains and flowers of all colors . . . the finest brass pitchers and vases, everyone in their finest linen . . . ."
Cedric watched Rebecca's beautiful face as she spoke, watched how her eyes glazed wistfully. "Perhaps your own will be as splendid," he said.
Rebecca lowered her eyes with an admonished look. "I may live and serve within the castle, but I am still just a peasant."
Cedric touched her chin, lifting her face until their eyes met. "You are not 'just' anything, Rebecca," he said meaningfully. "As far as I am concerned, you are everything the Queen is."
The handmaiden swallowed nervously, at the same time feeling a quickening of her heart. "Cedric, you shouldn't say such things," she warned, looking around nervously. "Not out loud, at any rate."
Cedric smiled, and leaned in. "Then perhaps I should whisper it to you . . . ." his lips brushed Rebecca's cheek, then suddenly moved to her lips. The kiss was brief -- anything more would have been scandalous -- yet pulled a soft moan of longing from Rebecca's throat. Impulsively, she touched Cedric's arm, pulling him closer.
"Um, excuse me, sir knight."
Cedric instantly looked away from Rebecca, seeing one of the castle guards before him. The man -- a few years Cedric's senior, at least -- noted the way the handmaiden clutched the knight. He wondered as to the young knight's loyalty, but only for a moment; his duty was to serve, not question.
"There is a matter which the Captain believes you might be needed for. Will you follow me?"
Cedric nodded slowly, gave a quick smile to Rebecca. "Rejoin the Queen," he said, then stepped away, his left hand automatically falling to the scabbard of his sword. He addressed the guardsman. "Lead the way."
***
The man at the castle doors was handsome and distinguished, clad in the tell-tale dark blue coat of a lord of Ural, homeland of the Prince. He appeared none too impatient, and was even joking with the guardsmen as Cedric approached him. The lord was tall, and something about him bespoke either confidence or nefariousness. Cedric was not sure which.
The man smiled approvingly upon Cedric's appearance. "So the rumors are true!" he exclaimed and bowed slightly. "The Knights of Vix have returned."
Cedric suppressed his pride. "And you are?"
Captain Stephano stepped in before the man could respond. "He claims to be Lord Dorr, of Ural—"
"I am Lord Dorr," the dignitary replied, giving Stephano a curt look.
The Captain bristled slightly and held out a sealed letter for Cedric. "Considering your . . . station, and how close you are to the Queen," he said. "I thought it might be prudent for you to see this. Lord Dorr claims to have important information for our lady."
Cedric frowned, feeling more than a little out of his element as he turned over the letter in his hands. He was a soldier, a knight, a cobbler's son . . . he knew little of the ways of nobles, even if he was, technically, one of them now. Yet, he understood that this was his world, now.
"May I?" Cedric asked the lord.
Guy nodded. "Of course."
"He insisted that only a noble be allowed to open the letter," explained the Captain with noticeable disdain. His lips curled in a sarcastic sneer. "Naturally, I thought of you."
Cedric let Stephano's comment go. He knew little of the man, and what he had learned painted the picture of a petty, domineering, spiteful man who had reached the pinnacle of his station and envied those above him. Instead, the young knight focused upon the letter. He slipped his finger beneath the seal, severing it, and unfolded the parchment. His eyes darkened instantly as he read, his jaw tightened.
"You have evidence of this?" he asked at last, not looking up.
"I do," said Lord Dorr. He kept his eyes trained upon the young knight, ignoring the confused looks of Captain Stephano and the other guards.
Cedric folded the letter closed and rested his gaze upon the Uralian lord. "You couldn't have picked a worse day," he commented.
Guy gave a small, apologetic smile. "I had wished to arrive yesterday," he said. "Alas, the road was a bit treacherous."
Cedric nodded. "Follow me," he said simply, and turned back toward the doors.
Guy smiled. "Of course," he said, and stepped in behind the knight.
Stephano watched with suspicious eyes as the two men entered the castle keep. He tapped the hilt of his sword restlessly.
"What's going on, Captain?" asked a young guardsman.
Stephano fumed quietly. "I intend to find out," he growled, then started after the two men.
***
Cedric hated what he was doing. This was Evie's time, her one moment to enjoy simply being herself . . . yet, here he was, about to ruin that with 'official business.' But that was his job. And Evie's, as well.
He found her, standing with Drest and Rebecca amongst a group of other nobles, some of whom flirted with her even as she stood close to Drest and touched him casually. Cedric's expression was dark and foreboding, which the Queen noticed right away.
"Cedric, what is it?" she asked, instantly feeling dread enter her heart.
The knight stopped, bowed before his queen and friend. "Milady, I have urgent news," he said, holding out the letter.
Evelyn frowned, looking to the folded parchment. She was afraid to take it. She knew something like this was going to happen, she simply knew it . . . .
Recognizing Evelyn's reticence, Drest reached for the letter. "Allow me, my Queen," he said.
Cedric snapped the letter back, giving a short, glaring look to the Prince. "It is for the Queen," he said firmly.
Drest frowned. "But it is open. Have you read it?"
Cedric said nothing, but his eyes betrayed a sudden dislike for the Prince. He looked to Evelyn. "It is for you," he said.
Steeling herself, Evelyn took the letter and opened it. Her features colored, and her lips quivered as she read. A thick swallow betrayed her fear, as well as the sudden swelling in her eyes. For a long moment, she said nothing, even after she had finished digesting the contents of the letter. At last, she folded it closed, her movements slow and deliberate.
"Evie?" asked Drest, concerned.
Her jaw worked a moment. "I . . . I need to be alone," she said.
Drest's concern grew. "Evelyn," he said, touching her shoulder. "Tell me what it is."
"She cannot, my Prince," came a new voice. All eyes looked to see Lord Dorr as he stepped around Cedric. His eyes flickered to Drest's for a moment before settling upon the Queen. "I wish I had not come at such a time. But this news could not wait, Queen Evelyn."
She shuddered as she nodded. "I understand," she said. "Forgive my rudeness, sir . . .?"
"Dorr. Lord Guy Dorr," he said, kneeling and bowing with reverence saved only for queens and kings.
Evelyn sighed, mildly flustered at the display. "Please, rise," she said impatiently. "I . . . thank you for this news. Forgive my rudeness, Lord Dorr, but I feel I must retire."
Drest looked back and forth between Evie, Cedric, and this newcomer. While he recognized the coat and trappings upon Lord Dorr as being from his homeland, he did not recognize the man. Not that he felt he should. There were many nobles and vassals in Ural whom he had never met, nor heard of.
But what bothered him was the suddenly suspicious look in Cedric's eyes, and the abrupt coldness of the Queen. He felt instantly that the contents of the letter had something to do with him . . . but he could not imagine what it might have been.
"Evelyn—" he began as she stepped away.
She shot him a look. "No," she said simply, reaching for Rebecca. Her eyes lingered upon Drest's for a long moment, conveying pain and disappointment, before she turned away and let her handmaiden lead her away.
Drest watched them retreat for a moment, then whirled about, facing Dorr. "Who are you?" he asked forcefully. "And tell me what was in that letter!"
Guy stood impassive, regarding the Prince as he would any common soldier or laborer. "I cannot do that," he said. "And if you understand anything about the Office of the Magistrate, my Prince, you would not question me further."
Drest gritted his teeth. The Magistrate . . . always at odds with the dictates of the King, always meddling, always . . . confounding things. Drest suddenly understood, and straightened, giving Dorr a haughty look. "Very well," he said. "Enjoy your games . . . sir."
Guy smirked. "And you, yours, my Prince," he responded with the same level of sarcasm.
Cedric watched the play between the two men, then as Drest stomped off. He turned to Dorr. "Would you care to share with me what that was all about?"
Guy pursed his lips around a self-congratulatory smile. He had fulfilled the first part of his mission for Bagdemagus with relative ease. His dark eyes settled on Cedric's. "Do not be offended, young lord," he said. "But you have already seen too much. This is a matter for the Queen."
Cedric stepped close, choosing his words carefully. "The accusation in that letter . . . you said you have proof of it?"
Guy said nothing. He simply stared evenly into Cedric's eyes.
Cedric looked away with a disgusted sigh.
***
Evelyn's distress overwhelmed her once Rebecca had lead her to the hallway from the ballroom. With an anguished cry, she fell against the wall, beating her fists upon it. Rebecca stared at first, not knowing what to say or do as her Queen moaned and wailed. But, as Evelyn's legs gave way and she began to sink to her knees, Rebecca was quick to act, wrapping her arms around her Queen and keeping her upright.
"Come, my Queen," Rebecca urged. "Not here. Not where you can be seen—"
"I don't care!" Evelyn cried, her face streaked with tears, eyes swollen. "To Hell with them! All of them!"
"My Queen! Please!"
Evelyn stared at her handmaiden a moment, seeing the curious faces of nobles and commoners further down the hall. Though she hated it, she was aware of the need to 'keep up appearances.'
"Fine," she hissed, and stormed toward the stairs, gathering her skirts as she did so. Rebecca ran to keep up, and their heels clicked and clacked upon the marble steps. Torches in sconces flickered and wavered, coating the halls and steps in an ochre-like glow.
"My Queen!"
Evelyn faltered at the deep-voiced cry, and stopped halfway up the steps. She looked back, just as Rebecca reached her. Her handmaiden also looked back.
Stephano, Captain of the Guard, stood at the foot of the stairs, his face stoic and almost alien. He gripped the scabbard of his sword with his left hand, slowly reached for the hilt with his right. The gesture was quietly intimidating, and filled Evelyn's heart with dread.
"There is one other matter we need to discuss," he intoned, setting his foot upon the first step.
"Um . . . perhaps it could wait," the Queen said, feeling Rebecca's hand squeeze her own.



"Mistress," whispered the handmaiden in her ear. Rebecca's voice was heavy with fear.
"Stay strong," snapped Evelyn.
Below them, Stephano sneered, drawing his blade with a long scrape of metal upon metal. "I'm afraid I must insist."
"Oh, God," muttered Evelyn, feeling real fear grip her heart. She turned about, ready to run up the stairs, but two more guardsmen stood at the head of the steps, also with blades drawn. Their faces were malevolent and without mercy.
"Evelyn!" sputtered Rebecca in fear, also spying the two guardsmen.
"Strong," repeated Evelyn, clutching Rebecca tightly to her, drawing upon the girl's fleeing strength as much as she hoped to feed her handmaiden some of her own. "Stay strong."
"But . . . how?" lamented Rebecca.
Evelyn suddenly smiled, a mad, reckless smile. "Because we are not alone," she said, then took a deep breath and screamed, as loud as she could: "CEDRIC!"
***
Even above the buzz of conversation in the ballroom, above the music and occasional laughter, above the thoughts tumbling about in his head, Cedric could hear the faint cry. While many around him seemed to have deaf ears, the young knight did not. Instantly, Cedric was on guard, his eyes wild, reflexes on alert.
"Evie," he said anxiously.
Beside him, Guy perked. "Hmm?"
The knight shot the Uralian lord a look. "My Queen needs me," he said simply, then bolted, pushing his way through the crowd, not caring about subtlety or courtesy. "John! Sir John! To the north stairs!"
Guy watched after the enthusiastic young knight, and noticed as well as another man -- clad in hardened leather marked with polished studs, sword at his side -- broke away from a buxom young blonde and headed for the broad double doors at the far end of the room. Cries of distress and anger trailed beyond both he and Cedric as they barged their way through in the service of their Queen.
Guy took a breath, readying himself, and set aside his glass of wine. And so, here it is, he thought, moving forward through the crowd, picking up speed as he followed the two knights.
***
As Cedric threw open the doors, he took in the scene before him in less than a heartbeat: Captain Stephano, advancing up the stairs, sword in hand, and two more guardsmen at the top, slowly making their way down. And in the middle were the Queen and Rebecca, holding onto each other for support. Cedric noted the looks of relief upon their faces as they saw him. He gave them a grim nod.
"Stephano!"
The Captain stopped, turned about on the stairs, even as the two at the top hesitated as well. Stephano sneered at Cedric, then upon John as the second Knight of Vix burst through the doors. His eyes seemed blank, almost glassy.
"Oh, how touching. Two young pups coming to save the bitch from slaughter," Stephano hissed.
Together, as if practiced, Cedric and John drew their swords and aimed the points toward the Captain. "If there is to be slaughter, it will be yours, and that of your cohorts," vowed Cedric.
Stephano laughed. "Oh, I think not," he cried haughtily, and snapped his fingers.
Peripherally, Cedric and John noted the entrance of two more guards, from their left and right, down the halls that surrounded the ballroom. The two young men exchanged a quick glance.
"Take the guards first?" asked John heatedly.
"No," responded Cedric. "Stephano. He threatens the Queen."
"Five to one," commented John anxiously. "Not the best of odds."
Cedric grinned. "Who said being a knight was easy?" he asked rhetorically, then bellowed in challenge.
Together, Cedric and John charged the Captain, blades whirling, calling upon all they had learned in their few days of training. Both gifted, and strong in both body and spirit, they hoped their talents would be enough.
Stephano was an experienced soldier, however, and recognized that the charge of the two knights was more bravado than anything else. Taking advantage of his higher ground upon the steps, he slashed at the two men, knocking their blades aside. Sparks flew as metal struck metal. With practiced moves, he held back the strikes of the knights as his own faithful men rushed forward.
"I'm not impressed!" cried Stephano, deflecting the whirling blades of his foes. "Our Queen would have done better than to elevate a childhood friend and a stable-boy to knighthood!"
As they fought, John heard the heavy bootfalls of the other two guardsmen coming up behind them. Their impromptu plan of stopping Stephano was not going to work they way they had hoped. "Cedric!" he called.
Without a word, Cedric whirled, his blade dancing off Stephano's with a shower of sparks, and faced a charging guardsman. With a valiant cry and ferocious style, he hurled himself toward the man, quickly hammering upon the guardsman's upturned blade.
The guardsman grunted, stumbling back, finding himself instantly upon the defensive beneath Cedric's fierce attack. He parried and blocked, shuffling his feet backward as Cedric advanced. He managed a few thrusts and strikes of his own, but the young knight's natural skill was obviously greater than his own.
With a feint, a parry, and a low, whirling crouch, Cedric came up under the guard of his opponent, and thrust his blade home. Steel split flesh and bone, forcing a quick spurt of blood as the point of Cedric's blade tore through the guardsman's torso. The guardsman's limbs fell limp; he sagged to the floor, his life pouring out of him.
Cedric gritted his teeth at the sight and jerked his blade free. He whipped his head about, watching as John cut down his own foe with a trio of quick slashes that rent through cloth, flesh, and bone. John's foe pitched face-forward to the ground, still quivering, yet no longer a threat.
The two knights nodded to one another, then returned their attention to the stairs.
***
Prince Drest had heard the cries, on his way to his chambers. The shrill scream torn from Evelyn's lungs had made his decision for him, and he found himself running full-tilt through the halls toward the source.
Emerging from a second-floor hallway, sword in hand, Drest took in the scene quickly; two guardsmen, swords in hand, moving down the stairs toward a cowering Evelyn and her handmaiden, while the Knights of Vix -- Cedric and John -- battled two other guardsmen at the foot. And between the knights and their Queen was Captain Stephano, head of the castle guard, blade clutched in white-knuckled hand, murder obvious within his eyes.
A king's son has the benefit of being trained by the best, and Drest was no exception. With quick, whirling movements, he descended upon the two guards before him, slashing with skill and precision. The first fell quickly, his sword arm all but severed before a second strike bit deep through his neck. The other guard was quick to respond, and charged Drest, blade flashing viciously.
From the corner of his eye, Drest saw the Captain descend upon Evelyn and her handmaiden, his sword stabbing downward. Dread gripped him, then. Oh, no! Evie!
"Evelyn!" he cried, watching Stephano's blade become swallowed up by the linen and silk the women wore. Both the Queen and her handmaiden screamed in terror . . . or pain. Drest gritted his teeth, feeling a dark hand squeeze his heart.
And then came another, a man in the dark blue coat of Ural, a slim, slightly-curved rapier in hand. He burst through the doors from the ballroom, the point of his blade leading the way, and darted past Cedric and John, unerringly up the stairs toward Stephano. As the Queen and her handmaiden fell back amid a flurry of their petticoats and robes, Stephano's blade slashing down, the man called Lord Dorr charged recklessly, yet with deadly precision.
Stephano jerked his sword free and held it high in both hands, ready to cleave in two one of the women before him. But he suddenly shuddered with pain. The point and first few inches of a rapier's blade erupted through his chest, spraying blood. A stunned look crossed Stephano's face. His sword wavered in the air above him.
Behind the Captain, Lord Dorr jerked his blade free, then stabbed again, this time through Stephano's heart. The Captain convulsed, blood gurgling from his parted lips. His body sagged, as life fled his eyes.
With a deadly slash, Drest opened a deep wound from groin to neck in the last guardsman, causing the man to stumble back and cough and choke in his death-throes. The body tumbled down the steps, joining the corpses laid out by Cedric and John. He rushed down to the Queen's side, fearing the sight of blood upon her. Yet there was no wound; Stephano's first stab had missed both Evelyn and Rebecca, but only barely, it seemed.
All eyes fell upon Lord Dorr, who jerked his blade from the back of Stephano. Grimly, he wiped the blade with a crimson cloth at his belt, then sheathed it. He gave a quick nod to Drest, then Evelyn. His eyes were stoic. "I am glad to have been of assistance," he said simply, then turned and headed down the stairs.
***
The castle had been emptied; not even the musicians had been allowed to remain. All guards had been sequestered to their chambers, after John and Cedric had chosen two that they knew could be trusted to watch them. The gates were closed, portcullises lowered and locked in place. The castle had never been more vulnerable as it was at that moment. But Benedict could think of no other alternative.
"I want to know what the Hell is going on," he growled, standing in the midst of the Queen's audience chamber. Evelyn sat in her chair at the far end, flanked by Cedric and John. Rebecca stood close at hand, eyes cast to the floor. Prince Drest paced as his half-sister sat along the wall, all at once demure and quietly seductive. Muriel kept an eye on Viviane from her position in the corner. Guy Dorr occupied the opposite corner, arms folded, eyes trying not to betray his interest and amusement. Finally, the Lord Chamberlain stood mutely by himself, arms wrapped about the selfsame book Evelyn had seen him carting earlier.
"As do we all," said Evelyn, face and voice both grim. Her gaze shot to Drest for a moment.
"Let me handle this," spat the Chancellor, glaring at the Queen. "You may be the regent of the land, but that is only by birthright. I am Chancellor. I know what it takes to run a kingdom, to keep order and civility intact!"
Evelyn met the older man's glare with impunity. "And a fine job you've done," she said acidly.
Benedict seethed, taking a step toward the Queen. "You insolent whelp—"
"Go to Hell!" she cried, lurching up from her chair, startling all within the room. She stormed toward Benedict, not caring for his power, his influence, nor his perceived ideas about her. "From the moment I came here, I have suffered naught but your rudeness, your insolence, your disfavor! I am tired of it!"
"Hold your tongue, woman—" he warned, raising a hand.
But Evelyn's flew before his, slapping hard across Benedict's face. The older man stumbled, stunned as much by the blow as by the fact that it had been delivered. He touched his bloodied lip as Evelyn continued:
"SHUT UP!" she cried, visibly trembling as she stood with clenched fists before the Chancellor. Her eyes blazed, bosom heaved. "I will not suffer any more indignities from you," she said in a barely-controlled voice. Her words were fast and heated. "Neither of us asked for this, but the fact remains that I am your Queen, and you will bloody well treat me with respect!"
Benedict straightened, hand to his face, his eyes fierce yet tempered by feelings of both intimidation and, indeed, respect. At least a small part of him admired the way this nineteen-year-old girl both stood up to him, and commanded the attentions of all within the room.
"Now," said Evelyn, possessed by courage and determination. "I have no illusions that what happened tonight was anything other than the work of Bagdemagus."
"Do you have proof of that?" asked Viviane, smiling smugly. "Perhaps your house is not as strong as you would wish."
Evelyn met her eyes sternly. "If it is not, it is only because of the influence of outsiders," she said meaningfully. Her eyes narrowed. "But I will return to you shortly."
Viviane bristled, straightening in her seat. Only her half-brother's cautionary hand upon her shoulder kept her viper's tongue in check.
"As I said," Evelyn continued, addressing the others within the room, one at a time. "The attack tonight was the work of Bagdemagus. Stephano's actions were not his own. I could see it in his eyes. And, had I been close enough, I have no doubt I would have seen it in the others—"
"'In his eyes,' Your Highness?" Benedict chided. He scoffed. "Have you suddenly developed the Sight?"
Evelyn faced the man once more. "No," she said. "I have always had it. I simply did not realize it."
A low rumble coursed through those in the room. Looks and expressions were exchanged.
Benedict chuckled dryly, wiping away a last drop of blood from his lip. "The evening's events have gotten to you, Queen. You are beginning to sound hysterical."
Evelyn stepped closer to the man, slowly, inoffensively. "Benedict," she said. "I know you do not think much of me, and to be honest, I consider you a pompous, insufferable ass." She continued, ignoring the Chancellor's shocked look. "But there is one thing I need from you now. I need your guidance, your wisdom, your experience. You said that I know nothing of ruling a kingdom. You are right; I don't. That is why I need you. I need you to believe in me, to afford me the faith of conviction that you revealed when you told me of Bagdemagus and my father."
Benedict was silent, his eyes wavering from the Queen's before they drifted and found Muriel. He found it strange that he would seek her silent counsel in this matter, but he did.
"Something in you trusted me, then," Evelyn said. "Something compelled you to warn me. Whatever that something was, I need that, now. Not just for me, but for all of us within this room. So, please, let us set aside whatever we may have thought for one another. Pride and pettiness account for nothing. And I say that as a woman who is guilty of both."
Benedict listened, all the while with his eyes upon Muriel. Her short nod of encouragement, along with her smile, inspired his decision.
His face snapped back to Evelyn. "Understand that it may take some time for me to fully accept you, Evelyn," he said. His eyes dipped. "But you are my Queen. I have endeavored to be both teacher and taskmaster to you . . . however, I may have . . . blurred the lines a bit."
Evelyn reached up and cupped the Chancellor's face, both startling the man and making him flinch. "Benedict," she said softly, surprised at her own calmness. "Did you trust my father?"
He frowned at the question. "Of . . . of course," he said. "Granted, there were things we did not agree upon—"
"But you trusted him."
Benedict nodded.
Evelyn's hazel eyes glowed with meaning. "I only ask that you trust me," she whispered.
Watching from his corner, Guy Dorr smiled wanly. Oh, you have your hands full, wizard, he thought. This is not some simple girl-queen. This is a regent born.
Benedict nodded reluctantly, gently taking the Queen's wrists in his hands. "I will try," he said, slowly pulling her hands from his face.
Evelyn smiled slightly. "Thank you," she said, then turned and headed back to her chair. She sat, gathering her robes about her legs. Her face became stoic and strong. "I think it has been proven tonight that Bagdemagus can get to anyone, anywhere. He charmed my handmaiden—"
Beside her, Rebecca lowered her head in shame.
"—and he somehow seduced Captain Stephano into trying to slay me. Clearly, we are none of us safe from his influence—"
"Excuse me, my Queen?" came Viviane's voice.
Eveyln cocked her head, regarding the voluptuous woman. "Yes."
Viviane took a breath, glancing to Drest for a moment's support, and taking his hand. "I am no Sorceress myself, but I . . . know some things."
Evelyn arched an eyebrow. "Oh?"
The buxom temptress nodded, her face showing the conflicting emotions she felt. "My understanding is that there are many ways a wizard such as Bagdemagus could gain influence over others. I must admit that, based upon what I have heard, it does seem that your Captain was . . . not in his right mind tonight."
Evelyn nodded slowly. "Thank you," she said, though the words seemed forced. She lifted her head, looking to the others. "So, how do we deal with this? I seem to be the only one who can see the wizard, and recognize his touch upon others. But it would not be feasible for me to expose myself just so that we may find him."
The room was quiet a moment. Thoughtful looks crossed the faces of those in the room.
"My Queen," said John, standing to her left.
Evelyn turned her head. "Sir John?"
He cleared his throat. "Eh . . . I believe that . . . I, as well, am able to see him even when he wishes not to be seen."
A few soft gasps sounded through the room. Evelyn peered intently upon her knight. "Are you certain?" she asked.
John nodded, trying to ignore the curious looks the others in the room gave him. "I observed him, once, riding his pale horse through the village. Everyone else parted before him, even though not one looked upon him directly. It was as if . . . as if they considered him the highest royalty, yet at the same time . . . he was invisible to them. It is strange, I know—"
"No," said the Queen with a small smile. "That is how it seems to me, as well."
John smiled in return, gave a short nod.
"So it appears we have our eyes," Evelyn said, for the first time since the evening's events feeling that hope still existed. "I will charge Sir John and Sir Cedric with the task of finding Bagdemagus. It is time we took the fight to the bastard."
Guy Dorr narrowed his eyes as he gazed upon the Queen. Good luck, your Highness, he thought.
Benedict spoke first above the rumble in the room. "My Queen, if I may," he said. "We know nothing of the Spectre. Certainly, he has been seen, and fought, but we know not his lair, nor his motives—"
"I do."
The room fell silent at the sound of the Lord Chamberlain's deep, rich voice. All eyes watched as he stepped forward, cradling the aged tome in his arms.
"Do you know something?" Evelyn asked.
Alistair nodded. "I believe I do," he said, and opened the book. "This is a treatise of ancient pagan magical rituals. The Old Magic, as many would say, and certainly the path our foe has followed."
Evelyn gripped the arm rests of her chair. "What have you found?"
The Chamberlain sighed. "I wish it were more," he said. "But what I have uncovered -- given that much of pagan magic remains unknown to us -- suggests that the wizard Bagdemagus seeks to invoke a powerful spell, one designed by the Infernal himself, to gain dominion over the land."
Evelyn raised her hand to quell the objections by Benedict and others. "Tell me more," she said.
Lord Alistair nodded, glancing to the yellowed pages of the book. "It is my conclusion that Bagdemagus seeks to cast the spell of Ultimate Sacrifice," he said. "In which a virgin regent is to be given to the Devil upon the Midsummer Day."
Evelyn felt a chill course through her body. The room was conspicuously quiet. "I . . . see," she said.
Benedict was the first to speak. "I have to say that it does make sense," he said. "The wizard insured you were the only child of King Richard, and to be a honest, a girl is much more likely to remain chaste than a boy . . . ."
The Queen suddenly felt sick. She settled a hand to her stomach, a move that was not lost upon either Rebecca nor Muriel. But as both women moved forward, Evelyn waved them off.



"It does not make sense," she said. "If Bagdemagus wishes to sacrifice me in six weeks' time, why would he send his agents to assassinate me tonight?"
The Lord Chamberlain snapped the book closed with a loud noise. "I do not believe Captain Stephano was after you, my Queen," he said. His eyes drifted meaningfully to Rebecca.
Rebecca gasped, folding in upon herself as she understood. Were it not for Cedric's arms, she might have fallen to the floor. The handmaiden began weeping uncontrollably. With only a quick glance to his Queen, Cedric took the young woman in his arms and carried her from the room.
Evelyen breathed out through clenched teeth. "Severing loose ends," she said.
Alistair nodded. "As you said, my Queen," he iterated. "Your handmaiden had been charmed. Yet now, she has been compromised. Bagdemagus directed Captain Stephano to slay her, seeking to silence the one voice within the castle over which he had total control."
Evelyn's brow furrowed. "So we may yet learn something from her," she said, almost to herself.
Alistair nodded. "Perhaps."
Evelyn lifted her eyes, looking to a far corner. "Lord Dorr."
He stepped forth, humble and subservient, or so it seemed. "My Queen."
"You have delivered a great service tonight, in saving the life of my handmaiden," she said.
Guy bowed deeply. "My intent was only to serve justice," he said, giving a flickering look to Viviane and Drest. "Beyond that, I am pledged to be your vassal."
Evelyn looked upon the man, not quite sure what to make of him, yet the image of his valiant deeds remained fresh in her mind. "Please accept my request to stay within Castle Vix, for as long as you wish," she said with a smile. "You will always be considered a friend within my land."
Guy clasped his hand over his heart. "My actions were motivated by nothing but justice and truth, your Highness," he said. "But I am touched by your offer. I accept."
***
Prince Drest and Lady Vivian fretted within the audience chamber, the Prince pacing upon the ornate rug that covered the floor. All others had been dismissed, but the Queen bade the Prince of Ural and his half-sister to remain while she spoke with Benedict outside.
"I do not like this," Drest muttered, mainly to himself.
"Would you stop that?" Viviane asked with annoyance as she toyed with the lace of her bodice. "You are acting as skittish as that girl, Rebecca."
Drest glared upon Viviane. "Curse you," he growled.
She looked up with surprise. "What did you say?"
"I said, 'curse you,'" he repeated forcefully. "Curse you and your succubus' power for seducing me."
She smirked. "You certainly enjoyed it at the time," she commented suggestively.
Drest shook his head. "Do you ever care about your actions? What they mean, what they do? Or is it only about getting the next available cock up your arse?"
Viviane lurched to her feet, standing up to her brother. "My actions are my own, and not subject to scrutiny by a spoiled prince who has barely seen twenty summers."
"Wrong," he said, meeting her gaze evenly. "I am quite certain I know what that letter told Evelyn. Incest is against God's law, in case your lustful mind has forgotten."
Viviane trembled slightly with anger, her upper lip twitching before they curled in a sneer. "I do not follow God's law," she hissed.
Drest frowned, searching his half-sister's face. "I should have known," he said. "As soon as we return to Ural, I am having you placed in the dungeons. Let you use your evil wiles on your fellow prisoners—"
"You wouldn't dare!" she cried.
Drest chuckled. "You have ruined my life by coming between Evelyn and I," he said with a pitying look. "'Tis only right that I return the favor." He turned his back upon her.
Viviane seethed, but beneath her anger lay fear. "Drest, wait," she pleaded. "We haven't lost your chance with the Queen. I . . . I . . . perhaps my power might work upon her! Yes! I could seduce her, privately, and—"
Drest turned around slowly, an expression of utter disgust upon his face. "And what?" he cried. "You would lie with a woman, shame her into what you see as nothing more than a political bargain?" he shook his head in wonder. "To think I knew you, and that you knew me."
"Don't do this, Drest," she said, her eyes darkening. "You do not want to make an enemy of me."
He loomed over her. "Too late," he said, his voice soft yet firm. He stepped back. "At the least, if there is to be any good from this, it is that I now know just what you are. I will see to it that you are treated accordingly."
"No."
Both Drest and Viviane looked to the doorway of the audience chamber, in which Evelyn stood, with Benedict and Sir John behind her. The young knight held a pair of heavy iron manacles. Evelyn's accusing gaze fell upon Viviane.
"My Queen," said Drest, giving a short bow. Viviane did not move.
"John," she said, not taking her eyes from the temptress. "Place the Lady in irons and escort her to her carriage. She and her entourage are to return to Ural."
John tried to hide the smile on his face as he stepped around Evelyn. "At once, my Queen," he said, approaching Viviane. The Prince's half-sister balked, her eyes wide.
"What!" she cried, stepping away from the knight. "Y-you cannot do this!"
"I can, and I am," the Queen said.
"Drest!" sputtered Viviane, even as John grabbed her by the wrists and slipped on the manacles. But the Prince did nothing. He remained impassive as Viviane was taken from the room. Viviane all but snarled as she jerked herself to a stop beside Evelyn.
"You do not know what you have begun," she hissed to the Queen.
Evelyn trained a harsh look upon the woman. "If you dare to return to Vix, I will put an arrow in your heart myself," she said with conviction. "Begone. You have tainted this castle enough."
John shoved Viviane forward, and Benedict joined them, following the guard and his prisoner through the halls.
The audience chamber fell silent, save for the retreating protests of Viviane. Drest's head was lowered in shame, feeling Evelyn's eyes upon him. The Queen closed the doors and stepped into the room.
"I am sure you are wondering why I banished Viviane, and not you," she said.
Drest nodded.
Evelyn took a deep breath, let it out slowly. "My first impulse was to send you both away," she said. "Lord Dorr's accusations were grave, but I wanted to hear the truth before making a decision." She laughed ruefully. "Thankfully, you provided all the confirmation I needed."
Drest ground his teeth, his eyes reddening. "I tried to resist her," he said.
Evelyn struggled to restrain her emotions. Disgust and sympathy fought in her mind. "I know," she said after a moment. She stepped to her small throne, but did not sit down. "I have to admit, if I had only heard of Viviane's power from you, I would have been dubious. But she seduced John, and tried to use her abilities on Benedict."
Drest frowned. "So you knew about her?"
"No, not before this night," Evelyn said. "But when I showed the letter to Benedict, he told me what she tried to do to him. Thank God Muriel was there to stop her. And then . . . once that came out, John revealed how she had seduced him, as well . . . ."
Hope blossomed in Drest's heart. "So, you believe me, then? That I did not . . . entertain her willingly?"
Evelyn sat in her chair. "I did not say that." Her eyes glowed softly in the light of the torches in their sconces. "At the least, I have doubts as to whether you were in your right mind when this affair happened. Everything I have seen from you suggests you are a righteous man, fair, just, ethical. But I have been tricked much lately. I will not be so again."
Drest nodded reluctantly. "I understand."
"I will need some time to think on everything that has happened," Evelyn continued. "Obviously, it should go without saying that I will be returning to my chambers alone."
Again, the Prince nodded. "Of course."
Evelyn watched as he turned for the door. "Drest," she called out.
He turned back. "My Queen?"
Evelyn managed a smile. "Good night."
He smiled in return, said nothing as he pushed open the doors and left.
***
The only man Cedric could trust to guard Rebecca's chambers was Falhurst, whom it now seemed would become the new Captain. As Cedric approached the handmaiden's door, Falhurst snapped to attention.
Cedric chuckled softly. "There's no need for that," he said.
Falhurst shrugged, smiling rakishly. He was a wiry man, quick and strong, with short, curly black hair and sunken cheeks. "Given the events of the evening, I thought it important that all appearances be kept up."
Cedric nodded, clasping the man's shoulder. "You know, it was not so long ago that stood beside you in rank."
"Seems a lifetime, doesn't it? So much has happened."
Cedric nodded. "And more is to come," he said. "The Queen will need men such as you."
"Only the Queen?" asked Falhurst pointedly.
"I, as well," admitted Cedric. "All of us."
Falhurst took Cedric's hand, gripped it tightly. "These are dark times, Cedric, and you are still coming into your own. You fight well and bravely, and you have a solid head on those square shoulders. But what you are lacking is experience."
"I am all too aware of that, Falhurst. That is why I need you. I need you to lead, and advise."
Falhurst took a breath. "I was afraid of this," he said, then chuckled. "You wish for me to take Stephano's place, don't you?"
"Yes."
Falhurst sighed. "Six years of serving the Guard, turned down at every turn for promotion, and now, suddenly, here it is."
"Here it is," echoed Cedric. "I think you will do well."
Falhurst let go of Cedric's hand, slapped the younger man's shoulder. "I suppose we will see," he said with a wink. He stepped from the door with a knowing look on his face. "I don't think you will need me to stand here for the remainder of the night."
Cedric blushed, holding back a smile. "Eh . . . it has been a hard night. You should get your rest."
Falhurst bowed stiffly. "As you wish, milord," he said, then took a few steps away before turning back. "Cedric."
The young knight looked up as he was reaching for Rebecca's door.
Falhurst smiled slyly. "Bed her well," he said, then turned on his heel and marched down the corridor.
Cedric chuckled, then pushed open the door.
***
Rebecca sat at her small vanity, dressed for bed in a long, pale gown. She stared at her reflection in the mirror, seeing a forlorn girl staring back. The teeth of the brush loosened the tangles in her hair. She wished they would get rid of the ones in her mind.
The creaking of the door made her heart leap with anxiety, but seeing Cedric enter behind the sad-looking girl in the mirror, she managed a smile. "My hero," she whispered.
Cedric closed the door softly behind him, letting his eyes wander over the handmaiden's frame. The gown was nearly sheer, making it obvious that Rebecca wore nothing underneath. The swell of her hips, the full heart-shape of her buttocks made him catch his breath. "I, eh, wanted to wish you a good night," he said clumsily.
Rebecca blushed slightly, set down her brush. She uncurled her legs from the small vanity and turned to face him, her eyes glowing with affection. "You were very gallant tonight," she said.
Cedric pursed his lips. "I should have saved you," he said.
Rebecca let out a nervous laugh, then settled her hands on her knees, straightening her arms. Her full breasts were outlined by the fabric of her gown, the darkness of her areolas visible. Her eyes suddenly welled with moisture. "Cedric, my love, you save me every day," she said, her voice a quivering whisper.
He stepped forward. "'Tis my duty," he said, then smiled. "But more than that, my desire."
Rebecca sniffled, smiling genuinely. "And . . . what is your desire right now?"
Cedric licked his lips, gazing into Rebecca's eyes. "You."
Wordlessly, the handmaiden stood, took a single step toward Cedric. Keeping her eyes upon him, she reached back to undo the lace behind her neck, then shrugged her shoulders, letting the smooth fabric slide down her body. Quivering with both excitement and nervousness, she stood nude before her knight, arms at her sides. "Then you may have me."
Cedric swallowed dryly, taking in the beauty before him. Rebecca's pale skin contrasted with the long, dark hair that hung from her head and the soft nest at the juncture of her thighs. Her breasts sat, full and ripe, upon her chest, the dark nipples stiffening under his gaze. "Oh, my sweet," he whispered, then stepped to her, taking the young woman in his arms. Their kiss was passionate, needy, accompanied by soft moans and sighs.
"I want you to love me," Rebecca whispered, settling her hands upon Cedric's armored torso. She suddenly giggled. "But first, you must get rid of this."
Cedric chuckled. "Feel free to help," he suggested.
Grinning, Rebecca helped the knight remove his hauberk and the tunic beneath. Then she slid to her knees, unbuckling Cedric's belt. The young man trembled, feeling his arousal growing. He touched Rebecca's hair, compelling her look up to his face as she pulled his breeches down. His nearly-engorged cock brushed her cheek.
"May I taste you?" she asked softly.
Cedric shuddered. "If you wish," he said, captivated by the sight of Rebecca's angelic face, her full, dark lips pouting as they parted.
"I wish," she whispered, then closed her eyes and began licking around the shiny head of his cock, tasting the sweet fluid that seeped out. Cedric groaned, having never experienced such ecstasy before. He felt every flutter of her tongue around the tip of his manhood, the smooth wet brushes of her lips, the warmth of her sighs. He caught his breath when she opened her mouth and took him inside, sucking tenderly, lovingly.
"Oh, Rebecca," he groaned, automatically pushing against her. The pleasure was exquisite, and while what Rebecca was doing was something Cedric had always thought only harlots did, he could not help but luxuriate in the sensations.
She sucked him lovingly for several moments, gliding her mouth back and forth, smoothing her hands up and down Cedric's strong thighs. Her tickling fingers found the heavy sacs hanging beneath the knight's shaft, and she squeezed them gently.
"Oh!" gasped Cedric, feeling the hot, pleasurable rush begin. He looked down at her face, trembling at the sight of her lips wrapped around his pulsing cock. "Rebecca!"
She slid her mouth off him with a sigh, and licked her lips, smiling up at her lover. "Not just yet," she said, then stood. Her hands wandered up his chest, to his neck, then his face. She kissed him deeply, passionately. She felt him shuddering as the need for his release ebbed away. She smiled, taking his hand, and lead him to her small bed.
The bed where she had been defiled by the wizard. The bed that had become a mark of shame for her. But now, it was to be re-christened, and with real love.
She lay back upon it, bringing Cedric with her. Her eyes gazed adoringly upon him as he settled his weight atop her. The stiffness between his legs brushed the damp hairs surrounding her sex. She parted her legs automatically, hooking her ankles behind his calves.
Their bodies rubbed against one another, their passion shared with heated kisses and soft moans. Cedric tasted the sweetness of her skin as he kissed, licked, and nipped at Rebecca's neck, then as he made his way to her pillowy breasts. The girl gasped, clutching at his hair as Cedric surrounded a stiff nipple with his mouth. She purred at the feel of his teeth grazing the sensitive nub.
And then he was making his way lower, planting soft kisses upon her slightly-rounded stomach, dipping the tip of his tongue into her navel. The hair covering her pubic mound tickled his chest.
"Cedric," Rebecca said, clutching his shoulders. She stared into his eyes as he lifted his head. "I want you inside me, love."
Cedric's heart fluttered. "Are you sure?"
She nodded. "Please. Take me. I want to be yours."
Cedric moved up over her, gazing down upon her beautiful face. He reached between them, guiding his cock to where it wanted to go. He winced at the heat he felt, the slick wet lips that parted for him. Both he and Rebecca groaned as he slowly pushed within her. Rebecca whimpered in pleasure, lifting her legs, wrapping them around him and urging him deep. Their mouths found each other as they moved.
"I love you, Rebecca," Cedric panted, sucking her lower lip. "I'll never leave you."
"Never?" she asked, gripping his muscular arms.
Cedric smiled, kissed her tenderly. "Till death do us part, my love."
Rebecca smiled with emotion, tears dripping down her cheeks. "And even beyond," she added, moaning as she returned the kiss. "I love you, Cedric."
***
As had been arranged, Guy met the wizard within the stables, where the stench of horse-sweat filled the air. He did not bring a lamp, nor a torch, and as such, the broad lane of the stable was colored only by slight shafts of pale moonlight.
"I am not pleased," came a voice from the darkness.
Guy breathed in and out deeply. "I thought he had slain her," he said.
"But he did not," Bagdemagus said, stepping into view. His eyes were malevolent as they settled upon Guy Dorr. "I expected more from you."
Guy bristled. "So what would you have me do? Kill the wench myself?"
The wizard chuckled. "Actually . . . yes."
Guy set his jaw. "That will be tricky."
"Not up to the challenge?" asked Bagdemagus with a sarcastic tone.
Guy thought against defending his pride. "As you wished, I delivered the letter, and slew Stephano. I have endeared myself to the Queen. But I do not doubt that there will be a few eyes upon me . . . especially those of the Prince."
Bagdemagus mused, touching his chin. "I had expected stiffer retribution toward him from Evelyn," he said. "Apparently, he has endeared himself to her as well."
"I believe it is more than that," Guy said.
The wizard arched an interested brow. "Oh?"
"Yes. She appears much more shrewd than I would expect from a girl so young. That, and . . . she claims to have the Sight."
Bagdemagus nodded. "I deduced as much," he said. "It will make little difference."
"She is not the only one."
Bagdemagus fell silent, glaring upon his vassal. "What do you mean?" he asked at last.
"One of her knights, Sir John," Guy said. "He, too, claims to be able to See."
Bagdemagus frowned. "The stable boy?" he asked with a small chuckle. But the mirth faded as he thought. An expression of realization dawned upon his face. "Oh, that is interesting. The grandson of a whore has the Sight. Makes me wonder just whose bed that old whore once shared."
Guy was puzzled by the wizard's words, but he decided not to question them. In the brief time he had agreed to serve Bagdemagus, Guy had learned that his new liege would reveal what he wanted, when he wanted. "At any rate, the Queen has charged her knights with the task of finding you."
Bagdemagus made a dismissive noise. "Those whelps could not kill me before, and they certainly won't be able to do so again," he said. "I am not concerned about that. What I am concerned about is Rebecca. The longer she stays away from me, the weaker my hold becomes. She will, eventually, remember everything. I cannot have that."
Guy nodded curtly. "I understand," he said.
The wizard fixed him with a stern look. "You had better," he said meaningfully, then stepped back into the shadows.
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Sheila was the kind of flirtatious, outgoing girl who got attention no matter where she was, what she wore, or what she did. While some of the other girls at the restaurant didn't like her (due to jealousy), most did, and there wasn't a guy who did not salivate when she was around. Sheila loved all the attention, that much was obvious, but at twenty-four, she no giggling girl. She was well aware of her effect on men.
Waiting tables was my first real job. I was twenty years old, halfway through college, and while my parents were paying my rent and tuition, the business they ran had begun to struggle. Bottom line, if I wanted to stay in school, I needed a part-time job to cover basic expenses and my car insurance.
I was more than a little surprised to be hired at the restaurant called Jersey Jack's, especially as a server. I had no experience to speak of, but there was something about me that the hiring manager liked. Next thing I knew, I was showing up for training the following Monday.
I met Sheila that first day. I have to admit, her bold, casual sexuality was intimidating, and I didn't say more than two words to her when we were introduced. But I sure as hell looked. The restaurant was casual; our uniform consisted of blue jeans and yellow polo shirts, and Sheila filled them both out deliciously. She had smooth, dusky skin, a slender dancer's figure, and an angelic face that belied her mixed Greek and Asian heritage. Sheila had the most luxuriously long, straight brown hair that she always kept in a ponytail at work, revealing a sleek and very kissable neck.
After the first few weeks, I got over my nervousness and innate shyness and proved to be fairly good at waiting tables. The job turned out to be more lucrative than I had expected, and I began to feel better about working just twenty hours a week. I made some new friends, hung out with them now and then after work (they knew a bar where I wouldn't be carded), and generally started becoming more extroverted.
But whenever I saw Sheila . . . my mouth went dry and my palms grew damp. I couldn't say anything to her without stammering, and I was in danger of seizure if I spent more than a second looking into her deep brown eyes.
Up until that point, I had only had two 'real' girlfriends. I had neither the confidence nor the suave nature to approach girls, even though I was supposedly handsome enough. The few times I managed to get a date, it was with girls who were just as conservative as I, looking for relationship material. My sexual experience was pretty limited, with the majority of my fantasies unfulfilled.
Fantasies which, suddenly, starred sexy Sheila. I found myself masturbating practically every day to her image, imagining torrid sexual encounters in the walk-in cooler at work, or in my car or apartment. In my fantasies, Sheila was a sultry, eager, seductive playmate for whom everything was enjoyable.
Little did I know . . . .
Eventually, of course, I got to know Sheila a little better, through casual conversation, rumor, and observation. She was devoted to her boyfriend, a guy about thirty years old, I figured, who came in now and then to see her. By all accounts, he was a good guy, who did not seem to mind that his girlfriend was an outrageous flirt. But I noticed quickly, however, that despite her flirtatious nature, Sheila never let it go too far. Though she would go out with us after work, and hugged and kissed a lot, she stopped there. By all accounts, she was faithful to her attorney boyfriend.
Obviously, that just made all the guys want her more. And I was one of them.
***
Three months into my employment at Jersey Jack's, I was looking forward to the holiday break from school. While it meant that I would be working more at the restaurant, the additional money would come in handy for Christmas presents. And it did, of course. By the 20th, I had finished all my holiday shopping and was enjoying the excess. Although, some days, after being on my feet for twelve hours straight, I couldn't have cared less about the money. I just wanted to get home and get some sleep.
That Thursday night, I was glad to get out. I had been working all day, and had the greasy skin and restaurant smell to show for it. Sure, I also had just under two hundred bucks for my troubles, which helped to assuage the tiredness in my muscles and the tension in my neck. Having turned down an offer to hit the bar that night, I headed out to my car.
Decembers in the Southwest are typically pretty mild, and that particular season was no exception. We were getting daytime highs in the mid-seventies, with the warmth lingering long after nightfall. I was enjoying that warmth as I strolled through the darkened parking lot. I lit a cigarette, inhaled deeply, and—
"Fuck!"
I looked to my left, spying a white Toyota in the shadows of the parking lot. It took me a moment to recognize it as Sheila's car. I saw her throw open the door and step out, looking obviously perturbed. She kicked her car a few times and pulled at her hair, which, I noticed, had been released from its ponytail. It flowed down her back like a cape, hanging just below the cheeks of her tight, round little ass. She still wore her jeans, of course, but had doffed the work polo, revealing a tight white halter that revealed her narrow waist and the exquisite shape of her breasts.
"Sheila?" I called, moving toward her.
She looked in my direction, her beautiful features contorted in exasperation. "Fucking car!" she exclaimed, and kicked the front bumper again. She winced, hopping on one foot as she held the other.
I jogged over, just in time to catch her as she toppled back. Sheila fell right into my arms, her hair covering my face for a moment. Despite the fact that she had worked as long a day as I had, she smelled sweetly, almost fresh from the shower.
"You okay?" I asked her, seeing little through the veil of her long, soft strands.
"Um . . . Nate?" she asked tentatively.
"Yeah."
"You're groping my boobs."
I had not realized I was doing so, but the moment Sheila spoke the words, I could feel her firm little mounds filling my hands. Evidently, in catching her, my hands had slid up her body. "Oh," I said simply, and pushed her up. I turned away sheepishly as Sheila smoothed down her shirt. "I didn't do it on purpose."
She laughed softly. "It's okay, Nate. Thanks for catching me."
I shrugged, feeling sheepish and embarrassed. At the same time, I relished the brief memory of having actually touched . . . held . . . those perfectly round tits . . . .
"Um . . . car trouble?" I asked.
She sighed heavily, taking out her cell-phone. She pressed a couple of buttons, held the phone to her ear. After a few moments, however, she snapped the device closed and huffed. "Mother fucker," she seethed under her breath.
I watched her a moment, admiring her face in profile. Sheila was a tall girl, maybe just an inch shorter than I, with classic cheekbones and the oval face inherited from her Chinese mother. She had a tiny nose, slightly upturned, and full, soft lips that presently quivered.
"Hey, um, if you need a ride—" I began.
She snapped her head around toward me. It was obvious that something was bothering her, more than an uncooperative car ever could. Her gorgeous brown eyes were wide, round, and practically brimming with tears. "You wanna get a drink?" she asked.
I blinked. "Um . . . sure."
***
Sheila sulked in the passenger seat of my car, arms crossed under her breasts as she sat low in the seat. She stared at the glove compartment of the dash like a Tantrist in meditation.
"We, uh, we could go to Cooty's," I suggested, mentioning the one and only bar I knew I could get into without being carded. It was the usual hangout for several of us from the restaurant. I knew Angie, Teddy, and Mark would be there, and probably a few others.
Sheila shook her head. "I don't feel like being around people," she said.
I nodded. "Oh-kay . . . ."
She sighed again. "I'm sorry, Nate. I didn't mean it like that. I like you. You don't make me feel like you're looking at me with X-ray glasses on."
I didn't know how to respond, but it suddenly struck me that Sheila was a woman who felt somehow cursed by her own obvious sexuality, even as she reveled in it.
"Hey, look," she said, sitting up in her seat as the passing streetlights flashed over her. "I know a bootlegger, on the west side. We can get a couple pints cheap, then just . . . hang out for a while. Is that cool?"
My heart suddenly flipped over, but I tried to stay cool. "Yeah, well, uh, um, sure. Sounds cool," I said. "You, um, don't have to, uh, go home?"
Sheila fell silent for a few long moments, compelling me to glance over. She was staring out the window. "No. I don't."
***
We pulled up to the house, and as Sheila indicated, I flashed my lights a couple times, revealing a dilapidated structure that was badly in need of fresh paint. The neighborhood was one that made me nervous; we had seen 'gangstas' and strung-out prostitutes walking the streets as Sheila directed me to her bootlegger.
A middle-aged black woman came out of the house, approaching my side of the car. Sheila leaned across me, all but forcing me to inhale her sweet scent. Her lower back and the tops of her taut cheeks were revealed, with sexy dimples framing a tattoo of a golden Chinese ideograph. "Pint of SoCo, and—" she looked to me expectantly, silently asking me what I wanted. I just nodded. I didn't know what the hell 'SoCo' was.
"Make it two," Sheila said, then leaned back, digging in her pocket as the woman walked away.
"I'll get it," I said, reaching for my money.
Sheila shook her head, shooting me a look. "No, it's on me," she said. Her tone made it clear that she was not going to be argued with.
The woman came back with two small brown paper bags. Sheila reached over me with the money, and I took the bottles. The woman returned to her house, and I backed the car out. Sheila was quick to crack the top off one of the bottles and take a drink. She sighed, sinking back into the seat.
"That's better," she said.
For whatever reason, I started laughing. Maybe it was nervous tension, mingled with relief, and again mingled with the constant state of arousal I felt at being so close to a woman who personified, in my mind, the very definition of 'sexy.'
Thankfully, Sheila began laughing as well.
***
". . . and then, he was, like, 'I bet you got great tits, baby,'" Sheila was saying between spurts of laughter. Her cheeks were rosy from the alcohol she had imbibed. She shook her head. "I was a counter girl at Burger King, for God's sake! And he was, like, forty or something!"
I chuckled at her tale, took another swig from my bottle. 'SoCo,' I now knew, was short for Southern Comfort, a rich, potent, caramel-flavored liquor. I was starting to like it. Of course, maybe I was only enjoying the potable due to the cool breeze washing through the open windows of my car, and the gorgeous woman sitting beside me. Sheila had directed me to a small park at the edge of a quiet residential division, and I had pulled up beneath the heavy, broad bows of an old Live Oak.
"I bet you get that a lot," I commented, looking for my cigarettes.
Sheila sighed heavily, settling her bottle in her lap. She stared at the ceiling. "When I was fourteen, I was walking home from school because I had cheer practice and missed the bus and my mom wasn't . . ." She laughed to herself, lowering her head and gritting her teeth. "Middle of the day, and this guy pulls up ahead of me. Flashes me twenty bucks."
I looked to her, somewhat drunkenly. "I'm sorry."
Sheila lolled her head toward me and smiled ruefully. "Don't think I ever ran so fast in my life," she said.
I held up my bottle in a toast. "Good for you."
Sheila grinned, then clinked her bottle against mine. "Good for me," she said, then drank. "How many girls have you been with?"
The question almost made me choke on my cigarette. I pulled it away from my mouth and looked to Sheila. "What?"
She curled up on her side in the seat, facing me as she took little sips now and then. Every time her mouth puckered around the ridged opening of the pint made me think of a blowjob. "Come on," she said, seductively licking the edge of the bottle's mouth. "How many?"
I blushed, looking down. I rolled my shoulders, smoked my cigarette, watched the grey haze getting sucked out the window. "Two."
"'Two?'" Sheila repeated, sounding incredulous.
I could feel the redness in my face deepening, and set my jaw. "I'm not exactly a stud," I said.
She was quiet a gain, shifting onto her back as she tilted the bottle to her lips. "You know, when I was twenty," she said. "I had probably four or five boyfriends. Only time I ever slept alone was when I wasn't in the mood. Trust me, that didn't happen that often."
I stared at Sheila, not sure if what she was telling me was something she was proud of or not. At the same time, I wasn't sure if I liked what I was hearing. I had always thought of Sheila as the sexy flirt, yet practically chaste. But now, here she was, essentially admitting she had once been a slut.
I flicked my cigarette out the window. "Yeah, well . . . now you really got someone," I said awkwardly.
"Yeah," she said, her voice faint and distant. "I sure do."
I frowned, reading something in Sheila's face that I could not quite understand, yet I knew to be painful to her. "You wanna talk about it?"
She rolled her head toward me, her features suddenly soft and sultry. "No," she said, then smiled. "I wanna kiss you."
I just stared, stunned, astonished, transmogrified . . . however you wanted to put it. "Wh-what?"
Sheila turned toward me fully, her shoulders shifting as she breathed in. "You're a really sweet guy, Nate, you know that?"
I swallowed nervously, staring at her lips. So soft, glistening, and inviting. "And . . . you're the most beautiful woman I've ever met."
Sheila kept smiling, and now she bit her lower lip, her eyes flickering around my face. She leaned closer, slipping her tongue out briefly. "Kiss me," she whispered, and then her lips met mine . . . .
Oh, Jesus! I had never been kissed like that before. Sheila's lips barely graced mine, then they pressed a little more firmly. She whimpered softly, bringing up her hands. She touched my face, my neck, ran her fingers through my hair. I tasted her breath, felt the darting tip of her tongue.
Something overcame me, then, and I pushed myself upon her, mashing my lips against hers. She let me, at first, pulling on my shirt, running her hands over my shoulders, moaning into my mouth. She sucked on my lips, pulling them into her mouth, licked the corner of my mouth. I was insanely aroused, and started to move on top of her.
She stopped me. Her hands pushed against my chest.
"Wait."
I stopped, catching my breath, and opened my eyes. Sheila stared up at me, a pleading, pained expression on her face. I wanted her, that much I knew, and if I had been a certain sort of man, I could have taken her. But I wasn't. Instead, I eased back into my seat and faced the windshield over the steering wheel. Without a word, I turned the key, then backed away from beneath the massive oak.
***
The following week was excruciating. Sheila and I had several shifts together, but we rarely spoke. Still, now and then, we exchanged a look as we passed in the server's alley or on the dining room floor, looks that reminded us both of the night we shared. I felt tortured, like a man who had tasted the finest fruit in the Garden of Eden . . . only to be denied the flavor forevermore.
Christmas came and went. I spent the day with my parents and kid sister. I let myself be lost in the general good will of the season, for the single day that it lasted. But, December 26th found me back at work . . . with Sheila.
On New Year's Eve, I was one of only a handful of servers scheduled. It was a pretty slow night for us, since we closed at nine and the majority of patrons would be hitting the bars downtown to ring in the New Year. I was surprised to see Sheila on the roster for the night. I had figured she would be spending the night with her beau.
Sheila was pretty subdued during the shift, going about her duties almost like a robot. She seemed to go out of her way to avoid me, or maybe that was just my perception. I watched her at her tables, listened to her sweet, melodic voice.
She finished her duties quickly that evening, and left just after nine o'clock, when the restaurant closed. I stayed around, helping the closers as they cleaned up, shared a shot of tequila with them and our manager. It was still two hours before midnight when we all left, heading to our scattered cars in the parking lot. I had parked mine near a small cluster of dogwoods behind the restaurant.
"Happy New Year."
I started at the sound of the voice, and looked around. Part of my mind recognized Sheila's voice, but it seemed so out of place. I saw her sitting on the ground in the midst of the dogwoods, hidden from view. Her dark eyes glowed slightly in the darkness as she looked upon me.
"Um . . . happy New Year," I responded, unsure of what to make of the situation. "I figured you'd be with your boyfriend. You got out of here pretty early."
Sheila shrugged and stood, stepping from the shadows. I noticed that she had changed into a pair of tight boy shorts and a long-sleeved half shirt that left her shoulders and tops of her breasts bare. Her hair was down and brushed out, and the sheen she always earned at work had been scrubbed away and replaced with fresh makeup. I had never seen her look so gorgeous.
"I wanted to change," she said, dodging my question about her boyfriend. But I really wasn't thinking about that. I couldn't stop staring at her, the way she was dressed. She had a pierced navel, with an inch-long charm hanging from it, and a series of cat-print tattoos on the left side of her lower abdomen, disappearing under the shorts. And the shorts themselves . . . Jesus. They were so snug that they formed a perfect cameltoe, making the lips of her pussy bulge.
"I, uh, can see that," I said, feeling my heart fluttering in my chest. She seemed taller, about my height in fact, and I realized she was wearing brown leather go-go boots. I was getting an erection just from looking at her.
Sheila gave me a catty look. "I heard you were going to spend New Year's Eve alone," she said. "Care to, uh, change your plans?"
As much as I was turned on, I was also a little wary. I really didn't know Sheila well enough to discern if she was playing with me or not. "Like . . . how?" I asked.
Her dark eyes glittered mischievously. "Wanna watch some fireworks?"
***
I didn't know exactly what Sheila was planning, and she was cagey enough not to answer me directly. But that gleam in her eye, and the way she was dressed . . . I was willing to take the risk of possible humiliation. In the back of my mind, I was thinking that Sheila was playing a practical joke on me, somehow setting me up for embarrassment. But I didn't care. If I really was going to have a shot with this beauty, I wanted to take the chance.
I wasn't surprised when Sheila directed me to her bootlegger again, but I was a little surprised when she had me drive to a field on the southern side of the Air Force base, where a fireworks celebration was going to be launched. It was a little after eleven when we arrived, and I noticed several other cars parked nearby. I chose a spot on the dead grass far enough away from the other cars that we would not be easily observed.
Once the engine was off, Sheila pushed her seat back and lowered it, smiling as she cracked open her pint. I mirrored her, earning an approving smile, after turning on the radio at a low volume.



"This is what I really like," Sheila said, after taking a long pull from her bottle. "Not a lot of noise, just . . . enjoying the moment. Know what I mean?"
I couldn't help but admire her lean, sexy body again. "I sure don't have any complaints," I said. "Beats the hell out of banging on fryer pans with my mom on the back porch."
Sheila laughed, a genuine, pixyish sound. Her eyes flashed as she looked to me. There was enough light that I could make out every feature of her body, but enough shadow to keep her mysterious. "Your folks do that, too?" she asked.
I laughed and nodded, taking a swig from my bottle. I dug out my smokes, lit two of them at the same time, handed one to her. Sheila took it with a sweet smile. I watched her lips pucker around the filter. It seemed to me that Sheila couldn't do anything without making it look sexual.
"Did, um, you and your boyfriend have a fight?" I asked.
Sheila blew smoke, leaning back with her bottle of SoCo cradled between her perfect breasts. "We've been fighting for a while," she said. Her face suddenly looked sad.
"I'm sorry."
She sighed heavily. "Shit happens, you know?"
I nodded. "Yeah." It was all I could say.
We were both quiet for a long moment, smoking in silence. Sheila finally spoke. "Nate."
"Yeah?" I asked, looking to her.
Sheila was curled up on her side, facing me, her intense eyes glowing in the near-darkness. Her finely-tanned skin looked almost pale. "Have you really only been with two girls?" she asked. "Like, in your whole life?"
I nodded, feeling once more embarrassed. "Yeah."
Sheila's eyes sparkled. "You know, you could be a real stud," she said. "You got a nice bod, and those, sweet, gorgeous eyes . . . ."
Now I really blushed. I fought down a smile as I smoked my cigarette and took a drag off my cigarette. I could feel the heat in my cheeks. Sheila laughed softly.
"You're blushing!" she exclaimed, then laughed again. "God, that's so cute!"
I squirmed a little, scooting around in my seat, and flicked some ash out the window. I almost jumped when I felt Sheila's hand touch my right thigh. I turned my face, looking at hers. She was biting her lip in a way that even I understood meant she was horny. Still, the invisible looming presence of her boyfriend bothered me.
"Sheila . . . ."
"Yeah?"
I sighed. "Look," I said. "You're really nice, hanging out with me, and I don't know what's going on with you and your boyfriend, but . . . don't tease me, okay?"
Sheila pulled back, just a little, taking her hand from my leg. Her smile disappeared. "You think I'm just messing with you?" she asked.
I laughed nervously. "I don't know what you're doing with me," I blurted out. "It's New Year's Eve, and I figured you'd be bringing in the new year with a bang with Mr. Lawyer. Instead, you're chugging pints with me."
She sounded hurt when she spoke again. "If you don't want my company, you can take me back," she said. I watched as she took a deep swallow from her bottle.
I shifted in my seat, facing her. "It's not that," I said. I couldn't help but notice the way her tiny shorts revealed most of her ass. "It's just . . . I guess I wanna know why you're here, with me."
Sheila shrugged. "I like you," she said simply, not looking to me. She smiled. "I like you a lot, in fact."
I breathed in, feeling my heart dancing. "But . . . you have a boyfriend," I said.
Again, Sheila shrugged. "Maybe."
"'Maybe?'"
She faced me again. "Do you really like me?"
I sputtered for a moment. "Y-y-yeah. Of course."
She smiled slowly. "Do you want me?"
I swallowed thickly. "Yes."
Sheila suddenly grinned, and fell back in her seat. She nibbled her lower lip as she thought. Outside my car, a few others pulled up, none too close, but some closer than I would have wanted. I could hear a muffled variety of music.
"Are you kinky?" she asked at last. She wasn't looking at me, instead, she stared straight ahead, out through the windshield. The corner of her mouth that I could see was curled in a sly smile.
My arousal spiked instantly. I could feel warmth spreading from my chest right to my crotch. My jeans suddenly began to feel tight and constricting. "Um . . . like how?"
Sheila turned her head toward me, eyes gleaming with excitement. "You ever hear of doing it by the numbers?"
I swallowed nervously, but I was getting more turned on by the moment. "I, uh . . . I don't think so," I said.
"Well," said Sheila, then took a drink. She screwed the cap back on her bottle and stretched out with her arms reaching to the headrest behind her. Naturally, that made her back arch, showcasing her smooth, firm stomach and the points of her nipples stabbing through her top. "Basically, it means we do a different thing each time we're together, starting slow and working our way toward more . . . intimate things."
My heart was pounding. Was Sheila really saying what I was hearing? Maybe the music was twisting her words, or maybe the alcohol had gotten to me. I couldn't say anything without sounding like a dumb, inexperienced teenager, so I just stayed quiet, trying to keep from shaking.
"See, Number One is kissing, making out," Sheila continued, casually smoothing her hands down her lean, toned thighs. Her legs parted, not lewdly, but more than would be casual. I watched her fingers as they brushed the edges of her tiny boy shorts. Once again, my eyes were riveted to her barely-concealed, bulging pubic mound. "But we already did that," she added coyly.
My mouth felt dry. I forced my eyes up her body, to see her staring at me. She looked expectant. "So . . ." I cleared my throat. "Um . . . what's Number Two?"
She smiled slowly, flashing her pearly teeth. "Masturbating."
"I've already done that," I blurted out, before my brain could keep my lips from moving. I felt heat in my cheeks as I blushed again.
"Oh, really?" she asked, sitting up and turning to face me, leaning closer and pushing those gorgeous little breasts out toward me. "Do you fantasize about me when you jack off, Nate?"
I was embarrassed, flushed, hot in more ways than one. I couldn't meet her gaze, feeling almost ashamed at my partial admission. I flinched slightly when she touched my chin with her fingers and leaned closer still.
"Would it make you feel better if I told you that I've fantasized about fucking you?" she asked in a soft, sultry whisper.
I caught my breath, feeling my heart taking tumbles in my chest. She didn't really just say that, did she? Holy shit, I'm only twenty years old and I think I'm going to have a heart attack . . . .
I heard and felt her moving closer, insinuating herself before me. I realized my eyes were closed as I felt the heat of her body, the soft warm breath, flavored with caramel liquor, bathing my lips before I felt hers press against mine. She moaned softly as we kissed again, and I moaned back. Sheila was a little more aggressive this time, pushing me back in my seat and laying across my torso. She licked and sucked my lips, then kissed all around my chin and neck. Her hair was fine as gossamer as it flowed across my skin.
Finally, Sheila eased off, supporting herself over me. "Look at me, Nate."
I opened my eyes, hesitantly, not sure if I would see an angel hovering over me, or a bat-winged succubus. But it was just Sheila, existing somewhere in between those two extremes. She smiled sweetly, biting her lower lip. "Do you wanna see me naked?" she asked.
I breathed in, trembling at the highest peak of arousal I had ever experienced. Her eyes seemed to lend me the strength I needed to voice my desires. "God, yes," I said back.
Her hand smoothed down my chest, just to the edge of my jeans. "Well, I'm not getting naked unless you do," she said.
"Are you serious?" I asked, still feeling that nagging fear that I might be getting set up.
But Sheila's seductive smile remained. "Tell you what," she said, straightening. She cupped her breasts, her fingers slipping beneath the edge of her top. She slowly pulled the frilly pink garment down. "How's this for starters?"
I watched, my mouth watering as her lightly-tanned breasts came into view. As I had deduced, they were sublimely, perfectly round, as if a sphere had been sliced down the middle and the two halves attached to her chest. Jutting out from the middle of those poetry-inspiring mounds were stiff, dark pink nipples surrounded by the tiniest of areolas.
Sheila watched my face as she brushed her thumbs across her nipples, making them dance a little as they hardened and grew. She glanced down upon them, admiring them with a smile. Then, erotically, she cupped them firmly and pushed her breasts up, while tilting her head down and slipping her tongue out. I groaned as I watched Sheila lick her own nipples.
"You like that, baby?" she whispered, returning her devilish gaze to mine.
My cock was, by this point, insistently punching against my jeans. "Oh, fuck," I moaned.
Sheila giggled, then swiftly crossed her arms and pulled her top over her head, sliding the sleeves off her arms. She let it fall to the floorboard and sat, proudly and unashamedly topless, in my car. She pressed her hands together in her lap, her upper arms framing her cleavage, and gave me a pouting look. "Your turn," she cooed.
This wasn't a game, I finally realized. This wasn't a tease. Well, not in the accepted sense. Sheila was teasing me, but with the implied promise of the sweetest of rewards if I played along. With that realization, I felt emboldened, empowered. For whatever reason, Sheila wanted me, and I would be damned if I didn't do whatever it took to make my fantasies about her come true.
"My turn," I echoed with a smile, and sat up, pulling my shirt from my jeans. Sheila watched, her eyes blazing with excitement and interest as I pulled off my shirt. I tossed it in the back seat, let Sheila get a good look at my chest. I was a fairly stocky guy, but I kept in shape. Sheila certainly seemed to approve of my natural musculature and rounded shoulders, my somewhat tapered waist.
"Damn, you're sexy, Nate," she breathed, licking her lips. Her gaze settled on the obvious bulge in my jeans. She grinned. "I wanna see it."
I shuddered slightly. "Really?"
Sheila looked back to my face quickly, and she grinned. "Me first, right?"
I grinned back. "Sure."
Sheila glanced around outside the car, for the first time evidencing the slightest apprehension about what we were doing. But she didn't hesitate as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her shorts and rolled back on the seat, curling her long, strong thighs toward her chest. In a swift move, accompanied by girlishly excited giggles, Sheila slid her shorts along her thighs down her leather-clad calves, off the rounded tips of her boots.
She wasn't wearing anything under them, which Sheila unabashedly revealed as she lowered her legs and parted them. I was glad for the fortuitous, if minimal, light at that moment. Her sleek pubic mound shone softly, revealing that Sheila left a single thin strip of hair just above her clitoris. Her vulva were puffy and baby-smooth, slightly parted to reveal the slender, sleek, coral-colored lips within.
"Like what you see?" she asked heatedly, then turned toward me, lifting her legs. She settled one booted foot on the headrest of my seat, rest the other on the dash before my steering wheel. Her glistening pink cunt parted wetly before my gaze. I was transfixed by the sight. The aroma of her excited sex permeated the air in the car. She smelled divine.
"Oh my God, you're gorgeous," I muttered.
Sheila giggled and stroked her slick pussy, making the inner lips spread out like butterfly wings. Her clitoris swelled, slowly peeking out from beneath the thick hood. She framed it with her fingers, spreading herself open for my inspection. "You're just saying that because I'm showing you my pussy," she said playfully.
"No, I always thought you were gorgeous," I said, staring at Sheila's brazenly exposed cunt and rubbing myself through my jeans.
"Do I turn you on, Nate?"
I suddenly laughed, watching her fingers becoming wet and shiny as she stroked her near-hairless pussy. "You really have to ask?"
"Show me," she urged, then lifted her hand to her face, staring into my eyes as she sucked on her slippery fingers. Her eyes fluttered a moment as she tasted her own nectar. "Show me how hard your cock is."
I was gone by that point. Taken in and seduced by Sheila's sexuality, lost to any control I may have had over myself. But really, did I want to be in control? It was such a delicious turn-on to do what Sheila wanted, to follow her lead and let myself be guided. For, surely, there could be only pleasure in the future if I did so.
Eagerly, I unsnapped and unzipped my jeans, curling up a little as I shoved them down to my knees. Sheila stared openly at my cock as it bobbed out, so hard that it hovered above my abdomen. Even in such dim light, the glistening bulb of moisture at the tip was noticeable.
"Oh, baby," she swooned. "Damn, that's beautiful."
I moaned, automatically wrapping my hand around my shaft. I had never heard my cock described as 'beautiful' before, but I was not about to argue with Sheila. Especially since, the moment I exposed myself to her, she began rubbing her slippery cunt with real purpose.
"Stroke it, baby," Sheila urged me, massaging her plump lips and stiff clit with more and more insistence. She seemed riveted to the sight of my hard dick. "Jack that gorgeous fucking cock . . . ."
Even with the alcohol I had imbibed, I was more turned on than I could remember. I stared at Sheila, watching the way she lay against the passenger door of my car, madly rubbing and stroking her pussy, her face contorted with pleasure, her free hand massaging and pinching her breasts. I jacked my cock faster and faster, inhaling the pure, rich aroma of her aroused pussy. I wanted to lean over, dive in, taste the sweet fluid as it seeped from the source. But that was against the rules, I somehow understood.
"Nate!" she gasped. "Oh, baby! Are you gonna cum?" she asked breathlessly, now slipping a slick finger deep inside her hole, fucking herself madly. The smacking noises of her palm against her mound filled the car. Sheila was so wet that the insides of her thighs, the firm cheeks of her ass, literally dripped with fluid.
I was masturbating at a lightning pace, squeezing the head of my cock on each upstroke as my other hand kneaded my balls. "I'm close!" I gasped.
"Oh, yeah! Yeah! YEAH!" She shrieked, then arched her back off the seat, thrusting her saturated cunt into the air. And just as she erupted, gasping and moaning and crying and panting, the sky outside the car was filled with the explosive bursts of multi-colored fireworks.
I barely registered them as I felt my own orgasm roar through me with the power and intensity of a tidal wave. I lifted my own hips off the seat, squeezing my dick tightly as I felt the pulses of fluid race through it. I managed to announce that I was cumming just before the thick spurts of pent-up cream gushed out. I watched Sheila's flushed face as she witnessed the lances of sperm that shot from my cock onto my chest and abdomen.
"Oh, fuck!" she cried, then shuddered again, almost violently, digging two fingers deep inside her pussy and squeezing. She watched avidly as I stroked out every last spurt and dribble of semen. The last few drops oozed down over my fingers. My mind was heady with pleasure. Never did I think it would be so intense to masturbate with a woman, watching each other cum.
We finally settled down, regaining our breath. The windows had become steamy, I suddenly noticed. Outside, fireworks continued to explode high overhead, painting a kaleidoscope upon our sweaty, naked, satisfied bodies.
Sheila uncurled her legs and leaned across me, smothering me with another deep kiss. I kissed her back, licking deep in her mouth. She broke the kiss and leaned back just a little, staring into my eyes. "Happy New Year, Nate," she whispered.
I chuckled. "Hell, yeah, it is," I responded.
Sheila giggled, then suddenly grabbed my hand and sucked on my fingers, cleaning them of cum. She smiled upon me with heavy eyes, a thick dollop of cream decorating her chin. She smacked her glossy lips. "Mmm," she moaned softly, breathing out. She ran her hand across my stomach, smearing it with my thick seed. "Can we stay naked like this, until the fireworks are over?" she asked, cuddling against me.
I ran my hand across her naked, narrow back, reaching her firm cheeks and giving them a squeeze. "You think I'm stupid?"
Sheila laughed, nuzzling my chest. "Mmm," she moaned softly. "I can't wait for Number Three."
"Oh, yeah?" I asked.
Sheila lifted her head and smiled up at me. "Uh-huh," she said softly. "That's where we masturbate each other."
My cock twitched, despite being spent. "Really?"
She bit her lip, then kissed me on the lips. "But that's for next time, baby."
I brushed Sheila's bangs with my fingers. "When's the next time?"
She rolled her shoulders slowly. "I guess . . . the next time we work together," she said.
To be continued . . . .
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The next time we work together.
Sheila's words echoed in my mind for days after that incredible New Years' Eve. I couldn't wait to see her again, to admire her exquisite body, to share the kink she had introduced to me. It was one thing to anticipate the delights of a potential lover, to experiment with what she did and did not like during that first night of lovemaking. But Sheila was taking that sensation to an entirely new level, protracting the exploration, while at the same time maximizing the pleasure of each step we took.
I still had questions, of course. Questions about Sheila and her attorney boyfriend. From all I had observed, her beau made Sheila happy. I had even learned that Sheila had been expecting a proposal from him for a while. But, contradicting that happy image was Sheila's revelation that they had been fighting. And if that was not the case, then why would Sheila spend New Years' Eve with me, masturbating together in my car, with the hint – hell, the impliedpromise– of furthering our sexual relationship?
But, if I had learned only one thing about Sheila, it was that she was a woman who wanted to call the shots. She would reveal to me only what she wanted, and no amount of insistence on my part would gain me any further knowledge. Indeed, I had the impression that, if I pushed too hard, Sheila would close herself off, and our fun would come to an end. I was at least intelligent enough to know that any continued pleasure Sheila and I might share depended upon my ability to play her game.
After that New Years' Eve, Sheila was absent from work for nearly a week. I learned, casually, through our managers and her friends, that Sheila had requested the first through the fifth of January off over two months before. Something about taking a trip with her boyfriend.
I tried not to feel jealous, but I couldn't help it. I felt that Sheila and I had shared something intimate, something special, something that was a beginning. Yet, the day after we had pleasured ourselves before one another, she was off . . . withhim?
The illicit and hidden nature of our tryst demanded that I keep quiet about it. How could I brag to anyone that I, Nathan Briggs, had spent New Years' Eve masturbating in my car with the one and only Sheila Kareides? No one would believe me, I knew. Maybe that was what Sheila had wanted. A tease, a tryst, a little fooling around with the one guy she knew she could control through her sexuality.
By the time Sheila came back to work, I was morose, despondent, and thoroughly cold to her. I avoided her like the plague when we worked, and didn't even look her in the eye. I was a little surprised that Sheila seemed hurt by the way I treated her, and in a way, I even enjoyed it. She tried to corner me now and then, tried to make casual conversation. But I spurned her at every turn.
I wanted her, of course. Hell, I dreamed about her every damn night, replaying that night in my car, making events escalate to the point where she sucked me of, or I went down on her, or she fucked me with total abandon and told me she loved me. But my stupid male pride, wounded as it was, kept me cold and distant.
Less than two weeks into the New Year, it was a typical Friday night. I was busy enough that I didn't have much time to think about Sheila, even though she was in the section next to mine and we brushed against each other now and then throughout the night. The following Monday was the beginning of the new semester, so I also had that to occupy me. My junior year was important, as I was taking only classes geared toward my History major. So I found solace in concentrating my thoughts on ancient Greek stories and myths, on the legends of the Spartans and Phoenicians.
That night, I finally found time to take a smoke break just after ten o'clock, after having been flooded by guests since five. The relatively calm and cool air of the back loading dock was welcome after the five hectic hours I had experienced. Surprised to be alone, but also thankful for it, I lit up and enjoyed that sweet rush of nicotine.
I barely heard the door from the kitchen as it opened, then closed. I simply stared up at the dark, star-filled sky overhead, trying to think of anything other than the way Sheila's tendons stood out on the insides of her lean thighs as she spread them, the way her pussy split open wetly like a fish's mouth, the way her aroma swirled around me like a sexual maelstrom . . . .
"What the fuck is wrong with you?"
I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes a moment, the only reaction I had at the moment to the sound of Sheila's voice, the knowledge of her presence. "Oh, I'm sorry, I guess I should be happy that you wanted to play around with me before going back to your boyfriend." My reply was not as insulting and bitter as I had fantasized; now that I could finally confront Sheila about my feelings . . . I was still the 'nice guy.'
She was quiet for a long moment. I didn't look at her; instead, I smoked my cigarette, holding it between slightly-shaking fingers.
"Okay," she said at last, stepping around me toward the far wall of the small enclosure. "I guess I deserved that. But I wanna tell you something, Nate."
I flicked ash off my cigarette, watching it fall to the ground. "What's that?"
I heard her breathe in, then let it out shakily. "I meant what I said."
I pulled on my cigarette. "Did you?"
She laughed harshly. "Fine," she said bitingly. "You wanna be a dick about it, go right ahead. But don't forget that I wanted to give you everything, and you fucked it up."
She stormed past me, tossing her barely-smoked cigarette away, and reached for the door.
"Sheila," I said, finally letting my eyes see her. She hesitated at the door, ready to jerk it open. I took a deep breath, admiring her in a both a purely carnal way, as well as affectionately. "I still want you," I said. "That'll never change. I just don't know if I can handle being . . . theotherguy."
Sheila's hard face, in profile to me, softened. Her eyes reddened slightly, her lips parted. "You really amaze me, Nate," she said, then looked to me for a moment, her face full of emotion and vulnerability. Then she pulled open the door and stepped inside.
As before, I was left with more questions than answers.
***
It was a little after midnight when I trudged out to my car, weary and tired and looking forward to the warmth of my bed and maybe some good Internet porn to jack off to. Thoughts of mine and Sheila's tantalizing tryst had compelled me to seek out and download clips of girls masturbating in cars, and doing even more than that.
Just as I unlocked the door of my car, I heard a soft voice in the darkness. "Hey."
I recognized Sheila's voice instantly, loving the soft lilt she possessed even as it made me cringe. I pulled the key from the lock, popped open the door, paused. I did not turn around. "Hey."
I heard her step up behind me, stiffened for a moment as Sheila pressed her nubile body against mine. I felt her warm, moist breath in my ear, just before her tongue flickered out. "I really missed you."
I could have been strong, could have held to my reserve. I could have pushed her away, gotten in my car and driven home. But I didn't. Sheila felt delicious, especially as her hands slid around to the front of my jeans and began tugging on the top button.
"I . . . I have, too," I admitted.
Sheila's hands separated the coarse fabric of my jeans and slid inside. I had not worn underwear since I was sixteen. I breathed in as I felt the tips of her fingers thread through my thick pubic curls. They slipped around the shaft of my rapidly-growing cock, caressed my sweat-dampened balls. Sheila giggled softly in my ear, kissed the side of my neck. "I can tell," she said breathily, then pulled her hands free and stepped around to the passenger side of my car.
I really did not have much choice. My libido was doing all the thinking for me. I got behind the wheel, leaned across to unlock the passenger door. Sheila slid in quickly, closing the door as she gave me an impish smile. "You know where to go," she said meaningfully.
***
I was all but literally shaking with anticipation as I parked the car in the same field outside the Air Force base. This time, however, there were no other cars around. Only the distant stark lights of the airfield, the hazy glow of the city around us. There seemed to be more light shining through the windows of my car, but perhaps that was only because there were no other vehicles around to cast shadows our way.
Sheila gave me a wicked grin as she popped open the passenger-side door. "Come on," she urged, then stepped out of the car. I frowned for a moment, wondering what she was thinking, or planning. Sheila left the door open, facing away from me, letting me get an unobstructed view as she unsnapped and unzipped her jeans. She bent straight-legged at the waist and shimmied them down her lean, tanned thighs. As before, she wore no panties.
Oh, Jesus, I groaned inwardly, my eyes riveted to Sheila's perfect ass, the plump, shadowed lips beneath her cheeks. She seemed to take her time getting out of her work shoes and the tiny ankle socks she wore. Nude from the waist down, she straightened and turned, giving me an impish grin accompanied by a wiggle of her thin, arched brows. She beckoned me with the seductive curl of a finger.
I took a breath, intimidated – yet also exhilarated – by the idea of being naked, outdoors, with Sheila. I decided not to think about what we were doing, or if we might get caught. I had to trust Sheila if I wanted to sample her once more.
I jumped out of the car, coming around the front as Sheila dropped her work polo and undershirt to the ground. Aside from her necklace, earrings, and navel charm, she was totally, deliciously, sublimely naked, standing with her legs slightly parted, hands on her hips, those perfect little breasts thrusting out toward me.
"Uh-uh, cowboy," she said. "Not another step unless you're nekkies."
I breathed in, looking around. I couldn't see anything even resembling a human being, car, or whatever, for at least a couple hundred yards, yet still, the simple idea of exposure was practically frightening. At the same time, I was conscious of the fact that, if I followed Sheila's rules, if I played her game . . . the risk would be worth it. So, staring at her inspiring naked body, I began undoing my belt.
Sheila bit her lip, eyes smoldering sensuously. She stepped closer, watching me push my jeans down and step out of my shoes. Her firm rear slid onto the hood of my car, and she leaned back on one hand, parting her legs and stroking the little tuft of hair on her pubic mound. Her nipples swelled and darkened in the cool night air.
"Mmm, Nate," she moaned softly, her eyes fixated on my cock. It was fully erect, jutting out from between my legs. "Did I tell you that you have a gorgeous dick?"
I chuckled, pulling my shirt off and dropping it to the ground. The cool, wet grass crunched a bit under my feet as I moved closer. Automatically, I grasped my shaft and began sliding my hand back and forth. "You might have mentioned it," I said.
Sheila's glowing eyes lifted to mine. "Ready for Number Three, baby?" she asked heatedly.
I nodded slowly, feeling the heat radiating from her. Even with the stiff, cold breeze, I could smell Sheila's ambrosial pussy. I suddenly realized that she was going to let me touch it . . . play with it . . . feel it.
Sheila leaned back on both hands now, lifting her legs above the hood of the car, spreading them wide. Her sleek pink lips glistened wetly. I had no doubt that she was turned on, as intoxicated as I was by the situation. "Get on your knees, Nate," she said with a sexy grin. She licked her lips slowly.
I obeyed like an automaton, approaching closer, then dropping to my knees on the cold grass. Sheila's raised and bent legs made her tendons stand out, catching the light from the airfield and once again drawing my attention to her sleek, hairless lips. The dusky pink of her cunt glittered like wet sands at the ocean's edge. Even her perineum and the tiny, shadowed bud of her anus were slick. Her aroma was stronger, now that my face was less than a foot from that succulent treasure.
"Just remember, baby, we have all night," Sheila whispered. "There's no need to rush."
I nodded mutely, glancing up briefly to her flushed, glowing face. "I want to touch you," I said.
She smiled demurely, and slowly settled her naked feet on my shoulders. Her thighs splayed even more widely apart. Her vulva opened like a mouth, the sleek labia parting stickily. Sheila's clit was already engorged, filling out the dark sheath in which it lay. I could practically see it move under the fleshy blanket.
"Then touch me, Nate," she whispered huskily. Her breath was ragged. "Anywhere you want. But just your hands, baby. Just your hands."
My twenty-year-old brain experienced a sudden flash of insight. My impulse was to dive in, shove a finger up inside her and feel the heat and tightness of Sheila's pussy. But I realized I had the chance to really savor her body, to explore it in ways I never had done with a girl before. I decided to make the most of it.
I placed my hands on the insides of Sheila's knees, feeling the heat of her skin. I watched her face, the rise and fall of those exquisite breasts, the flexing of Sheila's muscles beneath the skin of her abdomen, the rolling motion of her pelvis. Her pussy lips seemed to gape now, as if opening on their own and enticing me inside.
"Oh, yes," moaned Sheila, her eyes closing, head falling back. She breathed in and out heatedly through her mouth, whimpering as my hands smoothed further up the insides of her thighs. "God, Nate, I'm so hot!"
Hell, yeah, you are,I thought. My hands seemed drawn by the heat of Sheila's pussy, but just before the tips of my thumbs touched her bulging lips, I slid my hands up to her pelvis, along her narrow, taut abdomen to her breasts. I leaned in, all but pressing my chest between her splayed thighs. Her heat nearly burned my skin. Her aroma surrounded me.
"Hmmm, Baby . . . ." she murmured, sighing and hissing as my hands caressed her naked breasts. She breathed heatedly as I massaged those firm mounds. Her nipples slipped between my fingers. I squeezed and lightly pinched them, making Sheila gasp. "Harder," she breathed.
So I did, pulling on her nipples, watching her body undulate in response. I took each of the dark, thick nubs in my fingers and pulled them away from her body, watching her breasts stretch. Sheila bucked and cried out, arching her back. She ground her ass against the hood of my car, scooting down a little until the hot, moist lips of her pussy were pressed against my chest. I trembled at the feel of her slick flesh sliding up and down on my chest, her stiff clit mashed against my sternum.
Sheila's thighs trembled, and she dug her heels into my back, keeping me where I was (not that I was about to move). She writhed and moaned, and I felt her wetness seeping down to my abdomen. Her open mouth worked like a goldfish's. Her fingers scraped the hood of my car.
I couldn't help myself. She smelled just so damn good, and I was so turned on . . . I lowered my head, and licked the inside of her left thigh, tasting the fresh, tart flavor of her fluid. I moaned, and sucked just at the junction of thigh and pubis, feeling her soft, bulging vulva against my cheek. My tongue snaked out, searching the edges of those sweet, quivering lips . . . .
Sheila's fingers were suddenly threading through my hair, pulling at my head. I sighed in disappointment as I was denied the chance to drink from the fountain, and looked up to Sheila's inflamed face.
"Just hands, baby," she said with a husky lick of her lips, which flared around her clenched teeth. "Finger me."
Those words made my libido soar.Finger me. . . I had never had a girl say such a thing to me before, nor had I ever been so intoxicated by a woman in my life. I was, needless to say, inspired.
"Get on your hands and knees," I said.
Sheila's eyes flashed excitedly. "Just hands, okay?" she reminded me, scooting up on the hood and turning over. I groaned at the sight of this beautiful woman as she positioned herself on all fours. Her rich skin seemed more pale in the distant light and the faint glow of the moon overhead. She arched her back and looked over her shoulder at me, nibbling her lower lip. "Go for it, baby," she cooed.
I smiled back, admiring the firmness of her cheeks, the puffy vulva of her pussy and the slink, shiny lips of her slit. Her tiny asshole all but winked at me. I couldn't help but feel blessed.
Sheila purred when my hands caressed her round cheeks. She swayed a little on her hands and knees, hissing as I pulled her cheeks apart, making her cunt split open with a faint wet sound. I inhaled her scent, bringing my face as close as I could without my lips touching her. How I had the will to resist fastening my mouth to those succulent folds, I couldn't fathom.
"Mmm, yeah, Nate, that's it," sighed Sheila, feeling my fingers rubbing her glossy, warm lips. I couldn't believe I was actually touching Sheila's pretty pussy. The heat emanating from her was incredible. I massaged her vulva for a moment, pinching them together, then spreading them wide apart. Sheila moaned again.
I didn't need to suck my fingers to get them wet, but I did so anyway, tasting her sublime flavor. Oh, how heavenly! Musky, sweet, tangy and just a little bitter.Nectar of Aphrodite,I thought, then returned my fingers to her cunt. I slowly pushed the tips of two fingers against her tight entrance.
"Yes!" gasped Sheila, pushing back against me. "Fuck me, baby . . . fuck me with your fingers . . . ."
I was transfixed by the sight of Sheila's pussy stretching around my invading digits, sucking them in. I felt the muscles gripping my fingers tightly, rippling and pulling. I exposed her clit with the fingers of my other hand, and touched it with my thumb, just as my fingers were buried to the third knuckle. Sheila jumped, then purred again.
"So good, baby, so good. Go on, do it. Fuck me. Fuck my pussy!"
Her dirty talk spurred me on. I slid my fingers back, almost vacating her tunnel, watching the way her labia billowed out like the petals of a blooming flower, then pushed back in, going just as deep as before. I moved my fingers around inside her, massaging her clit all the while. Her juices flowed freely, dripping over my hand and down her thighs.
I plunged in, again and again, increasing the speed and rhythm until my knuckles were smacking wetly against her pussy. Sheila bucked, gasping loudly, her breath leaving her quivering lips in shuddering puffs. She rolled her hips insistently, lowered her shoulders to the hood. Her pussy clenched my fingers tightly, making me anticipate the feel of that same snug cave around my cock.
I felt and watched her body trembling, and the way she was panting and moaning, I figured she was getting close to orgasm. Or maybe she had already cum, the way she was dripping. I honestly wasn't sure, but I wasn't going to stop either way.
A thought flashed into my head, and I went with it. I pulled my fingers from her pussy, sucked on them for a moment. Sheila was breathing heavily, giggling softly as she remained where she was. "Done already?" she asked, brushing hair from her face and lifting up to look back at me. Jesus, was she gorgeous, with her face positively glowing, her body glistening with sweat.
I smiled up at her, tasting her rich essence. "Not yet," I responded, returning my fingers to her hole. Sheila giggled again, watching me with a slack expression on her face. But this time, as well as the two fingers I inserted into her tunnel, I pressed my ring finger against her anus. Sheila caught her breath, clamping her mouth and biting down on her lower lip. She moaned as I slowly penetrated her ass.



"Oh, God . . . ." she moaned, hanging her head. Her body shook. I pushed my fingers in deeper, until her cunt and ass were both filled as deeply as my fingers could reach. I held them there for a long moment, rubbing her stiff clit – damn, it was even bigger now, swollen to the girth of a pen – with the fingertips of my other hand.
"Like that?" I asked her.
"Mmm . . . fuck, yes," she whispered heatedly. "Make me cum, Nate. Please, oh God please make me cum . . . ."
I grinned. I was in control, now. I was calling the shots. Sheila's pleasure was mine to control, and that was even more arousing than what I was doing. I pumped into her holes faster and faster, feeling two sets of muscles squeezing and tugging my fingers. Sheila grunted and cried out when I added my little finger to the one in her ass, and slapped her hand onto the hood of the car.
"Fuck, Nate!" she yelled. "I'm gonna cum! Don't stop, baby, I'm gonna cum!"
I plunged into her fiercely, finger-fucking Sheila with the speed and force of a jackhammer. My hand smacked her ass on impulse, and Sheila bucked, whimpering, moaning, and vibrating like a tremolo. Again and again, my firm hand slapped against quivering flesh, earning a yelp each time. Those beautiful cheeks glowed with crimson hand prints by the time she erupted, screeching her orgasm to the world.
Sheila pushed up to the limits of her arms and shoved her hips back at me, almost making me stumble back. But I doubt her pussy and ass would have let me go; they were so tight around my fingers, I was afraid they would break. Still, for good measure, I clutched her thigh with my left hand, holding her to me.
Accompanied by quaking aftershocks, Sheila eventually began to relax. I didn't move my fingers other than to adjust them and insure they were still attached to my hand. Sheila straightened and half-turned, her face hazy and eyes glazed. Her breath was hot on my face as she slipped her arm around me and kissed me deeply.
"S-slowly," she whispered. "P-pull them out . . . s-slowly . . . ."
I did as she asked, withdrawing my fingers gently. Sheila jolted a couple of times before I recovered my cum-drenched hand. I flexed my fingers experimentally, finding them slick, borderline bruised, but still functional.
"I, um . . . need a sec," mumbled Sheila mumbled, turning around fully and sitting on the car's hood. She sagged against me, her chin on my head she held me close and recovered her breath. Her small breasts were ready for my lips, and I kissed them while massaging her thighs and back. The moment was so intimate, so perfect and satisfying. I honestly would have been happy ending the night right then.
But Sheila was not about to forget about me. She pulled me up, kissed my lips. "Why don't you lay back?" she asked, dark eyes glittering wantonly.
I groaned with anticipation and rolled onto my back on the hood, propped up on my elbows. Sheila settled into a squat between my legs, eyeing my engorged cock. It bobbed out toward her face, and she grinned, nibbling her tongue. Warm, sublime hands captured me, one wrapping around my thick shaft, the other cradling my swollen balls. I sighed at the touch of her massaging fingers.
"Oh, baby," she breathed out. "I've been looking forward to this."
I squirmed under her touch. "Me, too," I croaked.
Sheila giggled softly, then shifted as she got comfortable. Her right hand squeezed my shaft firmly, pumping up and down. Her left rolled my balls, massaging them and pushing them up now and then. A broad smile stretched her lips as my dick leaked a steady flow of clear, sticky fluid that made her hand smack wetly as she masturbated me.
"Damn, I don't even have to spit on it, do I?" she commented rhetorically.
"God, that feels good," I moaned, watching her hands flutter up and down. She would squeeze tightly on each upstroke, massage the head with her thumb and make me squirm. Sometimes, she would use both hands together, and despite the fact that she did not need to, spit on my cock now and then. Her eyes flashed back and forth from my cock to my face, and she smiled the entire time, anticipating my eruption.
My body jerked, spasming beneath her ministrations. My hips pushed out toward Sheila, making my cock thrust closer to her face. The head bumped her lips briefly, leaving a thick line of fluid that stretched from cock to mouth. Aroused as I was, my release was not going to take long.
Sheila sensed this, and stroked my dick faster and faster, squeezing it harder. One hand shoved my balls against the base of my shaft, the other raked her smallish nails around the base of my cock. Her face was a mask of wicked eagerness as she realized she was about to bring me off.
"Are you you're gonna shoot, baby?" she whispered, her parted lips hovering just above the crown of my straining cock.
"Soon!" I grunted. "Oh, God!"
Sheila pumped faster and faster on my cock, her tight grip making wetsmack-smack-smacksounds, her eyes giving me a pleading look. "Ooo, come on, baby! Cum on me! Shoot it all over my face!"
On your face? Oh, fuck . . .that did it for me. I gasped and groaned, shoving my hips out, pushing my cock over Sheila's gorgeous face . . . .
My cock pulsed in her little hand, launching thick salvos of creamy white fluid that spurted into her hair, on her forehead, nose, upper lip, and chin. Sheila grinned at the feel of my heavy, warm cum, and turned her head a bit, letting a few thick gobs land on her cheeks, chin, and right on those heavenly lips. Some of it even disappeared in her mouth, yet still Sheila grinned.
I bucked in the throes of my orgasm, watching droplets of fluid falling to her upturned breasts and slender thighs below. Sheila laughed and cooed all the while, tugging on my dick, squeezing it almost painfully to get every last drop of semen.
Finally, she let go of my cock and eased back, looking down at her cum-speckled body. Thick tendrils of semen dangled from her chin, and more ran down her neck, making the valley between her breasts glisten. Sheila giggled, and ran her hands over herself, smearing my seed into her skin. From her face and neck to her abdomen and thighs, she literally glowed with the thin wet film of my cum.
Sitting up straight, Sheila gave me a naughty look as she licked her gooey hands and sucked on shiny wet fingers. "That was hot, Nate," she cooed.
I groaned, falling back on the hood. "Holy shit . . . ."
***
Sheila steered the conversation as we lay upon reclined seats in my car, her body snuggled against mine and her fingers tickling the hairs of my abdomen. I caught on pretty quick that any mention of her boyfriend was off-limits. I might have insisted that I know what was going on, if what she was doing with me was some sort of prelude to a relationship, or if she really did just want to fool around and had no plans to leave her boyfriend. But I did not. I held my tongue, keeping to the place where Sheila, it seemed, had decided I belonged.
My ego may have found affront with that. After all, the basic male instinct was to be the one in charge. But when you're a twenty-year-old kid, and a gorgeous, naked woman is laying beside you and running her hands all over the place . . . well, fuck ego. The Id was in control.
Instead, we talked about work, sharing the latest gossip about who was sleeping with who, who was going to get fired, who we thought was stealing steaks from the walk-in cooler. We touched a little on her life outside her relationship, but Sheila was cagey with what she let me know. The only items of substance I learned concerned her father and his second wife (Sheila refused to call 'the busty bitch' "mom") and Sheila's kid brother Roman, who was nineteen and serving his first tour in Iraq. Sheila was afraid for him, though she tried to hide it by saying how handsome he looked in his uniform.
We eventually dressed and I fired up the car. While my fluid had soaked into her skin by that point, the aroma of cum still surrounded her. She seemed to like it, and I came to the conclusion that Sheila had something of a cum fetish.Fine with me,I thought.
It was a good twenty or thirty minute drive back to the restaurant, where Sheila had left her car. She spent the time giving me a long, luxurious handjob, giggling now and then as we realized I was driving too slow, or when I missed an exit from the highway. I finally came again, coating Sheila's fingers with my second load after I had parked next to her car. She kept squeezing and milking my shaft to get it all out, then rewarded me with a sweet kiss and a whispered good-bye.
"Oh, by the way, Nate," she said, leaning in through the open door. She eyed my spent cock, laying deflated upon my abdomen. "Next time is Number Four."
I breathed in. "Number Four?"
Sheila grinned, then slipped a single finger, oozing with cum, into her mouth. She sucked on it suggestively for a moment, mimicking a blowjob, and smacked her lips. "Number Four," she whispered huskily, then closed the door.
I watched Sheila stroll to her car, avidly licking and sucking her fingers clean of my sticky sperm. What an incredible, kinky, sexy and mysterious woman she was. She gave me a playful wave before disappearing into her car and starting the engine. I waited until she was gone before turning the key.
Number Four,I thought as I drove home.I can't wait.
To be continued . . . .
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I still had a lot of questions about my relationship, such as it was, with Sheila that Saturday morning. I awoke feeling more refreshed than I had been since breaking up with my last girlfriend, but as satisfied as my libido was, my heart and mind were in turmoil. Was I just a plaything for Sheila? Or was this whole 'by the numbers' thing her way of auditioning potential boyfriends?
I worked the lunch shift that day. Saturday lunches always started off slow, since it was a day that most of our guests had off. The rush really didn't hit until about one in the afternoon, but once it did, we were quickly filled to capacity and even had a short waiting list for tables. I was glad to keep busy; it kept my thoughts away from the anticipation of further delights from Sheila.
Around four o'clock, I finally had a moment to myself. My relief was due to come on soon, and the four tables I had were all eating, with full drinks and all the secondary condiments they had asked for. With the permission from the manager on duty, I headed out to the back dock for a smoke. Andi, a pretty and slightly chubby blonde girl, fellow server, and good friend, followed me.
"Crazy day, huh?" she asked as we both lit up.
I nodded, blowing smoke. "Good day, though," I said. "I figure I'll walk with a bill after tip-out."
Andi nodded. "Me, too," she said, then gave me a sly look and smile. "So, um, how was last night?"
I shrugged, not catching on to her expression. "Pretty good. I made about one-thirty, something like that."
Andi laughed softly, giving me a knowing look. "I meant . . .afterward," she said meaningfully.
I felt my heart jump slightly with anxiety, but tried to play it off with a casual shrug. "Um, afterward what?" I asked, feigning innocence. "I went home. Played some video games."
"Uh-huh," she responded, not buying my story. She laughed suddenly. "Geez, Nate, you're a great guy, but sometimes, you really can be dumb! I saw you hook up with Sheila! I watched her get in your car, and you guys took off."
I felt my face get hot. "It was dark," I said. "It was probably just her boyfriend, and—"
Andi sputtered. "Bull. Shit. Grant's, like, four inches taller than you and blonde. And he drives a freaking bad-ass Mercedes ragtop,nota ten-year-old Escort."
I said nothing as I smoked. I didn't look to Andi, afraid that my eyes would give me away.
"Look, Nate, I'm not gonna tell nobody," she said, recognizing how uncomfortable I was. "Okay, you guys wanna keep it on the down low, cool. I promise, Ipromise, I won't tellanybody. But . . . are you guys doing it?"
I suddenly laughed, needing some way to let the tension out. I felt suddenly like the lowly peon who was secretly pleasuring the Queen late at night. The weight of my secret was bearing down on me; I wanted to tell someone, if only to reaffirm to myself that my memories were real, and not some schizophrenic delusion. I felt I could trust Andi; we had become good friends since the day I started. She was almost ten years older, married with a couple kids. She often said she saw me as a kid brother.
"We, uh . . . spend time together," I said sheepishly, giving Andi a little smile.
"Hah!" she cried, bouncing on her feet. "I knew it! I could tell, they way you guys have been acting . . . ." She laughed for a moment, proud of herself for having guessed correctly. "So, um . . . does that mean you guys are, like, close? Or are you just fooling around?"
I took a deep breath, feeling my smile vanish. I shrugged. "I don't know, really," I said. "I'm pretty sure she's still with her boyfriend. We just . . . I guess it's just a casual thing."
Andi pursed her lips in thought. "Are you cool with that?"
I mulled her question over in my mind. Was I cool with it? "I guess," I said.
She stepped closer, touched my arm. "Nate, look. I think I've kind'a figured you out, at least a little, since you started. Sheila's the kind of girl who can have any guy she wants. And you're the kind of guy who's real choosy. When you like a girl, she's all you think about, right?"
I gritted my teeth. "Yeah. Pretty much."
Andi breathed in, smoked her cigarette. "I've known Sheila for over a year," she said. "Some things I like about her, some things I don't. I'm not gonna talk shit about her, but . . . just don't let her hurt you, Nate. She's not gonna leave her boyfriend. In fact, I'm pretty sure they're gonna get engaged soon."
I nodded, clenching my jaw. I did not want to hear Andi's words, even though they were the truth. In the little fantasy world I had begun to construct around Sheila and I, she was going to leave Mr. Lawyer and live happily ever after with me. We'd have sex five times a day and be blissfully happy, all the time. No fights, no headaches, nothing but sweet carnal pleasure, cuddling, and waking up together every morning.
But that was just fantasy. "Yeah, I know."
Andi sighed, rubbing my back reassuringly. "Hey, just . . ." she paused, searching her tongue. "It's obvious she wants to have some fun before taking that big step, right? So . . . have fun with her. Just don't take it seriously."
I closed my eyes a moment, feeling my shoulders slump. "That's the problem," I said. "I think I am taking it seriously."
***
I was left in a funky mood after my conversation with Andi. My bubble had been burst, so to speak, and while I knew it had to happen, I still was not happy about it. I returned to my tables, finished them up, then completed my sidework and checked out with the manager.
It was about ten minutes before six when I headed toward my car. A cold front had blown in that morning, dropping temperatures by a good fifteen degrees. I wasn't shivering in the sixty-degree air, but I definitely felt it through my work shirt.
As I approached my little car, I noticed a very recognizable Toyota sedan parked before it, nose-to-nose. The driver-side door popped open, and Sheila stepped out. Her beautiful face was a mixture of arousal and amusement as she regarded me. "Hey, baby," she said sultrily.
I breathed in, trying to contain any of the outward signs of arousal I instantly felt when I saw my lover. "Hi."
She strolled around between our two cars, glancing about casually before she sidled up before me. Her cheeks, I noticed, were rosy. And not from makeup.
Without preamble, Sheila settled her lithe little body against mine and kissed me deeply, moaning softly all the while that she sucked on my lips and tongue. "Let's make it quick, baby, I'm on at six."
I swallowed nervously, looking around. Our restaurant sat within a busy outdoor mall. There were cars, and people, everywhere. Granted, I had parked beneath a tree, which provided some shelter, and my car, with its tinted windows, would hide Sheila and I from our shoulders down . . . still . . . .
"Here?" I asked, alarmed.
Sheila grinned up at me, then took a single step back while her hands busily unsnapped and unzipped her tight jeans. Uncaring in her partial nudity, Sheila pushed the tight denim halfway down her thighs, revealing a pair of light blue cotton panties that she pulled out and away from her crotch. I shuddered at the sight of her tiny dark strip, the thick hood of her clit framed by those puffy vulva.
My cock swelled in my jeans. Here we were, in the middle of the day, with Sheila exposing herself and obviously urging me to do the same. Our seclusion was afforded only by a tree and my car. Anyone walking by, looking at the right angle, would be able to see what we were doing.
And that idea, thatfact, I realized, was the biggest part of the allure. I shook my head, even as I felt it swimming with my desire for Sheila's kink. "I can't believe I'm doing this," I said, undoing my jeans. I pushed them down, just a little, and my cock fell out. Sheila's hand was quick to catch it.
"Ooo, baby," she cooed, stroking me. She stepped closer, and rubbed the head of my dick across her pubic mound. My dick leaked pre-cum that glistened in the small strip of hair above her clit.
"Kiss me," Sheila urged, bringing her face close. She tugged more firmly on my cock, even tilted it down so that the head pressed against her hot, wet clitoris. I moaned into Sheila's mouth, and groped her breasts through her shirt.
"I want you to cum," Sheila panted, masturbating me urgently. Her breath was hot and moist in my ear. She nipped at my neck. "Do it, baby. Don't hold it. Cum for me."
I felt my release building, and moved my hands from her firm tits to her back. I pushed against her hands, fucking them, moving my hips back and forth. My fingers dug into her shoulders as I moaned my release.
"Oh, yeah, baby! Oooo . . . oh . . . ." Sheila tugged on my cock as my cum surged out, coating her pubic mound, flowing down over her puffy lips and soaking into the gusset of her panties. We both watched as drops of cum dripped from my dick and fell onto Sheila's pussy and underwear.
She grinned up at me. "I'm gonna be squishy all night, baby," she said, then kissed me again. She glanced around quickly, then ducked down and licked the head of my cock, capturing the last thick bubble of milky semen on her tongue. She smacked her lips, savoring the taste, then zipped up.
"Gotta go to work, baby," she said casually, then bounced past me toward the restaurant.
I was still breathing hard, all at once amazed and drained by what had just happened. A goofy laugh escaped my lips. I tucked my dick away, got in my car, and lit a cigarette.
***
I answered my phone on the second ring. I was halfway into my third beer –thank you, Mark!– and feeling pretty loose.
"Hello?"
"I'm still sticky."
I breathed in at the sound of Sheila's voice, and slid even more comfortably into the couch in my tiny apartment. "Oh, are you?"
"Uh-huh," she responded. "I could feel your cum all over my pussy, all night, soaking in . . . ."
I closed my eyes a moment, trying to contain my arousal. "You like that, huh?"
"I fucking love it, Nate." I heard some faint movement in the background. "I'm in my car, right now. Taking off my jeans. I haven't even left the parking lot. I'm just too hot."
My dick throbbed at the image her words provided. "Are you gonna get off right now?"
"Yes," she panted. "Oh, God, Nate, I can smell your cum. I'm so wet with it! It's all over my pussy!"
"Are you rubbing it in?" I asked.
"Mmm . . . yeah, I am. I'm pushing it in my pussy, baby. All that sticky, sweet cum . . . fuck, it tastes so good, too."
I trembled in arousal, stroking my dick. I was often naked in my apartment. "Can't believe you waited all night to taste it."
Sheila giggled. "I didn't," she said. I heard the wet, smacking, sucking sounds that indicated she was cleaning her fingers. "I went into the bathroom, soon as I got to work, put my hand in my jeans . . . damn, baby, you really shoot a huge load . . . mmmm . . . ."
"Did you lick your fingers?" I asked, my cock fully erect now as I stroked it.
"Of course," she said with a soft giggle. "Oh, Nate . . . I wish you were here. I wanna feel your fingers in my pussy again . . . fucking me . . . ."
"Come over," I said, pumping my dick.
Sheila avoided my suggestion, or perhaps she barely heard me. "I've got two fingers in my pussy, and one in my ass, Nate . . . just like when you were doing me . . . God! Right here, in the parking lot! Anyone could see me, baby!"
"Maybe they can, Sheila," I said, jacking my cock faster and faster. "Maybe they're watching you, right now. Guys rubbing themselves, looking in the windows—"
"Oh, God!" she cried. "You really think they'd do that?"
"Yes, baby," I said, fucking my dick harder and harder with my hand. "They'd all watch you finger your pussy."
"Oh-h-h, yeah," she groaned. I could faintly hear wet smacking sounds in the background, and imagined Sheila's legs spread wide, little feet braced against the dash, her fingers stabbing rapidly in and out of her swollen snatch . . . .
"In fact, I bet they'd surround your car, looking in, trying to get as close as possible," I continued, feeding to her obvious fantasy. "All those guys jerking off, fantasizing about you—"
"And girls?" Sheila asked heatedly. "Girls, too? Would they watch?"
"They'd touch themselves, too," I breathed, stroking my cock faster. "Put their hands right down their pants, or inside their shirts—"
"Oh, God yes," Sheila moaned. "Pushing their tits against the window . . . ." She trailed off, whimpering.
I followed a hunch. "Maybe they'd want you to roll down the window, so you could suck on them," I suggested.
"Oh, f-f-fuck . . . ." she growled. Her breathing quickened, sputtering into the phone. "Nate, baby . . . oh, baby . . . ."
The sweet, sexy urgency in her voice made my cock tingle. "Are you gonna cum?" I asked, pumping faster and harder.
"Yes, baby! Yes! Oh-h-h . . . ." I heard her moan and groan through her orgasm, punctuated by sharp little squeals of pleasure. Realizing she was climaxing, with our shared fantasy playing with Technicolor vividness in my mind, I came as well, splashing my stomach and hand.
For long moments, we listened to each other's breathing. Sheila moaned with satisfaction, making wet smacking and sucking noises. I realized she was licking and sucking her fingers clean once more.
"Nate?" she asked breathlessly.
"Yeah."
"Good night, baby," she whispered, then hung up. I felt a moment's pang of disappointment; I had hoped she would want to come over, maybe get to "Number Four." But Sheila, though I didn't realize at the time, was having just as much fun prolonging the pleasure as she was enjoying it. Part of what made our whole 'relationship' exciting for her was the fact that she controlled the where and when of our trysts. I was just an eager lap-dog willing to follow her around.
Not that I was really complaining . . . .
***
I didn't see Sheila for a few days. She did not work on Sundays, and with the start of classes, I went back to working only nights except on the weekends. Sheila had a choice schedule, getting only the 'money' shifts, which meant I did not see her until Wednesday night.
By then, of course, I was more than anxious to be with her again, but I tried not to be obvious about it when I arrived at Jersey Jack's at four o'clock. I had seen Sheila's car in the lot, and my heart had begun hammering instantly. The idea of moving from masturbating each other to tasting each other . . . I was almost trembling when I opened the doors and saw Sheila sitting at the usual employee table in the bar.
But being shy, quiet me, I didn't head toward her right away. I just caught her eye and smiled. She smiled back, then returned to her conversation with a couple of other servers, acting as if I was no more important to her than anyone else. That irked me a little bit, but then I thought,what is she supposed to do? Come running and hug me, right in front of everyone?
We got an early pop that night, going on wait around 5:30. I was glad for the business, because it kept my mind occupied. My new classes gave me much to think about as well; I already had one paper due in another week.Good thing I don't have a girlfriend,I remember thinking at one point.I wouldn't have time for her . . . .
Girlfriend,I thought with a frown.So what's Sheila? Just a . . . friend with benefits?
What is she, indeed . . . .
Abruptly, she was there, beside me at the beverage station, getting drink refills for her guests. She 'casually' rubbed against me, and gave me a quick, sly look and a smile. I instantly felt my libido respond. My cock twitched in my jeans.Thank God for aprons . . . .
"Working tomorrow night?" she asked as she filled a glass with Diet Coke.
"Um . . . no," I said after a moment's thought.
"Class?"
I sighed. "Of course."
"When are you done with class?"
"Uh . . . twelve-thirty."
Sheila nodded to herself, gave me another smile. "Cool," she said simply, then turned and headed back out to the dining room. I followed her with my eyes, mildly consternated.Oh, God, baby, don't make me wait another day!
"Hey, stud."
Andi's voice startled me. Feeling my cheeks redden, I looked away from my friend as she scooped ice into a glass. "Uh, hi."
She chuckled softly. "Nate."
"Yeah?"
"Wipe your chin. You're drooling all over the place."
***
Sheila left quickly that night. Did not even give me as much as a 'good night, Nate.' Around nine-thirty, I suddenly realized she was gone when a couple of the other girls were talking about meeting up with her and her boyfriend for drinks at a local bar. That put me in a sour mood.
All she had to do was tell me good night. Maybe a quick kiss, where no one would see us. But, no . . . had to rush off so she can be with Mr. Perfect. I got a sudden image of Sheila riding her boyfriend, telling him she loved him as they moaned and panted together . . . .
I got out of the restaurant as quickly as I could, turning down an offer of drinks at Cooty's from my friends. Instead, I went straight home to finish off the beer that my friend Mark had dropped off for me.
***
I was in a rush the following morning, having awakened late, and with a hangover, no less. I arrived for my first class ten minutes after it began, earning my professor's disapproving glare. It didn't help that I could still smell the beer on my breath, and others around me could, as well.
A few bottles of water, a couple of chicken soft tacos and an apple at the cafeteria helped with that, as well as the hangover. By the time I got out of my last class of the day, at 12:30, I was fully awake and no longer felt dehydrated. For once without Sheila on my mind – when on campus, I had a tendency to think of nothing but my classes – I made my way through the immense parking lots of the campus, finally finding my car in the B.F.E. region.
I didn't notice the note under the windshield wiper until I was behind the wheel and ready to turn the key. I frowned in immediate annoyance. There was always some kind of flyer or what-not slipped under my wipers. Some stupid college band playing at a cheap, off-campus bar, or a credit card application, or a new-age herbalist, or . . . .
I huffed, leaned halfway out my window and reached for the note. I almost crumpled it up and tossed it in the back seat, never to be read or bothered with. But the fact that it was a piece of paper obviously torn from a notebook made me pause. Curiosity compelled me to open it.
"Nate,
Meet me at the gazebo in Johnson Park. It's just past the statue.
XOXO,
Sheila"
My chest swelled instantly, a well as my groin.Sheila, I thought, with all the reverence of a devout Catholic invoking the name of a patron saint. I found myself smiling like a giddy boy on his birthday.
Hmm. The gazebo, huh?
***
Johnson Park lay on the north side of the sprawling campus, beyond the Humanities building. It was fairly sizable, with numerous paths for joggers and walkers, and lots of little hidden glades. It was pretty well known that amorous couples who could not find privacy at the dorms or anywhere else occasionally found a little spot amongst the trees in which to show their affection. It was said that Johnson Park (appropriate name, that) was home to more used condoms than a frat house trash can.
I passed the statue of Armand Johnson, some big-wig politician in the sixties who had provided a lot of funding for the young college, and followed a dusty path through trees and dense foliage toward the gazebo. The structure lay in a small clearing, surrounded by trees that retained most of their leaves. It's white latticework stood out against the surroundings. And there, seated within the enclosure, upon a swinging bench, was Sheila.



She grinned as I approached, her dark eyes smoldering sexily. She had dressed the part of a naughty schoolgirl, replete with green and black checkered skirt, a white shirt left unbuttoned and tied beneath her breasts, knee-length socks and little black flats. Her long, straight jet hair was secured in pig tails just behind her ears.
I was captivated by the sight. Sheila knew how to play up to fantasies, that was for certain. "Hi," I said.
"Hey, baby," she responded, fanning those lean thighs back and forth. The skirt was tiny, revealing glimpses of her inner thigh and the shadowed, plump lips of her sex. I tried not to shudder as I realized Sheila was not wearing anything underneath. "I've been looking forward to this, Nate."
I stepped onto the gazebo, wanting to relish the moment. "Me, too."
Sheila sat up, sliding her legs together and leaning forward with her hands on her knees. She looked years younger in her get-up, almost making me think she was just an innocent, demurely sexy schoolgirl. She pouted her lips, batted her lashes. "Don't you wanna give me a kiss?"
I took in a shuddering breath and approached. Sheila bit her lip, watching me, her eyes roaming. The tip of a pink tongue caressed her lips slowly, seductively, as she eyed the bulge beneath my jeans.
"Of course I do," I said, and stooped, meeting her eager lips as Sheila tilted her head back. She moaned softly, sucking and licking my lips, searching for my tongue. Her hands came up and touched my arms, pulling me toward her. I almost stumbled, catching myself on the back of the swing. It rocked back and forth as we kissed. Sheila's legs lifted and wrapped around my upper thighs.
"Are you ready, Nate?" she asked huskily, caressing my face and neck with her hands. Her eyes shone up at me, devilish yet promising.
I chuckled, wading through a sea of arousal. "You gotta know by now that I'm always ready for you," I said.
Sheila grinned, and grabbed fistfuls of my shirt, tugging down. "Are you, baby?" she asked, breathing out hotly through her mouth. "Are you ready for me?"
"God, yes," I said, letting myself be lowered to my knees. The sweet, musky aroma of Sheila's passion reached out from beneath her skirt, taking command of my senses . . . my mind.
Sheila's face softened, her eyes growing heavy and cheeks darkening. Fingers ran through my hair, across the line of my jaw. "I want you to eat my pussy," she whispered in that sexily vulgar way of hers.
I tried to stay calm, regulating my breathing. My eyes fell to Sheila's mostly-revealed thighs. Automatically, I settled my hands to the outsides of her legs, feeling her firm muscles tensing. She spread herself wider, making the skirt ride up. The afternoon sunlight illuminated her succulent pussy, revealing how wet she was. The lips of her luscious sex were already swollen and parted.
"Take your time, baby," Sheila said, directing my face toward the inside of her right knee. "Taste me. Don't rush."
I murmured something – can't remember what it was, now – and sucked softly at the little patch of skin just above Sheila's knee, on the inside of her thigh. She drew in a hissing breath, laying back and spreading her legs wider. Her feet lifted off the ground, making her skirt fall back, fully exposing her inspiring pussy, and set her feet on my shoulders.
"Oh, that's it, baby. Take your time . . . oh, God . . . mmm . . . ."
I didn't think about where I was – within a gazebo, on campus grounds, in the middle of the afternoon, where walkers or joggers could easily stumble upon us – as I dragged the tip of my tongue along the salty-sweet skin of Sheila's thigh. The heady fragrance of her excited pussy was so palpable that I could feel it on my tongue, even though I had yet to taste her. But I knew I was going to.
Sheila's breathing grew more and more shallow. Her fingers in my hair seemed to be pulling, directing me closer to her sex. Puffy vulva were spread wide open, sleek pink lips absolutely dripping. The thick bud of her clitoris beckoned me, glowing like a pearl within a shroud of coral drapes.
Finally, my eager tongue licked to the base of her thigh, just where her pelvis and leg were joined. The sweet tartness of her juices inflamed my tongue, and I moaned at the flavor. Sheila fluttered her skirt above her waist, watching me as I sucked at the tender flesh. I gazed up, into her slack, needy face . . . .
"Oh, God . . . ." she moaned, arching her back, pushing her dripping cunt against my mouth as I devoured her. Finesse was cast aside for the moment as I covered as much of her sweet pussy with my mouth as I could, pulling the pliant, slippery flesh inside. Breathe escaped through my nose, which felt the soft brush of her thin 'landing strip' as I moved my head back and forth. This was heaven, I decided. This was Elysium, Valhalla, the Happy Hunting Grounds. Tasting Sheila, drinking her fluid from the source, feeling the pulses of her vaginal muscles against the tip of my licking tongue . . . all of it was, in a word,paradise.
I felt the trembling of Sheila's stiff clit against the flat of my tongue, sucked it into my mouth. Her body bucked, moaning loudly, pulling my face against her cunt. "That's it, baby, eat me . . . oh, fuck yeah . . . eat my cunt. Just like that, Nate. Suck it. Suck it all out . . . ."
Her raunchy words were a verbal aphrodisiac, telling me I was doing it right. Pulling, sucking, slobbering, licking . . . I savored the taste of her, feeling like a worshipper who was finally being rewarded by his goddess. My tongue dipped into the tight, slick opening of her tunnel; I groaned at the feel of those muscles caressing and pushing against me.
After a few minutes, I released her flesh, admiring how swollen and darkened with blood her lips were. My fingers spread them wide open, my tongue thrust deep between, wiggling it around. Her wet flesh all but encased my lips. Her clit rubbed against the tip of my nose.
"Don't stop, baby don't stop," she pleaded with rapid puffs of breath, pushing her hips against my face. "Fuck me with your tongue! Yeah, baby! Yeah! Oh, God!"
I clutched her thighs, holding on, sucking Sheila through her orgasm as she erupted. The tangy, musky flavor of her cunt suddenly became sweeter, thicker. My mouth devoured it all, my tongue licking deep inside her quivering cunt to get every drop of her cum as I could.
She started to push me away, but I wouldn't have it. I had become an addict, and a single dose would not be enough for me. I thrashed Sheila's clit with my tongue, whipping it around, even as it retreated to safety under its hood. I pried her open wide with my fingers, making her cunt gape almost obscenely, and foraged deeply inside. The hanging bench creaked and protested as Sheila squirmed.
She sputtered nonsensically, looking almost in pain, but then grabbed a handful of my hair, mashing her pussy against my face and shaking. Her mouth gaped in a silent scream for a long moment, and I tasted her fresh, sweet cum once more.
"GOD!" she shrieked, throwing her head back. Her legs flew up, dancing in the air as she exploded with her most violent orgasm ever. Thin spurts of bittersweet fluid gushed into my mouth. The force of her orgasm flattered me, making my ego soar. I licked up all I could of her juice, then moved down, laving her slick, puckered anus. Sheila hissed, moaned, giggled as my tongue prodded past the ring of muscle.
"Oh, Nate . . . you dirty boy," she panted, then giggled. She rolled her hips back even further and spread her cheeks with her hands, removing them from my head. Her grinning face beamed down upon me, silently urging me to rim her anus and thrust my tongue inside. She watched me with her glowing eyes for a few moments, then rolled forward, gently pushing me back.
"My turn, baby," she declared with a soft whisper, taking my face in her hands and sucking my lips. Sleek, still-quivering thighs slid down my body, until she had her feet planted on the floorboards. Deftly, without breaking the kiss, she turned us about until I was seated on the hanging bench, she between my legs.
Sheila eased back, smiling broadly with anticipation as she undid my jeans. "You know, Nate," she said, popping the buttons of my fly. "I really loved watching you, and stroking you, but –" she paused, spreading the fabric of my jeans and exposing my erect cock to her gaze. "—Oh, baby . . . I've been dreaming about sucking you off."
I trembled, tentatively reaching for Sheila's tails with my hands. I pulled her face closer to my dick. "So have I," I said. "Baby, please . . . put it in your mouth. Suck it."
Sheila grinned up at me, and, keeping her eyes fixed on mine, lowered her head and slipped her tongue out. A groan escaped me as she licked along the length of my straining dick, as she swirled her wet tongue around the tip. She lapped up some of my pre-cum, savoring it on her tongue.
"I want you, baby," she whispered. "I want your cock in my mouth."
I ground my teeth, a feral emotion coursing through me. My hips rolled forward, tilting the head of my stiff penis toward Sheila's mouth. "Open wide, baby," I groaned. "Suck my cock."
She responded with a purely animalistic groan of her own, and swallowed a little more than half my length, sucking hard, breathing heavily through her nostrils. My body shook, my dick bathed in the incredible, moist heat of Sheila's mouth. Her tongue massaged the underside of my cock as her lips stroked the shaft. The back of her throat fluttered teasingly against the head.
After a minute or so, as I trembled beneath her insurmountable skill, Sheila slid back, letting my dick free of her mouth. Tendrils of saliva stretched from her lips and tongue to my dick. She licked her lips, stroked my cock with her hands. "Don't come too quick, baby," she said, giggling softly. "I'm gonna make this last a long time . . . just enjoy it."
I fought to control myself. "I am," I said. I laughed. "But you're just too good."
That talented tongue licked around the head of my cock, a she slid her slick hands up and down my shaft. "I'll let you cum whenever you want, baby," she said. "Even more than once, if you can."
I grunted, so unbelievably turned on. "Shit, I think I could cum ten times for you."
Sheila laughed, a soft, airy sound. "Oh, really? Wanna put that to the test?"
I squirmed. "Please, baby," I pleaded.
Sheila pursed her lips around the tip of my dick, loudly slurping up my clear pre-cum. "Please what?"
"Suck me," I begged. "Suck my cock, Sheila, please."
She giggled, biting her tongue a moment. "I love it when you beg," she said, then devoured me like an animal, shoving my cock into her mouth, then even deeper. I gasped, holding my breath, feeling the tight, rippling tube of her throat as she took me deep. Such a stupefying, erotic sight it was, as Sheila's lips closed around the very root of my dick. Deep-throat had always been a fantasy; now, it was the most sublime reality.
I was astonished, especially since Sheila had taken me so deep with ease. "Oh, God, baby, that's . . . that's . . . oh God . . . ."
Sheila kept me in her throat as long as she could, then drew back, gasping for air, thick streams of saliva flowing from her mouth to coat my cock. She stroked me for a moment or two, regaining her breath, then plunged back down, making a single gagging sound as her throat swallowed me whole one more. Her eyes smoldered up at me. The tip of her tongue tickled my balls.
With a sigh, Sheila pulled up, and stroked me firmly. She gave me a wicked look, licking her lips. "Damn, it feels good when you're that deep," she whispered, fluttering glossy fingers along my shaft.
I moaned again when Sheila went back down, sucking ardently, massaging the first three or four inches of my cock. Her hands kept pumping up and down, matching the pistoning of her mouth. Never had I received such an incredible blowjob, especially in the middle of the day, within a public gazebo in a park on campus . . . .
As caught up in the sweet pleasure Sheila was administering to me, I'm still surprised I was able to see the young female jogger, a college coed in a loose white top and snug green shorts, as she entered the glade. Her short blonde ponytail bounced behind her head. She had a voluptuous build, yet one toned by habitual exercise.
With Sheila's head bouncing in my lap, I hoped the cute young jogger would simply pass us by. But she happened to glance our way. And stumbled.
Her eyes bulged, mouth gaping open. All she saw, I knew, was a young man seated upon a bench, his jeans around his ankles, a schoolgirl bobbing her head fervently over his groin. Not too hard to figure out what was going on.
"Sheila," I said, pulling on her head.
She slipped her wet mouth from my dick. "You gonna cum?" she asked anxiously, jacking my dick and fondling my swollen balls.
My gaze remained upon the co-ed jogger, perhaps thirty yards from the gazebo. "Someone's watching us."
Sheila stiffened a moment, stopped her stroking. "Is it a cop?" she asked worriedly.
I shook my head, watching as the girl pulled iPod plugs from her ears and took a single step closer. "Just a girl. Jogging."
Sheila grinned. "Oh, yeah?" she asked, then moved, sliding up onto the bench beside me. One of her hands remained encircled tightly around the base of my cock. She looked toward our voyeur.
The girl blushed again, and nibbled her lip. Sheila chuckled as I remained, literally, frozen stiff.What the hell is she doing?Sheila crooked her finger toward the girl, beckoning her closer. Slowly, teasingly, she licked around the head of my cock, exaggerating her movements for the benefit of our audience.
As kinky and unbelievable as it was that Sheila actually encouraged the jogger to come closer, even more so was the fact that the girldidapproach, lead by wide, wondering eyes. She looked around cautiously, but there was no one else around.
The blonde stopped at the base of the gazebo, her eyes riveted to the sight of my cock and Sheila's flickering tongue. "Are you guys crazy?" she asked with disbelief evident in her voice. "What if one of the campus cops came through here?"
Sheila shrugged. "Then they could watch, too," she said with a giggle. Her mouth slipped around the crown of my dick.
The blonde watched for a moment, glancing briefly to me before returning her eyes to Sheila's sucking lips. My nervousness about the situation began to fade, replaced by yet another level of arousal. Now, I wasn't just getting a blowjob in a public place. Now, we had an audience. Never had I considered how arousing that could be.
"Yeah, but . . . what if I wasn't cool about it?" the girl asked. "I mean, what if I called the cops?"
Sheila giggled, stroking my dick. "But youare'cool with it,' right?" she asked. "'Sides, what's the big deal? Never watch a guy get sucked off before?"
The blonde blushed deeply, watching Sheila's mouth engulf my cock once more. I trembled as she smothered my dick with attention, smacking, slurping, licking. The fact that we were being watched seemed to inspire Sheila further. The blonde's mesmerized expression was exciting to me, so I could only imagine how much Sheila was enjoying it.
"Actually, um . . . no," admitted the blonde. Her eyes suddenly broadened, just as Sheila took me all the way to the root. I groaned, feeling her chin against my abdomen, the tip of her nose tickling my balls. "Holy shit!" sputtered the blonde, her mouth gaping. "How do you do that?"
Sheila slid back up, shifting beside me as she stroked my cock. "Lots of practice," she said. "You wanna try?"
My heart leapt.Did she just say that?
The blonde's cheeks flushed even darker. "Um . . . th-that's okay," she said with a nervous laugh. "I'm cool with just watching."
Sheila scooted down on the bench, getting more comfortable. "More for me, then," she commented, then resumed her eager ministrations, sighing and moaning softly as she blew me. The blonde voyeur's obvious fascination and attention heightened my pleasure. Now and then, I looked out from beneath heavy lids, peripherally watching Sheila's bouncing head as I observed the jogger's reactions.
The blonde girl seemed absolutely transfixed by the sight of my cock sliding in and out of Sheila's mouth. I wondered if the girl was getting turned on; it seemed to me that her nipples were hardening, but that may have been my imagination. At the least, her neck was flushed, and there was no denying her stupefaction as Sheila deep-throated me over and over, even keeping my cock buried for many long seconds.
Finally, the intensity of the situation proved too much, and I began bucking my hips, driving my cock in and out of Sheila's mouth. My gasps and moans were telling, and Sheila knew just when I was about to erupt. With an excited gasp, Sheila popped her mouth off me, stroking my cock firmly and rapidly with both hands.
"Watch this," she urged our voyeur, her open mouth hovering over my cock. Her breath panted hotly on my dick; she smacked her hands up and down. Indeed, the blonde was watching, even leaning in closer for a better view.
All that attention – physical as well as visual – pushed me over the edge. I bit back a cry of ecstasy as I came, my dick pulsing in Sheila's hands and spurting a thick flow of shimmering white cream. The blonde gasped at the sight of my orgasmic cock. Sheila cooed, then descended, sucking intently on the head of my dick, smearing her lips with sperm. She stroked me into her mouth, drawing out the streams of my orgasm.
I convulsed with pleasure, relishing the exquisite sensations of cumming in Sheila's incredibly talented mouth. She hung on, stroking, sucking, licking, moaning. My dick grew sensitive, and I winced at the near-painful feel of her lips and tongue upon me. "Oh, God, Sheila, stop! Please . . . ."
With a soft laugh through her nose, Sheila sucked her mouth off my cock, pursing her sticky, glazed lips around an obvious mouthful of cum. A little bubble of it rolled slowly down her chin.
I panted in bliss, relaxing in the chair. Sheila laughed through her full mouth, smiling on me. She turned to our voyeur. "Mmm," she murmured, then spoke, her words muffled. "Nummy."
The blonde looked enthralled by what had happened, staring at Sheila. "You let him . . . do it in your mouth?" she asked.
Sheila nodded, then beckoned the blonde closer, simultaneously leaning toward her. I didn't have to see Sheila's face to know that she had opened her mouth to reveal the puddle of semen that filled it. "See?"
The blonde's features distorted, and she laughed softly in a mixture of amusement and disgust. But there was no denying the look of morbid interest in her eye. "Ew."
Sheila laughed softly, then looked back to me for a moment, letting me get a brief look of her sperm-slathered tongue. She closed her mouth, sucked in her lips and cheeks, and swallowed. Smacking and licking her lips, she returned her attention to the blonde. "All gone," she said playfully, then patted her stomach. "Mmm. It's so warm."
"It's not gross?" asked the blonde.
Sheila shook her head, then lowered herself once again, squeezing my dick to urge out another thick bubble. She licked it away, sucked on the tip for a moment. "Hell, no. It's part of my diet," she said with a giggle.
The blonde laughed softly, shaking her head, then straightened. "Um . . . well, this was pretty cool, but, uh . . . I gotta get going."
Sheila nodded with a smile. "Yeah, maybe we should find someplace else to play," Sheila said. "But, thanks for hanging around. That was pretty hot."
The jogger laughed, and fitted her earplugs back in place. "You guys be careful, okay? Hate to read about a couple students getting busted for indecent exposure."



Sheila echoed the laugh, waved with her free hand. "You're pretty cool," she called after the girl, as the blonde resumed her jogging. Sheila turned back to me with an excited gleam in her eye. Impulsively, she straddled my lap, her warm, wet pussy pressed against my balls. "How fucking hot was that?" she asked. "I can't believe she stuck around and watched us!"
I ran my hands up Sheila's thighs, beneath her skirt. The heat of her pussy, the fresh wetness leaking down my balls, the lingering kinky feeling of what had just happened . . . I was getting hard again, slowly but surely. "You're incredible," I said.
Sheila ran her hands across my chest, smiling demurely. "You're a really sweet guy, Nate," she said. "Can't believe you're single."
"Maybe I've just been waiting for the right girl," I said, gazing into her eyes. I was taking a chance, I knew. But there was no way I could deny how I felt about Sheila. Sexy, beautiful, kinky . . . she was the sort of woman, the sort of lover, that men around the world dreamt about.
Sheila's smile wavered a moment, and she looked away. In that instant, she seemed almost sad. She inhaled deeply, then managed a smile and looked back to me. "Hey, you hungry?" she asked. "Let's hit a drive-thru."
I thought about pushing the subject, trying to figure out if what we had was a relationship, or, as Andi had surmised, we were just 'fooling around.' I figured Sheila had her reasons for being evasive, and being the guy I was, I wasn't about to endanger a good thing by pushing too far. So, reluctantly, I agreed to getting a bite to eat, especially since it meant spending a little more time with Sheila.
***
Inspired by the encounter with our voyeur, Sheila evidently decided that she wasn't done testing the boundaries of decency. Once on the road in my car, she started rubbing me through my jeans. I did not offer any resistance, so, as cars surrounded us on all sides, Sheila unzipped my jeans and fished out my cock. It was still sticky and held that strong, cloying aroma of spent semen, yet that did not seem to bother Sheila as she leaned over and began licking my rapidly-hardening length.
She made no effort to stay low in my car and avoid being seen. In fact, now and then, she would lift her head and look around, eyes flashing in arousal as she spied all the cars around us. Some of the other drivers and passengers saw what she was doing. A few kept time with us, watching Sheila's bobbing head. They honked their horns and grinned, giving me thumbs-up signs.
Eventually, I pulled into the drive-thru lane at a popular burger chain. "Welcome to Whattaburger. May I take your order?"
"Yeah, um . . . we'd like, uh . . . one wh-whattaburger combo, uh . . . with a Coke, and, uh . . . a chicken, um, tenders . . . basket."
"Oh-kay . . . what kind of drink with the tenders?"
I gently pulled on one of Sheila's tails, urging her hungry mouth from my dick. "What do you wanna drink?"
"Cum," she said with a mischievous grin, just loudly enough, then went happily back to slurping.
"What was that?" asked the voice through the static-filled speaker.
"Um, Coke," I answered hastily.
". . . please pull up."
I sighed, rolling my head. "Sheila, come on, you gotta stop."
"Hm-hmm," she responded negatively, shaking her head as she kept her mouth full. Her right hand gripped my balls, squeezing gently. The message was clear; she was not going to stop.
Being caught by a lone college coed jogging in the woods was one thing, especially considering that the girl had been interested and fascinated enough to watch. But this was different. This was a busy drive-thru. My nervousness overwhelmed my arousal. Sheila's talented mouth and hands kept me from going soft, but I knew I was a long way from orgasm.
I had to make a quick choice: pull up to the window, and suffer whatever embarrassment or excitement that might occur, or take the safe road, and pull out of line. But being with Sheila, obviously, was all about pushing boundaries. Not taking the safe road, but forsaking it for the bumpy, less-traveled one.
Fuck it,I thought, making my decision.For better or worse.
"Mmm. Mmm," Sheila moaned, sucking and stroking my cock avidly. My galvanization allowed my libido to slip through, trampling any fears I may have had. I remembered how excited I was at the blonde jogger's fascination of my dick in Sheila's mouth, her shocked yet amazed reaction to Sheila sucking out my load. Regardless of what reaction we would get from the girl at the drive-thru window, I suddenly realized it was going to be exciting.
There was a young, pudgy Hispanic girl awaiting me, leaning halfway out the window and smacking her gum. She watched my car approach, leaned back in just before I pulled up. "That's gonna be twelve-twenty . . ." she trailed off, watching Sheila's head bobbing in my lap. She gave me a disgusted look, and sighed.
I fought back a grin, handing the girl two twenties. Sheila's wet sucking and smacking sounds, her melodramatic moans, filled the car. I knew the girl could hear them.
She handed me my change, smacking it into my hand. A couple of coins fell to the ground outside the car. "Next window,pervert," she said acidly.
I crumpled up the money, then pulled forward. Word had spread quickly, obviously. There was a pimply kid at the next window, and as I pulled up, I saw a few others crowding behind him. All were grinning, and exclaimed loudly as they saw Sheila's head rolling back and forth.
"Dude!"
"Holy shit!"
"You fuckin'rock, dude!"
A voice called from the back: "No way! Chick's really suckin' his dick?"
Sheila suddenly lifted her head, her mouth shiny and wet. She faced the guys in the window, and licked her lips in an exaggerated way. "I sure am," she said with a slutty smile. "And I'm gonna let him bust a nut in my mouth."
Well, that little declaration certainly elicited a response. The guys yelled, hollered, gave each other high-fives. I took the bag and drinks offered me, set them on the floorboard. Then I noticed one of the kids holding up his camera-phone, trained to capture an image of Sheila with a cock in her mouth.
Okay, that's enough,I thought, and pulled away. I could just imagine that picture being spread around the Internet. I was sure Sheila wouldn't want that.
I drove across the street, cutting off a big white SUV in the process, and found a parking space toward the far end of a business lot. I didn't even cut the engine; just shoved my seat back and grabbed Sheila's head with my hands, pumping my hips up toward her mouth. I was so utterly aroused that I wasn't thinking of anything other than my own release.
"Suck it, Sheila," I growled, using her. She let me, whimpering, moaning around my dick, as aroused as I was. "Suck my cock 'til I cum in your mouth."
She quivered, and pumped me harder. "Mmmm . . . ."
***
I was flying high like an astronaut when I stepped through the doors of Jersey Jack's that night. After getting naked and sweaty in my car, I had just enough time to head home and shower, after dropping Sheila off at her car in the visitor's lot on campus. Positively reeking of that sweet smell of sex, she gave me a long, deep kiss before letting me go. I wanted to think that the dreamy expression on her face was due to more than simple sexual gratification.
Right off the bat, I had a killer night at work. My good mood was infectious, translating to even the most sour-faced of my guests. I couldn't stop grinning the whole night, and while I did not let on why I was in such an elated mood, at least one of my friends knew why.
"Well, you're sure dancing on Cloud Nine."
I looked to the source of the voice as I was putting in an order at one of the computers. Andi was giving me a knowing smile. I just chuckled. "Cloud Nine, ten, eleven . . . ."
She chuckled. "That good, huh?"
I took in a deep breath, let it out with a sigh of remembrance. "It's not what you think," I said. "We really like being together."
"Oh, I'm sure," said Andi with a sharp laugh.
I shot her a look. "You don't know how it is when we're alone," I said defensively.
She leaned closer, speaking under her breath. "Then why doesn't anybody else know?" she asked.
I soured. I really did not have a reply. In the back of my mind, I knew that what Andi was insinuating was right. But I was defiant in ignoring it.
"Because it's not time, yet," I said firmly, then stepped away, sure in my righteousness.
***
Since Sheila had called me the evening before, I had her number saved on my caller ID at home. As soon as I got out of my work clothes, I hit the 'call back' button. I heard it ring a few times before the other end was picked up.
"Hi."
"Hi, baby," I said, in my most suave voice.
There was a long pause on Sheila's end. "Um . . . I can't really talk right now," she said, her voice sharp, almost biting.
I swallowed nervously. "Oh . . . you're not alone, huh?"
"Nope!" she said quickly. "Hey, maybe we can talk about this tomorrow, okay? 'Night!"
I held onto the receiver for a while, hanging up only once I heard the annoying beeping that automatically came when a broken line was kept open for too long. I slammed the receiver down, feeling jilted, brushed off, discarded. I lit a cigarette, trying not to let my anger get the better of me. Finally, I snatched up the phone once more, dialed a different number.
"Yo."
"Mark? Hey, it's Nate. Think you can score me something tonight?"
I heard a sigh on the other end. "Dude, I'm way insideHalo."
"I just need some beer," I said. "Look, you're five minutes away. I'll give you ten bucks for gas."
". . . yeah, sure, man."
***
It was late – almost two in the morning – when the phone rang. I had guzzled six beers in just over two hours, and my head was swimming. Maybe not blitzed, but I was drunk. No doubt about it.
"Yeah."
"Look, Nate, you can't call me like that, okay?"
My hazy mind stirred slowly. "Sheila?"
She huffed. "Are you drunk?" she asked, her question sounding almost like an accusation.
"Mmm . . . had a few," I said, struggling to sit up. I had passed out on the couch. I reached for my cigarettes.
"Nate," she said, speaking in a hushed tone. I wondered if she was in the bathroom of her apartment, or maybe out on the balcony, away from Mr. Lawyer, who undoubtedly lay sated and snoring in the bed they shared. "Do you wanna be with me?"
I lit a cigarette, almost dropping my lighter. "I wanna . . . be with you . . . forever, baby. I L—"
"Then listen to me," she said, cutting me off. "Icallyou, okay?"
I sighed, then coughed as the smoke caught in my throat. "I jus' wanted t'say that I was thinkin' 'bout you—"
"Nate."
"Yeah."
"Go to bed, okay? Just . . . go to sleep."
". . . I wan' you."
She sighed again. "Soon, baby, okay?"
"When?"
There was a long pause. "I'll let you know," she said abruptly, then hung up.
I listened to the silence for a long moment. "Fine."
To be continued . . . .
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"Card," I said to the dealer after tossing in my hundred-dollar ante. I took up the fresh card, adding the eight of hearts to the ten and Jack in the same suit in my hand. With the deuce, I had a straight flush. I silently thanked my good fortune, hoping I wasn't giving any tells to the other three players around the table.
I glanced to the others surreptitiously. There was Cobb, whom I knew pretty well, a big, bearded guy in his mid-fifties who was as often a drinking buddy as an opponent. He was chewing his cigar thoughtfully, tilting it up slightly with his jaw. That told me he had a so-so hand. I figured I had him.
Chicago Joe – he had only visited the Windy City, despite the implication of his name (I suppose it sounded better than 'East Rutherford, New Jersey Joe') – held a stoic expression behind his reflective sunglasses, although his left ear twitched: bad hand. I had him, too.
The third person at the table was only known as Mueller. I had only played with him once before, and didn't like him too much. He wore way too much cologne and was always fidgeting. I figure he had Tourette's Syndrome or something. Or maybe he only faked it to hide any tells. I couldn't read him all too well.
Lastly was Robin Leakey. I had played with her a few times, enjoyed a few drinks with her. While she was married – as evidenced by the sizable rock on her finger – she always hit the casino alone. She was an attractive woman, exotic, even, with her milky, alabaster skin and short, dark red hair. Her body was slender, with narrow shoulders and small breasts which were never encumbered by a bra. That much was obvious by the fact that her nipples were always erect, pushing through whichever top she wore.
On that night, Robin wore a slinky green V-neck that plunged almost all the way to her navel. While she did not have too much in the way of cleavage to show, the looseness of her blouse offered near-glimpses of what I was sure were very pink and impressive nipples. I had no doubt that Robin's exhibitionist wardrobe was intentional; anything that distracted the men gave her an edge. She was a good player, though. She had taken the first round, after all.
"Bet," Cobb said gruffly, tossing in another hundred. Chicago Joe paused a moment, then matched the bet. As did Mueller. Robin didn't hesitate, glancing to me briefly. The few times I had shared a drink with her in the lobby, she had been flirtatious, but only to a point. Had she not been married – hell, if she had given me any indication that the ring on her finger was only ornamental – I'd have let her know my sheets needed warming. But I was a gentleman, for the most part.
I took up a hundred, then another. "Raise," I said, meeting Robin's eyes.
She smiled slyly. Cobb bristled slightly. "Fine," he said, tossing in his chips. It went back to Joe, who sighed, slapping down his cards. "Fold."
I smirked. One down . . . .
"I'm in," said Mueller, dropping a green chip. Robin followed suit.
"Cards?" the dealer asked. Cobb elected for another, as did I. Robin and Mueller kept their hands.
My shit four of clubs had been replaced by a queen of hearts. I felt a moment's excitement as I arranged it, then took a sip of Scotch.
Cobb grumbled and dropped his cards on the table, leaning back. "Fold," he growled. He glared at me for a moment, then chuckled.
Mueller, stoic as he had been throughout the first two hands, picked up two green and tossed them casually on the table without a word. Robin started to reach, hesitating briefly, then added her two chips as well. I tried not to smile. No way her hand's as good as mine, I knew.
I banked the bet. "Call," I said, and laid out my cards, the deuce acting as the nine of hearts. Immediately, Robin cursed, revealing her two pair. I looked to Mueller. He had given me a good run in the previous game – which I had won – so I wasn't sure if I was about to lose six hundred bucks or not.
Mueller breathed in slowly, then laid out his low straight. Six, seven, eight, ten and jack of Diamonds. A good hand. But not good enough. He gave me a nod, stood from the table. "Good game, Mr. Sharpe," he said, then took up his beer.
I nodded back, then leaned forward and raked in the two thousand dollars' worth of chips. Not a bad return for a six-buck investment and five minutes of my time. Cobb congratulated me, then added, with a wink, that he would be in the usual lounge. I chuckled. Sure, I'll buy you a drink, I thought.
"See you guys around," Joe said with a self-deprecating look. "I'm going back to the kiddie tables."
"Oh, that's what I thought this was," I chided him as he stood.
Joe rolled his eyes. "Ha. Ha," he snapped dryly, then gave Robin a nod before departing the table.
My eyes drifted to the milk-skinned redhead as I stacked my chips. Thanks to winning the second round as well, I had a good five grand in front of me. Ten times the amount I had brought to the table. "You done for the night, as well?" I asked.
Robin's eyes smoldered slightly, her narrow yet lush lips curled at the corners. She had to be the most gracious loser I had ever met, which was most likely due to the fact that it did not happen often. "You know, I have a hard time reading you," she admitted. "The only tell I've picked up is that your left eyebrow twitches when you're borderline."
I smiled, sipped my Scotch. "I'll have to watch that."
Robin leaned with her arms folded on the table, her back straight. She may not have had much on top, but she sure knew how to use what she had. Robin was a confidently sexy woman, very sure of herself. I imagined her husband as a man easily controlled by her.
I let myself graze over the exposed portions of her body with my eyes, noting the faint spattering of freckles on her porcelain skin. Her arms from the shoulders to her hands were practically brown with the sexy patina, making for a contrast that I found erotic.
"How about one more game, Nick?" she suggested. "Just you and me. Five-buck ante, no limit."
I arched an interested eyebrow. "Why the steep stakes?" I asked.
Her eyes twinkled. "Nervous?"
I shook my head with a small laugh. "Just curious."
Robin shrugged. "I'm feeling lucky," she said. But I noticed her temples moving as she worked her jaw. There was a note of desperation about Robin's actions I had never seen before. I decided not to think about it; a good poker player did not let personal feelings influence his decisions. It was not my obligation to deduce Robin's financial situation and her attendant motives for gambling.
I picked up a stack of green chips and let them clack-clack-clack back onto the table. "Sure."
Robin grinned and eased back, giving a nod to the dealer. Blue-backed cards slid across the table toward us. I took them up as Robin did the same. My cards were a random mix; three of clubs, seven of spades, nine of diamonds, ten of spades, and a sharp deuce. I took that last card as a positive sign.
"Ante up," Robin said, tossing five hundred on the table. Her face was blank, expressionless. I followed her lead, slapped down the three and the seven. "Cards," I said to the dealer. He shot them to me, as well as two to Robin.
I tossed in another five. "Bet."
Robin's nostrils flared slightly, but she did not hesitate to match the bet. "Raise," she said, flashing her green eyes to me while dropping one large on the pot.
I smiled slowly. A reckless feeling rolled through me. "Oh, you are feeling lucky, aren't you?" I said, matching the bet. "I see your thousand, and raise you another." I felt pretty confidant, despite the fact that all I had was a pair of tens.
Robin watched me drop the chips, and swallowed nervously. Or perhaps it was just for show; I had seen Robin fake nervousness before, to encourage her opponents to overextend themselves. She glanced briefly to her cards, then matched the bet. The chips danced on the pile already made. She pulled her hand back, then took up another stack of green chips. She let them fall slowly, deliberately. "And I raise you another grand."
I met her eyes, not sure what I saw there. Confidence? Desperation? This time, it was I who hesitated, and Robin smiled slowly. I considered what I held: a simple pair of tens. Not the best hand, but not the worst, either. If Robin was bluffing, if my instincts about her were correct, I stood a good chance of being thirty-five hundred ahead. And even if not, I would still leave the table with three times the amount of money I had sat down with.
"Sure," I said at last. "What the hell." I tossed in another thousand. Robin watched the chips dance in the middle of the table. I got the immediate impression she had not expected to see that.
Robin breathed in slowly, then lay down her cards. "Pair of nines," she said, not looking to me.
I let mine drop with a grin. "Tens."
Robin cursed under her breath and sagged back. "Son of a bitch," she muttered. She looked absolutely crestfallen, and for a moment, I took pity on her. But just for a moment. This was the nature of the beast, after all. Sometimes you win, sometimes you lose. I had endured nights in which I had left the casino with my pockets thousands of dollars lighter myself; I could feel for Robin, but fair was fair. The game was what it was.
I gathered my chips, called for a steward to take the chips and cash them in. The young man headed away hurriedly; he was a kid I had seen a few times before, who knew I was a good tipper. He would have my cash quickly.
Robin stared at her small mound of chips – just over a thousand, little more than that which she had begun the night – and ground her teeth. She took up her half-finished glass of Chardonnay and downed it.
"Good game," I said.
Robin licked her lips, then forced a smile. Finally, her eyes settled on mine. "Yes it was, Nick," she said, then scooped up her chips and left the table.
I watched her go, admiring that tight, round little ass beneath the loose black skirt she wore. But more than the base and brief sexual thoughts I entertained about Robin, I wondered as to her conduct. Robin had never given me the impression that she took gambling any more seriously than I. Yet, in the space of a single game, I had gained the idea that there was something troubling her. Something for which she needed money to resolve.
The steward returned with my eighty-five hundred in crisp, organized bills. I gave both he and the dealer fifty bucks, thanked them both. Then I headed to the lounge.
***
Cobb was a funny guy; he had a joke for any and every topic. After finding him at the bar in the casino, we retired to a table and I treated him to a couple belts of Maker's Mark while indulging in my usual libation of Glenmorangie on the rocks. Within half an hour, he had my sides protesting with his latest round of mirth.
"Three guys die, and are waiting to get into Heaven," Cobb said as we nursed our drinks. "Saint Peter tells the first guy, 'Heaven's pretty close to capacity. Tell me how you died, and we'll see if we can fit you in.'
"So the guy says, 'I've lived a Christian life. Went to church every Sunday, even sometimes on Wednesdays. I never hurt anyone, and I was a good father.'
"'Very commendable,' Saint Peter says.
"'Okay, so I come home one day to my high-rise condo,' the guy says. 'Right away, I can tell something's wrong. I hear noises from the bedroom, sounding like two voices – a man and a woman – talking hurriedly. I had been suspecting my wife of having an affair for some time, but I didn't want to believe it.'
"'A terrible thing, adultery,' Saint Peter says.
"The guy continues: 'So I run into the bedroom. My wife is sitting at her vanity, looking innocent. But I know she's not. So I start looking around, and notice the balcony door is open. I run out, and there's this guy, hanging off the balcony by his fingertips, wearing nothing but a bathrobe. I go berserk, start stomping on his fingers. He lets go, and drops twenty stories to the ground. But, he hits the bushes, breaking his fall, and I can still see him moving around.'
"'I'm not really thinking too clearly. I run back into the bedroom, and start pushing the armoire out the balcony. It's the heaviest thing in the world, but I am so blinded by rage that I don't care. I shove it against the railing, the railing breaks, and the armoire plunges twenty stories down and lands right on top of my wife's lover, killing him instantly. But the strain was so great that I had a heart attack, and died right there, on the balcony.'
"Saint Peter puts his hand on the man's shoulder. 'That is truly a tragedy, my son,' he says. 'Heaven has a place for you.' So he opens the gates and lets the man in.
"The next man steps up, and Peter asks him how he died.
"'Well, good saint,' the man says. 'I have always honored God in all that I did. Even though I was a lawyer, I defended only people whom I felt were innocent.'
"'Very commendable,' Saint Peter says.
"'I lived in a high-rise condo, on the twenty-first floor,' the man says. 'I had just successfully defended a man wrongfully accused of murder, and cleared his good name. Wanting to relax, I took a shower, put on my robe, and stepped out onto the balcony to enjoy some fresh air. But the balcony railing broke, and I began falling. However, I caught myself on the balcony below mine, barely hanging on by my fingertips. I said a thankful prayer to God for saving my life, but then this man comes out and starts yelling at me.'
"'He stomps on my fingers, making me loose my grip and fall again, this time all the way to the ground. But God, it seems, is with me once more, for I land in soft bushes and have little more than scratches and cuts. Then, out of nowhere, this enormous armoire falls down from above, crushing me to death.'
"Saint Peter shakes his head with a 'tsk, tsk' sound. 'That is a tragic end to a good life,' he says. 'Heaven has a place for you.' So he opens the gates and lets the man in.
"The third man steps up and faces Saint Peter. 'Heaven is nearly full, young man," Peter says. "Tell me how you died.'
"The man wrings his hands. 'Okay,' he says. 'So, I'm hiding in this armoire . . . .'" Cobb trailed off, grinning.
I sputtered with laughter, shaking my head ruefully. "Good one, Cobb," I said.
He laughed as well, showing cigar-stained teeth. "Thought you might like that one, Nick."
I raised my glass, still chuckling. "To good humor," I said.
"Good humor," echoed Cobb.
A small purse fell to the table, just before Robin pulled out a chair and took a seat. "I hope this isn't a private party, gentlemen," she said. "If it is, I'm crashing."
The smile never left my lips as I looked Robin over. "And I'm buying," I said.
She pursed her lips a moment, looking to me. "Damn right you are," she said.
I laughed softly, looking around for one of the busty cocktail waitresses in their tight, sleeveless tuxedo shirts, and beckoned her over. I turned back to Robin. "Least I can do for taking your money."
"Oh, hey, careful, Nick," Cobb warned me. "The game stays at the table."
I glanced to him with mild admonishment. "You're right," I said. "I—"
"How did you know I was bluffing?" Robin asked quickly.
I looked back to her, noting the fierce glow in her peridot-colored eyes. "I guessed," I said.
She looked surprised. "You guessed?"
I nodded, indicated the cocktail waitress as she stood over Robin's shoulder. "I guessed," I repeated. "What do you want to drink?"
"Cosmo. Grey Goose," Robin said with skipping a beat. "Did I have any tells?"
I chuckled, peripherally aware as the waitress headed back to the bar. "Why are you so worried? Everyone has tells. Is that what this is about?"
Robin sat back, sighing heavily. Her eyes roamed over me. "I want another game. Just you and me. No ante, no bets, just five grand on the line."
I arched an eyebrow in interest, then chuckled. I glanced to Cobb, who gave me an interested look, then back to Robin. "A casino is the wrong place for desperation."
Robin frowned, insulted. "I'm not—" she began, then stopped, casting her gaze down. She worked her jaw a moment, those sexy red lips parting softly. "I can take you."
I sipped my Scotch. "Maybe," I said. "But I've had a good night. I think I'll stop while I'm ahead."
Robin glared at me, her green eyes strong, bright, almost intimidating. "What's'a'matter? Don't you have the balls?"
"Whoa, whoa," cautioned Cobb.
I ignored his words and stared back at Robin. "Actually, I do. Two of them. Big and full and ready to burst. Why? You willing to do something about that?" Alcohol and my gambling high were making me feel reckless.
Robin didn't hesitate as she shot back. "Maybe."
"Huh?" muttered Cobb.
I grinned at Robin. "You can't play me, baby," I said, and eased back. The cocktail waitress returned, set a crimson-tinted martini down before Robin. The redhead ground her teeth a moment, then took up the fragile glass and tilted it back. Half of the cosmo was gone when she set the glass back down.
"What is it, Robin?" I asked her. "You've never been serious about gambling before. You played your hands, took your losses well. Why is this different?"
Robin tapped her fingers along the stem of the martini glass, breathing in and out. "I need the money," she said. "I need it tonight."
I frowned. "Why?"
She sighed heavily. "I owe money," she said. "I've almost got it all, but I'm five grand short. I have to have it tomorrow, or . . . ."
Cobb leaned forward. "Or?" he asked.
Robin shot him a look. The fear and anxiety was suddenly obvious on her face. She didn't say a thing.
"Who do you owe?" I asked.
Robin's lips quivered as she took a breath. "Andre Navokov," she said in a heavy voice.
Cobb and I exchanged a quick glance and groaned in unison. "Jesus Christ," he muttered.
"Are you fucking stupid?" I asked Robin bluntly. "You took a loan from the most psychotic Russian mobster—"
"Yes!" she cried, slapping her hand to the table. "I'm stupid, all right? I started doing well at the tables, then fell back, and I needed to replace the money I took from my husband's account so he wouldn't notice! Fucking sue me!"
I sighed heavily, considering my options. "You being level with me?" I asked her.
Robin lifted her head. Her eyes were swollen, red, glistening with tears that threatened to burst. "Yes."
I closed my eyes a moment, then reached into my jacket for my billfold. "Fine," I said, beginning to count through the hundreds. "But you owe me, Robin. I won't be as bad as Navokov, but—"
"No," she said firmly, grabbing my wrist. Her eyes burned into mine. "I won't get out of debt with one man just to be in debt with another."
I stared back. "So you want a one-shot game?" I asked. "What if you lose? Then you'll be ten grand in the hole and even more fucked. Don't put this on me, Robin. I'm sorry you made a bad decision, but you made it."
"I know that," she hissed defensively. Her hard features relaxed slowly, and she slid back across the table, taking up her drink. "I'll sweeten the bet."
I narrowed my eyes in suspicion. "How so?"
She gulped down the rest of her cosmo, took a breath to steady herself. "One round, five large," she said. "Cobb deals. I win, I take your money and pay off Navokov and go home with my kneecaps intact."
"And if you lose . . . ." I prompted.
Robin stared at the top of the table, licking the edges of her teeth. Her pale cheeks colored slightly. "If I lose . . . I still get the five."
I snorted. "And what the hell do I get?"
She lifted her dazzling green eyes slowly. "Me."
"Ooo," I heard Cobb mutter in interest.
I blinked, wondering if I had heard Robin correctly. "What was that?" I asked.



Robin closed her eyes, her narrow chest swelling as she filled her lungs. She gave me a brave look. "If you win, you can have me, Nick, all night. Any way you want, as much as you want. I won't say no, I won't have a headache. Anything you want, Nick. Anything."
I felt my libido stirring, making my cock swell in my slacks. "And you still get your five large," I said.
Robin nodded slowly. "Yes."
I snickered. "Sounds like you can't lose," I said.
She shrugged, then smiled in that confident way I had seen several times across the green felt of a poker table. "No, but you can."
I fell quiet, contemplating the eight-thousand-plus sitting in my wallet, how I had come to the casino with only five hundred. If I agreed to Robin's proposal, I would still head home with over six times as much as I had invested in the night . . . and, if I won, carnal knowledge of Robin. As a gambler, I could appreciate the intricacy of the bet. Five grand on the line, versus Robin's charms and complete submission.
I looked to Cobb for his input, saw the encouraging grin there. If nothing else, I knew, Cobb wanted the vicarious thrill of having been part of this deal, come what may.
I met Robin's eyes once more. "I'm a fairly kinky guy," I said.
She nodded. "I know," she said with a sly smile.
I laughed, downed my Scotch. "What the hell. You're on."
***
Both Cobb and I were pretty well 'in' with the casino owner, so it took only a simple request to get a private room. Robin and I faced one another across the small, felt-topped table as Cobb took the dealer's post. We did not use chips, nor cash. The stakes were clear.
"Five card stud," Cobb said, flipping the cards out fluidly. Robin and I stared at one another as we caught and gathered them up. Her bright green orbs glittered in the light of the room, fixated upon me.
"No bets, no raises," Cobb continued. "One round to exchange cards. It's put up, or, uh . . . put out."
I smirked slightly at his words, only briefly taking my eyes off Robin to check my hand. I had crap. Only the queen of diamonds to sit high, if it came to that.
Robin stared back. "Two cards," she said, sliding her discards across the table. Cobb cast two fresh ones to her, and she took them up, her eyes blazing fiercely at me. Her doll-pale cheeks glowed with rouge.
"Two," I said as well, and took up the new cards Cobb gave me. I tried not to grin as I settled the queen of hearts next to her sister. A high pair. Tough to beat.
For a long moment, Robin and I simply gazed into one another's eyes. I relished the thought that I had a chance to bed her, and not only that, but in any way I wished. As much as I wished. I could see myself as a happy, content, and thoroughly satisfied man come the morning.
"Call," I said, and set my queens upon the table.
Robin stared at my cards for a long moment, her lips slowly parting. She looked to her hand, breathed slowly in and out . . . then folded her cards down. She pushed back from the table and regarded me with an inscrutable expression.
"What room?" she asked me.
For a moment, I took pity upon her once more. "You don't—"
"What. Room." Her voice was firm, determined.
I sighed. "2112," I said.
She nodded, looking away. "Give me an hour," she said, then pushed up from the table and left the room.
I looked to Cobb. "You know, I'm not sure if I should be happy or not."
He shrugged, and reached across the table to gather up the cards. "She set the stakes, Nick. She was ready to accept them. It's the gambler's rule: you never play if you can't handle the loss."
I nodded. Sage advice, I thought. I stood. "Guess I'd better head back to my room, take a shower."
Cobb smiled. "Bed her well," he said.
***
It was a little before eleven that night when the knock came. I was clad in only the hotel robe, smoking a cigarette beside the open balcony door. The night air that wafted in was cool, but not cold. Far below, I could hear the traffic of the streets and the faint beat of club music.
I opened the door to find an absolute vision before me. Robin wore a loose, shimmering silk gown of deepest red, looking like a professional escort. She smelled sweetly of roses and sported fresh, if minimal, makeup. Her eyes glowed like beacons as she stared up at me. "Good evening, Mr. Sharpe," she said in a soft, breathy, sultry voice.
Whatever reservations I may have had regarding our tryst vanished instantly. I drank in the sight of my imminent lover, enjoying the contrast of the dark scarlet dress to her pure, pale skin. Arousal coursed through me, overriding all thoughts of reason or morality. I wanted Robin, and that was all that mattered.
I said nothing, just stepped aside and let her in. Robin slinked her way into the room, swaying her hips slightly. The dress she wore had practically no back; it plunged all the way down, just past the base of her spine, revealing the swell of her firm, round buttocks.
She turned her head slightly. "Got something to drink?"
I closed the door, stepped up behind her. I felt her shudder slightly as my hands touched her shoulders. I breathed in her scent for a moment, then stepped away. "Champagne, or liquor?"
She watched me with a small, nervous smile. "Champagne."
I nodded, took a split from the cooler and popped it open. I filled two glasses, brought one to her. We clinked, sipped. Her green eyes glowed.
"So . . . what would you like?" she asked.
I glanced to the broad balcony door. "Come on," I said, and took her free hand. Robin offered no protest as I lead her outside.
The gentle breeze washed over us. Robin stepped to the railing of the balcony, looking out over the city below. I sat upon one of the lounge chairs, watching her. Robin seemed to think for a moment, sipping her bubbly. Finally, she turned around to face me, and smiled.
"Open your robe," she said softly.
I set my glass aside. Keeping my gaze locked with hers, I untied the belt around my waist and separated the folds of terrycloth that kept me decent. My cock was already hard, laying upon my abdomen. I settled my feet to the ground on either side of the chair.
Robin's gaze softened somewhat as she looked upon my nakedness. Her eyes were riveted to my dick, it seemed. She licked her lips, drained her glass. Recklessly, she tossed the empty vessel to the corner of the balcony, where it shattered, and stepped forward. Her face glowed as she slipped off her dress.
"I'll do anything you want, Nick," she whispered. Her dress fell with the slightest flutter to her feet, leaving her in only her scarlet-colored heels. "Any fantasy . . . any kink."
I breathed in, trembling with arousal. Robin was, simply put, gorgeous. Her breasts, while small, floated high and firm, sporting thick, bright pink nipples. Her torso was narrow, with just a little softness to her stomach that I found endearing, sloping down and in toward a pubic mound topped with bright, flame-colored hair. I noticed that her tangerine curls had been sculpted into a heart shape, with the lower point drawing the eye to a dusky pink clitoris framed by smooth, fleshy vulva.
"Come here," I beckoned her.
Dutifully, Robin approached, stopping at the foot of the lounge. "What do you want?" she asked.
I took a deep breath to calm myself. "I want your mouth," I said.
She smiled slightly, and looked to my crotch. "Do you want me to suck your cock?" she asked, with all the casual aplomb of a submissive.
I shuddered. "Yes."
Robin's smile broadened, just a little, as she settled to her knees. She leaned over my groin, running her hands up my thighs. She gazed upon my thick cock approvingly, inhaled my scent through her nostrils. She sighed softly, then lowered her head, opening her mouth, slipping her tongue out.
I groaned as she licked my cock, dragging her wet tongue from base to tip over and over. My hands gripped the arm rests of the lounge, and I found myself pushing my hips toward her. Robin murmured softly, lapping up and down, breathing hotly on my shaft. Nothing in what she did gave me the impression that she was not enjoying herself. I even began believing that she wanted our union.
"Oh, God," I moaned, as Robin sucked my balls into her mouth, one at a time at first, moving back and forth, then both of them together. Her sucking lips, her massaging tongue . . . oh, sweet Nirvana . . . .
She panted on my dick, releasing my balls, licking up along the shaft, tilting it up with her hands. I sighed loudly as her mouth slid down the length of me. I looked down, watching her engulf me, swallow me, devour me. She paused a moment as the head of my cock pressed against the back of her mouth. Then she pushed down, taking it all in. I grunted, feeling the sweet, caressing tightness of her throat. Her lips pulled at the very base of my manhood.
"Robin . . . oh, Robin . . . ."
She slipped up with a gentle swallow and soft gasp around my cock, but kept working her lips and tongue up and down the length. Her hands joined the action, pumping, stroking me and rolling my balls. "I wanna make you cum, Nick," she whispered, her lips fluttering around the sensitive head. "I wanna taste it"
I groaned, writhing in pleasure. "Suck it, baby," I gasped. "Make me cum."
She sighed heatedly, then dove down, sucking and pulling with her mouth and hands. Her movements seemed to be inspired by desperate urgency, matched only by my own. I languished in bliss, bucking beneath her. Robin moved her head back and forth, moaning as she sucked and pulled, massaging my cock from all sides. Her gorgeous green eyes flashed up to mine now and then, twinkling with mischief and desire. How sexy she looked with her lips wrapped wetly around my shaft . . . .
"Oh, God!" I cried at last, bucking my hips up, shoving my cock into Robin's throat. She gurgled a moment, slid back quickly. Hands stroked me fervently, squeezing with the tightness of a vice, her mouth sucked hard on just the head. My body exploded with fire as I erupted in her mouth.
Robin moaned as she felt the hot sluices of fluid jetting along her tongue. She stroked my spurting shaft frantically, swirling her tongue all around the head. The effect was mind-numbing, maddening, borderline agonizing. I clasped her head in my hands, unsure if I should push her down or pull her off. "Jesus, Robin," I muttered.
"Mmm," she moaned, steadfastly sucking me. Robin wrapped her arms around my waist, taking my dick all the way into her throat. I shuddered, trying to endure the intensity of the pleasure she gave me.
"Enough, baby, enough," I sputtered, pulling on her head. Robin lifted up, letting my cock slip from her mouth to fall heavily against my abdomen. She licked her lips, wiped away the bubbles at the corners of her mouth. Her face was shiny, glowing with pride at her accomplishment.
"Not nearly enough, Nick," she whispered passionately, sliding her body up over me. Wet, warm lips crushed against mine. Her breath was fragrant with the aroma of my seed as she panted. I felt her hot, insistent wetness against my cock as she straddled my hips. She pushed up a moment, those dark green orbs blazing upon me. "My turn."
I offered no protest as Robin stood and straddled my chest, bracing her hands on the back of the lounge chair. She smiled down upon me as her musky-sweet pussy was poised over my mouth. Her pink lips had flared out, shiny and slick, showcasing the darker, pursed opening within. For whatever reasons, Robin was obviously turned on.
I grinned up at her, curling my arms around those slender, milky thighs. "Your turn," I whispered, licking along the insides of her thighs. Her sweet juice had trickled out, leaving little trails that I followed with my tongue. But just as I neared her lips, I would find another trail, then another. Robin began groaning in frustration, giving me a pleading look.
"Don't tease me, baby," she pined. "Eat me . . . please."
I chuckled, lightly licking along her smooth, wet outer lips. Robin had enjoyed controlling my pleasure; now I did the same to her. Judging by her smile, she understood the game, and appreciated it. Her fingers ran through my hair, but she did not try to pull me into her sex. It was enough for the moment, I suppose, that she finally felt my tongue along that sensitive flesh.
"Yes, baby, make me want it," she breathed, mouth hanging slack. She rolled her hips in slow, lazy circles, following some sexual rhythm in her head. I licked all around her swollen lips, dipped in for a fresher taste now and then. Each time my tongue licked at her hole, Robin would shudder slightly, catching her breath. Then she moaned gratefully as I licked and sucked with purpose, pulling her lips with my own, nipping at them, chewing them, even.
I pulled her down atop me, pressing my mouth to her sweet, tangy pussy. My hunger could no longer be denied. The game was over; real play now began. I sucked and devoured her, loving the feel of those soft, wispy orange hairs beneath my nose, the firmness of her Venus mound, the slippery feel of her lips gliding around my own. I thrust into her treasure like a pirate seeking gold, feeling the massaging muscles of her tunnel. My fingers dug into her thighs, holding fast and firm as she rocked atop me.
She made little noise beyond panting and soft, yearning moans. But like the chords of a violin, she vibrated and shook, her body tensing and quaking with the silent music of her imminent release. Gasps of pleasure escaped on hot breath once, twice, three times . . . then she stiffened, head thrown back, hands clutching my head close. I felt her pussy contract, then a literal burst of uncommonly sweet fluid upon my tongue.
"Ahh!"
Robin heaved for breath as she climaxed, grinding her orgasmic cunt into my mouth, humping back and forth. The lower half of my face became all but saturated with her juice, despite my fervent attempts to devour it all. I moved up a bit, covering her clit with my mouth and sucking on it. Robin all but screeched and jerked back, staring down at me. The porcelain tone of her skin had become a dark pink on her cheeks and neck. "No, baby—"
I grinned, and pulled her back down. "Yes," I growled, and sucked her clit back into my mouth.
"Ahh! Fuck!" she cried, arms flailing as if she was not sure where to put them. One finally slapped to the back of the lounge chair, the other to her pubic mound, tugging on her flesh, trying to pull her clitoris from my merciless mouth. But I was not about to let go. When she came again, Robin literally screamed in painful ecstasy. I heard her echoes flying between the buildings long after the moment ended.
Her body swayed and she fell back, sagging atop me. I could feel the muscles of her thighs quivering as I slowly slid her down my body and pulled her up until she was in my lap. Robin wrapped her arms around me limply, her head on my shoulder. Her breathing was deep and ragged, her body sweaty.
I settled tender kisses on her temple and cheek. She turned her head, meeting my lips, then kissed and licked all around my mouth, sucking for a moment on my chin. Clearly, Robin was not put off by her own flavor. Slowly, yet noticeably, as we kissed, Robin's passion became rekindled. She shifted on my lap, pushing up slightly and reaching between us. Deft, slender fingers found my erect cock, tilting it up. I winced at the heat of her flushed pussy.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
"Don't tell me twice," I responded, then thrust upward, nearly burying myself with the first plunge. Robin's eyes flashed open, green pools of fire staring at me. She looked shocked, even perturbed, for a long moment. I wondered if she was thinking of the husband she was betraying that very moment.
Then her features relaxed, and she smiled with erotic, hedonistic pleasure. I felt her pussy sucking me in as she ground down, seating my shaft deep inside. "Oh, baby, I knew you'd feel good," she muttered.
I kneaded her firm, pale cheeks in my hands, bracing my feet on the balcony floor. "I was about to say the same thing," I said, pushing her back and forth. Robin and I stared into one another's eyes as we moved back and forth, my cock sliding within her tight sheath. She made soft, faint whimpering noises, her features shifting slightly; a twitch of a brow, a parting of her lips, a momentary glazed look in her eyes.
I rolled forward, lifting us up, and turned about until Robin lay on her back on the chair. My cock never left the tight, rippling home it had quickly become accustomed to. Robin gave me dreamy, captivated looks as I held her legs wide, hands grasping fine-boned ankles, and sunk into her again and again. I would pull back until just the head of my cock was within her, then lunge in to the hilt. Robin grunted time and again as I took her. And she gave herself willingly.
I was sufficiently blessed with enough stamina to keep up the pace until Robin came again. I was quickly learning that, once she got started, Robin was an orgasmic machine. She came once, sighing and cooing, then again amid loud moans and groans, and finally, with a cacophonous eruption from her legs. That last one did the trick for me. Her cunt squeezing and pulling as urgently on my cock as her mouth and hands had, I could no longer hold back.
I thrust deep inside her one last time, relishing the incredible rush of passion as I joined Robin in orgasm. Had I been some ancient warrior, my cry may have been heard as a battle roar, the guttural declaration of a conquering hero.
***
Robin was not much for conversation. After regaining our breath on the balcony, we headed inside, to the more intimate trappings of a king-sized bed. What we did talk about, as we lay atop the sheets, caressing sweaty skin and sharing soft, impassioned kisses, was as mundane as what any two strangers might have discussed in a bar. Robin, it seemed to me, did not want to think about anything more pertinent than the moment.
And the moment concerned sex.
She went down on me again, despite the fact that we had not showered, and cleaned my cock of our sticky, mingled fluid. I pulled her atop me in a sixty-nine, finding Robin's pussy uncommonly wet and sweet. The depths of her womb had mixed our fluids together to form a thick, unique broth. I did not mind the unusual flavor in the least, even as I knew that perhaps half of what I licked from her was my own cum.
I honestly do not remember how many times we fucked that night. It was not making love, it was not coupling. We fucked. Like animals in the jungle, like slaves in a pen, we fucked. I took Robin in every position, and she would suck my cock after each of her orgasms before we switched.
The sun was finally rising by the time we fell asleep – or, rather, passed out – in the bed. Robin snuggled up beside me, kissing my chest before she drifted off. I followed soon after, wondering what the morning would bring.
***
I stirred from a kaleidoscopic dream of passion and sighs, sliding my hand across rich linen sheets. It took my conscious mind a moment to deduce that I had expected to feel a warm, feminine body, and did not.
I sat up quickly, looking around. The bed beside me was empty, the sheets tangled and hanging off the side. The pure, clean aroma of soap wafted to me from the bathroom. I glanced to the clock beside the bed; it read 1:30. PM.
Her clothes were gone, of course; Robin would not have left naked, after all. In fact, there seemed to be no trace that she had ever been there, save for the shattered champagne flute in the corner of the balcony. I sat on the edge of the bed, smiling ruefully to myself. Of course, I thought.
I showered and shaved, dressed casually. I still had one more day at the casino. But, for the first time, I did not look forward to an evening of gambling. I was aware that the only thing I wanted to play was the sweet, rewarding game I had enjoyed the night before. But that was a closed table, now. I would have to be happy with my memories.



The lunch buffet was almost done when I made it down to the restaurant. I managed to get my fill of king crab and lemon-pepper shrimp, then took my usual table at the outdoor café. Café mocha. Double shot, this time.
"And . . . how was your night?"
I chuckled at the sound of Cobb's voice. He pulled out the chair across from mine and eased into it.
"It was . . . worth it," I said with a wink.
He arched a bushy eyebrow. "Was it?"
I shrugged. "It was what it was."
Cobb shook his head. He motioned to one of the waitresses, ordered a café latte. He regarded me a moment, rolling an unlit cigar in his fingers. "She's gone, you know."
I nodded, sipped my coffee. "I figured."
"You think she'll be back?"
I sighed. "She's still a married a woman," I said. "Last night was . . . a bargain. A debt earned, and paid in full." I smirked. "And then some."
Cob laughed gruffly. "Are you sure about that?"
I frowned. "What are you talking about?"
Cobb leaned back, scratching his beard. "I've been around a lot longer than you, Nick. I may not be as good at cards, but I've seen more. I remember when Arizona Joe bluffed his way out of a flush with Brown-Eyed Bobby. Joe didn't have more than a ten of spades as the high card, yet he got Bobby to fold. I thought that was the best bluff I'd ever seen. Until last night."
Confusion deepened my frown. "What are you talking about?"
Cobb's older, wiser eyes met mine. "Three of a kind," he said.
I said nothing.
He leaned forward, grinning. "She played you, Nick," he said with a smile that was both smug and impressed. "She had three sevens. Three of a kind beats any pair."
I was silent for a long moment, mulling over Cobb's words. Robin could have taken my money and left, her 'honor' intact. Yet she did not. She chose to come to my room. What had happened, had happened because Robin wanted it to.
I smiled slowly. "Oh, she had three sevens, all right," I said, then lifted my cup. "But I had the Queen of Hearts."
-finis-
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A mixture of proud anger and adolescent shame filled me for the following few days. I worked with Sheila over the weekend, but never seemed to be able to be alone with her. She was sweet and smiling the entire time, flirting with me as much as she always had before, but it always appeared to work out that we simply could not spend even so much as ten seconds alone.
On Sunday, we both worked the day shift. Typically, Sunday afternoons were busy. As soon as church let out – and there were more than a few in the area – we invariably filled up. I liked my Sunday shifts, since I made good money and usually had the night off. And, having checked Sheila's schedule, I knew that she had the night off, as well.
After four days, I was looking forward to being with Sheila once again. There was, after all, at least one more 'number' on her list. As much as I loved Number Four, Five promised to be . . . exquisite.
Toward the end of the shift, as the evening crew was taking tables and I was cleaning up after my last guests, I heard a squeal of surprise from the bar area. That squeal sounded very familiar. I had heard variations of it several times, after all.
Except . . . this time, that sound had not been emitted for my benefit. Rather, it was for the tall, good-looking blonde man who, as I stepped around the edge of the bar from the kitchen, was holding Sheila tightly. To say that jealousy reared its ugly head would have been an understatement. I wasn't sure which I suddenly hated more: Mr. Lawyer's good looks and obvious affluence, or the way Sheila clung to him, grinning up to his face as if he was the most important person on the planet.
Well, if he's so fucking special,I thought,why is Sheila going out with me? Why is she—
Idiot. She's not 'going out' with you. She plays with your dick and sucks you off. You don't take her out to dinner, you don't buy her flowers, she doesn't spend the night . . . .
"Cute couple," came Andi's voice from beside me. "She looks really happy with him."
I glared at her. "Leave it to you to twist a knife in my back," I said acidly.
Andi wasn't the least bit offended. She just stared back at me. "And who put it there in the first place?" she asked bluntly. She did not step away after her quip; she remained where she was, silently challenging me to rebuke her.
I looked back to Sheila, watching her laugh and smile and snuggle against her man, againstGrant. I suddenly hated that name. Part of me wanted to butt in, say something, be the 'alpha male' and claim Sheila. But that wasn't me. I was the 'nice guy.' The 'quiet guy.' I didn't make waves.
So, instead, I backed away. "I'm gonna go smoke," I said, and left the bar.
***
I had decided to distract myself with my collection ofStar WarsXbox games. I was well into cutting up some bad guys with my lightsaber when the knock came at the door, reminding me that I had ordered a pizza. Reluctantly putting the game on pause, I dug for my cash and answered the door.
"Hi."
I blinked, having expected the usual geeky girl who delivered my hand-tossed double-pepperoni pie. Instead, it was Sheila who stood on my tattered straw welcome mat. It had been a couple of hours since I had left work, and figured Sheila had not lingered much longer. Yet she still wore her jeans and had on just a white tank, and the greasy smell of a restaurant was faint but noticeable drifting from her.
I didn't say anything, confounded by the swirl of emotions that Sheila's appearance had elicited. Confusion, wonder, arousal . . . .
"You didn't say good-bye when you left work," she prompted me with a small, amused smile. "Are you mad at me or something?"
I managed to recover my brain, at least somewhat. "No, of course not," I said, even though I really wanted to ask why she wasn't with her 'perfect' boyfriend. I shrugged, trying to come off as being cool and nonchalant. "You, um, seemed kind of busy."
"Hmm," she muttered casually. "Okay." She gave me a catty smile, apparently done with the topic, and stepped closer, expecting to be let in. I resisted, just for a moment, not budging. But then I stepped aside and let Sheila in.
I was glad I maintained a somewhat clean apartment, even if the dishes were piling up and the bathtub was in need of a good scrubbing. I had some incense burning – a habit, since I smoked in my apartment – so the place didn't smell too funky. But I had some clothes strewn around the floor – my apartment was a one-room studio – and a few empty beer cans on the kitchen counter. Sheila did not seem to be offended by my place as she looked around.
I felt like I needed to be a gracious host for my unexpected guest. At the least, I needed to do something to counter the immediate sense of arousal I felt in Sheila's presence. "Um, want something to drink?" I asked awkwardly.
She finished her assessment of my living conditions, and turned back to me with a sly look on her beautiful face. Her gaze drifted to my crotch briefly, then back to my face. "Sure. You got something on tap?"
Just that simple look, and the implications of her words . . . I could feel my cock growing, snaking against the denim that encased it. "Uh, sure," I said, trying to be suave. "Wanna get a glass?"
Sheila's lips stretched in a sexy smile as she stepped up to me, lightly pressing her body to mine. "Actually, I'd rather just suck it from the tap, if that's okay."
I suddenly hoped Sheila couldn't tell how much her words had me trembling with lust. Something in me wanted to salvage some measure of control over the situation. It was a mad wish, of course; my subconscious understood that this entire scenario was Sheila's game. But my conscious mind wanted to hold onto the fantasy that I still held a measure of control.
"Well . . . if you insist," I said.
Sheila's hands were already pulling on my belt, getting it undone. Her eyes shone up at me with that canny expression of desire. I held my breath as she undid the button of my jeans and pushed the zipper down. "Oh, I do, baby," she murmured, then sunk to her knees, dragging my jeans down.
I sighed as my cock fell out, then groaned at the feel of Sheila's warm, wet breath, soft lips, and darting tongue upon the head. I watched as she licked slowly around the tip of my cock, making the head shine with her saliva. Her eyes shone as she looked up to my face. I found that inordinately sexy.
"You like this, baby?" Sheila whispered in between licks at the head of my dick. I watched her tongue become repeatedly smeared with the clear, glistening pre-cum that oozed from my dick.
"God, yes," I muttered.
Sheila grinned, squeezing my dick with her hand. She rubbed the head of my cock around her lips, making them glisten with my fluid, then sucked the head into her mouth, all the while looking up at me. The sweet, wet sucking sounds that escaped her throat and lips were intensely arousing. I shuddered and sighed, running my hands through her long, flowing hair. Sheila's eyes softened, and she took more of my cock, her lips stretching around my girth. She breathed out through her nose, letting a soft, moaning sound escape her throat before it opened and stretched around my dick.
I moaned loudly, cradling her head to my groin as her chin pressed against my balls, her nose tickling the hairs of my abdomen. I felt every tight, sucking ripple of her throat around my shaft. The sensation was ecstatic, to say the least, especially since she kept me buried for many long, glorious seconds.
Smoothly, Sheila slid me from her mouth and stood, quickly undoing her jeans as she stood. "Take it all off, baby," she urged me, her eyes hungry and feral. "I wanna see you naked."
Heeding her words, I sat on the edge of my little bed and pulled off my shoes, jeans, and shirt. I watched Sheila shimmy her jeans down her lean legs and step out of her shoes and socks, then as she slid her panties all the way off. Naked save for the tiny top she wore, Sheila approached me, pushing me back on the bed.
"Eat me," she whispered, climbing over my chest and framing my head with her thighs. Her pussy was moist and fragrant, almost crudely so as she pressed the flaring lips to my mouth. I was intoxicated instantly, inhaling her scent, licking along, then between, her slippery lips. I felt her vagina open and accept my intrusion. We both moaned as my tongue penetrated her.
"Oh, baby, yeah!" she gasped, rolling her hips, grinding her soaked cunt onto my face. I sucked and licked avidly, devouring her juices, but some escaped and I felt it dribbling down my chin and neck.
Knock, knock.
Sheila suddenly pulled back, looking down at me, her face glowing with rouge. "Someone's here!" she whispered in a worried, frantic tone. For a moment, I wondered if she thought my guest may have been her boyfriend.
I swiped at her clit with my tongue, making Sheila wince and tremble. "Pizza," I said.
She suddenly grinned. "Pizza?" she asked.
I nodded, kissing the insides of her taut thighs. "I ordered one."
Sheila giggled and slid back, jumping off the bed. Damn, she looked beyond sexy in that tight, wrinkled little top and nothing else. The dimples above her ass made her firm, round cheeks stand out. I could just make out the swollen, dangling lips of her labia as she went to the door and peered through the spyhole.
"It's a guy," she said, giving me an impish smile. "Let me get it."
I chuckled, more than willing to stay on the bed, stroking my dick to keep it hard. "Go ahead," I said. "My money's in my jeans."
Sheila laughed softly, then looked for her own jeans. She extracted a wad of cash, gave me a look. "It's on me, baby," she said, then opened the door. "Hi!"
There was a long moment of silence. Sheila's shirt stopped just above her waist, which meant that the sexy swell of her hips, the little 'landing strip' of pubic hair above her pussy, were completely exposed. I couldn't see the pizza delivery guy, but I could sure imagine his awe-filled expression.
"Got a pie for me?" Sheila asked with a grin, shifting her weight to her right leg and fanning her left out.
"Uh, yeah," I heard a male voice say. Velcro ripped. Sheila was handed a white cardboard box.
"How much is it?" she asked.
"U-um . . . thirteen, um . . . thirteen—"
"Here's twenty," she said, taking the pizza box and turning on her feet, affording the delivery guy a perfect view of her bubble-butt. Sheila grinned broadly over her shoulder. "Keep the change," she said, then kicked the door closed.
I shook my head, laughing as Sheila stepped toward me. "You just made his day."
Sheila's eyes smoldered, and she set the pizza box on the little table between my bed and couch. She locked her blazing eyes on mine and crawled up over me, settling her steamy pussy against my groin. "And I'm gonna make yours, baby," she whispered, then leaned over and kissed me deeply.
***
Never will I forget that moment. After sucking my cock to return it to its full length, Sheila lay back, legs spread wide, her swollen pink pussy splayed open and ready for me. She licked her fingers, then stroked her labia, all the while gazing up at me. "Put it in me, baby," she urged. "Fuck me."
I felt an urge to savor the moment, so I took my cock in hand and rubbed the head along her hot, spicy slit. I moaned at the feel of her slick lips parting and caressing my dick, at the sight of her swollen clit. Sheila jerked slightly when the head of my dick rubbed against it. "Please," she lamented.
I positioned the head of my cock against her pursed, wet opening, and grabbed her ankles. Sheila willingly spread her legs wide, and closed her eyes in blissful anticipation. I leaned in, pushing inside her, sighing loudly at the heat of Sheila's pussy, the tight, sucking motions of her inner walls as they pulled me in. I looked down, watching my cock being swallowed up in Sheila's heavenly cunt.
"Oh, God!" cried Sheila, throwing her head back. Her legs locked around me, ankles digging into the small of my back. She panted and breathed loudly through her mouth; her eyes flashed open. Her mouth worked silently for a few moments, then she grinned, closing her eyes. "Oh-h-h-h, baby . . . yes . . . . "
I grunted in response, reveling in the heat of Sheila's pussy, the tightness of her cunt as her muscles stroked and massaged my length. I kept her legs spread wide apart, plunging into her over and over and over—
"Oh fuck!" she screamed at last, her sweaty body shaking beneath mine. Her eyes flashed to mine in an almost pleading way, even as her hands clawed at the cheeks of my ass. "I'm gonna cum, Nate . . . oh . . . shit!"
Her face contorted, twisting as if in pain as her head thrashed back and forth. Dark strands of hair danced across her face. Then she was grunting, crying, even screaming. Her body lifted up from the mattress, her legs tightening around me fiercely. Her eyes flashed open and she hissed, panted loudly through clenched teeth. "Baby! B-b-baby!Oh fucking hell!"
Sheila's orgasm was incredible, and inspiring. She shook and moaned, thrashed and gasped. Her cunt sucked powerfully on my dick, and I had no more will left to deny her. As I felt the squelching juices of her pussy spurting around my cock and soaking into my groin, I hammered deep inside, enjoying my own release. I felt every last pulse of semen from my dick as it was emptied deep in Sheila's womb.
For an instant, it was like we were trapped within a sliver of time. I held Sheila close, my hands digging into the firm flesh of her hips. We stared into one another's eyes. I saw only bliss, content, and perhaps, even a shadow of love.
With a groan, I fell atop her, pressing Sheila into the mattress. She cooed and purred, wrapping her arms and legs around me tightly. I felt her soft lips kissing my neck, my ear, my cheek, then my lips.
"I love you, baby," she whispered.
I might have responded. But I was too drained. I barely remember rolling onto my back, clutching Sheila close as we recovered.
***
The pizza was lukewarm, but neither I nor Sheila minded as we sat on my bed and watched some contrived, predictable movie on the Sci-Fi channel and ate. Neither of us bothered with clothes; Sheila had stripped of her top, and sat Indian-style in full nudity as I reclined on my side.
"See?" she declared, stabbing a finger at the screen, mindless of the pizza sauce smeared at the corner of her mouth. "That's just stupid! You're getting chased by a ninety-foot snake! Don't run up the hill, where it can see you! Go in the stupid fucking house!"
I chuckled, watching her. Her casual nudity had maintained within me a constant level of simmering arousal. My hand slid up between her thighs, and automatically, Sheila uncurled her legs, letting me seek the moist, hot center of her sex. She took another bite from her slice of pizza. "Idiot," she remarked.
I smiled, slowly pushing a finger inside her pussy. She was surprisingly wet, even moreso than usual. "It's just a movie," I said.
Sheila looked down to me, smiling as she chewed. She spread her legs even wider, lifting one in the air to give me better access to her cunt. I slowly slid my finger in and out, then added a second. She moaned softly, swallowed her mouthful. "Mmm," she moaned, rocking gently on her hips. "I know. Still, these kinds'a movies always piss me off . . . um, Nate, baby . . . ."
I grinned, leaning in slowly, watching Sheila's face as I slipped out my tongue and swiped at her clit. "Yeah?" I asked, feeling the little button as it swelled and grew.
Sheila dropped her half-eaten slice of pizza back in the box and leaned back on her hands, spreading her legs wantonly. "What do you think you're doing?" she asked with a little smile.
"Having dessert?" I asked, then smiled back, slipping my tongue into her pussy. I was aware of a tart, salty, bitter flavor. It was different from before.
Sheila giggled, evidently amused by the expression on my face. "You do remember that you came inside me, right?"
I stopped licking her, looked down at what I had been sampling. Sheila's pussy was creamy, the fluid coating her labia thick and gooey. I suddenly realized why Sheila was so wet, and that what I had tasted was my own cum, mingled with her juices. I wasn't sure what to make of it.
She giggled again, and scooted back on the bed. "Come on, baby," she urged, standing beside the bed and reaching for my hand. Her eyes flashed excitedly. "Let's have shower sex."
I couldn't very well argue with that. I followed Sheila's perfect cheeks into the bathroom, temporarily cringing at the thought that she would be offended by the scum in the tub or the shower curtain that really needed to be replaced. But she gave no indication of disgust as she pulled open the curtain and turned the knob. The way she was bent over . . . I couldn't help myself.
"Ooo!" she gasped, then giggled as I pressed my groin to her ass, feeling the swampy heat of her pussy against my growing shaft. I bent at the waist and kissed her shoulder, smoothing my hands up her slightly oily skin.
"I want you," I whispered.
I watched her face in profile as she closed her eyes and bit her lip sensuously. "Mmm, I know you do, baby."
I was quickly hard, and pulled back, just a little, enjoying the feel of that heavenly ass against my lower abdomen. My cock angled up automatically, seeking her hot center. I groaned at the feel of her, of those slippery lips caressing the head.
Sheila wiggled her hips, teasing me, then straightened and turned around. Giving me a sultry look while curling her fingers around my dick, she stepped into the shower, bringing me with her.
Warm water ran over us both. Sheila looked even sexier as her hair became thick and heavy with water, sticking to her neck and back. She kissed me passionately, raking my chest with her rock candy nipples. Her hands stroked lightly along my shaft as it jutted between her legs. I moaned as she rubbed the tip against her clit.
"I can't believe . . . how hot . . . you make me," I whispered between kisses. I rolled my hips a little, trying to push inside her. But Sheila would tilt her own hips back, just as the head of my cock penetrated her pussy.
"I think about you all the time," she said back, moving her hand down to cup my balls. Rivulets of water trickled down her face. Her plastered hair and wide dark eyes made her look like a teenager. "I fantasize about you."
That surprised me. "Really?" I asked, dumbfounded. "Even when . . . I mean, when you're with—"
Sheila shushed me with a finger to my lips and a soft, sensuous kiss. "This is about us, baby. About you and me and making love all night."
My passion hit a new peak, evoking a warm, sharp stab of raw emotion in my heart. Sheila's words were akin to a commitment, it seemed. With a roughness – tempered by my adoration – that made Sheila yelp, I gripped her ass and lifted her up, pinning her to the wall. I smothered her mouth with mine, and drove my cock inside her slick tunnel, feeling the powerful muscles pulling me within.
"Oh! Nate!" she gasped, wrapping her arms and legs tightly around me. I reveled in the feel of her trembling body.
"I love you, Sheila," I moaned, thrusting hard and sure, making her back squeak against the wet tile behind her. With each deep drive, my balls slapped wetly against her ass. I sucked water from her neck and shoulder and listened to the heated panting in my ear.
"Mmm Nate," she groaned, clenching me tightly within her. "God, baby, you make it so easy to cum . . . ." And, to make her point, she let out a shuddering wail, clawing my back so deeply that I winced.
But I didn't stop. I couldn't. I was going to fuck her all night.
***
It was a little after three in the morning when I awoke, stirred from sleep when I realized my arms were no longer wrapped around Sheila's warm, supine body. Feeling almost drunk from the pleasure we had shared, I rolled up in bed, watching Sheila as she got dressed.



"You're leaving?" I asked.
Sheila wiggled her hips into her jeans, paused as she gazed upon me with a small smile. Her firm little breasts swayed only slightly as she bent and retrieved her shirt. "I gotta go," she said simply, threading her arms through the holes and scrolling the garment down her body.
"Sheila, I wanna say something," I said.
She stopped, staring at me, her expression inscrutable.
I took a breath. "I really do love you," I said.
Sheila's features softened, and she smiled. She cocked her head to the side, then leaned in for a long, loving kiss. She sucked on my lower lip as she pulled back. "I know," she said, then opened the door.
"I wanna see you again," I blurted out.
She paused, smiling, and nodded. "You will."
***
I did not see Sheila until Wednesday, when we both worked the dinner shift. All night, she seemed subdued around me, barely speaking, even as she gave me soft-eyed and sexy looks now and then. When she thought no one was looking, she would waggle her tongue in an almost obscene manner, then grin and walk away.
I couldn't wait to be with her again.
Just after nine o'clock, a bunch of us headed out to the back dock for a smoke break. Me, Sheila, Andi, Mark, and a few others. As we all lit up, Sheila clandestinely slipped her hand over my backside and between my legs. I almost dropped my lighter when her hands briefly groped my balls through my jeans. No one noticed, except Andi, who gave me a knowing, yet warning, look.
"Hey, Nate," Mark said, blowing smoke. "My ride's fucked up. Give me a lift?"
I shrugged. "Sure. Get me some beer?"
Mark rolled his eyes. "Yeah, dude, no prob. The usual?"
I nodded.
"What's 'the usual?'" asked Lexie, a skinny blonde girl. She was in college like me, and gave me the impression of being the stereotypical sorority chick; easy, blank-minded, with no more identity than that which her sisters provided. She had already slept with half a dozen of my fellow servers in the few months since she had started at work. Had it not been for Sheila, I may have had her in my bed as well. Lexie had pretty much made it obvious that she was up for it.
"Warsteiner dopple-bock," Sheila said just as I began to answer Lexie's query. All eyes suddenly fell upon her, many with wonder that she knew what I preferred.
She looked around a moment, then laughed it off casually. "Hey, I pay attention," she said. "I also know that Mark likes Tecate. So what?"
The conversation quickly degenerated into the pros and cons of various kinds of beer. Sheila's intimate knowledge of what I liked had been diverted, and no one appeared to give it another moment's thought . . . save Andi.
I caught Andi's look as the others, including Sheila, laughed and joked. The message in her eyes was one of warning and sympathy. But I did not recognize it just then.
***
"Dude, what a fucking night," Mark said as we got into my car later that evening. I had almost immediately dreaded agreeing to give Mark a ride home, since the impression I got from Sheila was that she was pretty hot to trot. But Mark was my buddy, and I owed him for all the times he had gotten me beer.
"No shit, man," I said, starting the car. "Can't believe that asshole at your six-top. Did he really think he was gonna get better service after all that bitching?"
Mark shrugged. "I figure he hasn't gotten any in a while," he said with a dry chuckle. "No pussy can make anybody cranky."
I laughed, starting to back out. I paused as I noticed Sheila walking to her car, jingling her keys. She glanced toward me, and for a moment, we locked eyes. The corners of her mouth curled slightly before she turned away, unlocking her car.
"Damn, that's some fine ass," Mark commented, obviously indicating Sheila. "I'd give my right nut to tap that."
I glanced to him with a sly look. "Yeah, you would," I said, then resumed backing out. I somehow understood that I was going to see Sheila that night, and I wanted to get home and get showered.
Mark stared at me a moment as I drove away from the restaurant. "Nah," he said at last. "No fucking way. Every dude in the place has been trying to score with Sheila since she started."
I didn't say anything as Mark prattled on about Sheila's obvious assets and her reputation for shooting guys down. A big part of my ego wanted to tell him the truth, to brag about 'bagging' Sheila. But that, I knew, would get back to her. And then our fun would end.
I couldn't take the chance of losing the woman I loved.
***
I got home just before midnight, after dropping off Mark at his apartment. I stowed my Warsteiner in the fridge and peeled off my clothes. I took a shower, brushed my teeth, spiffed up the place a little. Then I popped open a beer and flipped on Comedy Central.South Parkkept me entertained and helped the time pass as I waited for Sheila.
Two beers had me feeling a little anxious by one o'clock. I kept checking the window, looking for Sheila's car pulling up in the lot outside. By one-thirty, my heart was beginning to sink. I popped the cap off another beer. By two, I was fairly morose, despairing that Sheila was not going to stop by.
The knock came just as I opened the third beer.Sheila!I rushed to the door, then paused and peered out the spyhole. It was her. She stood on my doorstep, smoking a cigarette.
I thought about slipping on my jeans, or at least a pair of shorts.Fuck it, I thought, and opened the door, fully nude.
Sheila looked me over, her eyes a little heavy and glazed. The sweet aroma of alcohol rolled out from her lips as she spoke. "Just what I was hoping for," she commented, swaying slightly. She flicked her cigarette away carelessly and crushed her body to mine, grabbing my cock roughly with one hand and kissing me fiercely.
Alcohol hot gotten me buzzed; passion made me drunk. Heedless to any eyes from the surrounding apartments or the parking lot, I groped Sheila's tits through her shirt, slipped my hand between her cheeks from behind.
Sheila sucked her mouth from mine and panted hotly. "I wanna fuck," she muttered drunkenly, shoving me back. She ripped off her shirt and the T-shirt she wore beneath, tossing them aside while giving me a feral look. "And I wanna fuckhard."
***
I had never known a woman to get naked so swiftly before. Sheila did not want to be romanced, or seduced; she was horny. She wanted dick. And I was more than happy to give it to her.
Her clothes scattered on the floor, Sheila bent over the end of my couch, arching her back and keeping her legs straight and slightly spread. Her puffy pussy bulged out from beneath her globular cheeks, already shiny with moisture. The tiny aperture of her slightly darker anus winked at me.
"Get me ready, baby," she whispered huskily.
I grinned, emboldened by alcohol. "Like you need help," I said, dropping to my knees. I pries her cheeks apart and nuzzled my face between her thighs, licking and sucking her smooth lips. There was a little stubble along her vulva, not that I minded. I actually found the slightly scratchy feeling against my tongue endearing.
"Yes, baby, yes," she hissed, pushing back against me. "Push your tongue in my cunt. Deep. Do, it baby."
I loved hearing her talk dirty. The fact that the word 'cunt' would ever drip from Sheila's lips was incredibly arousing. Inspired by her abandon, I thrust my tongue as far as it would go inside her, feeling the rhythmic contractions of her inner muscles. Sheila panted for a few moments – she seemed so easy to get going, I suddenly thought – and clawed the arm of my couch.
She squirmed as I sucked noisily on her oozing pussy, whimpering faintly now and then. Then she reached back, grabbing a handful of hair, and pulled my head up. "My ass," she growled. "Do my ass."
I hesitated a moment.She wants me to lick her ass? Well, sure . . . .
She sighed in mild frustration as I dragged my tongue along the firm curves of her rear. "No, baby," Sheila said, directing my face between her cheeks. "There. Do it there."
Again, I hesitated. The aroma was not unpleasant, sort of like Albacore tuna, packed in spring water, mingled with a base, earthy smell. There was a certain attraction to the prospect of licking Sheila's asshole, despite the vaguely disgusting connotations of the tight opening's purpose.
Tentatively, I slipped my tongue out, licking the wrinkled skin there, feeling the muscles of her sphincter flexing around the tip of my tongue. The flavor I experienced was surprisingly sweet, if a bit strong, since Sheila had been wearing her jeans all day. I decided that I liked it, and kept licking.
"Mmm, fuck yeah, baby. Lick my ass, lick my ass . . . ."
I'll go one better,I thought, gripping and squeezing her cheeks. Parting them wide, I made my tongue firm and suddenly stabbed it past her sphincter, right into her ass. The tightness of that ring of muscle was unbelievable, as well as the heat of the dark cavern beyond.
"Oh!" she exclaimed, slapping her hands to the couch. Her thighs and cheeks shook. Clearly, she was enjoying the sensations I gave her. "Ooo, Nate, baby . . . ."
I moaned in response, encouraged by hers, and slid my tongue back and forth, feeling her anus relax and open. I licked all around it, inside it, up and down her narrow crack. Sheila moaned and murmured as my tongue traveled from her clit to her tailbone, and back and forth, back and forth . . . .
Sheila was seething, panting in heat, rolling her back and hips, keeping me firmly in place with her vice-grip on my head. She really need not have worried; this new and delicious variation was one I would gladly have kept up on my own.
It took her a while – thanks to the alcohol she had imbibed – but eventually, my thrusting tongue and digging fingers did the trick. Probing her pussy with my fingers, feeling her juices seeping out to coat them, was a good indication that she was about to cum. Then I felt her anal muscles squeezing my tongue, and she shoved back hard against me . . . .
"Oh! My! GOD!" Sheila screeched as she came, her body roiling and bucking. I had to hold onto her hips to keep from falling over, and her fervent movements nearly broke my nose. But my ego soared that I could elicit such a response from her.
Sheila sagged against the couch, gasping for breath, slipping her fingers between her legs to massage her satisfied sex. She smiled sublimely, looking at me over her shoulder. Her cheeks glowed; her eyes were dusky. "Ready for Number Six?"
My heart skipped a beat as I wiped my sloppy mouth. "Six?"
Sheila grinned, then straightened. She turned and crooked her finger in a 'come hither' way, reaching for the door. "Come on," she said.
Anxiety flashed swiftly through my brain. "Sheila! We're naked!"
She giggled, and jerked open the door, silhouetting herself against the glow from the security lights on the apartment buildings. "Yeah. Easier to fuck without clothes on, you know," she said. Amid more chuckles, she stepped out, spreading her arms and spinning around. Sheila, obviously, loved being naked outdoors, and did not care if anyone saw her.
And at – I checked my watch – just after two-thirty on a Wednesday night, who would be awake to see? I'd had just enough to drink that my simple rationalization, along with Sheila's tempting charms, were enough to sway me. Forsaking any thoughts about discovery, arrest, and humiliation, I jumped out the door, following a laughing, giggling Sheila as she ran naked toward the parking lot.
I never thought that running with an erection would be painful. Well, not painful, actually, more like distracting. And uncomfortable. The damn thing slapped against my legs and abdomen as I chased Sheila around the cars. Her face was glowing with child-like excitement as she faced me over the hood of a Firebird.
"You want me, baby?" she teased, firm little breasts swaying on her chest. Her image was vaguely reflected in the glossy paint of the car.
"You know I do," I responded.
She leaned forward, onto the car. "Then, come and get—" She cut herself off with a startled cry, as the Firebird's alarm blared through the air. We both looked toward my building, as lights flicked on behind windows.
"Shit!" exclaimed Sheila with a grin, and she darted for the treeline just thirty feet or so away. Her long dark hair flowed behind her like a wake.
I started after her, hearing Sheila's playful giggles even as I heard a door open behind me. Someone called out in startlement. "What the fuck--?"
I didn't look back. Enough for one of my neighbors to see two naked people running for the trees . . . they didn't have to know one of them was a neighbor.
Sheila's laugh echoed like a nymph's as she disappeared into the trees. I followed the rustling branches and foliage, thinking I was right behind her, but after a minute or two, she seemed lost to me. Little light penetrated through the leaves and branches, despite the time of year. It was pretty cold, below fifty I was sure. But excitement, exertion, and alcohol let me ward it off. Not to mention anxiety.
"Sheila?"
There was a long pause before I heard a slight ruffle in the bushes ahead. "Marco!"
I chuckled, moving forward. "Polo!"
"Marco!" she called again, her voice wavering slightly with mirth.
"Polo . . . ." I moved through the trees, pushing branches aside, feeling the course twigs scratch at my flesh. Shadows danced in the dim light. There was only the filtered glow of the moon to navigate by, and it wasn't much.
"Marco!" she cried, jumping in front of me, making me gasp. Sheila laughed, then bounced ahead, her little breasts jiggling and firm ass quivering, if only a little. She stood within a small clearing, running her hands over her body, drawing more attention to her tits and pussy. The moon overhead filtered down like a gentle spotlight, painting her body in a near-alabaster tone.
I stepped closer, my thickening cock leading the way. Sheila stared at it, face colored with lust, tongue wetting her lips. "Is that for me?" she asked huskily.
I nodded. "Any way you want it."
Her eyes flashed to mine. "Really?" she cooed, then turned about and settled her hands against a tree, arching her back and thrusting her gorgeous ass out. "Even if I want it here?"
I shuddered, stepping close, running my palms across her smooth, taut ass. "Is that Number Six?"
Sheila grinned at me over her shoulder. "Yes," she said.
I breathed in deeply, admiring Sheila's firm round ass. The thought of taking her that way . . . I had always wondered, and occasionally fantasized, about anal sex. I never thought I would be offered the chance to experience it in such a way.
"I want you to do it, Nate," she said softly, her eyes boring into mine.
I trembled with desire. "I want to," I said.
Sheila grinned. "Lick me back there again," she suggested. "Get it real wet. I mean, really wet."
I could only nod. I was directed by nothing more than lust. I lowered myself to a squat, and pulled her cheeks apart once more. Her tight little anus still seemed a little wet from my earlier licking, but I understood that it needed to be more wet. Slippery. Dripping.
So I licked her. Lapping, up and down. I spat on her asshole, prying it open with my fingers, and thrust my tongue inside. Sheila squirmed and moaned, digging her fingers into the tree she was braced against. I thought about getting her off that way again, but I knew I would not be able to wait. The heat of her ass, the kinkiness of the situation, the temptation of exploring a new horizon . . . .
I stood and pushed myself against her, reaching around to cup and fondle her breasts. Sheila moaned and gasped lightly as I pinched her nibbles, and rolled her hips in tight little circles. My cock slid between her legs, rubbing against her swollen, slick lips. I really did not care about the cold air, the skittering of invisible creatures in the darkness. I was in the Garden of Eden, and Sheila was my Eve. She had given me the apple, and I had taken the largest bite from it that I could.
I ran one hand down Sheila's taut abdomen as she writhed beneath me, sucked tenderly at her neck. She panted and moaned, reaching back to muss up my hair. She tilted her head, offering a sloppy, passionate kiss. "Fuck me, Nate," she hissed, reaching down between her legs and tilting my cock up. The head slipped between her silky folds, then further up, until I felt the tight, slick pucker of her asshole.
"You sure?"
"Fuck me!" she demanded, her eyes blazing with need and lust.
I stared into those gorgeous, dark eyes, feeling my soul being drawn out and into them. We both drew, and held, our breath at the same moment. And then I pushed.
Sheila whimpered. Her eyes quivered. Her brow furrowed as I felt that pursed opening slowly spread around the head of my dick. The tightness was unreal; I actually had to push, harder than before, and despite how wet I had made her passage, the friction was nearly painful. I grunted as I felt a near-ripping sensation around the head of my cock.
"Oh, God!" panted Sheila, shaking against me. She slapped her hand to the tree, knocking off bark. She worked her mouth like a fish out of water, and I suddenly felt her anus relax. Taking advantage of the moment, I shoved inside, feeling the head pop into her rectum.
"Uhn! Oh, fuck!" Sheila muttered, hanging her head. "Slow, baby . . . go slow . . . ."
That was a request easier to agree to than obey. With the relaxation of her muscles, I felt that I could plunge into Sheila to the hilt with but a single thrust. But even in my inebriated state, it was obvious to me that Sheila needed to adjust. I even wondered if this was the first time she had ever had anal sex.
I braced my hands against the rough bark of the three above Sheila and slowly, steadily, eased inside her. It suddenly struck me, in a moment of stupefied wonder, that I was actually fucking Sheila's ass.Her ass!
I groaned loudly once I had driven every inch of my length within her. I felt the sopping wetness of her pussy against my balls. Her rectum burned like a furnace through my cock. Never had I ever felt something that was both so pleasurable and also invasive.
"Jesus, Nate . . . it feels so huge inside me . . . just . . . just hold it there. Lemme get used to it."
I leaned into her, savoring the moment, the heat, the unbelievable reality of the moment. I could feel every pulse and throb of blood coursing through my shaft, since it was so tightly pinched by her anus. Sheila took deep breaths, even as she moved a little, grinding her ass back against me. After several long, sweet moments, she reached back and settled a hand on my hip, pushing against me.
I took the hint, and pulled back. An inch or so of my dick slid out of her. Sheila grunted, then curled her fingers, digging them into my flesh, pulling me back. I slowly eased back in, moaning at the feel. For a long time, we savored the union, caressing and holding each other. Sheila's anus relaxed more and more, yet remained the tightest opening my cock had ever plundered. Eventually, I grabbed her hips and began thrusting in and out of her, steadily increasing the pace. Sheila murmured and mewed, sometimes wincing, but more and more grinning.
"Fuck me, baby," she growled at last, throwing her head back. "Fuck my ass."
Those words were the strongest aphrodisiac I could have ever experienced. Encouraged by her submission, I held Sheila's narrow waist as I pounded into her, watching my dick sliding back and forth, surrounded and caressed by that wondrous red ring of muscle.
"Oh, yeah! Yeah! Fuck me, baby! I'm gonna . . .oh, fuck!"
Sheila came, and came hard, heaving and shoving back against me. I relished the hard, sucking motions of her ass, the splash of warm wet fluid against my balls. I fucked her hard all the way through her orgasm, eliciting another, then another. I was possessed, driven by lust and love. I wanted this to last.



But it could not go on forever. I felt that incredulous rush after what seemed an eternity of plunging in and out, in and out. My balls were dripping from the wetness of her pussy, which they slapped against on each thrust. I could have kept fucking Sheila all night, I knew. But it wasn't to be.
"Sheila!" I cried.
Her face flashed to mine over her shoulder, a pained, impassioned expression coloring her rouge-glowing features. "Give it to me, baby!"
I knew what she wanted, and pulled my cock from her ass, making Sheila grunt with the unexpected vacation. She watched as I stroked myself rapidly over her taut cheeks, and we both moaned as my orgasm erupted from my cock in thick, milky pulses. Lines of cum splashed onto her cheeks and shot almost halfway up her back. I squeezed out every last bit, watching heavy dollops of cream falling to her ass, dripping down her thighs, and making the dark valley between her cheeks glisten.
Sheila cooed as she reached back and smeared her fingers in my fluid, then brought them to her lips for a taste. I pushed my cock back inside her ass, making Sheila sigh, and relaxed against her, holding her close. Her rectal muscles squeezed me tightly as I softened. I listened to the erotic sounds of Sheila sucking her fingers clean amid murmurs of content.
After a few minutes of basking in the afterglow, the branches stirred before the march of a stiff, cold breeze. Both Sheila and I shuddered.
"B-baby?"
I nodded, knowing what she was going to say. "Yeah. Come on," I urged, pulling out and taking Sheila's hand.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed, then giggled. "I-it's f-f-freezing out here!"
I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, holding her close as we made our way through the vegetation. "H-hey, it was y-y-your idea," I chattered.
"Sh-shut up," she said with a laugh. "G-get me back home b-before your s-s-spunk freezes to my s-skin."
I laughed, but felt a sudden warmth.She said, 'get me backhome,'I thought. I grinned all the way back to the apartment.
To be continued . . . .
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Valentine's Day was the second busiest day of the year, I had heard, after Mother's Day. I couldn't imagine a restaurant more bustling than what I witnessed that late morning, when I arrived for work at just before 10:45, seeing a crowd of guests awaiting the opening of our doors.
The business of the day kept my mind occupied, so much so that, when two dozen red roses arrived for Sheila around two in the afternoon, I was not there to observe her initial reaction. But I did hear her excited cry of, "They're from Grant!" as she inhaled their fragrance. And I watched as she hugged the vaseful of thorny stems, as if holding her beloved Mr. Lawyer, carrying them back through the kitchen.
It was fortunate, then, that I managed to catch the second delivery man just half an hour later, spying him through the double front doors. I stepped out quickly, as the pudgy guy – about my age –- held up a crystal vase full of roses on his way to the restaurant.
"Who's the lucky girl?" I asked, sounding casual.
He gave me an annoyed look. "Some chick named Sheila," he said.
I frowned. "Oh. Damn. She doesn't work here anymore."
He almost dropped the vase, his frustration more than evident. "What?"
I forced a laugh, pulled out a ten-dollar bill from my bank. "Look. They're already paid for, right?"
The guy shrugged. "Yeah."
"Give me the flowers," I said, and pushed the ten-spot into his hand.
"Uh . . . sure," he responded.
I took up the flowers, went back inside. Trying not to think of Sheila and the way she was bragging about the flowers her boyfriend had sent, I settled the vase on the hostess stand, giving the girls there an amiable smile while deftly (I hoped) taking the card and slipping it into my apron. "Happy Valentine's Day," I said, then stepped away.
***
Sheila was positively glowing for the rest of the shift. Naturally, with her constant bragging about how 'sweet and thoughtful' Grant was, I didn't want to hear it. So, of course, I avoided her. It was pretty childish on my part, of course, but I wasn't thinking much differently than when I had been seventeen or eighteen. I felt snubbed.
My mood wasn't easily assuaged by the fact that I waited on doe-eyed lovers all day, staring at one another with stars in their eyes. From young couples on their first date to septuagenarians celebrating their fiftieth anniversary, reminders were constant that I was going to head home and spend the rest of the day alone. And frustrated.
Sheila, I figured, could tell that I was spurning her. At first, following the arrival of the roses, she gave me sort of sheepish, almost apologetic, looks. But as I continued to avoid her, she became quietly defensive, and spurned me in turn. Whenever I would meet her eye, I would receive nothing but coldness.
I had not had the chance to enjoy a smoke break all afternoon, so when four-thirty came, and my relief was taking over my section, I hustled out to the back dock for some much-needed nicotine therapy. There was no one else back there, and I relished the lack of cacophony as I lit up.Ah . . . just a few minutes of 'me' time . . . .
The door flew open, then closed quickly. Sheila stared at me, her expression somewhere between anger and sympathy. "You haven't been talking to me," she said.
I ground my teeth a moment. "Enjoying your roses?" I asked acidly.
Sheila crossed her arms, her nose reddening a little. Her eyes drifted away as her lips twitched in thought. "Are youjealous?" she asked.
I blinked, my ire instantly inflamed. "'Jealous?'" I echoed, nearly shouting the word, making Sheila blink. I backed off, suddenly confused as to how I thought. "No, of course not," I said with a measure of calm, pulling on my cigarette.
"Look, Nate," she said. "You knew I was with Grant when we started fooling around. And . . . I like hanging out with you, but if you're gonna be like this, maybe we should just stop."
I knew I was infatuated, then, because her threat all but literally made my heart leap in my throat. Sheila had me wrapped around her finger, and I abruptly realized it. I could suddenly feel myself becoming, and looking, contrite. "It's not . . ." I sighed, pausing, trying to find a way to both endear myself to Sheila and keep my machismo intact.
"I don't want to stop."
Sheila softened, smiling slightly. "Look, baby, you've been really cool with keeping this private. That's why I keep coming to you. I like being with you. It's like . . . I don't have to worry about anything when we're together. I really need that."
There was something behind her words – I really didn't recognize it consciously at the time, but still, it was there, and I somehow sensed it – that made me feel bad for avoiding her. Sheila suddenly seemed frightened, like a child in need of a friendly and recognizable face. The dynamic, it seemed, had shifted. Maybe she was the one who needed something.
I met her eyes, slightly quivering as they were. "I don't want to stop," I said again.
Sheila didn't speak. For a long moment, neither of us even moved. She just stared. I waited for her to do or say something. Finally, she did.
She took two quick steps, breathing in deeply as she did so, and grabbed my head. The kiss she gave me was fierce, hot, desperate. She moaned into my mouth, undulated her sweet body against mine. I felt like she was going to suck my heart out through my mouth, such was the intensity of her kiss.
She finally pulled back, just a little, giving us both room to breathe. I inhaled her scent, caressed her back. "I wish I could have you tonight," I whispered.
Sheila took a moment to compose herself, then backed off, not looking to me. She seemed suddenly embarrassed, perhaps even dazed. "Um . . . I still got a table," she said, then turned to the door to the restaurant and yanked it open.
I watched her go, even more perturbed than I had been before.
***
I tried to wait for Sheila after I had finished with all my duties, but I began to feel more than a little self-conscious, hanging around my car and smoking my second cigarette within fifteen minutes. I waved to a few of my friends and co-workers, some of whom gave me wondering looks as they went to their cars.
I felt, foolishly, that I was risking the revelation of mine and Sheila's 'romance' by lingering. Reluctantly, I slid behind the wheel and headed home.
***
I tried to absorb myself in my collection ofStar Warsgames on the Xbox. But shooting down tie-fighters and slashing up bad guys with a lightsaber did little to preoccupy my mind from mine and Sheila's conversation. I wanted to be with her, that much was a given. More than that, though, I wanted to explore that brief moment's vulnerability she had shown me. I wanted to learn why she 'needed' to be with me.
I had stepped through the door around five-thirty, changed into a pair of sweatpants, and jumped on the game. By seven, hunger was gnawing at me, so I ordered a pizza, which arrived just before eight. By nine, I was feeling morose, thinking what a loser I must be to be alone on Valentine's Day. What a loser, for being in love with a woman who only wanted to 'hang out' with me.
I became dulled by the game I was playing, caught up within its intricacies, for which I was at least subconsciously glad. The hours ticked by. I ate pizza and sipped soda, oblivious to the world ticking by outside.
Then came the knock.
I frowned, in the middle of a particularly decisive battle in the game. I almost thought about ignoring the knock, thinking it was one of my neighbors complaining about the noise. But the second series of rapping made up my mind, and I paused the game, getting up.
I didn't bother with looking through the spyhole; I simply turned the locks, and opened the door.
Sheila gave me a nervous look as she stood before me. She wore a tight red dress and high-heeled sandals with straps that wound all the way up her calves to her knees. Her perfume was sweet, but not strong. Her hair was almost professionally coifed, her makeup perfect. She looked like a woman who had spent the night on the town. "Can I come in?" she asked demurely.
I stepped back, sensing something very different about her. "Sure," I said. "You okay?"
Soft dark eyes glanced around my apartment. "You got something to drink?"
I sighed inwardly, shook my head. "No, sorry."
She shrugged slowly, still averting her eyes from me. "Doesn't matter, I guess."
I frowned. "What doesn't?"
Sheila didn't answer me. Instead, she let her eyes drift slowly up my body, until they settled upon mine. "You want me?" she asked.
"Yes."
She smiled suddenly, but it was a mirthless one. "I mean . . . you wantme."
I understood, and nodded. "I'm in love with you, Sheila. I want you. All of you."
Silently, she closed the door, then reached behind and unzipped her dress. It fell amid a soft flutter around her ankles, leaving Sheila deliciously nude save for her shoes and what little jewelry she wore. "Take me. Any way you want."
***
I had a hundred questions for Sheila. I wanted to know why she had come over, at one o'clock in the morning, after having obviously spent the evening with her boyfriend. Had she dumped him? It was the most likely possibility, considering how she seemed skittish, anxious, and apparently in need of affection.
I wanted to ask her. I needed the confirmation of my suspicions. However, when you're a twenty-year-old man, faced with the most beautiful naked woman on the planet . . . well, rationality just seemed to fly out the window.
My romantic mind was in full gear, however, as I lead Sheila to the edge of my bed and set her down. I knelt on the floor, making us nearly level, and gazed into her eyes. "I love you, Sheila," I said. "And I want to prove how much."
She trembled slightly, her eyes becoming dewy. "Oh, Nate," she said, then smiled and sniffled. "I-I love you, too," she whispered.
We kissed, slowly, longingly, letting our passion simmer. My hands wandered over her body, cupping warm, full breasts and running down that taut, slender torso, while hers remained upon my shoulders. Very gently, I lay her back on the bed, slipping between her legs as she parted them. Pushing her breasts together, my tongue danced back and forth between her stiff, dark nipples. Sheila sighed in passion, hissed loudly when I sunk my teeth into one of the dark buttons.
"Yes," she panted as I made my way down her body, feeling the muscles of her abdomen moving beneath my lips. "Yes, baby, please . . . ."
The aroma of her sex was the purest I had ever inhaled: the scent of rising bread, mingled with olive oil, with a hint of sweat and the salty-sweet tanginess of the sea. I breathed in deeply, filling my cells with the fragrance. Sheila spread her legs wider, reaching down with her hands to pull gently at the back of my neck. I glanced to her face, seeing the need there, the desire.
Keeping her eyes locked with mine, I lowered my head and pressed my mouth to her pussy, sucking the bulging lips into my mouth. Sheila's eyes fluttered closed, her head falling back on the mattress. For long moments, I simply drew out her flavor with my mouth, massaging her labia with my tongue. I wanted to savor the moment, that first, incredible moment, in which I truly began to make love to the woman I adored above all others.
Sheila's passion simmered quickly, and she drew her hands up her body, caressing her skin while gently rolling her hips. I felt her clit against my upper lip, watched her hands squeeze her breasts and pull on distended nipples. I licked further inside her, curling the tip of my tongue so that it rubbed her clitoris from beneath. Each time I did that, Sheila jerked with a tiny spasm of pleasure.
I kept licking until I felt her pussy contract against my tongue and tasted the sweet flavor of her cum. Sheila had never been quiet during orgasm before; she merely panted and sighed, her body stiffening. Her fingers dug slightly into my skull, holding me in place as I devoured her sweet juices, then relaxed as I pulled back.
"Kiss me, baby," she whispered, beckoning me to climb up over her. I did so eagerly, settling between her legs and leaning over her body. Our lips met as my engorged cock pressed against her pussy, seeking the intense heat within.
Sheila broke the kiss after licking my lips clean of her essence, and gave me a twinkling smile. "Not yet, baby. Lay down."
I started to protest, the sublime lips of her cunt spreading around the head of my dick. The temptation to just plunge in, to take her, and feel those magical sugar walls sucking me in . . . but I could not deny Sheila anything she wanted. I figured that was going to be a running characteristic of our relationship.
With a smile, I rolled onto my back. Sheila got on her knees beside me, beautiful face glowing from her orgasm, and reached back to let her hair down. She ran her fingers through it, all the while smiling upon me. Then she leaned over, kissing my lips tenderly before leaving a slow, weaving trail down my body. The closer those lush lips approached my cock, the more excited I became. By the time I felt her breath on the crown of my dick, my shaft was so hard it stuck up like the rod of a sundial.
"Oh, baby, you're ready for me, aren't you?" she cooed.
"I figured . . . that was obvious," I groaned. My hands massaged her back and right thigh as I felt her firm, wet tongue gliding along the length of my cock. She licked with long, sweet strokes, lapping my dick, tasting the rigid skin. I squirmed when her lips brushed the very tip, her tongue licking out oozes of pre-cum.
Sheila shifted, swinging her leg over me until she was comfortably settled in a sixty-nine atop me. "I'm gonna suck you dry, Nate," she declared heatedly. "And then we're gonna fuck all . . . damn . . . night . . . ." She punctuated her statement with a low, rumbling growl that became muffled when her lips slipped around my cock and slid all the way down. I grunted, gripping her cheeks, when the head of my dick popped into Sheila's throat.
Her pussy was swollen and wet, shining in the soft light of my lamp. The delectable view of those sweet lips and her puckered anus above me was erotically inspiring, and I dove in, licking and sucking with gusto. I suppose my passion inspired Sheila as well, for she moved above me like a lioness devouring her prey, all but growling around my cock.
Sheila came amid muted whimpers and moans, never removing her mouth from my dick as her pussy spurted onto my tongue. I kept licking her, probing her anus with my fingers, keeping her cauldron boiling while the powerful surges of my own orgasm finally built up to the point where I was about to burst.
Sheila was bobbing furiously on my cock, using just her mouth, sucking hard and fast to coax out her reward. I could not have denied her skill and yearning even with a gun to my head.
"Sheila!" I gasped. "I'm cumming!"
She responded with a needy moan, then plunged down, all the way down, taking my dick into her throat. I felt her chin pressing into my abdomen just as my cock tensed and began spurting. The automatic swallowing motions of her esophageal muscles added an intense dimension to my orgasm. Ejaculating directly into Sheila's throat was mind-numbing. Electric. Religious.
I shook and gasped beneath her, my pleasure intensified to near pain when Sheila, no longer able to hold her breath, slid up my dick and bobbed once more, sucking me dry and getting a taste of my seed. She moaned softly, sucking with a tender sincerity that kept the sensations just below agony. I could feel my cock seeping into her mouth as she held me there, her tongue lightly caressing, her lips gently massaging.
My mind was numb with pleasure, my body nearly paralyzed with ecstasy. I could barely stroke Sheila's back as she settled upon me comfortably, hugging my hips with her arms and laying her head on my hip. My cock never left her mouth as she sensuously, lovingly, milked me.
***
We awoke after a while, uncurling from each other, and shared soft, sweet kisses. Sheila snuggled against me, her back to my chest, my arms around her, and took up the remote. She flipped through the channels on TV before settling on a rerun of an old sitcom.
"You hungry?" I asked, brushing her hair from the back of her neck and kissing her there.
Sheila giggled softly, hugging my arm tight around her body. "After what you just fed me?" she asked playfully.
I rolled my eyes at her words, but the way she was so casual about our coupling was both arousing and heartwarming. I kissed her neck again, nipped at her ear. "I love you," I whispered.
Sheila said nothing, just closed her eyes – I could see her face in profile – and nibbled her lip. "You're a wonderful man, Nate," she said, her voice slightly choked. She tilted her head enough so that she could meet my eyes. "I'm really glad I met you."
I touched her chin, graced her lips with mine for a moment. "I'm glad I met you, too."
Sheila smiled, a genuine, grateful smile, then settled back into the protective frame of my body. "I think, right now," she said. "I'm the happiest girl in the world."
I smiled. "And I'm the happiest guy."
***
By the time the rerun was over, Sheila and I gave in to passion once again. This time, after licking and sucking each other in preparation, Sheila got up from the bed and leaned against the counter of my breakfast window. She moaned, sighed, panted and groaned as I fucked her from behind. The gentle sensuality we had experienced before was now replaced with animalistic fervor. I slammed into her hard, making sweat-slicked skin smack loudly against sweat-slicked skin. Sheila's volcanic orgasms all but shook the walls and rattled the windows.
We rested for a bit, then went at it again, this time with Sheila on her back on the couch, her legs curled back until her knees framed her head. She madly fingered her sloppy, drippy cunt as I plundered her ass. Sheila was all but fixated on the sight of my cock sliding in and out from between her cheeks. She erupted three times, literally spraying fluid onto my abdomen the last time, before her inordinate sexiness had me cumming at last.
After recovering, panting and sweating, from our shared high on Elysium's clouds, Sheila pulled me to the bed and spooned up against me, wrapping my arms tightly about her under the comforter. I was a little surprised, but very grateful. Sheila had never evidenced that she wanted to spend the night before.
Just further proof that I was now the man in her life, I reasoned with a smile on my face, and fell asleep, inhaling the sweet aromas of sex and love.
***
Thankfully, neither Sheila nor I had to work the following day. I had classes, of course, but I elected to skip them. I had never done so before, so I figured a single day's absence from my collegiate life could be forgiven.
We awoke late, yawning, stretching, giggling and kissing. Like newlyweds after the first night of a honeymoon, I thought, as Sheila rolled atop me. Waking up with an erection was a constant in my life at that age, and she was quick to take advantage of it, slowly impaling herself on my manhood while staring down into my eyes. Following a pair of sweet, mewling orgasms on Sheila's part, I finally came inside her. Then, indulging in her kinky side, Sheila let my seed dribble out of her pussy and back onto my cock . . . which she proceeded to lick clean.
We showered, and Sheila ran down to her car – nothing on but one of my shirts, which did not hide much – to get her day bag. We wore jeans and T-shirts, held hands the way lovers should, as we did a little light shopping, saw a movie, and had an early dinner. We shared kisses constantly, and Sheila was smiling all day.
I couldn't help but think,I make her happy. I'm the man she wants. And I don't have to be some rich lawyer to do it.



Sheila's exhibitionist nature sprung out as we drove back to my apartment from dinner. Though sated on filet mignon, she was obviously in the mood for more meat, judging by the way she slinked across the seat and began rubbing me through my jeans. The sun was descending, painting the world with twilight contrast, giving more than enough light for occupants of other cars to see what Sheila was doing.
"You know what I really like about you, Nate?" Sheila asked as she undid my jeans and tugged on my fly.
"What's that?" I asked, looking around with only slight nervousness as Sheila pulled out my cock and began stroking it. Her face hovered just about a foot above my crotch.
"I like that you let me do things like this," she said, then lowered her head and swiped her tongue around the head of my dick, while her hand pumped up and down.
I concentrated on the road, conscious of wondering eyes looking inside my car, watching Sheila's head floating over my lap and occasionally descending. "You really think I'd ask you to stop?"
She lifted up slightly, laughing softly, her breath warm and moist on my cock. "Some would," she said, then plunged down, slipping my dick all the way into her throat. I couldn't hold back a grunt of passion as Sheila deep-throated me, sucking arduously all along my shaft.
I got off the main avenue, looking for a secluded place. Just after six o'clock on a weekday, there was quite a bit of traffic. I wondered how many people would be going home to wives, husbands, friends and lovers with 'I saw a girl giving road head!' on their lips.
A large parking lot, mostly empty save for a few cars parked close to a brown-bricked building, called to me. I pulled in past the sign that advertised a private high school, found a spot beneath a broad elm with branches that showered the car in shadow.
I pulled Sheila's head from my lap, her mouth open and wet, dripping with spit and pre-cum, and pushed her back across the seat. She had already undone her jeans, and we both worked hurriedly to get them off. Within moments, the jeans were tossed on the dash, and her legs were splayed wide. I sunk inside her with a grateful moan, and Sheila curled her legs around my back.
"Oh, Nate," she deplored. "I love fucking you."
I smiled down upon her as I thrust in and out of her. "I love fucking you, too, Sheila. I want to make love to you every day for the rest of your life."
She smiled sweetly, lifting her hands to caress my face. "Tell me you love me," she said.
My heart soared. "I love you, Sheila," I said. "I always will."
She grinned, then closed her eyes, emitting small gasps with each deep plunge I made inside her body. At that moment, as we both climbed the precipice of bliss together, I felt that a pact had been sealed, an arrangement akin to a marriage formed. Sheila was mine, and I was hers. Our shared cries of ecstasy as we came at the same time only served to cement that feeling.
***
Sheila left me with a dreamy kiss that evening, after we had showered together. I watched her dress and apply her makeup as she sat on the edge of the bed, stood with her by the door for a parting kiss. As her lips left mine, Sheila backed out, smiling sweetly. She took my hands, pulling them with her.
"I wish I knew why I was so lucky, Nate," she said.
I smiled back. "I think I'm the lucky one," I said.
Sheila stared at me a moment, her smile frozen. Then she suddenly rushed me, hugging me close, squeezing me like a sumai wrestler. She didn't kiss me; she just hugged, with a sense of fierce, desperate longing. Then she stepped back, her eyes dripping the faintest trickles of tears down her cheeks.
"I love you," she whispered, then stepped away, walking briskly. I stepped out on the tiny landing of my front porch, watched Sheila break into a jog as she headed to her car.
The anxiety I had always felt before at such partings returned. My chest suddenly felt tight. Reluctantly, I slipped back through my door, and closed it.
***
Despite the emotion surrounding that departure, I headed into work the following afternoon walking on a cloud. I grinned at the hostesses as I stepped through the front door, and held my chin up as I made my way back to the kitchen. My life was perfect, as far as I was concerned; I was just a year and a half from graduation, and the most incredible, beautiful and sexual woman in the world was mine. I almost felt like shouting my joy to the world.
I did not notice the conspiratorial buzz amongst my fellow coworkers at first. I saw a few of them cluttered at the usual places – the end of the kitchen, out at the server islands – undoubtedly sharing the latest gossip. I went through my usual ritual; I always showed up early for my shift, so I could grab a soda and smoke a cigarette on the back dock before taking my first table.
Andi gave me a tentative 'hey, Nate' as I passed her; I grinned foolishly in return, riding my emotional high, and headed to the back with my glass of Dr. Pepper. Beneath the slowly-fading sun, I lit up and exhaled smoke.All is well in the world,I thought.
The door opened as Andi stepped out. Her face was solemn as she gazed upon me. "How you doing, Nate?" she asked.
I grinned. "Never better," I said, then frowned. "You okay? Something wrong?"
Andi regarded me a moment, her lips parting slowly. A heavy sigh left her lips as she shook her head ruefully. "That bitch," she muttered under her breath.
I looked at her curiously. "Bad day?" I asked.
She held out her hand. "Got a smoke?"
I dug out my pack, becoming more perturbed by the moment. "Hey, something wrong?" I asked. "You have a bitchy guest or something?"
Andi took a cigarette, leaned in as I lit it for her. "I had a two-top, earlier," she said. "Happy couple. Just got engaged.Hugefucking diamond on her finger."
I chuckled. "Kind'a makes me think about what—" I began, but Andi cut me off.
"Turns out, the guy's a lawyer," she said, giving me an intent look. "Just got offered some serious job with a law firm halfway across the country. They're leaving tomorrow."
I frowned again. "Um . . . cool," I said, not sure where Andi was going with her story.
She sighed loudly in exasperation. "Holy fuck, Nate!" she cried. "How stupid can you fucking be! It wasSheila! She's done! She's gone! She got up and told Juan that she quit! Right then and there! No two-weeks notice, nothing! She's gettingmarried, Nate!"
I stared at Andi, my hand shaking. The glass slipped and shattered on the ground, spraying shards and dark liquid across my shoes. I didn't really notice. "No," I said in denial. "No, that's not true." My heart was hammering with anxiety and fear. A sudden storm of emotion welled behind my eyes.
"Then call her," Andi said in a simple voice. She dug out her phone, and held it out for me.
For a long moment, an eternity wrapped within a second, I didn't move. Then, tentatively, I took Andi's cell. She had called up the number in her phone's memory. All I had to do was hit 'send.'
I listened to it ring on the other end. Once, then twice. Then came the mechanical voice: "We're sorry, but the number you are trying to reach has been disconnected—"
I tired it again, even as I felt the film of tears begin to coat my eyes. "We're sorry, but the number you are trying to reach—"
I slapped the phone closed, handed it back. I was suddenly having trouble breathing. The tears began dripping down my cheeks.
"Nate," came Andi's sisterly voice as I sagged to the ground. "Nate, come on. Just breathe, okay? Just breathe . . . ."
***
Juan, my manager, was a cool guy. He had been divorced twice, so I suppose he understood why I had suddenly become a vegetable. Andi's explanation – which, apparently, included a summarized version of mine and Sheila's relationship – seemed to persuade him, and he let me go home. I don't think I was ever as humiliated as I was that night, stomping through the kitchen with my face reddened and dripping with tears, the eyes of my friends and coworkers upon me.
I tried calling Sheila as soon as I got home, and got the same message that I had heard on Andi's cell. I called again and again throughout the night, to no avail, and thanks to the beer Andi bought for me, drank myself into oblivion.
She stayed with me for a while – Andi, that is – listening to my ranting, my venting. I told her everything, and she withstood the brunt of my emotional whirlwind like the white cliffs of Dover against a maelstrom.
"I love her," I lamented at one point. "How could she do this—"
"You love theideaof her," Andi interjected pointedly. Her eyes darkened. "Sheila doesn't love anyone."
I wept some more, guzzling beer after beer. Eventually, I passed out, and Andi tucked me into bed before leaving.
***
It took a few weeks before I was no longer a rude, morose asshole at work. The truth of mine and Sheila's relationship had become fairly widespread, and while I was praised by many of my male friends, offering comradely high-fives for having 'bagged' Sheila, I hated their words. And neither did I much appreciate the sympathetic musings of those who told me they 'felt' for me. Eventually, however, I began to accept what had happened.
Sheila had used me, for whatever reasons. I was the 'nice guy,' the 'quiet guy.' I was the sort of willing stool she could wrap around her finger, use for her own whims and pleasure, and still be assured that I would keep quiet. Because that was the kind of guy I was. The moment I understood and accepted that, I became a different man.
Sheila still had her friends amongst the employees at Jersey Jacks, and when the invitations for the wedding came out, they gleefully showed off theirs. But not to me, not directly. Apparently, thanks to Sheila's spinning of the facts, they had come to believe that I had made everything up. So they shunned me. Fine with me; I had no desire to humor the vapid supporters of Sheila's lies.
The wedding, I came to discover, was set surprisingly soon, in July. I had figured that a man like Mr. Lawyer, with his undoubtedly conservative family, would want a longer engagement. Guess I was wrong.
I had fallen into an equilibrium by that point, having focused much of my anger and disappointment into work and studying. Ironically enough, by the end of the spring semester, my grade point average had jumped a quarter of a point, and I was asked to become a trainer at Jersey Jack's. I suppose there is a lot to be said for sexual and emotional frustration.
Around the first week of July, I was working my usual station. Being a trainer meant that I got to pick my schedule, so I always worked the same shifts every week. On the day in question, I was closing the lunch shift, and looking forward to a day off. The afternoon had become pretty slow following the lunch rush, and I had only a single table that needed little attention. I was hanging out at the bar, bullshitting with Ace, when a customer came in. He looked past me, and his face blanched.
I turned slowly, and just . . . stared.
Sheila had cut her hair short, to just above her jaw line, where it flared out. She wore a yellow blouse and a tasteful skirt. The large diamond on her finger glittered obtrusively. Her wide, dark eyes found mine quickly as I pushed away from the bar and faced her.
"Hi."
I stared at her for a moment. It was hard to fight down the instinctual arousal I felt when in her presence. "Hi. Long time."
Her eyes darted away a moment, and she blushed. "Yeah."
I stepped closer, feeling a sudden desire to unleash all my anger, pain, and frustration upon her. But I held it back. "The date's getting closer, huh?"
She nodded, still not looking to me. "Just a week, now," she said.
I gritted my teeth a moment, then forced a smile. "Good for you."
She sighed deeply. "Look, Nate, I wanted to—"
I cut her off, taking one more step, which had me looming over her. I spoke in a low voice, so that only she would hear the words. "I honestly don't care what thefuckyou want," I said. "I loved you, I wanted you, I wanted to be the guy you would wake up with every morning. Andyoumade me think that would happen."
She huffed. "I never said—"
I leaned in. "No, you never did," I said. "Not with words." I stepped back. "Go away, Sheila. I don't want to play with you anymore."
I left the bar, giving Sheila one last look before I disappeared into the kitchen. She wore a stunned, incredulous look, as if she had expected absolution from me. My words, I later realized, had bit deeper than I had intended.
Epilogue
I hadn't been sent an invitation to Sheila's wedding, of course, and I doubt I would have gone even if I had. By all accounts, it was a beautiful, inspirational ceremony. Sheila looked beautiful in her long white gown and twenty-foot train, according to her friends who still worked at Jersey Jack's. I didn't want to look at the pictures, and no one offered them to me.
By the end of the summer, after turning twenty-one, I seemed to have assumed the throne of 'king shit of thunder mountain.' I had the respect of those I worked with, and garnered more from those whom I trained. I was enjoying my job, my position. Juan even mentioned to me that, once I got my degree the following summer, I could have a real future as a manager.
Just before classes started in the fall, I trained a cute, demure young woman named Jackie. She had the sweet features and natural blonde hair one might expect from a stereotypical small-town girl growing up in the Midwest. Having just moved to the south from Ohio, she was understandably reserved and shy, and kept her distance from all the lechers who deigned to prey upon her. More often than not, following her training, she would come to me with questions.
It was not long before I began to realize it was more than simple professional admiration which compelled Jackie to seek me out. Thanks to Andi and a few others, I learned that the innocent-eyed teenager (she had turned eighteen just a week before she came to work for us) had a crush on me. I found that arousing, and . . . intriguing.
One night, during the first week of September, I headed out to my car, lighting a cigarette. I heard the tortured spin of an engine that would not turn over, and looked to see cute, blonde Jackie behind the wheel of her car. It took but a moment for me to make a decision. I approached her car, stepping around to the driver's side, and rapped on the window.
"Hey."
She looked to me through the glass, her wide blue eyes almost fearful. But she smiled with relief upon seeing me, and rolled the window down. "Nate. Thank God. My car won't start," she said petulantly.
I smiled. "Come on, I'll give you a ride. And if you need a ride in the morning, I can pick you up."
Jackie's face glowed as she smiled. "Really?"
I chuckled and nodded. "Come on."
Jackie got out, and followed me silently to my car. She had eschewed her work shirt, and wore just a loose tank that covered full, bouncing, and obviously braless breasts. I opened the passenger door of my car for her, and she gave me an impressed look and smile.
"Where do you live?" I asked once I had gotten behind the wheel.
She paused for a long moment, making me look to her. I noticed her eyes darting away from my crotch. "Um . . . you're twenty-one, right?" she asked cagily.
I chuckled. "Yeah."
"Can we get some beer?" she asked, then quickly added: "I'll pay."
I chuckled, pulling out of the parking lot. "Tell you what," I said. "Let me get it, and we'll drink it together."
I glanced to her for a moment, saw her demure, but sexy, smile. "Sure," she said. Her hand tentatively reached across the divider between the seats and touched my thigh.
I breathed in. "Jackie."
"Yeah, Nate?"
"You ever hear of . . . doing it 'by the numbers?'"
Her eyes wandered a moment, and she shrugged. She was still smiling. "Um, no. What is it?"
I just grinned.
-finis-
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The embers had long since cooled, leaving blackened planks of jagged wood that jutted up from the ground like the ribs of the earth. All that truly remained of the simple wooden shed was the mammoth wheel, turning lazily in the gentle waters.
He had, at first, been angry. Potions, precious herbs, a lifetime's worth of hoarding the rarest books and scrolls. Mysteries most of the world would never understand were now gone, literally as ashes upon the wind. Oh, yes, there had certainly been anger within the wizard's mind. It had taken some time to let it temper . . . and be transformed.
Upon his mount, Guy Dorr watched as Bagdemagus took a knee in the sooted ruins, touching the scorched earth. The apparently sentimental pose made the rogue frown. This is the man I serve? He thought. A great and deadly wizard, who keeps an entire kingdom on edge . . . yet he is just as human, or nearly so, as I. Returning to his ruined home, as the Queen had to hers . . . Dorr chuckled. There is irony and perhaps even justice in that.
His eyes narrowed as he watched the wizard, moving his hand just above the ashes and coal. What Dorr had first perceived as sentiment now seemed to be something more practical. Bagdemagus was searching for something. Dorr's suspicion was confirmed as Bagdemagus suddenly thrust his hand down through burned and scorched wood, then returned, clutching something small.
Bagdemagus stood and walked back from the remains of his sanctuary, dusting his hands, cleaning the small object he had retrieved: a ring. Dorr saw only a glimpse of the sizable ornamentation before the wizard slipped it within an interior pocket. The rogue said nothing of it as Bagdemagus climbed smoothly into the saddle of his pale horse.
"This changes nothing, you know," the wizard said, gazing to the forest as if he could see through it to the castle beyond. "The fire was merely an inconvenience."
"Of course," responded Dorr. He could not hide the sarcasm in his voice.
Bagdemagus smirked, not looking to his vassal as he pulled on his riding gloves. "Do you truly believe that such a desperate act means anything?" he asked rhetorically. He obviously did not expect an answer. "To be honest, I am a bit impressed with their fortitude and courage. It will make their downfall all the more to savor."
He turned his head, storm-grey eyes boring into Dorr's. "Nothing has changed. In fact, this has only escalated matters. The Midsummer's Day draws nigh. The time for playing games is gone. There will be no more pawns to play with. Only a Queen. And a knight."
Dorr nodded, although he was not entirely convinced. The wizard did, indeed, play a good game with pawns. But when it came down to confronting the most important pieces . . . Dorr was not altogether certain Bagdemagus could hold his own. Perhaps he has spent so much time in the shadows that he falters in the light . . . .
"They think they have struck me a blow," Bagdemagus said as he gathered the reigns of his infernal mount. "I think I should show them that they have done no such thing . . . and that their perceived victory has earned some retribution." With a sharp cry and a digging of his heels, the wizard spurred the pale horse forward.
Dorr took in a breath. I certainly hope so, wizard. I do not intend to go down with the ship, you know. With a brief "Hah!" he followed the wizard into the woods.
***
Clack! Clack! Clack!
The sounds of wood striking wood echoed across the castle's training grounds. A ring of Royal Guardsmen, stripped to the waist in the beating heat of the midday sun, watched as Cedric and Falhurst squared off, attacking and defending, thrusting and parrying, striking and dodging.
"Good! Good!" cried Falhurst with a grin. "Your skill grows like a giant every day!"
"I do not take my duty lightly," replied Cedric, muscled torso gleaming with sweat as he advanced again. He hammered expertly with the wooden training sword, his blows much less clumsy than they had been, those weeks before. Every strike carried with it power and poise. Falhurst found himself on the defensive more often than he would have preferred.
"Just remember," Falhurst said, each word expelled with a puff of breath as he fended off the young knight's blows. "There is more to swordfighting than the sword!" So saying, he ducked beneath a powerful swing, spinning about on one leg as he swept the other out. He caught Cedric by the ankles, and the younger man toppled back, landing with a grunt upon the dirty ground.
Cedric lay stunned a moment, recovering the breath that had been forced from his lungs. He found himself staring at the tip of Falhurst's wooden blade, hovering just an inch from his face.
"You fight well, Cedric," the Captain said. "You just may be the best swordsman in the castle. But you still lack experience." He stepped back, lowering the blade to his side and offering his hand.
Cedric ground his teeth, then gripped his Captain's hand. As soon as he was on his feet, however, he shoved forcefully into Falhurst's chest, bearing the man to the ground and falling with him. His hand planted on the Captain's chest, he held his own wooden blade threateningly, the dull tip just nudging Falhurst's neck. Cedric's face glowed with anger and frustration, his eyes frighteningly fierce.
"I need only get this close," hissed the young knight.
Falhurst glared back. "I am not the wizard," he spat. "And you are out of line."
The fury in Cedric's eyes faded. As if a man coming out of a trance, he eased back, moving his sword away. "I must apologize," he said, offering his hand to the Captain of the Guard.
Falhurst grunted as he was hauled up, and met the knight's admonished gaze. "You fight with your heart like no ten men," the Captain said. "But you must fight with your head, as well."
Cedric took a deep breath, forcing calm to enter his mind. "He will pay," he vowed, yet again. That singular phrase had become nearly a mantra since Rebecca's death.
"Doubtless he will, Sir Cedric," Falhurst said, clasping the younger man's shoulder. "But if you don't temper that fury of yours, it will be by someone else's hand."
Cedric managed to push a smile to his lips as he nodded. "You're a fine teacher, Falhurst."
The Captain grinned. "Come on. I believe I feel an ale calling."
Cedric's smile stretched and grew as it became more honest. "I believe so, too."
***
Eric was alone within the stable when Lord Dorr arrived. He barely glanced up as the man dismounted; just enough to confirm whom it was. Eric's ears caught the sounds as the lord pulled his riding gloves off.
"I'd never have figured you for a stablehand," Lord Dorr said.
Eric's response was quick, as if he had readied it. "And I never figured you for nobility." He remained with his back turned to the man.
Dorr bristled slightly. He had never been a man to be treated casually; briefly, he thought of the dagger at his belt, and how easy it would be to slip it between the giant's ribs. But he restrained himself; Eric's death would serve nothing, after all. "'Twas something I felt necessary to hide from the church elders," he said dismissively. "Not many lords' sons take the path of the cloth."
Eric chuckled as he turned around, lips curled in a knowing smirk. He looked down upon the shorter, slimmer man, wiping his hands with a rag. "That is because none do," he said probingly. "Just as they don't vanish in the midst of the night with the contents of the collection box."
Dorr pursed his lips, cocking his head slightly with a look of haughtiness. "You had best guard your words, Eric. Such baseless accusations could be grounds for imprisonment where I am from."
Eric took a single brave step closer to the rogue. "And just where is that, Guy?" he asked. "Certainly not Ural."
Guy laughed. "Well, obviously not," he said. He huffed, slipping his gloves into his belt, just beside the hilt of his dagger. "To be honest, my family was poor, little more than country royalty. The Great Drought had hit our lands hard. Why else do you think I would have been sent away to a monastery?"
Eric frowned slightly, thinking.
Guy let a small smile escape. "I don't blame you your suspicions, Eric," he said, effecting a non-threatening pose. "I am a stranger to your world, after all. Well, this world, at any rate. I suppose it is only natural you might fear I would reveal your background."
Guy stepped closer and reached up a friendly hand, settling it on Eric's broad shoulder. "Be at ease. I know not why you decided to exchange the life of a translator of heathen works to scrub the flanks of sweaty horses, and to be honest, I don't much care. We both had our reasons for leaving the cloistered life; 'twas not for us. Obviously, we have both found better masters."
Eric mused silently, feeling the entrance of doubt into his suspicions. He nodded without a word.
Guy smiled. "You were ever the insightful giant then, Eric," he said warmly. "I see that has not changed. Perhaps, sometime, we should catch up, you and I."
Eric glanced to Guy's horse. "I'll see that Judas is tended to," he said.
Guy smiled warmly. "I know you will. As ever, you are a trustworthy soul." He turned and headed out of the stable, his smile vanishing instantly. He would have to keep a close eye on Eric now, he knew. For a moment, he considered alerting Bagdemagus . . . but something told him the wizard did not need to know everything.
No, definitely not everything . . . .
***
Who the girl was did not matter. She may not have even had a name so far as Eric was concerned. It was enough that she had gathered up her skirts and lifted her legs high and wide for him. He had rarely been so selfish in his conquests – at the least, he wanted to woo the women he chased enough to make them want him – but on this night, his frustrations needed an outlet. And the comely redhead was more than willing.
He should have made a different choice, he realized, once he had pulled her knickers down and unstrung her bodice. She was busty, and possessed a thick, flame-colored forest of hair about her sex. She reminded him of Viviane almost immediately, which, strangely enough, had aroused him at first. The scullery wench had teased him to hardness with her mouth, then grinned as she lay back in the stable's hay loft. She obviously enjoyed exposing herself as she splayed her legs like those of a cooked chicken.
She – what was her name? Adele? Ada? It didn't really matter – grunted and cooed like a well-groomed whore as Eric thrust away inside her. She came once, then urged him to pull out so that she could taste her own fluid upon him, then propped herself up on knees and elbows, offering her backside. She winced at first at the initial penetration, then growled her pleasure while rocking back against his hard body.
She rutted like a feral creature, allowing herself to be taken, mewling like a cat in heat as Eric thrust into her again and again. He felt her clench, heard her moans as she became awash with pleasure, and finally felt his own rush begin. At the last moment, he slipped from her spasming tunnel and thrust out over her firm, rounded cheeks. His fluid splashed into her hair, across her back, trickled down her thighs.
He fell back onto the bed of straw beside her, taking deep breaths. The cherub-faced redhead relaxed, cooing contentedly, brushing back sticky strands of hair from her face as she smiled.
"You're quite the lover, Eric," she expelled, her face glowing and sweaty. "I have to admit, I was curious . . . ."
Eric stared at the ceiling, noting the warped timbers that made up the roof. The recent rain had made him aware that the stables needed a good shingling. "I am glad to have satisfied your curiosity," he said, almost absently.
The redhead moved closer, letting her hand wander aimlessly across his thickly-muscled chest. "Mayhap . . . in a bit . . . we could have another go?" she asked.
Eric sat up, a suddenly sour taste filling his mouth. He stared out through the hay-door of the loft. "Do you ever wonder about where your life is going?" he asked, mainly of himself. "Why you have chosen to do what you do?"
The scullery maid scoffed. "I serve in the Queen's kitchen," she said. "I consider myself fortuitous enough. I could be sloshing ale in the tavern, or trading myself for pennies."
Eric stood and approached the broad opening of the hay loft door. He looked down upon the darkened courtyard. "I wonder . . . ."
"There are worse things you could be doing, lover," the girl chided, then giggled.
Yes, and I've done them, he thought. Adultery, betraying the church. Sinning, it seems, has become my occupation. He glanced back to the wanton redhead, smiling thinly as she fanned her naked legs in invitation. He pushed away from the opening and approached her. No sense stopping now . . . .
***
They could have gone to the tavern with the other guardsmen who were off duty that evening, but Cedric did not want to overhear any whisperings about Rebecca. He knew there was still talk about 'the Devil's Whore' and to what level her corruption had extended. Mixing that kind of overheard talk with inebriation, Cedric knew, would not be the best of ideas.
So he and Falhurst settled for tapping one of the oak casks in the keep's cellar. Even though it was just the two of them, seated at a tiny table and surrounded by the rank aromas of spilled beer and wine, it was far cheaper than a tavern. Predictably, it took only a couple of pints to unleash the dogs of Cedric's emotion.
". . . care not what it takes, but that man will be dead," the young knight avowed. His eyes were already dark and sullen, studying the scratched and grainy surface of the table. "I will be there when it happens, to see the shock and pain on his face as he suffers against the blade of my sword."
"Temper your rage, Cedric," the Captain cautioned. "Use it. Don't let it use you."
The knight sputtered, then wiped the foam from his mouth. "You didn't lose the woman you love, Falhurst," he said gravely.
The Captain leaned back. "Not to some evil wizard, no," he said. "I lost my wife when she fell from her horse."
Cedric raised his frowning face. "You were married?"
"For a few wonderful years, at least. Deirdre passed . . . it's been almost four years, now. Trust me, the pain fades. It never goes away, but it fades."
Cedric gritted his teeth. "Not until that bastard is in the ground," he growled.
"Aye, I'm sure that will help," responded Falhurst with a sly smile.
"No, burned, first," Cedric continued, as if to himself. He gulped from his flagon. "Then quartered. All while he's alive."
Falhurst chuckled darkly. "You are not a man to cross lightly, I see."
Cedric downed the remainder of his beer and slammed the cup to the table as he lurched to his feet. "I don't feel like waiting," he rumbled, heading to the cellar stairs.
Falhurst was startled, enough that he nearly fell from his chair. As it was, he was several paces behind the knight as the angry young man jogged up the limestone steps and shoved open the doors. "Cedric!" he cried, scrambling to his feet, ignoring the spilled beer that soaked into his tunic. "Where are you going, man?"
"I'm going to exact my revenge!" spouted the knight, now running for the stables. The rains from days before were brewing again; the night sky was dark and obfuscated, with nary a star to be seen. Thunder rumbled distantly, like the approach of an invading army.
"What! How?" yelled Falhurst, trying to keep up. But Cedric was faster, sprinting now, disappearing into the stables. The guards upon the battlements watched with interest, wonder, and some amusement.
"Don't let—" began Falhurst, understanding, now, that Cedric had set himself upon a foolish, impulsive quest. But as he tried to call to the guardsmen at the gate, his words were drowned out by a loud crack of thunder. The startled neighing of horses from within the stable followed instantly.
Damn it! thought Falhurst desperately. It's as if the elements – or fate – are conspiring against me. He reached the stable doors just they burst open. The magnificent sight of the roan mare, studded leather barding covering its front flanks and head, with Cedric mounted within the military saddle above, took him aback.
Like an angel of vengeance, Falhurst thought instantly.
Cedric gathered the reigns in his gloved hands, looked down upon Falhurst. "I go to find the wizard," he said. "Come with me if you wish, but do not try to stop me."
Falhurst watched after the knight as Justice bore its rider to the gates. The guards did not hesitate, turning the wheels to part the broad wooden doors, allowing Sir Cedric to leave. Falhurst cursed under his breath, then spat.
"Damn that boy," he muttered, then ran into the stable for his own steed.
***
Guy Dorr stepped from the shadows behind the stables, watching Falhurst spurring his steed through the gates. He smirked; the wizard certainly has insight, he thought. He knew it would only be a matter of time before that boy grew restless.
He slipped the large ring from his finger, the one Bagdemagus had taken from the ashen remains of his hovel, and held it to his lips. "The trap is sprung. Cedric hunts for you in the village." His whispered words seemed pulled into the ring, for they were barely heard by even his ears.
He waited for a count of nine, then clicked the tiny latch on the side. The top of the ring sprang open, revealing a silvery mist that quickly shot into the sky. Guy watched it disappear, momentarily wondering if the enchantment would truly work.
I suppose we will see . . . .
***
When Falhurst arrived at the tavern in the village, it was obvious that Cedric had already been and gone. Drunken and half-drunken Royal Guardsmen stood out front, beginning to be pelted by the light mist that preceded a hard rainfall. Many seemed put out, angered, or anxious.
"Where did he go?" roared Falhurst as he reigned in the black mare beneath him.
Several guardsmen came to attention instantly in the presence of their Captain, and saluted. "Do you mean Sir Cedric?" one of them called.
Falhurst expelled air through clenched teeth. "Of course I mean Cedric!" he barked.
"He just about accosted us, Cap'n!" crawled a burly guardsman, swaying slightly. "All but demanding we follow him to hunt the wizard—"
"He asked for volunteers!" corrected another quickly, this one a more lucid man, wiry and tall. He met Falhurst's eye. "The knight, sir, was quite animated. He asked for men to follow him, but he was quite . . . impatient. He took off that way."
Falhurst glanced down the road that lead to the bridge, and steeled himself. He was as superstitious as the next man, but something boded truly evil this night, and he could feel it.
"Captain?"
"Gather the most fit and sober," Falhurst commanded. "Follow to the bridge. Send another to alert Sir John."
The tall guardsman nodded. "Aye, Captain."
"Do it!" barked Falhurst, wondering how quickly he had fallen into the role of the man giving orders, instead of taking them. "And do it quickly!" He then dug his heels and slapped the reigns, spurring his horse forward.
***
Falhurst heard the distinct clash of steel on steel as he neared the bridge. His heart hardened as he drove his mount to the breaking point, intuitively knowing that Cedric – or at least, someone – was in dire peril. His intuition was quickly realized once the hooves of his mount began clacking upon the old and sturdy wooden planks.
Cedric was surrounded, yet his flashing sword and fierce skill kept his attackers at bay. The roan mare lay on her side, midway across the bridge, a good ten paces from the knight. Falhurst took in the black-feathered shafts that littered her body in an instant and judged, from the lack of movement, that Justice had been slain.



But so had a good three of the young knight's attackers. Their bodies lay lifeless upon the bridge, slowly seeping blood onto the aged boards. Cedric's foes were garbed as bandits, in black leather and half-face masks, brandishing crude curved blades. A quartet of them surrounded Cedric on all sides, yet the knight was doing an admirable job of turning and slashing, parrying strikes aimed at him from all directions.
He won't last against them, good as he is, thought Falhurst as he unsheathed his blade. Good thing I am here . . . .
The charge of the midnight-colored horse was all but undetected by the five men battling upon the bridge, until just a moment before Falhurst's strike. The Captain slashed downward as he passed, all but cutting one of the bandits in two with a vicious strike. For a brief moment, Falhurst and Cedric caught the other's eye; that moment was enough to establish a basic strategy.
Taking advantage of the momentary chaos, Cedric ducked and rolled, coming up upon his feet beside the man Falhurst had just cut down. He slammed his boot into the still-twitching man's head, rendering him still, and faced the other three. Meanwhile, Falhurst reached the end of the bridge, turned his mount, and spurred the black horse forward in another deadly charge.
The three brigands pondered their options quickly, casting looks back and forth. With an orchestrated cry, two of them lunged for Cedric while the third turned to meet Falhurst's charge.
It was then that Falhurst saw the object rolling across the bridge, back along the way he had come, a good thirty or so paces away. Over the head of the bandit who was set to receive his charge, Falhurst watched the small keg, spilling thick oil, as it bumped against the far side. The distraction was enough, and the Captain cursed himself for having been caught off-guard . . . just before the bandit's strike came.
Instead of slashing at the man in the saddle, the brigand swung low, clutching his heavy, curved blade in both hands. The black mare howled piteously as its legs were cut down. The heavy bulk of the beast crashed to the bridge amid hideous shrieks of pain, hurling Falhurst from the saddle. He slammed into the wooden flooring of the bridge, mere feet from the dark slick of oil that ran like a stream across the boards.
A flick of steel, the sound of the rush of flame . . . Falhurst turned his head to his left, seeing a shadowed figure within one of the stony alcoves of the bridge. The figure held what looked like a miniature torch, blazing with fire, which illuminated his features. The Captain saw dark eyes, long, thick black hair, and a sneering smile before the match was tossed onto the oil . . . .
Falhurst scrambled back, just as the blaze caught and grew, catching up his sword as he heard the heavy footfalls behind him. He spun about just in time to catch the vile brigand's blow upon his sword, and shoved the man back, responding with skill and confidence. Steel rang off steel as the bandit was beaten back. Behind the Captain, a veritable wall of flame shot to the sky, effectively cutting off reinforcements. Falhurst could feel the heat against his back.
Cedric, meanwhile, had clamored onto the edge of the bridge – upon the same spot from which Bagdemagus, he remembered, had leapt – and was taking advantage of the high ground as his two foes slashed and jabbed. He batted away their blades, then jumped with a flip, landing as if expertly timed. Low in a crouch, he slashed backward, his sword nearly slicing one of his foes in half, just at the waist.
The bandit convulsed, sputtering blood, all strength gone. His sword dropped, as did his body. Cedric allowed himself another grin of victory – he had been enjoying a few of them that night already – and jerked his blade free. Standing, he faced the last of the bandits, his sword extending out toward the man's chest. Drops of blood rolled off the polished, sterling blade.
"Join them, or flee," Cedric said simply.
The last of the bandits hesitated a moment, then huffed and turned tail. Cedric smirked.
"Sir knight!"
Cedric spun about, adopting a practiced, defensive stance, holding his blade in both hands. Across the battlefield which the bridge had become – yet again – the young knight saw Falhurst, held against the body of a taller, darker man, with the blazing bonfire behind them casting them both in shadow. But no shadow could obscure the blade held against Falhurst's throat, nor the evil, maniacal gleam in the eyes of the man who held the knife.
"Bagdemagus," hissed Cedric through clenched teeth. Hatred and desire for vengeance made him take a step.
"Come any closer," the wizard said, grinning above Falhurst. "And your friend dies."
Cedric took another step. "I'll wager his sacrifice against yours," he intoned.
Falhurst's flashed widely. The wizard laughed. "So you would see your friend dead, just for the opportunity to slay me?"
Cedric hesitated a moment, looking to Falhurst. He could plainly see the fear in the Captain's eyes, but also the resignation. Falhurst was a good man; he knew that his role as a Royal Guardsman – and their Captain, no less – meant that certain things were above his own life. As a knight, Cedric's priorities took precedence over Falhurst's, as a matter of course.
But is it right? Cedric wondered. He stopped his methodical charge. I can't expect him to sacrifice himself, just for the sake of my revenge . . . can I?
Falhurst breathed out, obviously thankful for Cedric's pause. He held onto the supernaturally strong arms that held him immobile, waiting for the moment to break free.
"Let him go, wizard," Cedric said at last. "Then it will be just you and I. Man to man."
Bagdemagus laughed. Loud and long, he laughed, to the point that it unsettled even Cedric's fierce determination, making the young man wonder, what is he up to?
The wizard's baleful laugh faded, and he gave sneering look to the young knight. "You should know better by now, Sir Cedric," he said. He reaffirmed his grip upon the blade that was held close to Falhurst's throat. "I do not play fair."
"Cedric!" cried Falhurst. "Behind you!"
Cedric began to whip about, but it was too late. The half-dozen masked men had appeared from the shadows and quickly took their places. Two of them swung lariats above their heads that they hurled just as the Captain's words were shouted. Cedric grunted in anger, fear, and frustration as first his left, then his right arm were lashed. His sword fell from his hand, clattering upon the boards of the bridge. Immediately, he struggled against his bonds, but it was no use.
A third found its way about his neck. Cedric coughed, then gurgled. He found himself stumbling back, and fell to his knees. His eyes blazed with fury, staring upon the wizard who held his friend captive.
"Let . . ." Cedric coughed again as the noose around his neck was jerked. "Let him go."
Bagdemagus considered the man he held against him. He could feel, even smell, the fear radiating off him. The thumb of his hand that held the knife against Falhurst's throat graced the man's chin. "As you wish," he said in a dark voice, then sliced the blade viciously.
"No!" screamed Cedric, watching as blood poured from the gaping slit in Falhurst's throat, as the man fell from Bagdemagus' clutches, hand slapping to his neck. Blood spurted from between tightly-clenched fingers as Falhurst tried to stem the flow. It was a reflexive, and ultimately useless, attempt.
"Falhurst . . . ."
The Captain sputtered as he collapsed, reaching with his remaining hand toward the knight. Cedric could only watch helplessly as his friend died. He stamped his teeth shut, let the image before him burn deeply within his mind, to join the pain he felt for Rebecca . . . to fuel the bonfire of vengeance that existed in place of his heart.
Finally, as Falhurst twitched in his last moments, Cedric lifted his gaze to meet the wizard, outlined against the columns of flame behind him. The image seemed fitting for a man who belonged in hell, Cedric thought.
"Your life is mine," Cedric muttered.
Bagdemagus grinned as he stood over his captive. "No," he said. "Yours is mine, my simple-minded knight." He knelt and cupped Cedric's chin. "For, whether you like it or not, you will deliver Evelyn to me."
"Never," vowed Cedric, spitting.
Bagdemagus wiped his face, then smiled evilly. "You are so predictable, it is pathetic." He stood and addressed the men holding Cedric. "Take him and secure him."
***
John could see the flames as soon as he sped through the castle gates, not waiting for the guardsmen that would follow. His heart palpitated with fear at the thought of the village being on fire, but as the horse's hooves brought him closer, he could see that it was only the bridge. A crowd of villagers had gathered near the foot, forming a line as they passed buckets full of dirt. The women and children filled the buckets from laden carts, and retrieved them when the empty vessels were tossed back.
John dismounted, approaching the fire. It was a vicious one, all right, and if the bridge had not been as sturdy as it was, it would already have burnt to ashes. As it was, the bridge would not be useable until it was repaired, at least not for horses or wagons.
"I'll take the front," John said to the man closest the fire, tossing dirt upon the blaze. He nodded and moved back, giving John room. "Keep them coming as fast as you can!" he roared.
Minutes passed in handfuls as John heaved bucket after bucket of dirt upon the fire. He called Cedric's name now and then, felt anxiety growing as there was no return. Eventually, the flames began to abate, enough to look through them and see the bodies strewn about the bridge. John cursed and hurled the bucket in his hands aside. Carelessly, he leapt through the opening in the flames, ripping his sword free. Sweat streamed down his face from being so close to the fire.
The boards creaked; some of them were obviously weakened, others had fallen to the waters below. John watched his step as he approached the closest body, a chill running down his spine upon recognizing the coat of a Royal Guardsman. He knelt beside the body and grimaced.
"Falhurst," he breathed out, shaking his head. He rose, inspecting the other bodies, noted Cedric's slain horse. But his fellow knight was nowhere to be seen. His eyes followed the dark country road leading away from the bridge. The impulse to give chase, though it had been about half an hour since he was alerted, was powerful. But John did not want to chance taking even a single horse across the bridge.
"Sir John?" called one of the guardsmen, looking more sober now as he approached. A few others had braved the dying flames, and now looked about at the carnage.
"Gather the Captain's body," John ordered. Saints, two captains dead in as many weeks . . . who would want the job now?
"But, what of Sir Cedric?"
John met the eyes of the guardsmen. Their loyalty, their obvious desire to go after the missing knight, was heartwarming. But to let them give chase now would be foolish.
"God willing, he yet lives," John said. "But we have no hope of finding him. It is obvious the wizard took him. Part of another game, no doubt."
"And we simply . . . let the Spectre have him?"
John raised his head as thunder rumbled across the sky. The storm comes, he thought. "For now," said to the guardsman, then marched back along the bridge. "Gather the Captain's body. Everyone return to the castle! There's no more drinking this night."
***
Whether sober or not, every guardsman was placed on alert. The armory was emptied of swords, bows and crossbows, spears and javelins, helmets and leather jerkins. Only a few guardsmen were left in the tower or upon the battlements; since Bagdemagus could come and go as he pleased, for the most part, the bulk of the men were deployed to the keep itself.
Eric jogged from the direction of the loft as John approached on horseback, and gave his friend a weary look. "What is going on? The village is burned?" he asked desperately.
John slipped from the saddle with grim look to his friend. "No. But Falhurst is slain and Cedric taken," he said. "'Tis obviously a ploy by the wizard to weaken us."
Eric's face fell ashen. "What can I do?"
John regarded his friend with narrowed eyes. "What can you do?" he echoed.
The giant frowned. "Yes, I—"
"You know, Eric," John interrupted. "I liked to think that our friendship is strong enough that we know who the other is. But I doubt that, now. I know no more about you than anyone else. I know you had the courage to stand up to the wizard – and wound him, no less – but then you threw in with seductress bitch and slipped back into obscurity. For anyone else, I would have thought that a sign of cowardice."
Eric bristled, setting his jaw. "I am no coward," he said gravely.
John's eyes blazed. "Then prove it," he challenged, and turned on his heel, leaving Eric to tend to his horse.
For a moment, Eric thought about calling out, but remained silent. His eyes followed his friend as Sir John jogged up the steps of the castle keep, Royal Guardsmen falling in behind him. Silently, he gripped the reigns of the horse and lead it back within the stable.
***
"Sir John, my Queen!" shouted the herald as the large doors of the great hall were thrown open. John marched into the room, flanked on either side by rows of armed guardsmen, standing at attention. Peripherally, he caught sight of archers in the balconies, bows and crossbows at the ready. Everyone was on edge; the tension hung like mist in the massive room.
The Queen sat upon her throne, the High Chancellor to one side, the Lord Chamberlain to the other. For the time of night, John had to admit his monarch looked more than suitably impressive. John was suddenly struck by how regal Queen Evelyn had become.
He stopped several feet before the steps of her throne and prostrated himself on one knee, bowing his head. "My Queen."
"Sir Cedric has been kidnapped?" she asked, eschewing formalities.
John lifted his head and met his liege's gaze. "It is my strongest suspicion."
"The boy had no right to go off on his own—" began Benedict sourly.
"Chancellor," said Evelyn in a sharp, but calm voice. "What is done is done. Admonishing my knight for poor decisions will hardly help. Especially if he is dead."
Benedict worked his jaw. "Of course," he said. "Naturally, then, we must find him. I would suggest large, heavily-armed parties—"
"if you would forgive me, Your High Excellency," interrupted the Lord Chamberlain. "But that would hardly be practical. Bagdemagus is no fool; he has hidden himself in a new lair, and apparently has numerous henchmen at his disposal. Sending the Guard out to look for Cedric would only be sending them to their own doom."
Benedict shot the clergyman a harsh look. "Vix will not allow itself to be extorted by any man, wizard or no!" he declared.
"Gentlemen!" barked Evelyn. But just as the echo of her singular word faded in the hall, a subtle laugh, growing steadily, sounded from near the doors. Evelyn gasped as she beheld the appearance of the man from the shadows. To everyone else, save John, the wizard seemed to appear from nowhere, a shimmering force taking shape as he stepped between the rows of guardsmen.
The air was filled with the ringing of steel as blades were hastily drawn. John spun about, looking down a gauntlet of swords toward the smug wizard, automatically whipping his blade free. In the balconies above, bowstrings were pulled taut and crossbows leveled.
"This is a bold move, even for you," commented Evelyn coolly. She held out a cautionary hand, indicating her Guard to remain neutral.
Bagdemagus grinned cockily, then slipped his arm out from beneath his cloak. The sheathed sword sailed through the air, clattering upon the floor before being stopped by Sir John's boot.
"I do not think I need to tell you to whom that sword belongs," he said, evil eyes resting upon Evelyn's. "Nor should I have to say what will happen to him if you do not comply with my every request."
"The Queen bows to no one!" roared John, taking a threatening step forward, leading with his blade.
"Sir John!" cried the Queen, pushing up from her chair. "Take not a single step!"
John stopped instantly, but only due to respect for his queen. For a moment, he understood Cedric's rage, for he could feel the flickers of that same heated anger growing within his own breast. "Only for you, my Queen," he said in a barely controlled voice.
Bagdemagus chuckled, glancing around at the Royal Guardsmen, many of whom held their blades in wavering hands, their eyes filled with awe and fear. Casually, he touched the tip of a finger to a guardsman's blade. "All this flattery is doing wonders for my ego," he remarked. He winked to the Queen. "Not an easy thing to do for one of my age."
"Enough of your taunts, wizard!" shouted Benedict. "Return the boy knight, or die where you stand!"
Bagdemagus smirked, glancing from Benedict to the Queen. No one moved in the room. "You know, you were always a strong man, Benedict. Richard and I had many conversations about you, did you know that?"
Benedict paled slightly. "You won't get to me."
"Enough fancy words, wizard," Evelyn said. She stepped down from the throne, shrugging off Benedict's and the Chamberlain's hands as they tried to restrain her. She stepped up behind Sir John, settled a hand to his shoulder.
"Let me pass," she whispered.
"'Twould not be wise," he responded.
"I will be fine. He cannot kill me . . . yet."
Begrudgingly, John took a step to the side, allowing Evelyn to pass. He kept his eye on the wizard as his Queen approached the vile man. The slightest movement, he told himself, and I will see the bastard dead.
Evelyn stopped a few paces from the wizard, looking up at him boldly. Though she felt fear within every inch of her body, she knew that she could not show it, not before her Guard, not before Benedict and Lord Alistair, and certainly not before Bagdemagus. She was the Queen; her conduct in the presence of the hated enemy of Vix would be crucial.
"I could be a fool," she said. "And still now what you will propose. My life for Cedric's."
Bagdemagus smiled slowly, gazing upon Evelyn with near fondness. "Such an insightful child," he said. "I would almost believe you were mine, and not Richard's."
Evelyn stiffened. "Enough mockeries," she said. Her voice rose swiftly in pitch. "What have you done with Cedric? Tell me!"
The wizard stood impassive before the storm of Evelyn's emotions. "He is alive . . . for the moment," he responded. "But if you do not come to me by sunset on the Midsummer's Day, Cedric will die. And I promise you, his death will be the sort of thing of which only Hellish nightmares are made."
Images of her childhood friend writhing in agony, flesh burned and flayed, filled the Queen's mind, making her wince. Oh, Cedric, she thought. I am so sorry . . . Evelyn gritted her teeth. "No," she said.
Bagdemagus looked truly surprised. He took a step back. "'No?'"
"I think you've misunderstood me, Bagdemagus," Evelyn said, feeling her heart flutter as she turned her back on the man. "I have taken my role as Queen seriously. Though it would haunt me the rest of my days to know that my friend died because of me . . ." She took a deep breath, steeling herself, then spun back around, glaring harshly upon Bagdemagus. "I will do it," she hissed. "To save my people!"
Her words filled the air, a powerful declaration borne from her soul and given strength through conviction. For a moment, the wizard actually flinched. But then, slowly, he laughed once more.



"Enjoy your laugh," Evelyn said, heading back down the aisle toward her throne. Tears formed in her eyes, knowing that the next words she shouted would seal Cedric's fate. "Guard! There is an enemy of Vix in your midst!"
"DO NOT DISMISS ME!" roared the wizard, his words nearly buffering the men around him. "I have been alive for as long as this paltry homestead you call a kingdom has existed! I know every secret hidden within every knot and twist of wood."
Evelyn whirled around, feeling her wits failing. "And that will not save you!"
The wizard's eyes darkened, boring into the Queen's. "What if I told you I will spare your kingdom? I will spare Cedric, and Muriel, and everyone within this castle."
Evelyn sputtered. "I do not make bargains with the Devil," she said.
"Not even if it means maintaining your bloodline?"
Bagdemagus' dark and mysterious words made Evelyn pause. "What trickery do you play now? You need a virgin monarch for your sacrifice, and I am! The bloodline will die with me!"
The ominous chuckle escaped once again the Spectre's lips. "Are you certain of that?" he asked. His eyes darted for a moment, past Evelyn. The Queen felt compelled to follow where they fell, and turned to face John, her knight.
"What madness is this?" asked Benedict loudly. "Guardsmen! You heard your Queen! Slay the devil!"
"NO!" shouted Evelyn, flashing her hands to the air. The Guard, ready to act on Benedict's words, stilled themselves. Evelyn stared at John, who seemed just as perturbed as she by the wizard's words. But there was something in his eyes, and something in Bagdemagus' words, that made her wonder. She thought back, those weeks before, to the night of her birthday celebration, when Rebecca had been nearly killed, and John had confessed that he could see Bagdemagus, even through his magic.
We both have the Sight, Evelyn thought. I, the Queen, and John, bastard grandson of a whore . . . .
A strange sense of calm, of understanding, fell upon her mind. Already, a plan was forming. Slowly, she turned to the wizard, holding her head high as she addressed him.
"Midsummer's Day is in three days' time," she said. "Where shall I meet you?"
Bagdemagus grinned. "I will send word, milady," he said with sarcasm, stepping back. He turned to the door, finding it blocked by crossed spears. He gave bemused looks to the pair of guardsmen who barred his way.
"Let him go," commanded the Queen. "Allow him to leave."
Begrudgingly, the guardsmen raised their spears and pushed open the doors. Bagdemagus did not look back as he stepped through into the pale moonlight and headed down the steps of the keep to his waiting horse.
"Why did you—" began Benedict.
"Chancellor, Chamberlain, meet me in my audience chamber," snapped Evelyn. She shot John a look. "And you, as well," she added in a softer tone.
Sir John nodded, slowly sheathing his sword. "Of course, my Queen."
***
As the darkness of night turned to dawn, there were few awake to hear the scraping of metal upon stone within the loft of the stables. For most, even with the dramatic events of the previous late evening, sleep had come.
But not for Eric.
"I am no coward."
"Then prove it."
The exchange between he and his trusted friend burned through Eric's mind as he cradled the whetstone between his knees. He held the shaft of the stout quarrel firmly while sharpening the broad edges upon the stone.
He lifted the crossbow bolt, inspecting it. In the dim light of his lantern, it glittered as if made of silver. He blew a puff of air upon it, tested the tip and edges with his fingertips. Satisfied that it had been sufficiently sharpened, he dropped the bolt onto the stack of scores of others beside him.
"One cannot guess the workings of the Lord," he remembered a priest telling him, when he was a young boy in the monastery. "One can only hope to recognize the signs of His doing, and act accordingly."
"But how will I know, Father?"
"By following your faith. Never forget that; without faith, we have nothing. We are nothing. Ask yourself this: when God calls upon you at the Time of Reckoning, will you be able to say that you have been a true servant?"
"I will, father."
"Good lad."
Eric let out a deep breath as he recalled the memory. So long ago, it seemed to him. Such an impressionable time, a time to be told anything and made to believe it was the truth. And then two decades of meaningless work, translating obscure texts and tending mass.
He reached behind him, lifted up the heavy axe he had dug up from the storage box he had left in the ground. The blade was rusted, dull, but the weight of the thing made it formidable on its own. With his strength, Eric knew, he could easily cleave a man in half.
He took up the whetstone from between his knees and began dragging across the broad, curved blade. An edge certainly would not hurt, he thought.
"I will, father," he said to himself as he began sharpening the axe.
To be continued . . . .
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***
Agent Corinna Bellew stood in the doorway of the gymnasium, arms folded angrily across her chest. She stared upon the man as he went through practiced katas on the thin, hard mat. Her features were hard-set; her teeth ground against each other. What the Director had told her that morning did not sit well with Corinna.
"It has to be done,"Col. Naveen had said. "There are some things we don't have any choice in."
"You could have told me sooner,"Corinna had responded, with more than a little impunity. "It's been almost two weeks."
"If we had discovered this sooner, I would have told you."The Director's eyes had been hard."No one expected you to actually form a relationship with him."
So it's my fault,thought Corinna ruefully, watching as Dylan Moon tumbled and moved across the mat. He looked delicious in just his sweat pants, whirling escrima sticks in his hands.Delicious . . .that was a word that came commonly to the veteran agent's mind whenever she thought of her lover. Everything about Dylan filled her with desire. His strength, in both body and spirit, his appearance, his unique and fascinating life . . . .
He's seventy-three years old, but he looks like he could have graduated college last week,Corinna mused.I have the best of both worlds with this man.
Her therapist would have a field day with the way Corinna thought of Dylan. For years now, Corinna had gotten into the habit of seducing men who were barely old enough to drink legally. Their age and enthusiasm were seductive to her. They reminded her of when she had been young, free, and wide-eyed. They helped her forget the horrors she had seen as a Special Forces officer with the United States Army, of the things she had witnessed through her jaunts in time.
If she could no longer be innocent, then at least she could share time with ones who made her feel that way, if only through the experience of their young bodies. But now, here was a man, chronologically twice her age yet younger in other aspects. He had experience, skill, knowledge . . . and he made her feel like no other man ever had before.
She was in love with Dylan Moon, she knew, or at least as close as she would allow herself to be, at any rate. And that love, that knowledge, was as much painful as it was thrilling.
With a whirl of the ribbed combat sticks, Dylan ended his practice and straightened. He did not look to Corinna as he spoke. "What's wrong?"
She took a breath, let it out heavily as she stepped into the room. The musky, manly aroma of his sweat flooded her senses. She felt a twitch of arousal between her thighs. Her libido was so easily triggered around him, she had come to realize.
"Nothing. I was just watching you," she said.
He gave her a small smile along with a sidelong look. "Maybe we haven't learned everything about each other, yet," he said. "But we've learned a lot. I can tell when something's bothering you."
She smiled, forcing it out. "It . . . It's nothing, really. Just some mission details from an old case." She stopped before him, touched his chest. Her cheeks colored a bit. "God, you're sexy when you're like this."
He held the two escrima sticks in one hand and took hers with the other, lifting them so he could kiss her fingers. His brown eyes bore into her own blue orbs. "Are you sure it's nothing?"
For a long moment, Corinna remained silent. She was mesmerized by his attentions. No man had ever made her feel so submissive. She was a consummate soldier upon the battlefield, rough as rawhide and untenable as a bull . . . yet around Dylan, her knees felt weak and her heart palpitated.
"Nothing we need to worry about right now," she said, insinuating herself closer, sliding her legs against his. She was aware of the heat of her sex, all but burning through the denim she wore, and of the protruding stiffness of her nipples against her slim top. She yearned for him, even though it had only been a few hours since their coupling that morning.
Dylan smiled, graced her chin with his fingers. He kissed her gently, tasting her lips. Corinna responded with a slight whimper, slid her hands over his strong shoulders to pull him close. She sucked hungrily upon his lips, his tongue.
"Mission debriefing in one hour," she whispered.
Dylan smiled, stroking the small of her back, letting the tips of his fingers slip to Corinna's buttocks beneath the waist of her jeans. "So we have an hour?"
Corinna grinned. "Uhm-hmm," she affirmed, then stepped back, taking his hand. Her eyes blazed with lust. "You need a shower, big boy. Come on."
Dylan's eyebrow arched. "Are you gonna scrub my back?"
She bit her lip wistfully. "Oh, I'm gonna take care of every last inch of you, sweetie," she breathed.
***
Corinna moaned deeply, bracing her hands against the shower walls, her mouth hanging slack as she felt the thick length of Dylan's cock push into her from behind. She propped one foot against the stiff glass of the shower enclosure, sighed at the sensations of her lover sliding back and forth inside her. Dylan's hands gripped her taut, narrow hips, then moved up to cup her small breasts. Corinna purred and moaned again at the feel of his lips and hot breath at the nape of her neck. Shivers rippled down her spine.
"Don't stop fucking me, baby," she murmured, hanging her head, her short blonde hair slick and dripping from the water. "Make me cum . . . please."
Dylan nipped at her dewy earlobe. "Anything you want," he whispered, then began pounding harder, thrusting deep within her. Corinna cried out, shaking with pleasure. She could actually feel the pulsing of his cock inside her, the way it stretched and filled her like no other man ever had.
She screeched when she came, a staccato, wild sound. Her hands slapped back against Dylan's hips, his strong arms. She nearly drew blood as she scratched at him. Her pussy squeezed him so tightly that he almost became immobile within her. Yet still he thrust, still he held her tightly and drove into her body, into her soul. Had he not been holding her so firmly, Corinna would have collapsed.
But then came the burst of energy, inspired by her release. Coming down from her orgasmic high, Corinna pushed against the shower wall and back against her lover. She glared at him over her shoulder, her eyes glowing brightly. "I wanna taste you, baby," she declared in a heated whisper.
"Do you?" he asked, driving his cock faster and faster within her rippling tunnel.
"Yes!" she gasped, shaking with both aftershocks of pleasure and anticipation of what was to come. "Please!"
With a groan, Dylan slipped out and leaned back against the tiled wall. The spray from the shower head cascaded over them both. Corinna whirled around and dropped to her knees, grasping his stiff, slick cock in her hands. She lavished it with attention, licking, sucking, stroking and pulling. Her mouth closed around the head as she masturbated him frantically. Water poured over Dylan's body, down Corinna's face. Her hair was heavy and wet from it, swept back from her face. He had trouble believing she was her real age in that moment.
"Oh, God! Jesus!" he croaked, arching his back from the wall, pushing his cock into Corinna's mouth. She stayed with him, sucking and urging out his orgasm. Then she felt his cock swell and stiffen, tasted the rush of warm, bittersweet fluid as it filled her mouth. She moaned at the flavor of him, relished the knowledge that she had coaxed out such a wonderful gift. She savored it all; the moment, the taste, everything.
Corinna slipped back, releasing his cock, and swallowed with a sigh. Smiling, she kissed, licked, and sucked tenderly at the head of Dylan's penis, squeezed out a few last drops for her hungry tongue. She grinned up at him, touching her chin as she felt a thin trickle of her lover's seed dripping down to her neck.
"Time to work, lover," she said, then gave the head of Dylan's cock one last, hard suck. Corinna smacked her lips, then pushed up and wiped her chin. She kissed Dylan deeply, knowing he did not mind the lingering flavor of his own semen. They held each other as the water washed over them, sharing tender, loving kisses in the afterglow.
"I wish we had another hour," muttered Dylan, running his hands through Corinna's darkened hair.
She smiled, pecked his lips. "Me, too. But duty calls, baby. Let's go."
***
Dylan looked at himself in the mirror. The 'costume department,' as he had already mentally nicknamed the Accessories Division, had done an excellent job on the suit. From the style and cut to the monogrammed handkerchief in the breast pocket, everything looked authentic. His hair was slicked back; it was shiny and felt heavy on his head. His feet were shod with polished wingtips.Very dapper, he thought.
"Mm-mm-mm," came Corinna's voice from behind him. "Damn, you look good, baby."
Dylan turned around, casting an admiring look over his lover's body. Her slim figure complimented the dress she wore well. It extended to mid-calf, of an off-white color with small red polka-dots. A bonnet-style hat formed a halo around the 'shingled bob' haircut she sported.
"I could say the same," he commented, adjusting his tie.
Corinna blushed slightly. "Too bad they had to age you," she remarked.
Self-consciously, Dylan touched the synthflesh mask that had given him crow's feet around his eyes and a slightly dry, aged look. He was supposed to be in his mid-forties, after all. "It feels strange," he admitted.
"Just something else you'll get used to," Corinna said. "So, are you ready to go back in time?"
Dylan chuckled under his breath. "That question ranks right up there on my list of 'things I thought I'd never hear.'"
Corinna smiled and stepped closer. "Get ready to hear it a lot, baby," she said. Her smile faltered a bit as she touched his chest through the pin-stripped shirt he wore. "Just keep in mind that . . . well, whatever happens in the past, stays in the past."
Dylan's brow furrowed in thought, and he cocked his head as he regarded his lover. "There's something you're not telling me."
She sighed heavily and turned away. "Stop doing that, okay? Yes, there's something I'm not telling you." She turned back and met his strong eyes. "And I'm not going to."
Dylan began to say something in protest, but Corinna's body language, the firmness of her voice, stifled him. Instead, he merely nodded. "Women have secrets," he said with a wan smile, then stepped past her and out the door of his quarters.
Corinna huffed, smoothed her hands down her dress.Great, she thought.Just fucking great . . . .
***
The lab tech was a mousy young man named Leonardo. He spoke with a thick Italian accent and gestured a lot when he spoke. "Here are your implants," he said, handing two small silver objects to the agents. They looked like stainless steel plugs to Dylan.
He took a breath, consciously touching the small covered hole in his skull, just behind his right ear. He had been wary about the surgery at first, but the procedure had been necessary for his inclusion in the TMA. Tentatively, he fitted the small plug in place, winced a bit as he felt it connect.
"Anything you need to know about 1933 will be in the implants," Leonardo continued. He looked dubiously to Dylan. "Accessing the information might be a bit . . . confusing, at first, of course."
Dylan nodded. "I'll manage. Besides, I grew up in the forties. I heard all sorts of stories about the Dust Bowl and the Depression."
Leonardo shifted. "Eh, of course, sir," he said. Like many others around the base, he obviously had trouble believing that the man before him was a septuagenarian.
"Don't worry," Corinna said, sidling up beside her fellow agent. "He'll have me around." She gave Dylan a look and a smile, which he returned.
"That will certainly be helpful," Leonardo said. "Now, the implants can also be used to communicate silently. Think of it as a form of telepathy. You will not need to speak at all, but organizing your thoughts might be a little difficult at first."
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This is the night,Dylan thought as he moved through the crowd in the ballroom. Every step he made was deliberate, calculated to keep him within range of his charge. The weight of the pistols seated rather comfortably beneath his belt at the small of his back reminded him constantly of the deadly and serious nature of his mission. He could not fail, he knew. There was no option for it.
Louis Armstrong grinned on the stage as he swayed on his feet, powerful lungs belting out a guttural rendition of "Heebie Jeebies," replete with the requisite and rowdy scat. Women danced in 'flapper' style; the young and spoiled guest of honor, 'Kitty' Hutton, was getting quite a bit of attention from her antics. Dylan might have let himself enjoy the moment, had he not been so devoted to his mission.
All day long, he had been tracking Mr. Michael Craig, virtually watching the man as a tiny blue dot on the screen inside his cigarette case, watching the red Walkers as they remained close, but never too close; it was akin to being a passive voyeur in a slow-moving video game. Waiting for the moment to jump in and turn the tide.
That moment was nigh, Dylan felt. His nerves were on edge. Adrenaline was pumping steadily, but not to excess, keeping him alert and ready to act. It was that sense of 'delicious anticipation' that he always relished. The fierce, yet quiet, calm before the maelstrom.
He spied Betty, making her rounds as expected, small round tray topped with flutes of bubbly balanced upon a fine-boned hand. She remained close, yet not obviously so; she had learned quickly, Dylan felt, or perhaps she simply had an instinct for subterfuge. Her eyes caught his, briefly, and she smiled slyly. He gave her a quick, almost imperceptible nod, her silent cue. Betty's smile remained, albeit with some anxiety, and she set down her tray.
She enjoys this,Dylan thought, watching Betty slipping from the room.Stepping into the fantasy of a dangerous life, living out the melodrama that had only been shown to her on a shimmering, black-and-white screen. For her, the truth of the matter is of no consequence. It is only the fantasy.
"Dear friends!" shouted a middle-aged man, stepping up onto the stage after Satchmo had finished his song. He waited out the applause heaped upon Armstrong with an amiable grin, shaking the stocky black man's hand. "Dear friends!" he cried again, and the hubbub faded. The eyes of the man – Mr. Hutton – glittered with mirth. "And not so dear friends . . . ."
Scattered laughter drifted through the crowd as everyone faced the stage. The debutante herself gave her father an annoyed look, coupled with a forced, expected smile as she clapped lazily. Dylan, however, was not watching the deb's father; he kept his eye on Michael Craig, who beamed with false effulgence. The foppish man's bodyguards lingered several steps away, preoccupied with plates of food from the buffet. Dylan doubted they had been hired in their capacity for any other reason than for their size.
Mr. Hutton continued: "In all seriousness, folks, I am very touched that you all turned out for my little girl's debut. Kitty, come up here! Come on!"
More applause sounded, but it fell like an inconsequential shower around Dylan. His eyes darted from Craig for a moment, to the cigarette case he slipped from within his jacket. His eyes narrowed, jaw set in stone as he read the numerous red blips of the Walkers moving closer. Dylan snapped the case closed, returned it to his pocket. He was able to guess where the Walkers were in the crowd, and spotted a few of them rather easily. Their expressionless faces and blank stares gave them away.
Dylan did not think about what he was doing. He reacted on instinct combined with the intricacies of his training and experience, already visualizing what was about to happen even before it occurred. Pushing his way through the crowd, he felt for one of the pistols, fingers curling around the butt of the weapon.
Tactically, Dylan marked the positions of the Walkers, even though he could not see them all. If Craig was at his twelve o'clock position, then the Walkers approached from two, five, and ten. And they were approaching fast.
"Mr. Craig," Dylan said, stepping before the slender, effeminate man, blocking his view of the stage.
Michael Craig frowned, looking almost disgusted. "Excuseme, sir, but—"
Dylan grinned crookedly, slipping the pistol free. "Get down," he said in a calm voice, quickly settling a hand on Craig's narrow shoulder. The weapon he produced made Craig's eyes widen in fear and shock, making it easier for him to fall to his knees as Dylan pushed down. Around the two men, women shrieked in fear and startlement, men gasped and stepped back, pushing their wives, mistresses and lovers behind them.
As Craig dropped, Dylan sighted along the slide of the .45, aiming for the closest Walker. The man stumbled a moment, then reached inside his jacket. Dylan did not wait to see what the man would withdraw; he squeezed the trigger once, resulting in a thunderclap that made those around him wince, cry, and shout in alarm.
The target of Dylan's deadly aim shuddered once, his blank face grimacing a moment before it fell. He expelled a single breath, wavered on suddenly weak legs, then glanced down to his chest. Hands ripped open the vest beneath his jacket, revealing a dark hole in the middle of his crisp white shirt, around which was rapidly growing dark red stain.
The man looked back to Dylan, eyes suddenly wide and wondering. He emitted a single grunt, then collapsed to the ground, already dead.
Chaos erupted, then, as Dylan had hoped. The uproarious cacophony that filled the ball room made for better cover than a bodysuit of kevlar as Dylan scooped up Michael Craig and casually hoisted him upon his left shoulder. As men and women ran in all directions, confounding the other Walkers' attempts to reach their target, Dylan stepped over the corpse of his foe, heading swiftly to one of the service exits. He kicked open the swinging doors, startling a young man on the other side, whose eyes flew open wide.
"Get out," growled Dylan. The kid – maybe seventeen or eighteen – almost tripped on his own feet before darting past and into the ballroom. The doors swayed and flapped behind him as Dylan increased his speed, almost breaking into a jog. Craig, he figured, was either monumentally submissive, or – more likely, judging by the way the man's arms flapped against his butt and legs – had passed out.
As he rounded a corner within the service hallway, Dylan nearly trampled a rotund man in a chef's uniform. "What the Devil-oh!" the man exclaimed, stumbling back.
Hard eyes stared into the chef's. "The door to the loading dock," he said with a hard edge in his voice. It was a command, one the chef – of appropriate age to have served in the Great War – quickly responded to. A quivering hand pointed the way, through stainless-steel swinging doors.
Dylan's mouth twitched for a moment in what could have been a smile. "Thanks," he said, then headed toward the doors.
"Hey!"
"Stop right there!"
Dylan reacted with quick, almost inhumanly fast movements, whirling around and extending his arm, sighting down the slide of the .45 toward the two hulking, burly men that bumbled on their feet in the corridor. They stopped about thirty feet away, fear and wonder on their faces, holding pistols that seemed too tiny in their beefy hands. Michael Craig's ineffectual bodyguards. Dylan gave them a look of disdain.Amateurs.
"Put the irons on the floor, gentlemen," Dylan growled. "I won't ask twice. Take a shot at me, and you'll not only kill your boss, but get your next paycheck delivered to a pine box."
The two brutes hesitated, sharing anxious looks.
Dylan cocked the hammer on his pistol. "Three . . . two . . ."
The two men fidgeted under Dylan's intimidating stare, and quickly set their firearms on the floor.
"Kick them to me," Dylan ordered.
Dutifully, like mindless soldiers, the men did so, making the pistols scrape loudly across the floor toward him. One banked off the wall and spun about in place in the hallway. Dylan glanced to the chef, still immobile with shock and wonder.
"Pick them up, bring them to me," Dylan directed. He never let his eyes leave the two men, never lowered his weapon. Peripherally, he watched the chef move, then stumble into his field of view. Quickly, the man retrieved the pistols and brought them to Dylan, who took them quickly. "Thanks," he said snidely, then turned and headed through the swinging steel doors.
The two bodyguards regarded each other in confusion. "Whatta we do now?" one asked. The other simply shrugged.
***
The rear door of the loading dock, beside the large, closed, scrolling portal through which deliveries were taken, flew open harshly, slamming against the wall amid a shower of pulverized concrete. Dylan took the steel steps to the ground, approaching a dark-painted sedan as it idled. He jerked open the rear door and deposited the stunned body of Michael Craig within.
"You should go," he said to the young woman behind the wheel.
She looked over her shoulder, eyes wide and anxious. "But . . . I thought you wanted me to help!" Betty declared.
He glanced to her beneath a hard brow. "And you have. But you're not trained for this. I won't have your death on my conscience."
Betty gritted her teeth, thinking for a moment. "I wanna help you, Dylan."
He shot her a look. "You don't know what—" he began.
"And I don't care!" she shouted vehemently. She took a breath, steeled her eyes. "I'm not gettin' outta this car."
Dylan softened a bit, imploring her with his eyes. "I can't let you get hurt," he said with more meaning than she would know.
She smiled then, an inscrutable expression that momentarily made Dylan wonder if this girl understood more than he had assumed. "You won't," she said, her accent suddenly sweet and endearing once more. "You promised me, remember?"
Just like that, and the matter was settled. Dylan could have argued with her, he knew, could even have threatened her. But he did not. There was a part of him that wanted this sweet, voluptuous young woman at his side. The same part that had felt that strange, powerful, and undeniable attraction upon their first meeting.
"Fine," he snapped as he slid into the passenger seat, slamming the door closed. He did not look to Betty. "Get us away from here. The more secluded, the better." Dylan was following Corinna's basic plan, to get away from a public place, to create a battlefield in which he had the upper hand.
"There's a place, about half an hour away," Betty said as she turned the wheel, bringing the sedan around. "Just a broken-down old house. We'll be safe there."
Dylan watched the girl as she drove, admiring the fierceness on her face, the obvious concentration. They were traits he had seen amongst the best officers and agents in his day. "Are you sure?"
She winked briefly, with a tug at the corner of her mouth. "It's getting to be off-season . . . no one goes there now." She chuckled at Dylan's wondering look. "It's a place we go to, to . . . well, you know. Mess around."
Dylan pursed his lips, then looked to the back seat as Betty drove the sedan. "You all right back there, Mr. Craig?"
The effeminate man sat up, giving Dylan a look of abject fear. "A-are you going to kill me?" he asked.
"Believe it or not, I'm saving your life. There's a man named Foster Reece after you. He—"
"Foster Reece? I know him!" exclaimed Craig, his face a mask of consternation. "He just made a contribution to my company! Why would he invest in me if he was going to kill me?"
"Because he wanted to gain your confidence," Dylan answered. "It's a classic tactic. I'll bet he offered to have lunch, too."
"Eh, well . . . he suggested drinks tonight, after the party. You know . . . private."
Craig's skittishness made Dylan chuckle. "I don't care that you're homosexual, Craig," he said. "Believe me, I won't tell anyone."
The millionaire shifted uncomfortably and touched his chin, glancing out the window. "I-I don't know what you're talking about," he said.
"Right," said Dylan, turning back around. He caught Betty giving him a little smile before she returned her attention to the road.
***
The house was not much to look at; it had obviously lain abandoned for a number of years, judging by the overgrowth surrounding the unlit windows. It was a tiny building, little more than a shack, with cracked boards on the porch and glass missing from one of the front windows.
"How many rooms?" asked Dylan as he pulled Craig from the car.
"Just three," Betty responded, having changed into simple flat shoes. She still looked – Dylan had to admit – delectable in the bust-revealing dress she wore. "Only one bedroom. They ain't much to look at, but they're mostly clean. Water works, but the lighting don't."
"Probably a good thing," muttered Dylan. "I don't suppose you have a key for the place?"
Betty chuckled and bounded onto the rickety porch, avoiding the weak boards. She twisted the handle and pushed the door open. "Don't need one," she said. "Only people who ever come here are those of us from the resort."
"You don't think any of them will be coming tonight?"
Betty shook her head. "Nope. We always talk about it first, since only Max has a car."
Dylan nodded, not really caring who 'Max' was. It was enough to be more or less assuaged in his anxiety that other innocents might become involved. With Michael Craig before him, Dylan headed into the house. Betty lead the way, taking them through the spartan house. There was little furniture, all of which showed signs of disrepair and blatant vandalism. The main room sported a couple of well-worn mattresses and numerous blankets, scattered sheaves of newspaper, and more than a few empty rum and bourbon bottles. Melted candles and candle stumps were set upon the rickety coffee table, or upon pieces of wood or cinder block.
"This place is disgusting!" exclaimed Craig, gingerly stepping through the rubbish. "I can't believe you brought mehere."
Dylan fixed the effeminate man a look. "I could always take you back," he said in an ominous tone. "That would make it easier for Reece."
Craig stared back. "At least I would have more protection," he said. "My bodyguards are—"
"They're clumsy bruisers with no training and no nerve," Dylan said quickly. "You want to live through tonight, you'll do as I say."
Craig scoffed. "I don't think I like your tone."
"Tough. Get used to it," Dylan snapped, then pushed the man – albeit gently – ahead of him. Over Craig's head, he saw Betty's bemused face, which she tried to hide. The girl opened a door to what Dylan presumed was the bedroom, as evidenced by the large, four-poster bed and relatively intact dresser and vanity.
"Well . . . it's not too bad," said Craig. "At least the bed looks somewhat . . . clean."
"Good. This is your room, then," declared the agent. He glanced to his pocket watch –four hours, he thought – then addressed Betty. "I'm going to need supplies to cover the windows. Wooden boards, planks, anything."
Betty shrugged. "There's wooden boards all over the place," she said. "I think there's even some tools in the attic."
"What? You're going to board up the windows?" gasped Craig. "Trying to keep me from getting out? You don't trust me?"
Dylan faced the smallish man. "I don't want to risk anyone shooting you through a window, much less crawling in to slip a knife in your neck while you sleep," he said firmly. "And no, I don't trust you."
Craig sputtered, but said nothing. Dylan addressed he and Betty. "Come on, you two. We don't have much time to get this place secure."
***
The tools Betty had mentioned consisted merely of a couple of rusty hammers, a screwdriver, and thankfully, a handful of stout iron nails. Pulling boards from the floor in the kitchen, and cannibalizing the front porch, the three of them had the bedroom windows covered in little time. Finding a ball of twine in a kitchen drawer, Dylan lay tripwires around the house, just inches above the ground, hidden by leaves and underbrush and attached to bottles balanced upon wooden stumps.
Craig complained throughout the entire hour it took them to more or less secure the house, mewling like a child when he caught a splinter in his finger. Betty consoled the man somewhat, but she was quickly growing tired of his whining. More than once, she rolled her eyes at the man.
After helping their charge pick out the splinter and wash his hands in the master bath, Betty returned to the main room, finding Dylan seated upon one of the mattresses, an array of weapons before him. Aside from the four firearms, Dylan had found rusty knives in the kitchen. Not the most formidable of weapons, but they would do in a pinch.
"I, uh, think Mr. Craig's gonna lick his wounds for a while," she said, leaning against the doorway. She watched as Dylan field stripped the four pistols. "You, um, seem pretty calm."
Dylan shrugged indifferently. "I've been in many situations like this before," he said. "It almost becomes a formula."
She took a hesitant step closer. "But, um . . . you look really young. I mean, I guess you were using makeup or something earlier, you know, to play the part, but . . . you ain't much older than me."
Dylan lifted his head with a wan smile. "Clean living," he joked. "I'm a lot older than you think I am."
Betty shuffled a bit on her feet, toying with the hem of her skirt. "Well, I don't care if you're twenty-five or thirty-five, or even forty. You're, uh . . . well . . . ." she trailed off, blushing, her eyes glittering in the near lack of light. "Um, I think I'll light some candles."
Dylan watched her a moment as the girl moved about awkwardly, kneeling beside candles and producing a box of matches to light them. Dylan had no doubt whatsoever that what he felt radiating from her was arousal, desire. Seven decades of life had shown him a few things about reading women, after all.
"You know, when I first started in law enforcement," Dylan said as he cleaned the slide of one of the pistols. "I had this romantic idea about it. Save the innocent, protect the weak. Help people."
Betty sat upon an adjacent mattress, her features turned a soft, amber hue by the flickering glow of the candle beside her. "Isn't that what you do?"
Dylan shrugged. "I guess if you boiled it down to simplicities, sure," he said. He smiled ruefully. "But there are always politics involved. Now more than ever. There are things I can do, and things I can't, even though I want to."Such as warning you that you're going to die on Valentine's Day in just over a year . . . .
Her brow furrowed, strangely making her face seem even more young and innocent. "I don't understand."
Dylan chuckled. "No, I guess not," he said. He assembled the pistol he had been cleaning, loaded it with a smooth rack of the slide. He smiled upon her. "It's not important."
Betty curled her legs up, wrapping her arms around her knees. She did not seem to mind that, the way she was sitting, her nearly-naked thighs framed the slim strip of fabric that covered her sex. "Dylan."
He took up another pistol, detaching the slide and taking out the barrel. "Yes."
"How close were you? I mean, with your . . . your partner."
He regarded her with narrowed eyes. "Didn't we talk about this?"
Betty's eyes flickered in the candlelight. "Did you love her?"
Dylan thought a moment, working his jaw. "Cory was special. She was . . . different," he said. His eyes dipped. "She saved my life, and that opened a whole different realm of emotions for me. But love is . . . that's a complicated thing."



She nodded in agreement, but Dylan was fairly certain Betty had never known what it was like to be in love. "So, um, where are you going after this?" she asked.
Dylan smiled crookedly. "Back home," he said.
"Where's that?"
"Right now, Nebraska."
The girl wrinkled her brow. "Nebraska? I never pegged you for a corn farmer."
He chuckled. "Far from it," Dylan said. "That's, eh, just where they're sending me."
"So, that's pretty much it? You probably won't make it back this way again, huh?"
Dylan gave the girl a regretful smile. "Probably not."
Betty said nothing, just settled her chin to her knees and rocked back and forth for a few moments. She held a contemplative mask on her face, watching as Dylan cleaned the various firearms. Now and then, she would lift her head, full lips parting as if she were about to speak, but she remained silent.
"What is it, Betty?" he asked at last, his voice startling the girl. But just as she was about to respond, there came the sound of a bottle clattering to the ground outside the house. Dylan shot to his feet in an instant, snatching up one of the clean and loaded pistols. He gave Betty a quick look, with a single finger over his lips urging silence.
Betty nodded, her eyes wide and quivering with just the barest hint of anxiety. Dylan gestured with his hand, indicating for her to retreat to the bedroom. With a quick nod, the girl obeyed, pushing open the creaking portal as Dylan approached the front door. He peripherally listened to a hushed conversation between Betty and Michael Craig, though he could not quite catch the words.
He tipped open the door just enough to peer outside. The moon, though not quite full, did an ample job of painting the surrounding landscape in broad strokes of ivory light. The closest trees were a good thirty paces away, yet they were swallowed in shadow. There could have been a man with a weapon pointed at his head, and even Dylan's perfect vision would not be able to discern him.
He chanced a moment, poking his head out and looking left and right. He sniffed the air, trying to detect cologne or sweat, listened for tell-tale sounds such as footprints and breathing. He heard a skittering noise coming from around the corner, sounding like a rodent. His deduction told him what had caused the bottle to tip over, yet he remained cautious as he exited the door and stepped carefully to the edge of the house. He was careful to test the boards that remained before setting his weight upon them. A couple creaked slightly.
Reaching the corner, he leaned around the corner, pistol leading the way. What he thought had happened was revealed as a grey cat looked up at him, standing over the fallen bottle. For a moment, then animal froze, then darted away through the underbrush. Dylan stooped and replaced the bottle upon its short stump.
Still on alert, Dylan retraced his steps, scanning the dark treeline. He only relaxed once he was inside the house once more and the door was closed.
"What was it?" camed Betty's tentative voice from the bedroom.
"Just a cat," Dylan said, smiling warmly upon the girl. "How's Craig?"
Betty gave a distasteful look and stepped into the room, closing the bedroom door. "He's just . . . sitting in a corner, wrapped up in a blanket. I think he's going loony."
"Maybe not the worst reaction," Dylan commented, taking out his pocket watch. Three hours, he thought.
Betty suddenly chuckled, but muffled it quickly with her hand over her mouth. Dylan looked to the girl as she leaned against a rickety table.
"Something funny?"
She waved her hand dismissively. "It's just . . . well, when you looked at the time, it reminded me of an old joke. Something I heard growing up in boarding school."
Dylan smiled. "What was it?"
Betty's cheeks glowed slightly. "It . . . it's not really that funny."
"No, come on," urged Dylan. "I could use a good laugh."
Betty huffed, but her dimples still showed. "It goes like this: A boy sees another boy sitting on the steps of the school, and he looks real confused. The first boy asks, 'what's wrong?' And the second boy says, 'I've been asking people what time it is all day, and I keep getting different answers.'"
Dylan chuckled under his breath, casting his eyes down.
"I know, it's terrible," Betty lamented, her rouge deepening.
"It really is," agreed Dylan as his smile grew.
The girl snorted suddenly, then covered her mouth again as she laughed. "Well, this ain't exactly Vaudeville," she said, gesturing to their surroundings.
Dylan waited for his smile to fade before he asked, "You grew up in a boarding house, right?"
Betty nodded, dropping onto one of the dirty mattresses. "My mother died when I was born," she said. "I got put into an orphanage, and when I was old enough, they sent me to boarding schools. I guess I wasn't the best student; I was always getting in scuffles and the like."
Dylan took a seat at the end of the mattress. "Believe it or not, that sounds very familiar. I grew up in an orphanage, then a boarding school as well."
Betty cocked her head, her expression mildly incredulous. "No fooling?"
Dylan shook his head with a rueful smile. "My mother died right after I was born, too. Don't really know how. But the sisters of Our Lady of Eternal Hope were pretty good to me."
Betty blinked once, then stared, her lips parting slowly. "'Eternal Hope?'" she asked. "In Brooklyn?"
Dylan studied the girl's face a moment, feeling a sense of astonishment touch his mind. "Don't tell me . . . ."
She slapped a hand over her mouth. "Oh, Jesus, Mary and Joseph," she intoned, her words slightly muffled. "That's unbelievable."
A soft, amazed laugh escaped Dylan's lips. "Yes, it is."
"Was Sister Beatrice there?" Betty asked excitedly. "She was my favorite. She always made the Bible fun to read. But maybe that was since she was so young."
Dylan chuckled. "I remember her," he said. Although the woman I remember was in her late thirties and not very entertaining.
Betty's eyes glittered. "Wow. Imagine the odds, huh?"
Dylan nodded. "You know, Betty . . . ."
"Yeah?"
Dylan studied her pretty, freckled young face. For a moment, he tried to remember when he was her age. Five decades and more had passed since those precious years. The Korean War was drawing to a close, and Elvis Presley had not even made his first album. The fifties had been such an innocent time for him, at least until he joined the force and real life latched onto his neck with a stranglehold. Damn. Look how much has happened since . . . .
He blinked, tearing his eyes away from the girl's. "I wanted to ask you about something," he said, finding an excuse to study the door. "About . . . what you were expecting the other night. In the closet."
Betty didn't say anything for long moments, prompting Dylan to look back to her. The young woman was looking at her feet, nibbling her fingernails. Dylan could just make out a touch of color on her cheeks.
"I don't make judgments on other people, Betty."
She lifted her head, eyes wide and fretful. "I been at that damn hotel for two years," she said. "They pay all right, but sometimes . . . well, sometimes we can make some extra money. Mr. Starkweather usually sets it up, but we can, you know, if we're discrete about it . . . ." Betty trailed off, blushing deeply once more, and cast her eyes down. "I don't do it much, and I really don't like it, but . . . well, ten bucks is ten bucks. That's a lot of clams for a girl like me."
"Like I said, Betty, I don't judge anyone."
She mumbled something, lips barely moving.
"What was that?"
"Nothing. I didn't say nothing."
Dylan was about to speak again when he tensed, hearing a slight scraping noise through the door. Betty had obviously not detected the sound, for she acted no different. "Betty," Dylan said in a soft voice. "Don't make any noise, don't say anything, just go to the back room."
She lifted her head questioningly.
"Do it," hissed Dylan, pushing to his feet. "Now!"
Betty paused for only brief moment before scrambling to her feet and darting to the bedroom door. It creaked slightly as she stepped through, then again as she closed it – but not completely. She watched as Dylan, pistol in hand, peeked through the front door. He hesitated a moment, then stepped through. Betty caught her breath, feeling anxiety creeping up her thighs and tingling in the pit of her stomach.
Please, God, don't let anything happen to him.
***
There was no one on the porch, but Dylan felt that familiar, eerie sensation that he was not alone as soon as he stepped outside. He often wondered, throughout his career, if he possessed some sort of psychic ability, but always dismissed his uncanny alertness to a 'heightened perception of things.'
Such as what he felt at that moment. The stirring of the wind, the rustle of leaves in the trees, a faint creaking of a board somewhere on the house . . . behind and above him.
He dove forward, spinning lengthwise in the air, looking up toward the roof over the slide of the sidearm he held in a two-handed grip. He fired once at the moon-illumined figure before falling to the ground, and that single shot found its mark in the center of the man's chest. The Walker spasmed, pitching backward, slamming into the roof and rolling down to fall upon the ground. Dirt and detritus exploded around the body in a cloud.
Dylan jumped to his feet, looking around, anticipating more of the Walker's kind. He looked, listened, senses on high alert. He felt the breeze across his skin, the chill in the air. In the darkness, owls hooted and insects chirped. But there was something else. A presence.
"Reece," he said aloud.
A dark chuckle rolled out from the darkness of the trees. Dylan looked, crouching to make himself less of a target, sharp eyes sweeping the shadows over the barrel of his weapon.
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For the first time in my life, I was not looking forward to Christmas. Jaclyn and I had separated five months before, following almost a decade of marriage. We didn't split because of infidelity; I had never cheated on my wife, and to my knowledge, neither had she ever been unfaithful. We had just lost the magic, and we knew it.
"Sir?"
The clerk's voice startled me slightly as she spoke from the other side of the deli counter. She was indicating the pile of thinly-sliced turkey upon the deck of her slicer, a questioning look on her face.
"That's fine," I said, then forced a smile. "Just that, and the Muenster."
I tossed the two plastic bags into the basket I held, which already contained a jar of sliced pickles, two beefsteak tomatoes, a jar of spicy mustard, and a loaf of potato bread. The following day, I knew, I would be gastronomically spoiled by Mom's traditional Yuletide feast. For the evening, however, I simply wanted a good, old-fashioned 'sammich.'
And a beer. Or three. Those I already had, chilling in the fridge in my apartment.
The massive grocery store was bustling with last-minute shoppers getting those 'damn, I can't believe I forgot' items, as well as depressingly familiar sad-sacks such as I, who had no sexy Christmas elf to go home to. Not that Jaclyn would have ever dressed up as an elf. Our sex life had been pretty vanilla, to be honest. Pattern of my life.
I wandered around the aisles, looking at displays of various 'special items' on sale. I chuckled ruefully as I passed a bulk stack of three-foot-tall artificial Christmas trees, complete with lights and tinsel. I had not graced my simple one-bedroom apartment with holiday decorations; that seemed a pathetic gesture to me. But for a moment, I considered the tree-in-a-box. I had never had a Christmas without flashing green and red lights in the living room. It seemed a shame to abandon such a tradition, even though I now lived alone.
As I contemplated the stack of trees, another man, about my age, perhaps a few years older, approached and hesitantly took up one of the boxes, placing it in the cart he pushed. Eerily, I noticed that the other contents of his cart almost perfectly matched mine, except he had a twelve-pack of light beer as well.
"Never thought I'd ever get one of these stupid things," he said sourly, not looking to me as he spoke. "But, hey . . . it's Christmas, right? Even if the bitch left me."
The squeaking of the wheels on his shopping cart seemed to be the only sound in the world for a few seconds. I watched the guy trundle away, thinking how . . . sad he was. Dejected. Morose.
And then I realized I wasn't much different. I looked back to the stack of tiny artificial trees, tasting something sour that rose up from my throat. No . . . that's not me.
I made my way back through the aisles, wanting to get home and make a world-class sandwich, pop a beer, and pretend to enjoy sitting on the couch in my underwear with crumbs on my chest while watching some lame show on TV that my wife hated. And then, suddenly, in the Sauces and Pasta aisle, there she was.
I passed right by her, barely noticing the soft, sunshine-colored hair above a slender frame wrapped in a beige jacket. I caught a whiff of perfume, something faint but sweet and flowery. It enticed me, making me glance back over my shoulder.
I only saw her face in profile, framed by soft, curling wisps of light golden hair. However, there could be no mistaking that round little nose, the way she nibbled her lower lip as she considered the merchandise before her. I found myself staring, stopping in my tracks. I blinked a few times, wondering if it really was her.
"Angie?"
She looked up, turning her face toward me, that cute little furrow forming between her ethereal brows. Her eyes were just as blue as I remembered, and they stared at me for a long moment before suddenly flashing open wide, accompanying a broad smile which revealed fine, alabaster teeth. "Dan? Holy shit!"
I smiled back, unable to keep myself from looking her over. It had been over a dozen years, yet Angie looked almost exactly as I remembered her. She had gained a little weight, but not much; her face looked a bit fuller, her hips a tad roomier. She still looked great in jeans. "Wow," was all I could say.
For a moment, we just stared at one another, neither of us able to speak. In the space of an instant, my mind flashed back to our senior year in high school. Holding hands in the halls as we went to class. Laughing and joking as Angie sat on my lap in the cafeteria. Sharing our first kiss at the Homecoming Dance . . . .
"So . . . how've you been?" she asked, still beaming. "Wow! Look at you! Been keeping in shape, huh?"
I blushed, shaking my head at this strange coincidence. The last time I had seen my high school sweetheart had been at graduation. Now, here we were, face to face in a grocery store, twelve years later. Just like that.
"Um . . . good," I said at last. "Ups and downs. You know how it is."
She nodded, eyes glittering. Jesus, even in the stark, fluorescent light of a supermarket aisle, Angie still had that ability to look radiant. I had a hard time seeing the thirty-year-old woman before me as anything other than a cherubic, skinny young cheerleader who loved chili-cheese fries and Aerosmith.
"Yeah," she said, her initial exuberance fading, replaced by . . . something. Nostalgia, I assumed, since I was feeling the same thing. Her eyes darted down to my left hand briefly. "So, um . . . you got married."
I smiled, somewhat painfully. "Uh, yeah. Nine years." I noticed a good-sized rock on Angie's finger. "You, too."
Her cheeks colored. She shrugged. "It's nice, isn't it? Having someone to come home to."
I pursed my lips a moment. It was . . . "Sure is."
We just stared at each other, sharing another of those awkward moments before we both laughed self-consciously. "Hey, uh . . . so how was Baylor?"
Angie rolled her eyes. "Not worth the tuition," she said with a dry laugh. "Really, it was all right. That's where I met Sam, so I guess it was worth it."
"Sam . . . your husband?"
Angie nodded. She blushed again. "He, uh . . . he was one of my professors."
I chuckled, clucked my tongue. "Bad girl," I said playfully.
"No, it wasn't like that," she said, then looked away slyly. "Okay, I had a crush on him when I took his Psych class, but we didn't start seeing each other until after I graduated." She rolled her shoulders in, giving me a coy look that simultaneously seemed a little sultry. "I was a good girl in college."
I laughed softly. "You look good, Angie. Really. Your husband's a lucky man."
Angie's eyes dipped slightly. "Yeah, um . . . ." she laughed self-consciously.
I had a rare moment's understanding. The memories were infecting both of us, and while the nostalgia was pleasant, there remained that feeling of . . . what if. We both felt it, and it was dangerous. Not so much for me, but apparently a serious threat for her.
I took a step back. "Good seeing you, Angie," I said.
Her last look upon me was wistful, perhaps even regretful. "Yeah. You, too."
***
The bag felt heavier in my hand than it should have been as I trudged out to my car. The parking lot of the supermarket was a sea of grey slush. Fresh white snowflakes fluttered down like intermittent butterflies from the cloudy sky overhead, sticking to my face and making my hair damp. What would have otherwise been a pleasant 'winter wonderland' scene was instead annoying to me.
Well, ain't that a kick in the head, I thought, fishing out my keys as I neared my car. I get kicked to the curb by my wife, lose my business, and now I meet my first love in a grocery store, who's happily married. Thanks, God. Thanks a whole fucking bunch.
"Dan! Dan! Hey!"
I looked around over the roof of my car, finally seeing Angie bouncing up and down beside a silver mini-van, the sliding door open. I suddenly wondered if she had kids.
Angie jogged around the cars between us, her light-toned hair becoming dark as snowflakes fell into it. She stopped a few paces from me, eyes wide and bright. "This is stupid," she said.
I frowned. "What is?"
"This! Us!" she cried, thrusting her hands out before her. "Jesus, Dan, we haven't seen each other since high school graduation, and all we can do is say, 'have a good life?'"
I let out a short, harsh laugh. "Well, to be honest, it hasn't been all that great," I said, leaning on the slippery, slush-covered roof of my car.
Angie smiled sympathetically. "You wanna get a drink?"
I laughed for a long moment, then nodded. "Sure."
***
Christmas Eve. Wouldn't you know it? Most of the bars were actually closed, at least in the particular area of town we were in. I left my car at the supermarket parking lot and rode shotgun in Angie's comfortable mini-van. I noticed a few scattered toys, of the variety that belonged to toddlers and infants, laying on the floorboard and in the back seat. There was a child's car seat in the middle row behind me.
"How many kids?" I asked, after Angie had parked the van at the end of a business park. We had managed to find a liquor store that was open, and I had picked up a six-pack of Hefe-Weisen.
"Two," Angie said, sipping her beer. She glanced to me with a sheepish smile. "Curt's four, and Tracy just turned one a month ago."
"Congratulations," I said, holding out my bottle.
Angie tapped hers against mine, and we drank again. "You?" she asked. "Got any kids?"
I shook my head. "We found out a few years ago that Jaclyn can't have kids," I said. I let out a short laugh. "And trust me, we were trying."
Angie smiled broadly at first, but it faded. "I'm sorry."
I shrugged, watching snow flakes falling on the hood of the mini-van. "I'm still young," I said.
"You're not with her anymore, are you?"
I sighed at Angie's question, looking down at the bottle in my hands. "We're . . . separated," I said.
She settled her hand on my arm. Her skin was cold at first, but the contact sent a warm rush through me, reminding me of heady, passionate nights in which Angie and I – repeatedly – nearly consummated our relationship. "I'm, sorry, Dan."
I took a breath, smiled upon my first love. "Not every relationship can be perfect, right?"
Angie's eyes softened, glistening wetly as vicarious tears formed upon them. Or maybe they weren't vicarious. "Not too many are," she said.
***
". . . he's a kid!" exclaimed Angie an hour later, as we were finishing our second beers. "Sixteen years old, and he's actually hitting on me!"
I laughed, took another swig from my beer. "Hey, can't blame a kid for trying," I said. "At least he had good taste."
Angie shot me a look. "Think I wanna end up on the Today Show, another teacher who boffed one of her students?"
I shook my head, still grinning with mirth. "And you always said you were going to be a psychologist."
Angie huffed, tilting back her beer. "Sometimes, I am," she said. A forlorn look crossed her face. "Jeez, Dan, these kids . . . I mean, even at my school . . . these kids come from good homes, rich homes, most of them . . . but they're still fucked up. I feel like I'm their mother half the time. Or, not even their mother. More like a sex counselor."
"What do you mean?"
Angie fell back in her seat, cradling the beer bottle against her chest. She had opened her jacket, since the heat was running in the van, revealing a baby blue blouse underneath. I noticed that her breasts had gained a cup size. They were no longer the perky little buds on her chest that I remembered.
"Last year, one of my freshman girls came up to me after class. Asked me what a blow job was. Turns out her boyfriend pretty much gave her an ultimatum. Full-on sex or a blow job."
I shook my head. "Damn. What'd you tell her?"
"What could I?" Angie practically shouted. "I can't tell one of my students what a blow job is! I could get fired, lose my certification!"
"So . . . ." I prodded.
Angie shrugged, breathing in deeply through her nostrils. "I told her to talk to her mother," she said. "And, I told her that any boy who gives an ultimatum like that isn't worth her time."
"So what happened?" I asked, finishing my beer. Automatically, I took the last two from the case and popped the tops.
Angie shook her head. "I get a call, three days later, from the girl's mother, telling me I have no right suggesting oral sex as a means for a girl to keep her virginity. She wouldn't listen to a thing I had to say, and obviously didn't listen to her daughter. She just wanted to blame me for being the person her daughter came to when she needed answers. Stupid bitch."
I couldn't help but chuckle. "Well, obviously, you didn't lose your job over it."
"Almost," Angie said. "Had to go through 'arbitration and interview.' I was cleared, but Mrs. Albright still demanded a transfer for her daughter to a different school. The girl was crying that last day in class, telling me I was her favorite teacher. That just about broke my heart, Dan."
I was silent for a moment, contemplating my beer. "I'm not a teacher, but I know it's not an easy job."
It was a long time before Angie said anything. We sipped our beers quietly, staring out at the world as the snowfall became thicker, practically obscuring the world around us. "Dan?"
I watched Angie as she finished her beer and accepted the fresh one from me. She curled her legs up on the seat, turning to face me. Her eyes were glowing like bright blue flames. I felt something thick in my throat as I tried to swallow. "Yeah?"
"I still think about Prom Night, sometimes," she said.
I smiled, staring back. "I do, too."
She studied me for what seemed like an eon, her eyes darting around my face. "We could have," she said at last.
I nodded, feeling a pang of regret. "Yeah, we could have."
Angie took a deep breath, let it out slowly. "You know, it's funny," she said. "I think about that night, making out in your crappy little Honda—"
I laughed, a nervous reaction, but said nothing as she continued.
"—I mean, you knew I wanted to, right?"
Now it was my turn to take a breath. The circumstances of that night, of my decision, ranked amongst my Top Ten of failed opportunities. I nodded, slowly, hesitantly. "I knew."
"But . . . you didn't want to?"
I rolled my head toward her, meeting her bright, beautiful blue eyes. "That's just it," I said. "I wanted to. But not in my car. Not like every other girl in the world."
Angie stared at me, her eyes a little red, her cheeks soft and full and flushed. Jesus, was she sexy at that moment. Sexy and beautiful, the girl of my dreams having grown into the woman of my dreams.
"I never felt like just any girl in the world with you, Dan," she said softly, her voice barely more than a whisper. "I wish you had known that, then. It didn't matter where . . . I wanted my first time to be with you."
Her words stung. In high school, I'd heard all the time about having sex in a car. That was how it was done. But it was so typical, I figured. And Angie was too special. So, that night after Prom, I had stopped things when they became too hot. And Angie had figured I spurned her. She broke up with me a week later.
"I wanted you," I said truthfully. "I just figured you deserved more than . . . doing it in a car. Maybe, if I'd thought ahead—"
"Dan."
I gritted my teeth, staring down at my bottle. "What."
I heard her move, felt her fingertips brush my chin. I flinched slightly, but quickly gave in to her touch, closing my eyes as Angie caressed my face. She leaned close – her perfume washed over me, and I could feel the heat of her body – and brushed my ear with her lips.
"Let's pretend it's Prom Night," she whispered.
My heart began racing. Automatically, I slipped my hand to her hip, feeling the gentle firmness beneath. Our faces were inches apart. I could smell the sweetness of the beer on her lips. We were too close to actually look into one another's eyes, and that closeness brought back all those memories of fumbling nights and heavy petting. I was getting hard already, in anticipation of finally consummating, after more than a dozen years, my love for my first girlfriend.
But . . . .
I took her hand. "You're married."
"Not tonight, I'm not," she whispered. I didn't stop her, nor did I retreat as she pressed her lips lightly to mine with a soft, yearning moan.
That singular kiss made up my mind, and I pulled Angie to me, across the gap between our seats. Angie moaned as she settled herself upon me, fumbling with her jacket. I slipped the garment off her shoulders, never breaking our kiss as it escalated in passion. Angie was hungrily sucking on my lips and tongue, making it clear she wanted me.
Angie pulled back, just a little, so she could see my face and catch her breath. Her eyes flickered, and she looked dazed. I could imagine she felt a hint of doubt at that moment, but it vanished as she smiled devilishly. "Let's get in the back," she suggested.
I trembled a little, following the woman who, as a teenager, I had once called 'Imp' because she was so mischievous. Just as Angie had gone from teenager to adult, I wondered if the 'imp' had become a succubus.
I didn't care. I had been a fool to turn her down once; I was not going to be a fool again. Angie crawled between the captain's chairs to the middle bench seat, necessarily stopped over so that her firm and well-formed ass was placed on display for my appraisal. Angie had always possessed an incredible ass, but never had I been in a position to see it from quite that angle, not so close, at any rate. Arousal spiked as I realized I would finally have the chance to see it uncovered.
She fumbled with the baby carrier for a moment, unhooking the seatbelt that kept it secure. Her fingers were slightly shaking, telling me she was as nervous as I. Angie did not look at me as she pushed the baby carrier up and over the back of the seat, out of sight. For a moment, she just sat there as I crouched on the floor of the mini-van.
"Angie—" I began.
"Don't talk me out of it," she said simply, looking into my eyes at last. "Jesus, Dan . . . you know what?"
"What."
"I thought about you, when we drove in the other day. Soon as we passed the theater we always went to, I thought about you." She smiled slightly, the blush returning.
I smiled, as well. "Toy Story," I said, remembering. "I still can't believe we did that."
Angie's eyes glowed again. "Sam wanted to get that movie for the kids," she said. "I told him no, that I hated the movie. I mean, I couldn't exactly tell him that, every time I see it, I remember jacking off my first boyfriend in the theater."
Her words, and the memory, only made my cock harden even more. "Sometimes, that seems like last week, when I think about it," I said.
Angie smoothed her hands upon her jeans, licked her lips seductively. "As far as I'm concerned, right now," she said. "It was last week. And I want to do a lot more than give you a hand job."
She slid to her knees on the floor, lifting her hands to unbutton her blouse. I watched her trembling fingers, her moist, parted lips, her intense eyes. She opened the blouse, slipped baby blue fabric from her shoulders. Her bra was white lace, through which, thanks to the glow of a street lamp outside, I could just make out the dark rose of her nipples.



"God, you're beautiful," I muttered, rolling forward onto my knees and taking Angie in my arms. She melted against me easily, accepting my kisses. For long moments, neither of us said a word. The only sounds were of wet lips and wanton moans. My jacket fell behind me, my shirt was pulled over my head. Angie buried her head in my chest, licking and nipping my nipples. My head was spinning, my cock throbbing. Never had I wanted a woman as much as I desired Angie at that moment.
She licked and kissed her way down my stomach, hands busy as they massaged the bulge in my jeans and caressed between my thighs. Every touch was electric. I ran my hands through her hair, then down her slender back. The way she was bent over, her jeans had slid down her hips a little, revealing some of the soft flesh of her cheeks. I noticed she had a little tattoo at the small of her back, a pair of multi-colored birds facing each other. Probably gotten during her college years.
My fingers found the clasp for her bra just as Angie began uncoiling the belt from around my waist. I freed the snap, and her bra straps slid down her arms. But not until my belt hung loose and the zipper was fully lowered on my slacks did Angie straighten and let her bra fall to the floor of the car.
"You like?" she asked coyly, cupping her breasts. Motherhood had made them larger, and her nipples had become impressive, dark puffies that stood out on thick pink mounds. Angie pinched her distended nipples, drawing them out, then letting then snap back into place.
"Very much," I muttered, then descended upon them, engulfing one of her nipples, including the entirety of the areola, in my mouth. Angie hissed, threading my hair through her fingers, sighing loudly as I sucked deeply. She gasped and quivered when my teeth grazed the hard nub, so I bit down, gently at first, then applying a little more pressure.
"Dan!" she cried. "Oh my God . . . ."
I groaned – more like a growl, I suppose – pushing Angie back and lifting her up so that she sat on the bench seat. I released the nipple I had been sucking, went for the other one. Angie squirmed and moaned – I would never have thought she would be such an aggressive lover – and slipped her hand down inside my slacks, finding my engorged cock. She tugged and stroked it, fluttering her fingers along the shaft and down to my balls.
"Baby . . . baby, come up here," she breathed heatedly. "I wanna do what I should have done in the theater."
I lifted my head, licking my lips. "What's that?"
Angie smiled broadly, stroking my cock slowly with a squeezing grip. "I wanna suck it," she declared.
My dick throbbed in her hands. "Do you, now?" I asked.
Angie nodded. "Uh-huh," she muttered, pulling on my dick, wanting me to lift up. So I did, getting to my feet, leaning over Angie's head and bracing my hands on the seat back. My lover's head obscured my view, but the feel of her slick lips, questing tongue, and hot breath bathing my cock was Heaven enough.
Angie moaned around my shaft as she sucked ardently, using her hands in tandem to massage my length and caress my balls. I settled a hand to her head, loving the way she bobbed back and forth. The wet sucking and slurping sounds she made were incredibly arousing, making my cock twitch and leak pre-cum onto her eager tongue.
I couldn't help but pump my hips, feeding her inch after inch of my cock, relishing the hot, caressing motions of her mouth. I would have been happy to let her get me off that way, but for some reason, that thought alone made me feel selfish. I didn't want to be pleasured by Angie, not after so long, without giving it back in turn.
I pulled back – a great effort on my part – and watched my glistening cock slip from her swollen, wet lips. She looked up to me, questioningly and perhaps a bit anxious. I smiled, touching her chin.
"I want to taste you, too," I whispered.
Angie smiled, expelling warm, sweet breath. I slid back down to my knees, engaging my first love in passionate kisses while our fingers fumbled with one another's around the top of her jeans. Our shared excitement and awkwardness made Angie giggle, reminding me of the girl she had been so many years before. But the sultriness of a mature woman returned as Angie lifted her hips, letting me slide her jeans down to her ankles. Her sex was covered with loose, lacy panties, and even with the dim light, I could make out a few wisps of golden hair peeking around the edges of the gusset, catching the stark street light.
I breathed in, stemming my urge to bury my face between her thighs and taste the heavenly treat I knew awaited me there. But I didn't want to rush it. I wanted to savor it, just as I savored the womanly aroma reaching out to me as I slipped Angie's boots from her feet and removed her jeans completely.
"Jesus, you're gorgeous," I murmured, looking upon Angie in her near-nudity. At eighteen, she had been shy and apprehensive about letting me even see her breasts; now, as a woman, she displayed herself openly and without shame, sliding her hands from the tops of her thighs, up over a somewhat soft but still youthful stomach, to her firm, womanly breasts. She stared at me, enjoying the effect she had upon me, while pulling and tugging on her nipples.
"Get your clothes off, baby," she whispered. "I've wanted so long to know what you look like naked."
I smiled, shifting on my knees while slipping off my shoes and slacks. My cock remained hard, jutting out from beneath my abdomen, and once I was naked, I took it in my hand and began lightly stroking it. Angie's eyes became fixated on it, her lips parted, chest rising and falling as she breathed.
"Oh, God, that's hot," she whispered, slipping a hand into her panties, caressing her pussy. I watched her fingers move beneath the silky material of the undergarment. I could just hear the faint wet sounds of her fingers massaging her pussy. "Stroke it for me. Stroke your cock, baby."
I could not ever remember feeling so lost in the moment, so totally given to passion, as I felt then. Angie was all at once the teenaged girl I once knew and loved, and the mature woman I was falling in love with all over again. I pumped my cock more firmly, leaning back a bit so the shadow of my body did not obscure her view. "I wanna see you naked, too," I told her.
Angie smiled, eyes twinkling. "Yeah?"
I nodded, nudging a little closer, until I was just between her widespread knees. "Yeah. Show it to me, Angie."
"'It?'" she queried, the naughty smile growing. "Just what is it that you want to see, Dan?"
I matched her mischievous look. "Your pussy, Angie," I said, feeling cock twitch in my hand. My fingers were becoming slick as I stroked myself. "I wanna see your pussy."
She breathed in sharply, pinching one of her nipples hard as she rolled her hips against her hand. I thought she was on the verge of climax, yet Angie slipped her hand from her panties and lifted her legs, bringing them together. She rolled back until her knees settled on her chest, and peeled the slinky garment up from her hips, along her toned, sleek thighs to her calves.
I stared, enraptured by the sight of Angie's naked sex. She trimmed, just a little, a classic bikini shave, leaving wispy, nearly invisible hairs along puffy vulva, with a few ghostly curls surrounding her pink anus. She was clearly wet; the hair was slightly matted, and the bottom of her slit was open just a little, from which clear fluid had leaked to make her perineum shine.
With a parting of her legs, Angie casually tossed the panties aside, and hooked her little ankle sock-clad feet behind my shoulders. "Take a good, close look, baby," she urged me with a wanton whisper.
I tried not to groan as I allowed Angie to pull me down with her legs. As I lowered myself between her thighs, they splayed wide open, the lips of her pussy separating stickily. Her pubic hair was fine, a little sparse atop her mound and along her outer lips, glowing with the color of fresh honey.
I encircled her hips with my arms. Lowered myself on the floor. Inhaled deeply of her scent. Heaven. Pure heaven, I thought, my senses near to overload. Then I parted my lips, opened my mouth, and descended . . . .
"Oh, Dan!" she gasped, arching her back, scratching the seat on either side of her hips with her short nails. She pushed her sex against my mouth as I sucked as much of her tender, sweet flesh as I could. Her legs spread wide, nearly perpendicular to her body, and she stared down at me with a desperate, nearly driven look. I stared back, shaking my head slowly, pulling on her lips, questing inside her with my tongue.
"Baby, Oh, God . . . just . . . just eat me . . . eat me like that . . . oh . . . ." She started shaking, her eyes closing, a sort of pained expression crossing her face. The way she shook, the way her eyes dripped, it was obvious she was crying. But, crying from passion?
Or . . . perhaps guilt?
For whatever reason, I didn't stop, even as I watched Angie's tortured, contorted face. Her body, at the least, wanted the pleasure I gave her. She rhythmically pushed her hips out toward me, almost roughly at times, urging me to suck the rich, bittersweet flow that trickled out from within her. Her head thrashed back and forth, strands of blonde hair streaking across her face and sticking to her lips. Hot puffs of breath escaped her mouth, sounding more labored by the moment.
Finally, she slapped her hands to the back of my head, crying out in what could have been anguish or passion – or perhaps both – as she came. I covered her pussy with my mouth, sucking hard, rubbing her needy clit with the flat of my tongue. Her inner muscles clenched and relaxed, clenched and relaxed, and I felt the faintest spurt of semisweet juice as it burst against my probing tongue.
For a long moment, I kissed and licked her inner thighs, unsure of how to proceed, or even if I should. I caressed Angie's body, feeling the quivering tensions of her muscles beneath the skin. Taking my time lapping up the sweet effusion from the insides of taut thighs and the soft cheeks beneath her sex, I let Angie come down from her high.
"D-Dan . . . ."
I glanced up to her face, seeing the rosy glow on her cheeks, the glassy look in her eyes. Tenderly, I kissed her slick clit. "Yeah."
"Lay back, baby," she whispered huskily, sitting up and pushing against my shoulders. Passive to what Angie wanted, I turned so that I could lay on the floor of the mini-van, between the captain's chairs and the middle bench seat. There was not much room, but enough, apparently, as Angie swung her leg over me, positioning herself in a sixty-nine.
I honestly did not care about the facets of adultery, the fact that Angie and I were both betraying sacred vows we had sworn to others. Perhaps I was separated, but I was not divorced, and Angie remained dutifully married. None of that mattered. In fact, at that moment, we were not a man and a woman married to other people, we were eager and loving high school sweethearts, reveling in the pleasures and passion we could devote to one another.
Angie moaned constantly, low, faint sounds muffled due to the fact that she was sliding her slick mouth up and down my cock with all the hungry abandon of a starving artist at a monarch's feast. I grunted and gasped with the sensations she gave me, especially once, after several shallow plunges, she pushed all the way down, working my cock into her throat. The feeling was dazzling and dazing, making me dig my fingers into the fleshy globes her tight, round ass. The fact that I could feel her chin grazing my lower abdomen was mind-numbing.
Angie slid back up, off my cock, panting for breath while masturbating my stiff rod at a desperate, aggressive pace. She licked all around the head, sucking it now and then into her mouth, pumping my cock feverishly all the while. Her frantic ministrations made it difficult for me to concentrate on licking her. But Angie, it seemed, wanted my orgasm more than she wanted hers.
"Cum for me, baby," she hissed in a seething, whimpering voice. "Come on, baby, do it! Do it for me! Yeah, I want it! Give it to me! Oh, God, baby!"
And then the words were gone, replaced by loud, insistent sucking, her lips smacking along my cock, her tight fist pumping my shaft. Her other hand cradled my balls, middle finger massaging the corded muscle between testicles and anus. She took me deep again and again, encasing the head of my cock in the tight tunnel of her throat.
My body was shaking almost violently by that point. My cock was hot and hard in her mouth, more rigid than it had ever been. I had never felt such a powerful orgasm wash through me before. For a brief moment, I nearly felt like I was dying.
I'm sure I must have cried out something, some sort of ridiculous, vague religious reference, before latching my mouth to Angie's saturated pussy and erupting between her lips. My cock burned with the fierceness of a volcano, yet it was an intensely pleasurable heat, one I had never experienced before.
I must have passed out for a few moments, I figure. I remember taking deep breaths as I heaved beneath Angie's body, resting atop mine, and feeling her tongue licking around the base of my cock. I listened her soft sighs and murmurs. Licking. Panting. Smacking. Swallowing. Over and over . . . .
"A-Angie," I managed to say.
"Hmm?" she responded, gently kissing the tumescent length of my cock, then licking around the head.
"I . . . um . . . uh . . . kiss me . . . ."
She let out a girlish giggle, then uncurled her leg, shifting around until she was atop me. For a moment, I gazed upon her sublime face, cheeks glowing, eyes glittering almost drunkenly. Her mouth was wet, the corners decorated with frothy white bubbles. I didn't care. I pulled her to me, kissing hungrily, sucking my own essence from her lips and tongue. Angie responded quickly, her fire once again stoked by my passion. She writhed and rolled upon me, framing my hips with her thighs, pressing her soaked pussy to my slowly-reviving cock.
"I hope we're not done," I managed to get out between heated kisses.
Her eyes blazed. "No," she said firmly. "We're not."
I grunted and sighed as Angie slid down my body, hungrily engulfing my cock once more. She sucked and pulled, using mouth and hands in tandem. Whatever she might have missed from my previous orgasm, she certainly devoured as she sucked and licked all over. I found myself responding with near supernatural virility, especially once Angie's mouth latched to my balls, her hands caressing my slick shaft.
Her passion refueled me. I sat up, taking her head in my hands, thick, soft blonde hair tangled in my fingers. Reluctantly, Angie released my balls from her wet, dripping mouth, looking upon me with a glazed expression. We weren't thinking by that point. We were passionate animals, wanting only each other.
I hoisted Angie back onto the bench seat, taking her ankles in my hands and holding her legs wide apart. She reached for my hips, fingers digging into the cheeks of my ass, guiding my once again stiff cock inside her. We both sighed loudly at our first and delicious union. Her pussy gripped and sucked me in, bathing my cock with the intense heat and passion of her body.
For a long moment, I trembled, relishing the moment, the sensation, the . . . love.
Then I started moving.
Easing back, conscious of every minute ripple of Angie's slick, snug pussy around my cock, the fluttering of her butterfly lips. Pushing in, sucking in breath as the heat and tightness increased with every millimeter I plunged.
Angie's hands caressed my face and neck. I sucked a finger as it wandered close to my mouth. Neither of us could say a thing as I thrust, and she pushed. Our eyes locked now and then, sharing a plethora of emotion neither of us would ever fully comprehend. Those long, timeless moments were gloriously raw, yet also incredibly tender. We fucked and made love. Took and also shared. I wished – and believe she did as well – that it would never end.
But the almost violent rush hit us both at the same time, bringing us back to the physical moment. I'm sure the howl I emitted was the most guttural and animalistic roar of triumph I would ever feel tear from my breast, just as the shrieking cries and gasps coming from Angie were the most intense she had ever known. I buried myself deeply, feeling her body sucking from me the gift which I poured into her womb.
So intense was that moment, I believe I could have described God . . . had I been able to speak.
***
The car hummed, the engine cycling now and then as the heater kept us warm. Angie and I cuddled in the middle seat, arms and legs wrapped about each other, sharing soft kisses and grateful, loving smiles. Our bodies were sweaty and shone beneath the harsh light the illuminated the windows. Angie's smile was the most beautiful image in the world to me, especially since I knew that I was the reason for it.
"Angie?"
"Yeah."
"This was the beast Prom I've ever been to."
She giggled affectionately, clutched me in a tight embrace. "Oh, God, Dan . . . I'll never stop being in love with you."
I stroked her back, her outer thigh. "I wish . . . I wish I hadn't been so stupid—"
"Baby, don't," she whispered, tugging softly on the hair on my chest. I felt her shudder. "We can't go back. You know that."
I nodded reluctantly, kissed the top of her head. "And we can't start over."
Angie lifted her head, sniffling once. Her eyes brimmed with tears. I realized mine were, as well. "No."
"Does he take care of you?" I asked.
Tears dripped down her cheeks. "I . . . I wish I could say I love him," she said, her voice barely audible. "But I guess it's enough that he keeps me warm and safe and dry."
I pulled her face toward mine, pressed my lips to hers in a long, sweet kiss. "I'll always love you, Angie."
She shuddered with emotion. "I'll always love you, Dan."
***
Time had gotten the better of us. Angie had to get home, to her husband, her children, her life. I told her to drop me off at the edge of the grocery store parking lot. I could walk the rest of the way to my car.
Slipping out of the silver mini-van, I turned before the open door and faced my first love. I felt awkward. "I wish I had something . . . poignant to say."
Angie nodded, her jaw set as she held back more tears. Her eyes were visibly swollen and red. "Me, too," she forced out, giving me a forlorn look.
I drew in a shuddering breath, watching the snowflakes falling all around us. "I love you, Angie."
She sputtered a little, then covered her mouth, staring at me as she tried not to let the flood of her emotion spill out. "I love you, too."
I reached in, took her hand. "Merry Christmas, baby."
She shook, then, the tears finally flooding down her face. "M-Merry Christmas."
***
I rolled my shoulders, flipping up the collar of my jacket as I trudged back across the parking lot to my car. The flakes were light and tickling at first, but then became heavier, wetter, as the snow turned into rain. I hung my head, feeling my hair becoming thick and heavy and cold, before getting to my car and sliding behind the wheel.
I sat there for a long moment, trying to make sense of what had happened. What twisted turn of fate, what wicked aspect of God had I – or we – invoked? To be reminded of lost love, given a chance to explore it, only to have it ripped away . . . .
At first, I thought it cruel.
Then I realized . . . .
***
The following day, I stood out on the rear deck of my parents' home, sated and satisfied from the holiday meal my dear mother had provided. Brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles, nieces and nephews and cousins . . . we were all there. The warmth of the Yuletide Spirit was alive within us all. The universal expression of love had helped me come to terms with what had happened between Angie and I. In a strange sort of uncharacteristically enlightened way, I saw our coupling as a catharsis, a needed release for us both. The final chapter, as it were, so that Angie and I could turn the page and move on.



I was at peace. Finally. And perhaps for the first time in my life.
I heard the door slide open, then close behind me. I sipped the glass of Tawny port, heard my mother's feet crunch through the thing layer of packed snow on the deck before she appeared beside me.
"'It's the most wonderful time of the year . . .'" she sang. My mother would never lose her choir voice, I knew.
I smiled, dipping my head a moment before looking to the woman who had given me life. "Yes, it is."
"You're putting on a brave front, Danny," she said, touching my arm the way mothers did. The gesture was both motherly patronizing as well as maturely encouraging. "I know it's not easy for you right now."
My smile didn't fade. "Honestly, it's not as bad as I was afraid it would be. If it wasn't for you, and Dad, and . . . and everyone else here, I'd be sitting at home, drinking myself to oblivion. But I'm not. This really is the best Christmas I could hope for."
My mother's brow furrowed in confusion. "It is?"
I turned toward her, leaning against the snow-covered railing. "It is. Because I think I've figured out what happiness is."
My mother cocked her head, giving me a curious look. "Would you care to share?"
I chuckled. "Happiness is . . . ." I thought a moment, looking out across Mom's snow-covered back yard, the dark, cloudless sky overhead, the glittering stars above.
"Happiness is knowing love when it is there, and accepting love for what it is."
My mother patted my shoulder. "Dan . . . I think you've finally grown up."
I smiled.
***
Merry Christmas. I hope you enjoyed this tale inspired, in part, by Dan Fogelberg's timeless classic, "Same Old Lang Syne." If you are so inclined, please vote, and even leave a comment if you wish.
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***
I loved my new apartment. Seventh floor, with a small enclosed balcony, a view of downtown tourists would envy, concierge service, even a hair salon and massage parlor on the ground floor. Sure, it cost me twelve hundred a month, and for only eight hundred square feet, but it was a luxury I could afford. I had negotiated rather shrewdly with the CFO of the company I now worked for, and had received the salary I desired.
Life, as they say, was good. I had moved in a few days into the new year, and the desire to start over hovered around me, palpable as a cloud. I knew I wanted a different direction to my life. I just was not sure what.
It took me a while to get everything situated at home, mainly because I was spending so much time hob-nobbing at the office and getting up to date on the new contracts the company had won. The business I was in was demanding of my time, and the new company promised to keep me busy. Eventually, however, I managed to take a weekend to devote to unpacking my boxes and organizing my apartment.
By the time I was done arranging furniture and taking the empty boxes down the hall to the trash chute, I had built up a good sweat and needed a shower. The hot water soothed my muscles, making me feel refreshed . . . and more than a little randy. It had been several months since Monica and I had divorced, and I hadn't so much as gotten a playful pass from a woman since then. Of course, I did work a lot.
Not that I wasn't attractive. Maybe I wasn't the next cover model for GQ, but neither was I ugly. Throughout college and grad school, I was widely considered a good catch. I kept in shape, still had my hair, and at the age of thirty-five, had a pretty good build and a trim waist. I dressed well, spoke with confidence . . . I got my share of interested looks, but after ending a long-term relationship, I was often sullen and even shy around women.
I looked at my reflection in the mirror with a sigh. I was too young to be alone, too old to go pick up some eager bimbo at a club. I hadn't asked a woman out since Clinton was president. I had, as the kids say, 'no game.' I figured my best chances for romance lay amongst the women I worked with. But many were professional, cold, and focused on their careers. With my luck, I would meet some man-eater who would fuck me raw then turn me out the door. And then I would be even more depressed.
I considered, peripherally, the idea of calling up an escort service; hell, I had the money. Two-fifty for an in-call, another two-fifty 'tip,' and I could get my rocks off. But finding satisfaction in meaningless casual sex had lost its appeal with my thirtieth birthday. Sure, I wanted to get laid, but I wanted more than just a cute face and an eager body. But after my heartbreak with Monica, was I ready for another relationship? What if I wasted another decade?
Snap out of it, Will, I berated myself, and tossed the towel on the sink. Do what other single men your age do. Get on the computer, download some porn, and beat off while watching an eager young thing take the money shot on her chin.
"Ouch!"
I looked down to see what I had stumbled upon, and found a loose tile on the bathroom floor, a couple feet from the toilet. Great. Something broken already. I sat on the toilet, squeezed out a little blood from my big toe, wiped it with some tissue. I glared at the loose tile as if it had deliberately attacked me.
The little cut on my toe stopped bleeding quickly enough, so I got down on the floor and picked up the tile. I arched an eyebrow in interest when I saw the neat little hole that lay beneath.
Well, hello . . . .
Curiosity is a powerful thing, especially when coupled with wishful thinking. I leaned over, bringing my face close to the floor, and looked down through the hole. It was only about a quarter of an inch across, about the same size as your typical door peephole. But . . . .
Obviously, whoever had occupied my apartment before had been a voyeur. Not only was there a tiny hole in the floor, but it had been fitted with a concave lens so that I got a broad, if somewhat distorted, view of almost the entire bathroom below. The apartment under mine was obviously laid out in the same pattern, or at least as far as the bathroom went.
I felt a strange thrill as I looked down through the hole. The bathroom below obviously belonged to a woman. The sink counter was cluttered with all manner of toiletries, bottles and jars and little odds and ends that only women – or gay men – would keep on hand. There was a flower-print shower curtain, and the flower motif was repeated in the wall decorations, floor mat, toilet seat cover, and even the towels.
I sat up, feeling like a teenaged pervert for spying on someone else's private life. I had no right to do so, of course. I replaced the tile, and told myself I would get some caulking and whatever else I would need to plug the hole and put the tile back in place. Then I got up, slipped on some pajama bottoms, and headed to the corner of my living room that I had designated the 'office.' I still had some work to do before Monday.
***
My heavy workload made me forget about the voyeur hole in my bathroom, and my half-hearted promise to secure the hole was pushed from my mind. That is, until about a week later, as I was getting ready in the morning. I was shaving in the sink, and splashed water on my face as I always did when finished. But my elbow hit the canister of shaving cream, knocking it off the counter and to the floor.
And where else would it land except right on the loose tile, jarring it.
I squatted down to pick up the can of shaving cream, and reached for the tile as well. I hesitated as I started to put it back.
Oh, what the hell. What could it hurt?
I got on my knees, leaned down, looked through the hole. Oh . . . wow . . . talk about timing . . . .
The tenant below me was a slender woman, blonde, small-breasted, with a light tan and no tan lines. This was all pretty obvious to me because she had evidently just taken a shower and was now leaning over the sink, in the nude, as she brushed her teeth. She had a pretty nice ass, with little dimples just above her cheeks and a 'tramp stamp' tattoo of some tribal design at the base of her spine. I could very faintly hear some music – something alternative, I figured – and she was moving along with it.
I watched the woman shake her hips a little to the music, and at one point, she stood up straight after spitting in the sink. In the reflection of her mirror, I saw an attractive, angular face. And I could not help but notice how erect her nipples were. Maybe they were always like that. I remember dating one girl in college who had little breasts like this woman's, whose nipples were always stiff.
The little show when on for about a minute or so, before she wiped her face and pushed away from the sink. She stepped out of view, through the bathroom door.
I sat up. I was very conscious of the fact that I had an erection.
***
I thought about the skinny blonde all day. I suddenly understood the attraction of voyeurism. To be able to watch even the most mundane aspects of someone's life without their knowledge . . . it was a strange sense of power, but also of helpless resignation. I could do nothing to influence whatever she might do, and just had to wait until she did something that I really wanted to watch.
Eh, hold on there, Will, my rational mind said to me as I lingered in libidinous thought over a grilled chicken sandwich at lunch. You're not seriously considering spying on this girl, are you?
Um, well . . . of course not. I'm not a pervert . . . .
Well, that's settled, then. Buy some caulking on your way home.
Um . . . okay . . . .
***
I did no such thing, of course, otherwise this would be a very short story. I did stop at the local supermarket that evening and grab some groceries, and I headed down the aisle where caulking was stacked on the shelves, but . . . I just couldn't do it. Something had begun to infiltrate my mind, something dark and perverted and impossible to ignore. So I left the aisle empty-handed and headed home with my stir-fry and six-pack of Warsteiner.
I tried to occupy my mind with some business reports, then a little prime-time TV. But the little hole in the floor beckoned, as if it had a mind of its own, and a telepathic mind at that. I managed to resist for a while, until I heard the faint groaning of pipes through the floor.
I got up, headed to the bathroom, under the pretense of telling myself I needed to relieve my bladder. The sound of water rushing through the pipes was faint but noticeable. I used the toilet, flushed, then turned around. I frowned.
The tile was loose. Had I kicked it subconsciously?
I got down, pulled the tile away, and before I knew it, I was looking down, spying on Miss Skinny Blonde.
I seemed to have chosen just the right time. The blonde had on a yellow blouse and tight jeans, and the blouse was coming off. Hmm, no bra . . . not that she really needed one. Damn, her nipples were like little pieces of pink bubble gum.
She dropped the blouse on the floor, then unsnapped, unzipped her jeans. She wiggled her hips a little to get them off, then bent over as she stepped out of them. Whoa. No panties, either. A chick that goes commando. I was definitely hard by that point.
Casually, the blonde stroked her hands up and down her body, over her small breasts and stiff nipples, down between her legs – my cock twitched as she rubbed her crotch for a moment – then over her firm round cheeks. Then she settled her hands atop her hips, and arched her back, tilting her head back . . . .
The concave lens through which I stared magnified anything directly beneath, and as it happened, the woman was right under me. Her eyes were closed, but I could see every detail, every feature of her face as if she were no more than a few feet from me. She had a sharp, narrow nose, a thin-lipped mouth, and just the slightest of crow's feet and smoker's wrinkles. I made the instant conclusion that the blonde in the apartment below mine was older than I thought, maybe even around my age.
Yet with the body of a teenager. My cock twitched again.
She leaned toward the shower, testing the water, then stepped under the spray. I watched for several minutes as the woman soaped up, rinsed off, running her hands all over her body. She kept her eyes closed most of the time, and it seemed to me that the expression on her face was one of quiet, suppressed sensuality. She seemed to spend more time washing her breasts and between her thighs than I would have thought normal.
And then . . . .
The blonde turned off the spray, and I thought my show over. But my heart pounded as she leaned out from the shower, her body wet and dripping (the glistening line of her muscular back was incredibly sexy), her shoulder-length hair dark from the water and slicked back. She grabbed a long-handled brush sitting on the edge of her counter . . . .
Oh, man, is she . . . is she really gonna . . . oh, shit . . . yeah, she is . . . .
Beneath my amazed and aroused eyes, the blonde woman leaned back in the shower, bracing her feet on the floor as she spread her slender legs. She massaged her pussy with her fingers – she had just a tiny dark tuft of blonde hair right above her slit, I noticed – then began rubbing the handle of the brush between them, lengthwise. Slowly, steadily, as her face contorted with self-gratification, she began pushing the handle inside her pussy. At first, it was just a little, but after several slow, sweet thrusts, she was burying the thing inside her.
My cock was raging as I watched the woman masturbate. I had not zipped up, and quite by reflex, I started stroking myself as I watched. I was transfixed, intensely aroused, mesmerized by the sight of this slender beauty pleasuring herself.
"Hmmm . . . mmmm . . . ."
I could barely hear her soft moans as she brought herself to orgasm. I almost came as well, watching the expressions on her face, the way her tight, narrow body tensed, the way she bent her knees and pushed up and down, sliding her back along the wall as if riding the fantasy lover in her mind. Her parted lips trembled when she climaxed. The sight of her beautiful, orgasmic face was almost enough to make me cum.
But if that wasn't enough, what she did next definitely triggered my rush. Slipping the brush handle from her satisfied pussy, she brought it to her face, and without any hesitation – hell, she looked almost desperate – wrapped her slender little mouth around it and sucked off her own juices. The expression on her face was one of pure and absolute bliss. She sucked the brush handle like giving head, sliding it in and out of her mouth.
Oh, fuck! I trembled, and moaned almost too loud as I came, ejaculating all over the floor. I worried for a moment that the woman might have heard me, for she pulled the brush from her mouth and looked around with a little confused look on her face – the kind of look one gets when they think they heard something, but are not sure – but then she licked her lips, stepped out of the shower, and washed off the brush in the sink. I noticed the self-satisfied smile and rosy glow of her cheeks.
I was pretty sure I had a smile to match.
***
Like an addict, I found myself hovering over the illicit peep hole every night and every morning for the following several days. I caught the blonde in and out of the shower, and admired her sexy, skinny body. I noticed she had another tattoo, one I had not detected before, that of a scorpion on her left ankle. I wondered if that was her astrological sign.
I came to realize that my sexy downstairs neighbor lived alone, and either did not have a boyfriend, or her lover – or lovers – did not stay long enough to need to use the toilet or shower.
I started wondering about her, and more than once tried to come up with some scenario in which I could 'just happen' to meet her. But then what? Seduce her? What if she wasn't interested? What if she was a lesbian? What if she was an Eileen Warnos-type serial killer? And if she was interested, what did she want? What did I want?
I watched her masturbate in the shower again, about five days later, just before she headed out. This time, she had thought ahead, and after turning off the shower, took a bright pink dildo from a drawer beneath the sink and sat on the edge of the tub . . . thankfully facing me. I watched for many long, sweet moments as the blonde eased the vibrator in and out of her slick pussy, rubbing her clit in a swift circular motion until she climaxed with faint, breathless gasps and cries. I timed my own orgasm to match hers and ejaculated onto the tile as she thrashed in self-induced pleasure.
I learned a few things about her as I watched her morning routines. Aside from her love of flowers, I figured that she apparently slept in the nude, because whenever she came into the bathroom in the morning, she was always naked. And whatever her job was, it evidently demanded a pretty relaxed wardrobe. She usually wore tight jeans and a simple top, sometimes stretch pants, sometimes a cotton skirt.
She wore little makeup, from what I could tell. A little base to even out her complexion, a little mascara or eye shadow, but very rarely lipstick. She seemed to like pale beer, as evidenced one night when she took a long bath and sipped on a couple of Coronas while listening to some haunting, melodic music that featured a woman's voice. I did not recognize the artist.
The more I watched her, the more I wondered about her life. I knew what had brought a man of my age to be single and alone, but how was it that so pretty and sexy a woman had no one in her life? Not a night went by in which I did not see her, except for an occasional Friday or Saturday. Never did I catch a man in her shower, or for that matter, another woman. She seemed to be alone in life. But why?
***
I was doing some vacuuming one night in my apartment, picking up the dirt around the place. Funny that, for a guy who had little or no prospects for bringing a woman home, I still kept a clean house. But my years with Monica had made cleaning a habit. Strange how some things remain even when the reason is gone.
My entire apartment had hard wood floors, which was one of the reasons I wanted the place (well, that and the wood-burning fireplace), but I had placed several Persian carpets here and there, to keep the place insulated and to absorb noise.
I was in the living room, and had pushed back the couch to get underneath. Jesus Christ, how did I get so much dirt and crumbs under there in just over a month? I grumbled, passing the vacuum back and forth.
Then it caught on something. Chunk!
Oh, what now?
I switched off the vacuum, knelt on the floor. A small piece of floorboard was loose. It was a section about six inches long and four inches wide. I stared for a moment, feeling an intuition come over me. Carefully, I pulled the board loose, and leaned over . . . .
Yep. Another peep hole, also lens-equipped. Positioned right over a black vinyl sofa with black and white zebra-striped pillows upon it. A glass-topped coffee table lay before the couch, and there was a rather impressive television set in a large entertainment center. A chair to match the couch faced it over the coffee table. There were candles on the table, a box of tissues, a couple of books, two empty beer bottles . . . .
Two?
A thought occurred to me. I left the vacuum in the living room, padded quietly toward my bedroom. Carefully, stealthily, I searched the floor, picking up the two throw rugs I had placed on either side of my bed. Then I found it.
Another hole in the floor, toward one of the corners, furthest from the bathroom door. And it looked right down onto a queen-sized bed with peach-colored sheets and a thick white comforter currently pushed to the foot of the bed.
The blonde wasn't alone.
They were kissing, sitting on the edge of the bed. She wore tight black stretch pants and a very skimpy red tube-top that barely covered even her tiny breasts. The man she was kissing, the man who had one hand on her upper thigh and another groping her breasts, had long, shaggy black hair. He wore a denim shirt and jeans and seemed rather stocky.
My heart caught in my throat as their kissing became more passionate. The blonde leaned back on the bed as the dark-haired man kissed his way down her chest. He zeroed in on her breasts right away, peeling her top down. I watched the back of his head as he sucked on one of her nipples. The expression on her face was of mixed passion and consternation. She somewhat awkwardly petted his head, watching his face. She didn't seem to be enjoying his attention as much as she would have liked.
Still, the blonde did not protest as he got on his knees and tugged on her stretch pants. She sort of smiled, looking a little more aroused, and willingly lifted her hips. Her lover pulled them down, forgetting about her ankle boots. She rolled her eyes, then laughed as he struggled to get the boots, then her tight pants, off her feet.
She lay back, closing her eyes, smiling, spreading her lean legs as the man brought his face closer between her thighs. She obviously anticipated the sensation of his tongue upon her sex.
He hovered over her thighs, his hands moving up, touching her, spreading her open. Even with my limited view, I could just see how pink she was, thanks to the magnifying nature of the lens through which I watched. My cock throbbed in my sweat pants.



The blonde's hands reached down, running through her lover's thick hair. She pulled his head down toward her sex even as she lifted her own, opening her eyes to watch as his mouth descended on her pussy. Oh, how I would have loved to be that man at that moment!
She squeezed her eyes shut, her lips parted around clenched teeth as she breathed in. He was licking her, that much was obvious. And she was thoroughly enjoying it. The blonde lifted and spread her legs wider, her little bare feet touching his broad shoulders. He shook his head back and forth between her legs, and the blonde grinned. She bit her lip, rolled her hips outward toward him.
But then he raised his head, and it seemed he was saying something. My neighbor's face drained of passion, and she opened her eyes. She looked down to him, and I saw her lips move as she spoke. She looked questioning. She frowned, then nodded. Her lover lifted up, getting on his knees on the bed. He began unzipping his jeans even before the blonde curled her body forward and started pulling off his shirt.
Soon, the man's shirt was on the floor and his jeans were pushed down. His body was all but covered in tattoos. He had a stiff penis, rather average in length, but quite thick. The blonde looked up to his face, which gave me a clear view of her expression. She spoke again, and it seemed to me she was striking some sort of bargain. Her hands moved to his cock, stroking it slowly, fondling and massaging his testicles.
The man nodded vehemently, but the expression on the blonde's face was one of skepticism. I could deduce the tenor of their conversation: "Do me, and I'll do you." She wasn't convinced. Still, she ducked down, her naked legs spread wide around his thick thighs, and took him in her mouth.
I watched for the several minutes the blow job lasted. The man, thankfully, tilted his head back, his face contorted with pleasure, giving me an unobstructed view of the blonde's bobbing head. She obviously had no trouble taking him all the way down. Her lover held onto her head, pulling her face deeper into his groin, and I could faintly hear his moans and some rather rude comments – "Oh, yeah, suck it, bitch!" – as she serviced him.
After several minutes, he gripped her head in both hands and began thrusting toward her face. She accepted his movements, keeping his cock locked between her lips. Finally, he grunted, then cried out – "Fuck yeah! Eat it, baby!" – and his entire body trembled. The blonde slapped her hands to his hips, tried to push back, but he held her in place as his spasms ran their course.
Finally, his hold loosened, and the blonde slipped her mouth off his cock. It was wilted and shiny as it fell from her mouth, and a little bit of grey-white fluid dribbled from between her lips and down her chin. The man looked down at her and I heard him laugh. She glared up at him, sucked her bottom lip, wiped her chin.
With an expression of disgust, she swung her right leg over his head, and jumped up, darting for the bathroom while cupping her hands over her mouth. Her lover turned around and fell back on the bed, his broad, round face grinning with satisfaction. He looked so smug; he had gotten what he wanted. I suddenly hated him, even as I envied him for the pleasure he had enjoyed.
I scampered to the bathroom, pulling up the tile there and looking down as the blonde was splashing water on her face, staring at her reflection. In the mirror, I could just see her lips moving as she spoke to herself. She was obviously unhappy, and seemed to be arguing with her reflection. Finally wiping her mouth, she headed back out to the bedroom. I followed.
She started yelling at him. I could make out some of the words, enough to understand that she was upset that he had already lost his load. He became irate, sitting up, and pulled up his jeans. He looked for his shirt as they argued. I heard him use the words 'bitch' and 'slut' and 'whore' over and over. She glared at him, snapped back a few times, and finally indicated the door.
He headed out of the bedroom, jerking his shirt on, and she followed. Their angry voices retreated. I heard a door slam shut. She came back a minute later, and sagged down on the bed, still naked. She buried her head in her hands and began crying.
Despite how hot the sight had been of my downstairs neighbor giving a blow job, I could feel no arousal. My cock, which had been hard the entire time, now became soft as I vicariously shared her torment.
***
Obviously, it was not difficult to find out which apartment my little blonde neighbor lived in. I was in 7F, so she would be in 6F. But knowing where she lived did little for me. What was I supposed to do? Knock on her door?
"Hi. I'm Will, I live right above you, and I think you're a real sexy woman. Care for a beer?"
"Oh, sure. I was just getting ready for bed. Mind if I change into something more . . . comfortable?"
Cue cheap porno music.
Yeah, right . . . .
I felt conflicted in my feelings about what I had witnessed. On the one hand, there was the pure, unadulterated eroticism of watching my sexy downstairs neighbor sucking a man to orgasm. But then, there was the sympathy and pity I felt for her. The act of what she had done was not what had angered her; it was the sense of being used. She had picked up some guy, brought him home with the intention of sharing something intimate and passionate and raw and carnal . . . instead, she was treated as little better than a prostitute.
My sexy little neighbor had issues, that much was obvious. I could see a pattern, or, at least, extrapolate one. She was pretty, sexy, and probably flirted a lot. She always seemed to attract the 'wrong' kind of guy, and in a self-destructive way, always went for them. Maybe it was the challenge. Maybe it was just something she couldn't understand and couldn't help but to do.
And maybe . . . just maybe . . . she was waiting for her 'Mr. Right.'
***
It was a few days later. In that time, I had spied on the blonde, feeling both guilty and aroused as I did so, through various peep holes through the floor. There was one in every room, much to my conflicted delight. I just had to find them. I watched my neighbor as she went about some of the more mundane aspects of her life – watching TV, chatting on the phone, eating, playing Sudoku on her computer – and as she masturbated.
Now that I had the opportunity to watch her in any room of her apartment, I realized that the slender little blonde had quite the heightened libido. In her bed, in the shower, on her couch, and once in the kitchen, as she waited for her microwave dinner to heat up, she pleasured herself practically day. She always, without fail, awoke with her fingers pressed between her thighs, and true to my earlier assessment, slept in the nude. And she always licked and sucked her fingers or whatever toy or implement she used afterward.
Sometimes, I just watched, but more often than not, I masturbated along with her, usually holding back my orgasm until I could erupt with her. In a strange way, I felt like I was getting close to her. After all, aside from actually conversing with her, I knew all about her life. I knew what clothes she liked, what TV shows she watched, her favorite foods . . . and I knew exactly how she liked to be pleasured.
Still, I was invading her privacy. What I was doing was inherently wrong. But I just could not help myself.
Anyway, as I said, it was a few days later – after that fateful blow job with whomever her lover was – and I was in the laundry room in the basement. I was down to my last pair of socks and my last good shirt, so it was time to give the facilities a workout. Not sure of whether I could trust all of my fellow tenants, I remained in the laundry room, perched atop one of the humming washers as I worked on the USA Today crossword. I was fairly engrossed in the puzzle, and did not notice at first that someone else had come in.
I looked up, cracking my neck, rolling my shoulders, and saw her standing by one of the machines about ten feet away from me. For a moment, I just stared, and felt a moment of anxiety. Here she was, in the flesh so to speak, not seen through a lens, but with only my own two eyes. And damn if she wasn't more beautiful.
Not that she had done anything to make herself presentable. No makeup, and she had slight bags under her eyes – she had come home late the night before, I knew – and she wore baggy green shorts and a tight, faded yellow tank top. But still, the natural beauty was there, undeniable and simple. She could not have been ugly if she tried.
"Um . . . do I know you?" she asked.
I blinked, looked down at my crossword puzzle, then back to her. I felt my face getting hot. "Uh, no," I said. "Sorry. I didn't mean to stare."
She sort of nodded to herself, closed the lid on her washer. "It's okay," she said. "I get that a lot."
I felt ashamed. "I don't want to make you uncomfortable," I said.
She let out a self-deprecating laugh. "Trust me," she said. "Where I work . . . you're definitely not making me uncomfortable."
I could not refuse such an obvious segue. "Where do you work?"
She hesitated a moment, looking at me. I noticed she had bright, amber-colored eyes, almost golden. They had always seemed more hazel through the voyeur holes, but the reality was striking. The effect of her eyes was both unnerving and arousing. What had that shaggy-haired man thought as he stared down into those eyes while she serviced him?
"Blue Velvet Lounge," she responded at last.
I frowned. "Is that a café or something?"
She laughed again, more genuinely this time, and gave me a wondering look. "You're not from around here, huh?" she asked.
I found myself smiling sheepishly. "No. I moved here on the first."
She held her gaze on mine, with an unnatural intensity that told me she was used to having her questions answered. "From?"
I slipped down, standing beside my washer. "Ohio."
She chuckled softly. "'Ohio,'" she repeated, as if she had never met anyone from that state before. "Well, Mr. Ohio, the Blue Velvet Lounge is a gentleman's club. A strip joint. I'm a topless dancer."
I couldn't think of any other way to respond other than, "Oh."
She tittered. "They got strip joints in Ohio?"
"Um . . . a few," I said.
Her eyes narrowed as she looked me over. "But you don't spend time in those kinds'a places, huh? No, I bet you wear a suit and tie to work. Only time you go to a strip club is for some guy's birthday or bachelor party."
I managed a smile. "Guess you got me all figured out."
She gave me a sly smile. "You oughtta come in and see me some time," she said. "I'm there all the time."
My mouth was dry. I cleared my throat. "I just might."
She smiled flirtatiously. "First lap dance is on me," she said, then headed out through the door. The little wiggle of her hips was enticing.
***
For whatever reason, I stayed away from all the little peep holes in the floor for the rest of the week. I covered them up with rugs and furniture and tried to pretend that my attraction to voyeurism had been abated now that I had met the real woman who lived beneath me. I focused on my work, which naturally commanded much of my attention, and tried to put the sexy, skinny blonde from my mind.
But at night . . . at night, when there were no distractions such as the TV or work, when I lay wide awake in bed and staring at the ceiling, when I really wanted to be staring down through the floor . . . I would conjure up images, fantasies.
In my mind, my sexy blonde neighbor had not left me alone in the laundry room that day. Instead, she had stripped down to nothing and gotten atop one of the washers, masturbating to orgasm as I watched.
"Yeah, baby, you like that? You like watching me finger my wet little pussy? Mmmm, bet you wanna lick me, huh? Bet you wanna eat my cookie . . . ."
"Oh, God, yes, I wanna taste you . . . ."
Then she would give me the most incredible blow job in the world, and not be perturbed about it in the slightest. Or I would fuck her over one of the washers, neither of us caring if anyone might walk in on us.
I would lay in bed every morning with my hand on my flaccid cock and semen splattered on my belly. I hated the idea that I had become infatuated with the blonde woman below, but I had. I thought about her all the time, even at work during those rare moments which I truly had to myself. My emotions were conflicted about the nameless beauty who lived beneath me. How could I get to know her better?
And then, serendipity stepped in.
***
We had scheduled a conference call with our South American partners, but it had fallen through. Technical difficulties or something. After over an hour of trying, we eventually conveyed through email that the conference would happen the following Monday. I decided to take a half-day, and left the office at eleven-thirty.
My fellow officemate, a slight-bodied Hispanic guy named Ramon, suggested we grab a bite to eat. He and I had become fairly good friends, even though we were essentially rivals. I was sure that the time would come, at some point in the future, in which Ramon and I would be forced to stab each other in the back to get ahead. Such was the business world. Until then, however, he and I were 'best buds.'
"Hey, I know a great little place that has a steak and fries special for $5.99," he said as I drove through downtown traffic.
I looked to him dubiously. "Really."
He laughed. "I'm serious, man. Come on, wedo, take a chance."
I chuckled. "Yeah, okay, vato," I retorted. I knew only enough Spanish to respond to his jibe. "Tell me where to turn."
Ramon kept laughing as he gave me directions. He told me to park in a garage along one of the busier avenues of downtown. It was not far from where I lived, I realized, just about three blocks south and one east.
We took the elevator from the garage down to the ground floor, and I followed Ramon just up the street to a set of broad double doors, one of them open, that sat beneath a neon sign which, even in the middle of the day, glowed garishly. I stared at the legend above me, encased in deep blue light.
"The Blue Velvet Lounge."
"Hottest chicks on any coast, I swear to God," said Ramon. He clapped my shoulder. "Come on, man, I'm hungry."
I followed Ramon through the doors – the burly bouncer gave us a once-over but didn't ask for our IDs – and into smoky, blacklit darkness. There was a main stage and two smaller ones, one made out into the shape of a baby grand with a brass pole thrust through it, and about twenty tables and booths scatted about the floor.
The place was, perhaps, about half full. I saw several men in various uniforms. Couriers, hourly workers, obvious blue collar stock. I understood what the blonde had meant by me not being the type to spend time in a strip club. This was her world, and her world consisted of stocky, dark-haired guys who earned an hourly wage and treated her like a prostitute.
Ramon lead me through the gloominess to a table about twenty feet from the main stage and sat down in a broad-backed chair that faced an identical one across a glass-topped table. There was a simple burner in a candle holder and an ashtray on the table. Ramon immediately produced a pack of cigarettes and lit up.
"Smoke?" he asked in a loud voice that I barely heard over the pounding music. On the elevated stage, a busty and fairly attractive brunette was groping her breasts while a man stood before her, watching.
I shook my head and looked around the place. I was conscious of the fact that I was searching for her. But she did not seem to be around, despite her proclamation that she worked six days a week. I had assumed that Friday was one of them.
Ramon and I watched a few girls hit the stage. He was a real outgoing sort, clapping, whooping, calling out to the dancers, going up to tip each and every one of them, even the average ones. He pushed a few creased dollar bills my way, but I remained where I was, eating my overcooked steak and warmed-over french fries. Still, for six bucks, I guess I could not complain.
I was startled as a slender, lithe, feminine form appeared from behind me and slid into my lap. I almost choked on my last bite of steak, surprised as I was. The woman who curled herself atop me wore a tiny red thong and a matching see-through top which revealed small, firm breasts adorned with stiff pink nipples. Her hair was slicked back with gel and her face glowed with glitter and glistening pink lipstick. She had thin, arching eyebrows, wore dangling diamond earrings and sported stiletto pumps on her little feet.
"Hi. I was wondering when you'd show up."
It took me a moment to recognize her, and when I did, I felt stupid for not having realized who it was. I finally smiled. "Well . . . it's been busy at the office," I said stupidly.
She smiled, her amber eyes reflecting the flashing strobe lights. "Isn't it always?"
I laughed at her comment. Such a simple statement, yet it seemed to me she meant far more than typical small talk. I nodded. "Yes, it is."
She grinned, her crow's feet wrinkling endearingly. If not for those minimal wrinkles, I would have sworn that I had an eager teenager in my lap. "Got a smoke?" she asked.
I quickly reached for Ramon's pack of cigarettes and his lighter, took one out for her. She kept her gaze on mine, even as she tucked the cigarette between her lips in a way that was more than a little seductive. I could not help but remember the sight of her mouth gliding back and forth on the stocky, long-haired man's cock as she worked him to orgasm. My dick twitched against her thigh.
"Oo!" she exclaimed, then giggled. "I haven't even given you a table dance yet!"
I blushed. "Sorry."
She laughed again, smoke trailing from her lips. "Hey, don't be sorry," she said. "That just tells me I'm doing a good job."
I looked at her pretty little face. I've seen you do a good 'job,' I thought. "You certainly are."
Her eyes glowed a moment before they darted down. She took my left hand, ran her fingers over mine. "Hmm . . . no ring," she said. "What're you doing wrong?"
I chuckled. "As far as I know, nothing," I said.
She smiled back. "Just haven't met the right girl, yet, huh? What are you? Twenty-nine? Thirty?"
I met her gaze boldly. "Try again."
Her eyes narrowed. Damn, she looked sexy when she did that! "Thirty . . . two?"
"Keep going," I said with a smirk.
Her eyebrows danced briefly. "Thirty-three? Four? Five?"
"Bingo."
"No way," she said, leaning back. She pulled on her cigarette, looking me over. "You're looking pretty damn good for thirty-five."
I smirked. "I bet you say that to all the guys," I said.
She smoldered a little, giving me a look that made my cock throb again. I knew she could feel it pulsing against the underside of her thigh. "Only to sexy older guys who live in my building," she said.
I breathed in, unsure of what to make of her innuendo. Was she just flirting with me because it was part of her job, or did she mean it? "So how much older are we talking about?" I asked.
She took a drag off her cigarette, blew smoke, seductively licked her lips. "A gentleman doesn't ask a woman her age."
I smiled. "You're right."
"Well, well, hey!" came Ramon's voice as he returned to the table. "Where'd this chica come from? Yo, baby, what's your name?"
She tilted her head in Ramon's direction, gave him a little smile and a look. Then she looked back to me. "Candace," she said.
I suddenly felt stupid for not having asked for her name earlier. Candace seemed to sense that, smiling cattily. "Not my real name, of course," she said softly. Her eyes bore into mine.



I was caught between arousal and intimidation. Candace could easily be a man-eater with her attitude, or a sultry vixen. I got the feeling that being alone with her would be an experience borderline between heaven and hell. Still, I could not resist the lure she had thrown to me.
"And that is . . .?"
Her lips curled at the corners, giving her a sexy, catlike look. "Earned," she said simply.
I managed a smile. "Fair enough."
Candace toyed casually with her transparent blouse, shifting a little on my lap . . . which, conveniently, allowed my cock to become tucked between her firm cheeks. She smiled slyly, then, in an erotic display of agility, swung her left leg around until she was straddling me, her legs hanging over the arm rests of the chair. My eyes naturally wandered down, noting how tight her thong was over the puffy lips of her sex.
I barely heard Ramon's voice as he chuckled. "Guess, uh, I'll leave you two alone," he said.
I did not respond. I couldn't. Candace captured my attention completely. Her limber, lithe form wiggled a little in my lap as she got comfortable, the muscles of her abdomen standing out as she held herself up. She hooked her left hand around the back of my neck, idly stroking the short hair there, as she smoked her cigarette.
"So . . . you wanna do it here, or in private?" she asked.
I blinked. Damn, she can't be that bold, that easy, can she? "Wh-what?"
Candace laughed softly, leaned in close. For some reason, the aroma of nicotine wafting from her lips, mingled with her perfume, was suddenly and irrevocably arousing. My dick throbbed again, pushing through my slacks and her tiny thong, against her warm sex.
Her eyes drilled into mine. "Lap dance," she said.
I could feel myself blushing in embarrassment. Of course that's what she meant. "Oh . . . right."
Candace chuckled softly, leaned back – damn, every little shift in movement worked wonders on me – and crushed out her cigarette. The small, firm mounds of her breasts thrust straight up to the ceiling, those eternally-stiff nipples showcased by the shimmering, translucent fabric encasing them. She blew out a last plume of smoke, settled back on my lap, locking her hands behind my neck. "Come on," she said, and cocked her head, indicating a dark hallway not far past the main stage.
I glanced to the shadowed archway – the doorway to Heaven . . . or Hell? – then back to Candace. "What's in there?"
She bit her lip in a way that was way too sexy. "Wanna find out?"
I took a breath. "Sure."
***
Candace held my hand in both of hers as she walked before me, swaying those sexy little hips of hers. I watched the flashing lights play across her glossy hair, the muscles beneath her tanned skin. Especially those that rippled above the firm cheeks of her perfect, round butt. I could not have cared less if she was leading me into Hell; I was captivated by this sultry woman, this seductress.
"Have a seat," she said as we stepped into a small booth, about five feet square, with a single, broad, low-backed chair. There was a large mirror along one wall that seemed to catch the light from the end of the hall. Candace gave me an expectant look.
I settled into the chair as Candace stood before me, looking me over. I noticed her fingers twitching slightly. Was she nervous, as well?
"You never told me your name," she said.
"Will."
She smiled again. "Hmm, Will," she said, considering my name. With another of those I-can-melt-you-with-a-look expressions, Candace reached behind her neck. "Normally, I'd wait for the next song to start, but I figure, what's another minute or two?"
I couldn't speak as Candace let her sheer top flutter to the ground. Practically naked, she stood before me, smoothing her hands up from her hips and along her sides. She kept her eyes on mine as she cupped her firm, upturned breasts. Her rosy nipples seemed to be pointed at me, especially when she pulled on them with her fingers, making them distend and darken.
"I'm flattered," I finally managed to squeak out.
Sexily, Candace slid onto my lap, straddling me once more. In private, and with Candace practically nude, the situation was exponentially more erotic than it had been on the main floor. She arched her back, bringing those firm, perfectly round breasts in line with my face, looping her arms around my neck.
"You should be," she whispered, and then she slid down and began moving, rolling her hips, grinding herself into my groin. My cock had not lost any firmness, and the stimulation of her barely-covered sex against me was maddening. I couldn't help but sigh, and even moaned when she leaned in, raking her stiff nipples up my chest to my neck. I smelled the sharp, spicy perfume on her neck, her flesh so close I could have easily licked it. But I wasn't sure how far I could go.
"So, tell me, Will," she breathed into my ear, her left hand gracing my cheek. "Is it just me, or do you always get hard when you see a girl in a thong?"
I swallowed, enjoying the feel of her undulating body. My hands automatically settled onto her hips for wont of any other place to go. Candace made no move to push them away; indeed, she seemed encouraged, really bearing into me. Her breath was warm and moist on my ear and neck. Had it not been for the presence of our clothing, I would have sworn we were fucking.
"Just you," I whispered back.
"Hmmm," she mumbled contemplatively.
Just then, the music changed, to something dark and industrial, something I remembered from days spent in night clubs long before. Nine Inch Nails at its' finest.
Candace reared back, her cheeks glowing, eyes flashing brilliantly. "I always loved this song," she declared, then slid off my lap. She turned about, settling that perfect ass back over my groin, supporting herself with her hands on my knees as she ground into me once more.
"Bow down before the one you serve/You're going to get what you deserve . . . ."
The words echoed around us, permeating the air, seeping into our skin. Candace seemed to be getting into it as much as I was. Inspired, turned on, and bold from the two beers I'd had, I let my hands roam over Candace's back, her hips, her firm, round cheeks. I stared at the snaking tribal pattern tattooed above her delectable ass. There was a tiny red heart in the center, surrounded by flames. I passed my thumb over it. Candace cast a look over her shoulder at me, eyes heavy and lips spread by a broad grin. She wanted me to do what I was doing.
Abruptly, she leaned back against my chest, sliding up and down my body. One of her hands slid up behind my head, pulling my face toward her neck. I took that as an invitation, and kissed and sucked lightly at her neck. A gentle, aroused sigh escaped her lips. Then she surprised me.
Candace took my left hand, lacing her fingers in mine, and cupped it over her left breast. I breathed in sharply, feeling her stiff nipple push into my palm. Then she really did it.
"Bite me," she whispered, her tongue snaking out to tickle my ear. "Bite my neck. Do it, baby."
I groaned in arousal. I was caught up in the moment. I didn't care for the reasons regarding Candace's request; at the time, they seemed the hottest words a woman could utter. My cock throbbed, punching up between her cheeks. Her heat was searing and insistent, and I felt – either truly or imagined – her wetness.
I kissed, sucked harder at her neck. I loved the taste of her skin. "You want me to bite you, Candace?"
She squirmed against me, panting hot breath in my ear. "Please," she pleaded.
I felt a sense of control in that moment. At the time, I did not truly understand it other than through a simple transfer of roles. But, for that moment, Candace was giving herself to me. I cupped her other breast with my right hand, squeezed them both, pinching her nipples hard. Candace emitted a high-pitched, girlish sound and ground harder into my crotch. Her hand behind my neck gripped a fistful of hair.
"Tell me your name," I whispered, then gave her neck a little nip with my teeth.
She gasped. "Mmm," she moaned, and slid her hand beneath her, lifting up just enough to grope my cock through my slacks. "Bite me, please."
I groaned, squeezed her tits roughly. "Tell me, first," I said.
"Will you do it if I tell you?"
"Yes."
She whimpered heatedly, sliding her hand back and forth along my stiff cock. "Michelle," she sighed. "M-my name's . . . Michelle."
I dragged the tip of my tongue along the side of her neck, feeling the muscles move beneath, the pumping of her blood through her jugular. I felt like a vampire taking his next victim. "Nice to meet you," I whispered, then sucked her flesh into my mouth, trapping it between my cuspids. Viciously, I bit down, penetrating her skin.
"Ah!" she gasped, catching her breath. She writhed against me, gasping and shuddering, and I realized, even as I tasted something warm and metallic trickling into my mouth, that Michelle was cumming.
She squirmed and shook, rolling her hips hard into my cock, almost insistently enough to make me cum. But then, suddenly, as the song reached its apex, Michelle jerked away and stood, whirling around to face me.
I was instantly shocked back to reality. I stared at Michelle as she stood, naked save for her tiny thong and stiletto heels, a dark trail of blood dripping from her neck and down over her left breast. Wide amber eyes stared at me inscrutably.
The flavor of her blood lingered in my mouth. I felt it on my lips, thick and rich, as I touched them. "I'm sorry," was all I could say.
She lifted her hand, never taking her accusing eyes from mine, and touched her neck. For a moment, as she pulled her hand away and held it up, she looked to the blood on her fingers, then gave me an emotional look.
"No you're not," she said bitingly, and abruptly fled from the cubicle.
***
I was in a daze as I headed back to the table. Ramon was chatting it up with an attractive Hispanic girl who sat topless in his lap, making her breasts jiggle through muscle control. He was pretty much captivated, barely noticing I had returned until I sank down in my chair.
He grinned at me. "That was quick," he said with a chuckle. "Seriously, man, you guys were gone, like, fifteen minutes. What'd you do in there, anyway?"
The girl in his lap giggled, giving me a curious look.
I felt suddenly disgusted, and sat up. I took up Ramon's pack of cigarettes, lit one. I hadn't had a cigarette in over eight years. Monica had asked me to quit, and being the devoted man I was, I had.
Ramon frowned, then laughed. "Thought you didn't smoke," he said.
I lit up, inhaled, feeling my throat constrict slightly. But my body remembered the sensation, and welcomed it. I sighed, blowing out smoke. "I don't," I said.
Ramon laughed. "So where's your girl?"
I met his eyes a moment, then looked around. I couldn't see Michelle anywhere. The feeling of disgust remained and only grew stronger. In an instant, I decided I couldn't stand where I was, the environment I was in. I pushed up quickly, startling Ramon and the girl in his lap.
"I gotta go," I said.
***
Ramon was not ready to leave, so I left him twenty bucks to cover his cab fare and took off. He tried to call after me, but the girl wiggling her butt in his crotch kept him where he was. I was glad for that, in all actuality; that just made my escape easier.
I made my way back to the car in a daze, feeling conflicted in my emotions. Michelle had wanted what we had done, so why did she act that way? Why did she act as if I had practically raped her?
And why the fuck do you care, Will? She's pyscho, man, can't you see that?
I tried to get Michelle out of my head as I drove home, but it was useless. I wanted to know what possessed a woman to act the way Michelle did, to encourage me to bite her, only to become repulsed and disgusted afterward. And what made me want to do it in the first place? Why I had I acquiesced so easily?
These were questions deeper than what I wanted to think about. I decided to head home and have a couple of beers, maybe work on my next account to take my mind off what had happened.
On the way to my apartment, I stopped off at a corner store and bought a pack of cigarettes.
***
Seven o'clock, and I'm buzzed, I thought. I chuckled darkly as I watched some banal program on TV and sipped from my fifth beer of the day. Peripherally, I eyed the glowing light from my bathroom. Again, that eerie, telepathic call came to my mind.
Fuck it.
I got up, headed to the bathroom, crouched on the floor. I eyed the loose tile a moment, Feeling for a moment that I was balanced on the blade of a razor. If I didn't choose a side, I'd be split in half. So I made a decision, lifted the tile away and peered down.
Michelle was there, leaning over the sink as she stared at her neck in the mirror, her chin cocked to one side. She wore only a pair of loose grey sweatpants. Her expression seemed blank to me as she touched the welt on her neck.
The welt I had given her.
I saw her shoulders roll as she took a deep breath. She washed her hands, wetted a towel and rubbed a bar of soap into it. She dabbed at the wound, washed it off, then straightened. Her lips moved as she said something to her reflection, a hard and angry look on her face. Then she stepped from view.
I followed her into the bedroom, watching from above as she slipped out of her sweatpants and slipped on a pair of simple cotton panties and a loose T-shirt. Her next stop was the kitchen, where she took a Corona from the fridge. She found her purse on the counter. Michelle talked on her cell-phone for several minutes, grimacing and sighing often, blowing strands of damp blonde hair from her face. Then she hung up and fell into the chair across from her TV.
I watched for several minutes, and Michelle did not move. I was suddenly struck with a sense of self-loathing. Bad enough you hurt her, now you have to invade her privacy?
I slipped the board back in place over the spyhole in the living room and climbed onto my couch.
Tick . . . tock . . . tick . . . tock . . . .
***
I was surprised to find that over two hours had passed since I had left my voyeuristic perch. Two more beers had rekindled both my libido and curiosity. I scrambled to the floor and pulled back the board, looking down . . . .
She wasn't in the living room. The TV flickered, casting ghostly light across the reflective surface of the glass coffee table. It seemed to accentuate the loneliness of the room. I moved to the kitchen, the bathroom. Nothing. Then I pulled up the little square section in my bedroom, and gazed down upon Michelle's bed.
She lay upon her back, eyes closed, mouth hanging open as her features twisted slightly. Her hands massaged her naked breasts. Her legs were spread wide open. And between them was the dark-maned head of another woman, her mouth obviously and fervently pressed to Michelle's shaved sex.
The woman was more buxom, more curvaceous than Michelle, her only similarity to my slender blonde neighbor being her complete nudity. Her head moved only slightly, long black hair spread out across a muscular back. Hands stroked slowly up and down Michelle's lean thighs. A full, round ass flexed now and then as her well-toned legs kicked slowly in the air.
After only a few moments of watching, Michelle reached down and grabbed her lover's head, her face flushed, her mouth slack. She pushed her hips up repeatedly, and I heard her faint gasps and moans as she came. Michelle's body tensed, and she squeezed her eyes, looking almost in pain. Then she fell back, sagging into her bed, her raven-haired lover remaining between her legs.
I could not help but think how beautiful Michelle looked at that moment, how satisfied. She panted as she recovered her breath, then smiled and giggled, stroking the other girl's hair. As she languished in bliss, her eyes fluttered open, and for a moment, I felt that she was looking directly at me . . . teasing me, perhaps, or . . . punishing me for having seen her at such an intimate moment.
I covered up the spyhole, got into bed, and spent the next few hours trying to sleep while listening to faint, muffled moans and giggles through the floor.
***
"Hey, Will, you okay?"
I looked up from my desk at Ramon's question. He and I had been busy with our own accounts for the previous few days, ever since that afternoon at the Blue Velvet Lounge. I tried not to think that I was purposely avoiding him, as if I blamed him in some way for what had happened between myself and Michelle.
I forced a smile, shuffled some papers. "Fine."
He gave me a funny look, stepped closer in my small office. "You been acting kind'a funny ever since we went to that strip club."
I tried to pass off my feelings with a shrug. "I just really don't like those places," I said. "I'm not into exploiting women." My response had been rehearsed; I rattled it off a little too quickly, I thought.
He scoffed. "What, you got a problem with chicks who like showing off their tits?" he asked.
I stared at him a moment, wanting to retort with something belligerent and politically correct. But I didn't. "Just some of them."
Ramon laughed. "Oh, don't tell me you're hung up on that bitch from the club. What happened? She give you a little somethin'-somethin' during the table dance? She—"
I glared. "You know what bothers me?" I asked curtly, cutting him off.
He frowned, his mirth vanishing. "What?"
"Guys who look at women like that and only see a pair of tits and a cute little ass. You don't know anything about them, you just assume they like what they're doing."
Ramon gave me a denigrating look. "Man, you've been working too hard," he said. "Chicks like that, that's all they know. Cocktease the guys, get their money, then they go home to whatever sugar-daddy or dyke bitch is waiting for them. That's what those chicks are all about. Who cares if they like what they're doing? They wanna show it off, I'm gonna look. And once in a while, when I get lucky, I do more than look."
He turned away from my desk, paused at the door. "You know, you oughtta try it some time, Will. Ain't never met someone who needed to get laid as bad as you do."
I frowned, my ire rising faster than I could control it. "What the fuck's that supposed to mean?"
Ramon fixed his dark eyes on mine. "Tell you what," he said. "You go back there, find that skinny little blonde you like. Then ask her how much it takes to buy her out. Guarantee she'll give you a price."
I ground my teeth. "A price for what?" I asked.
He laughed. "I know you ain't that stupid. Just ask her, Will. Then you'll know."
***
I hadn't watched Michelle in days, ever since that sapphic night with her dark-haired friend. I had mustered my willpower and decided I wouldn't violate her privacy any longer. That, and . . . maybe a part of me did not want to see someone else making her happy, or at least satisfied.
But Ramon's words rang in my ears for days. I tried to occupy myself with work, but all I could think about was Michelle. I could smell her, taste her, feel her against me, hear those sexy whimpers and girl-like squeals. I had gone back to smoking, and every time I lit up, I couldn't help but think of how sexy Michelle looked when she sucked on a filter.
I was obsessed, not necessarily with Michelle, but with what had happened that day. I needed some answers. I needed to know why she was the way she was . . . or at least a reason as to why that day had happened the way it had.
So on an overcast Sunday afternoon, finally giving myself a break from work, I went back to the Blue Velvet Lounge and took a little booth to myself. There wasn't much business in the place, and it seemed only a few girls were working. Cocktail waitresses in tight, sleeveless tuxedo shirts and tiny black shorts lounged around the bar, looking bored.



I was dressed casually that day, and had not even bothered to shave. I ordered a Guinness on tap from my waitress and lit up a cigarette as I watched the girls on the stages. In a basic, male way, I could acknowledge that most were pretty, and some were even porn-model quality. But they didn't interest me.
"Okay, gents, how 'bout a round of applause for Fallon!" urged the deejay in his hidden booth. Scattered clapping greeted his words as the dyed blonde on the stage climbed down, clutching a pitiable amount of ones in her fist.
"Now let's hear it for our very own golden girl, but you ain't gonna see her in a nursing home any time soon . . . he-e-ere's Candace!"
There was some applause at the deejay's introduction, but I did not join in. Instead, I fixed my attention on the main stage as the shimmering curtain shifted and fluttered. Amid the squeal of guitars from a classic glam-rock song from the eighties, the curtain was flung open wide.
Strutting like she was the Queen of the Nile, 'Candace' took the stage, moving perfectly in time with a venerable Poison song. She wore a purple teddy and matching thong, the muscles of her legs tensing and rippling as she balanced herself on glass platform shoes. Michelle moved energetically according to the cadence of the song, barely looking out at her audience; she danced more for her benefit than for those who ogled her with lustful eyes.
I smiled. At least for the moment, Michelle looked like she was enjoying herself. Doing something she loved. Not teasing, not being the sex kitten, just . . . dancing, and loving it. The men watching her could have been cardboard cutouts for all she cared.
I watched, rooted to my chair, as Michelle commanded the stage. She was sensuous and playful, sexy and energetic, matching every movement, from the flip of a wrist to the toss of her head, to the beat of the song. A few men approached to tip her, and she gave them professional, almost predatory, smiles. She would touch their face or chest, lay on her back and spread her legs to provide a 'look but don't touch' view of her minimally-covered crotch. Then she would let them slip a dollar bill or two into her tiny G-string before whirling away.
I did not notice at first, but at one point, as the light hit her just so while she moved, I saw a tiny bandage on her neck, nearly matching the tone of her skin. And in that same moment, her eyes found me.
It really was one of 'those moments,' the kind you hear about and see in Hollywood movies, but never really think would happen to you. But it did, to me, right then. Michelle looked at me, her eyes widening a bit, revealing a brief flash of gorgeous amber illuminated in the strobe lights. I stared back. Everything else seemed drowned out, as if the rest of the world momentarily ceased to exist.
I felt drawn, compelled. Leaving my table, I stepped to the stage, feeling like I was gliding across the floor. I stood at the head of the broad, glossy runway, looking up at her. Michelle hesitated briefly, her hand reflexively touching her neck. I felt a quick surge of guilt that, strangely enough, vanished as soon as I felt it. Michelle's eyes dipped for a moment. Was it reticence, I wondered, or regret?
Then she was there, before me, squatting down, touching my chin with her fingers. "Hi."
I took in a breath. Jesus, she's beautiful. "Hi."
Her eyes studied mine a moment, her expression unreadable. "I'll be down in a minute," she finally said, and with that simple statement, she swiveled a slender hip toward me, pulling out her G-string. I slipped a couple of bills beneath the elastic, watched her dance away. I turned robotically and headed back to my table.
I drummed my fingers, smoked another cigarette, sipped on my second beer as I waited for Michelle. I felt foolish, stupid, intrusive. I was aware that . . . something had happened between us, but I had no real idea as to what that was, nor what it meant.
"Want some company?"
I lifted my eyes, momentarily startled that Michelle had so suddenly appeared before me, standing across the little round table. I got the immediate feeling she wanted to keep her distance, at least for the moment.
I pushed up to my feet quickly, indicated the chair across from me. "Please."
Michelle gave me a funny smile and slid into the seat, setting a little black purse on the table. She already had her pack of cigarettes out, and lit up quickly. "Buy a girl a drink?"
"Of course," I said, settling back down across from her.
Michelle looked amused by my mannerisms, but said nothing as the waitress approached and asked what 'Candace' wanted. I didn't take my eyes of Michelle. "Anything the lady wants," I said.
"Grey Goose and tonic," Michelle ordered, keeping her eyes trained on my face.
"Be right back," the waitress quipped, and headed off.
Michelle blew a plume of smoke. "What do you want, Will?" she asked.
I frowned. "Did I . . . do something wrong?" I asked hesitantly in return.
Michelle looked like she was about to berate me a moment, then blushed and looked down. "No, I guess not."
"You guess?"
Her head snapped back up. "Who the fuck are you?" she asked belligerently, then let out a short, sharp laugh. "I mean, why are you even in this place?"
I felt defensive. "What's that supposed to mean?"
Michelle sighed. "Look around, dude," she said. "Guys that come in here . . . they're fucking mechanics and dock workers and waiters and bartenders . . . blue-collar guys. And then there's you."
I bristled slightly at her tone. And then there's you . . . she'd said it like I was an unwelcome foreigner. "What about me?"
"Yeah, that's what I wanna know," she said, leaning aggressively on the table, her eyes glaring. "Guys like you and your friend . . . you come in here every once in a while, like you're slumming or some shit. What, make you feel fucking superior or something to come in here, see how the lower half lives?"
Defensive anger spiked through me. "Hey, unless I'm wrong, you invited me to come see you, with that 'first dance is on me' line," I snapped.
Michelle held my gaze a moment, then dropped her eyes abruptly. She tapped some ash off her cigarette, pulled on it, tapped again. "Yeah, I guess I did," she said in a small voice that I barely heard over the music.
I took a deep breath, let it out slowly. "Look, what happened last time? What was that about?"
Michelle was quiet a long moment. She took her drink when the waitress arrived with it, sucked down half of it right away and sighed heavily. She didn't look at me, just smoked her cigarette, holding it with mildly shaking fingers. I waited for her to speak.
"You know, most of the time, I think I've got it so good," she said, speaking as if talking to herself. "Got a nice place, some nice shit . . . I make a fuckload of money. I don't need nobody."
Her amber eyes finally drifted up, glowing with an inner light. "The guys I meet here, they're all like me. Simple. Half these dudes . . . they dropped out'a high school, just like I did. Maybe got a GED, like me. The other half . . . maybe they went all the way, went to tech school and shit. But they're still just like me."
She ground out her cigarette, immediately lit another one. "Then there's guys like you. High-rollers. Guys with money and a real life. And you come in here, slumming with the trailer-trash girls, looking to get your rocks off—"
"What makes you think I'm like that?"
Michelle faltered, blinked, gave me a confused look. "Because you are."
I suddenly laughed. "Do you really have that low an opinion of me?"
Michelle's eyes flickered as she tried to read me. I wasn't sure what my eyes or expression were telling her. "Then, why did you come in? I mean . . . you came to see me, right?"
I couldn't suppress my amused smile. "No, I didn't," I said. "Ramon – the guy I was with – it was his idea to come here."
She almost looked insulted. "So you didn't want to—"
"I did," I said hurriedly, and automatically reached out to settle my hand on her wrist. "I just . . . I didn't want it to happen that way."
Michelle didn't pull her arm back, although I felt a momentary tensing of her muscles beneath my hand. "How did you want it to happen?" she asked.
I stared, trying to form my thoughts. "If I had my way, it wouldn't have been . . . like that," I said, thinking about the events in that little booth.
Her gaze was unwavering. "So how would it have been? Roses? Dinner? Limo?" Her questions rolled out on an air of skepticism and insult.
"Yes," I said simply.
Her jaw quivered slightly. "What do you want from me?" she asked in a quivering voice.
"What do you want from me?" I asked back.
She swallowed nervously. "I don't know."
"I don't, either."
She barked out a laugh. "But you still wanna fuck me."
I read her face, and the tiredness there, the pain. "No," I said after a moment, and pushed back, trailing my fingers away from her arm. "I don't want to fuck you."
I stood, taking up my cigarettes. Michelle gave me a confused, startled look as she watched me rise. I took a last gulp of my beer, then left the table. A sour taste formed in my mouth and only intensified as I headed to the door. By the time I was halfway down the street to the apartment building, I felt like I was going to throw up.
***
I took a long bath, soaking in the hot water and letting the beer seep out through my pores. I stepped out onto the balcony in my bathrobe, thankful for the relatively warm February air in my new southwestern home. The same time of year in Ohio was cause for parkas and long-johns. But here, it was almost tropical in comparison.
I listened to the traffic and distant police sirens, the wordless jumble of faintly-shouted conversations seven stories below. There were a few stores on the street below, most of them loudly decorated in red and pink, broad windows gaudily advertising the imminent Valentine's Day. I soured; I had all but forgotten about the romantic holiday. The sky overhead glowed orange as streetlights reflected off cloud cover. The moon was a vague, glowing disc through the atmospheric mist.
Knock, knock.
My ears perked, and I looked back through the balcony door, into the shadows of my apartment. I didn't have a single light on. I sometimes felt comfort in the darkness, but not because of any sense of morbidity. The world just seemed smaller when it was swallowed up in shadow. Less hectic. Simple.
Knock, knock.
I pushed away from the railing, heading inside. A single lamp on the end table beside my couch bathed the room in a soft golden glow. I flipped the latch on the door, withdrew the chain, turned the knob.
"Hi."
I started, a little surprised to see Michelle on my doorstep. It had been a few hours, I figured, since she had come home from work. She had obviously showered; the clean aroma of soap and jasmine bath oil surrounded her like an invisible mist. She wore clothes I had never seen upon her before: a denim skirt that came to mid-thigh, and a tan-colored peasant blouse that tied up the front. Gone was the sparkle and glitter from her face, and her wheat-colored hair looked loose, relaxed, soft and clean.
"Hi," I said back.
Michelle looked sheepish, almost timid. "I'm in pretty good with Mrs. Dobbs," she said, invoking the name of our landlady.
I nodded shortly, still half-hiding behind the door. "She told you where I am, huh?"
Michelle nodded, smiled embarrassingly. "All this time, and you're right on top of me," she said.
I wasn't sure if her statement was double-entendre, innuendo, or what. "Yeah. Imagine that."
Michelle fidgeted, picking at her nails, biting her lip. She didn't look at me, not directly. "Um . . . I wanna apologize."
That surprised me. "For what?"
She laughed sharply. "For being a bitch," she said bluntly.
I smiled. "You're not a bitch," I said.
She inhaled deeply, let it out with a huff. "No, I'm just a white-trash topless dancer," she said.
"I don't see you that way."
Michelle raised her eyes slowly. They were a little red, a little swollen. "So, how do you see me?" she asked, pushing her words out. "Or how do you wanna see me?"
I suddenly heard Ramon's voice in my head: You go back there, find that skinny little blonde you like. Then ask her how much it takes to buy her out. Guarantee she'll give you a price. "I hope this isn't what I'm afraid it is," I said.
"What the fuck does that mean?"
I shifted on my feet. "I mean, you show up out of nowhere, and . . . after what happened . . . ."
Michelle frowned. She was silent as she searched my face, then finally sputtered out a rude laugh. "Holy fuck," she said under her breath. She looked back to me with an angry expression. "You think that's what I am? You think I'm a fucking whore?"
I sighed, realizing I had said the wrong words. "No, I—"
"Yeah, I bet," she snapped. She straightened, gave me a haughty, angry look. "Look, asshole. I dance topless, I shove my tits and twat in a guy's face to make my money. Maybe I get freaky sometimes. But if you think I'm gonna strip it off and spread it for you just 'cause you got money—"
"Look, I didn't—"
She scoffed harshly. "Oh, yeah? Then why'd say that?"
I stared at her, trying to respond, trying to find a delicate way of explaining myself . . . but I couldn't find the words.
Michelle shook her head in disgust. "Just like every other fucking guy in the world," she said derisively. "Fuck you. And that's not a God damned invite."
I looked after her hopelessly as she strode back along the hallway. This time, the sexy wiggle in her hips was painful to watch.
***
It took me half an hour and a beer to get up the courage to head down to her apartment. I paused before her door, fingers curled in my raised hand, ready to knock. Over a dozen different speeches had been prepared in my head, ranging from the humble to the confrontational. Every one of them floated away like ashes on a stiff breeze as I stared at Michelle's apartment door.
I almost knocked, then hesitated. My knuckles brushed the surface of her door, barely hard enough to evoke a noise. I lowered my hand. You're an idiot, Will, I told myself. She'll just get mad at you again. She's already made up her mind about you, and there's not a damn thing you can do to change it.
I took a step away, then stopped and turned back. My hand lifted again, paused. A frustrated huff left my lips. Either you do it, and get slapped, or you don't and spend the night staring at the ceiling. You know how you are. For better or for worse, you gotta know.
I sighed. God damn it . . . .
Knock knock knock.
I almost ran back to my apartment after rapping on the door. It was a childish impulse, but a powerful one nonetheless. Michelle represented what I both did and didn't want from life. She was a woman who could give me more trouble than I wanted . . . at the same time, she might possibly be the sort of woman to give me what I needed. My thoughts were admittedly selfish, but with the dichotomy Michelle had shown me thus far concerning her own personality, I did not know what to think of her . . . or what I might be able to do to please and satisfy her.
As it was, I waited for nearly a minute, glancing to the tiny aperture of the spyhole in the door now and then. I thought I heard some shuffling behind the door, perhaps the whisper of slender fingers on the other side. I chalked that up to imagination and wishful thinking, and was just turning away when I heard the locks disengage.
The door jerked open, just a few inches. I only saw half of Michelle's glowering face. "What."
I sighed, then took a breath. "I want to apologize," I said.
The one eye I could see flickered. "It's no big deal," she said with some disdain. "Guess I come off that way, huh? Strippers and whores, no big difference, right?"
I frowned. "Don't you ever get tired of feeling sorry for yourself?"
Michelle jerked open the door wide, revealing that she wore only a long white T-shirt. "Fuck you!"
"Fuck you," I shot back. "And that's not an invite, either."
She sputtered a moment, gesturing chaotically with her hands. "What the fuck do you want, Will?" she asked me. "Look, I get enough psycho guys at work, I don't need another one, especially where I live."
I made an effort to remain calm. "I'm not psycho," I said. "And I don't think you're a . . . ."
"I'm a what?" she asked, still being confrontational.
I took a moment, considering my words, then met her eyes. "I don't think you're anything but a woman who just wants to be appreciated for who she is."
Michelle stared at me for a moment, then rolled her eyes with a rueful shake of her head. "I ain't got time for lines," she said, and started to close her door.
"It's not a line," I said quickly. My hand slapped to the door before I knew what I was doing. Michelle stared at me, looking both frightened and angry. "I just want to know who you are," I finished.
She set her jaw. "No you don't," she said. "You just wanna fuck me. Just like every guy in the whole fucking world I ever met—"
"God damn it!" I shouted, making her flinch. I forced myself to be calm once more. "Look, you want the truth? Yeah, I want you. I think that's pretty obvious. But not . . . like that."
Michelle blinked, looking away. "I don't wanna go through this shit again," she said.
"Go through what?" I asked.
Michelle stared at me for a long moment, her shoulders falling. "There was a guy," she said heavily. "He used to live in the building. In your apartment, as a matter of fact."
Dread flowed through me. My intuition was filling in some of the gaps already. "Was he your—"
Michelle laughed sharply. "No. But that's what he wanted. And he . . . he knew so much about me, it fucking freaked me out! It's like he was watching me somehow!"
I nodded, looking away as shame welled up within me like the pressure behind a boiler. "I don't want you to think I'm like that, Michelle," I said. I let my eyes trail back toward her face. "I really don't know much about you." I felt that my words were at least partly true; I knew some things about her life, from her simple affectations to what kind of beer she preferred. But beyond that, I knew little, I realized.
Her lips quivered a moment. She looked like she was torn between telling me off and inviting me in. "Then why'd you think I was a fucking whore?"
"I didn't." I sighed, then laughed sharply to myself. You fucking asshole, Ramon. "You were right about me, Michelle. I don't hang out in strip clubs. I don't know girls like you. The only women I ever dated were the nice, normal, go-to-church-on-Sundays girls. My ex was everything you're not: refined, educated, wore dresses all the time and blushed at every swear word. The way I grew up, that was the kind of woman I was supposed to be with."
Michelle gave me a spiteful look, crossing her arms defensively. "Then why don't you go back to her?"
I met her gaze boldly. "Because there was one thing she didn't do," I said.
Michelle scoffed. "What? Suck your dick?" she asked rudely.
I stared. "She didn't turn me on," I said.
She regarded me dubiously. "And . . . I do?"
"Yes."
Michelle looked away, massaging her arms as if she was cold. "That still doesn't tell me why . . . why you thought I was—"
I sighed. "You know that guy I was with, the first time I went in?"
Michelle frowned. "Yeah. I've seen him," she said, then laughed softly. "I hear he can't keep his hands to himself."
I nodded. "I made the mistake of believing him when he said that dancers can be . . . bought out." I watched her face carefully.



She frowned, lips twitching. "Right."
"But, you know what's funny? I never thought that about you. I didn't want to think that about you. It was a stupid thing I said when you came up to see me. I really am sorry, Michelle." I backed away from the door, started down the hall to the stairwell. I almost felt like smiling. At least some weight, I realized, had been lifted from my shoulders.
"Will."
I paused at the frosted glass door marked 'Stairs' in gold stencil. I considered just jerking open the door and leaving Michelle behind. But I didn't.
"Will!"
I turned back. Michelle's face was apologetic, though I was fairly certain she would not admit her feelings with words. I stepped away from the stairwell and faced her. "What."
She stood in her doorway, illuminated from behind by soft light. "You, uh . . . want a beer?"
I hesitated a moment, regarding the stairs, torn between returning to my safe and comfortable home, turning the locks and not letting the outside world in, or . . . or . . . .
I glanced back to her, briefly, found myself smiling. "You have any dark beer?"
Michelle laughed softly. "Just Corona."
I knew that, I thought. I gripped the handle to the stairwell door. "I'm gonna get my own," I said. "I'll be right back."
***
Michelle's apartment looked different in a first-hand view, as opposed to the voyeuristic one I had been privy to. She styled her living room with all the furniture facing the glass-topped coffee table in the middle, as opposed to my couch and chair facing the entertainment center. There were a few books beneath her table, mainly dog-eared paperbacks with the names of Cornwell and Grisham on the covers.
There were pictures on the walls, not the usual and mundane decorations one might find at Ross or TJ Maxx. These were personal photographs, ones I had never noticed before. A man and woman, blurred by color, with a little blonde girl between them. And others, mainly featuring just the man and woman. Michelle's parents, I deduced.
I found myself looking to the ceiling, when Michelle's attention wasn't on me. I had always wondered how the spyholes went unnoticed, and now I knew: her ceiling was heavily stuccoed, the light of the room casting shadows across the jagged surface that did well to hide the little holes through which I had watched my neighbor.
"I started dancing when I was sixteen," Michelle was saying, staring at the TV as she cradled a bottle of Corona against her chest. "I could've been working for five bucks an hour at Burger King or some shit, but . . . ."
"But, what?" I prodded.
Michelle sighed, sipped from her beer. "I did work at Burger King," she said, in a way that made me think it was a low point in her life. "Me, Lindsey, Maria . . . we all got hired, and then this guy came in. Took one look at me and told me I was 'hot.' Turns out he owned a few bars."
I watched her pull from her bottle again, watching the flickering images on the TV.
"I started dancing," she continued. "It was a shit-hole, really. Used to be a gas station on the southside. Tiny stage, nothing but greasers and tool-monkeys . . . God. But it was a hell of a lot more money than doing fast food. The only part I didn't like was the private shows. They called it 'table-dancing,' but it was really in this little booth, where nobody could see what was going on." She shot me a look, conveying more meaning than any words ever could.
Michelle took a breath and kept going. "I made enough money, and after a while, took a bus to the north side of town. Worked my way through a bunch of clubs, made enough money to get a fucking car and a place to live. Not like this place, though. Shacked up with another girl for a while." She gave me a little smile and a wink.
"Then, I made it here," she said at last, stretching her arms above her head. Her long shirt rode up along slender thighs, briefly exposing her sexy hips and the swell of a panty-covered pubic mound. Michelle jerked her shirt down and looked at me. "Been a long ride."
"So why tell me all that?" I asked.
Michelle sat up, holding her beer between her legs. She studied me with her eyes for a long moment. "You know what Thursday is?" she asked.
I frowned, shaking my head at her unexpected question. "What?"
Michelle smiled. "Valentine's Day," she said. She gave me wistful look. "I've never really had a real Valentine's Day."
I met her amber-colored eyes, then looked down, lighting a cigarette. I blew smoke in the air, peripherally watching as it was carried out through the balcony door. "In tenth grade, I sent flowers to Mandy Reed," I said with a self-admonishing smile. "She didn't even know who I was."
Michelle laughed under her breath. "Shit. That would've at least rated a blowjob where I went to school," she said.
I chuckled. "I sent flowers the next year," I continued. "She had a boyfriend."
Michelle gave me a funny look. "Same chick? Dude—"
"I know; I've always been an incurable romantic. But I was sixteen, what do you expect? I thought I was in love."
A soft smile crossed her face. "I can see that about you."
I shrugged. "I ran into her about three years later, in college," I continued. "I was still the same old romantic. Happened to be around Valentine's Day, too, so I sent her flowers again."
Michelle shook her head with a smile. "You're hopeless, you know that?"
I smirked. "She called me that night," I said. "Found my name and number in the student directory. I met her half an hour later at a pizza place, and we ended up having sex in her car."
Michelle looked surprised. "No way."
I laughed. "Serious. We saw each other every day for about two weeks. Then she went back to her jock boyfriend."
Michelle's face soured. "Sounds like some girls I know," she remarked.
I shrugged. "Yeah. Should'a seen it coming. But it was my first time and all. I really thought I was in love. Then she dumps me, just like that. Talk about devastated."
A curious frown distorted Michelle's lips. "Wait a sec. 'First time?' How old were you?"
"Twenty," I said. I sipped my beer. "I was a late bloomer."
"No shit," Michelle muttered. "Jeez, by the time I was twenty, I already . . . ." She looked down at her bottle, a pained look crossing her face. "Never mind."
"You already what?"
She sighed. "I had a baby," she said. "When I was eighteen. But she, uh, died about four months after she was born. They called it 'crib death.'"
My heart sank. I could literally feel it dropping in my chest. "Oh, God, Michelle, I'm sorry."
She put on a brave smile. "'Sokay. I've had thirteen years to get used to it."
"That's a hell of a thing to get used to. I really am sorry."
Michelle took a heavy breath, then slipped her legs off the couch and faced me, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees. "You have any kids?"
I shook my head, also leaning forward, as I had been since we sat down. "We tried, for a while. Turned out Monica was barren."
"'Monica?'" asked Michelle. "That was your girlfriend, or what?"
I smiled sheepishly, flashing my unadorned ring finger. "My wife."
Michelle looked a little surprised, her lips parted. "Oh. How long were you married?"
"Eight years," I said. "We were together for ten, all told."
"Wow. That's a long time. I mean, these days, it is."
I swallowed thickly. "I used to think I wanted it to last forever. But when her attorney gave me the divorce papers, I really wasn't that surprised."
Michelle's eyes flashed brilliantly, just for a moment. "Did you cheat on her?"
I shook my head. "Not once," I said. "But I'll admit I thought about it. A lot. Especially during the last few years. Once a month isn't enough for this boy."
Michelle laughed vicariously. "Or this girl," she said, her mouth curling impishly.
For a moment, images of Michelle masturbating in the shower, her bed, on the furniture in her living room – including the very chair upon which I sat – filled my mind. I could feel myself getting hard, as well as the teasing rush of anticipation. For a long moment, Michelle and I just stared at one another, both of us simmering in silence.
I finally spoke. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Why, um . . . why did you want me to bite you?"
Michelle nibbled her lip, eyes dipping for a moment. A little color tinted her cheeks. "Freaked you out a little, didn't it?"
I smiled nervously. "A little, but . . . ."
"But what?"
I stared into her glittering amber orbs. "It turned me on, too."
More color rose to her face, and Michelle breathed in. "Seriously?"
"Yeah. Don't know why, but it did."
Michelle fidgeted with her hands, rolling the bottle of beer between them. "I've always wanted to try that," she said. "I just . . . I mean, I didn't think it would happen like that, with a guy I didn't really know. I guess that's why I freaked."
"I thought I did something wrong."
Her eyes were unflinching. "No."
It was another one of those moments, then, as I fell into her eyes. A moment in which I could have said and done what I really wanted at that moment, and I knew Michelle would let me.
But then, of course, her phone rang.
Michelle sighed, muttering "Fuck" under her breath as some hip-hop song filled the air. She apologized with her eyes, then leaned toward the end of the couch, where her phone lay. I was treated to a flash of the tiny red thong that barely covered her sex before Michelle straightened, ending the song by flipping her phone open.
"Hey, Dar," she said, looking perturbed. ". . . just having a beer. What's up?"
I watched as Michelle listened to her friend. I could just make out what sounded like an excited female voice, but could not discern any words. Michelle rolled her eyes, then frowned.
"What? Oh, come on, bitch, you know I don't do that shit anymore!" She huffed angrily, gritting her teeth as she stared at the TV. She reached for her cigarettes and lit one as 'Dar' prattled on in her ear. Michelle finally spoke again. "Look, I'll go with you, all right? But I'm not partying, period . . . Fine. Half an hour, but you're dropping me off back at my place, got it? Okay." She snapped the phone closed, drew on her cigarette, and sighed. Her eyes drifted to me.
"It's okay," I said, pushing to my feet. "You've got things to do."
Michelle looked reticent, eyes blinking up at me gently. "Darla's such a selfish bitch," she said. "She's gotta have her fucking fix, but she's afraid to go to her dealer alone."
Darla? I thought. Wonder if she's got long, curly black hair . . . . "But you don't do that stuff, right?"
"I used to," she admitted. "I used to be really fucked up. I've been trying to get Dar cleaned up, but . . . guess that fucking monkey's got a real serious hold on her."
I smiled. "Well, I'm glad it doesn't have a hold on you anymore."
Michelle smiled back. "Nah. I kicked my monkey in the balls and threw him out the door."
I laughed. "Guess I'll see you later, huh?"
Michelle bit her lip. "Guess so." She remained seated as I turned to the door. But just as I was about to leave, I turned back. "You know what you were saying about never having had a real Valentine's Day?"
"Yeah."
I smiled, my heart hammering with nervousness. I had never been anxious at the prospect of asking a woman out before. But neither had I ever asked out a woman like Michelle. "I was just thinking . . . how about dinner?"
Michelle stared at me, her expression blank. For a moment, I wondered if I had said the wrong thing, or misconstrued her words and body language.
"Dinner?" she asked, starting to smile. "You mean, like, a real date?"
"Yeah," I said with a small laugh. "A date. I'll make reservations."
"'Reservations,'" she repeated. She laughed suddenly. "Are we going some place fancy?"
I shrugged. "Maybe," I said. "Would it bother you?"
Michelle blushed, looking so much at that moment like the teenager I had originally mistaken her for. She finally shook her head. "Guess not."
"Yeah?"
She laughed. "Yeah. I'd love to go out on a date with you, Will," she said.
I matched her laugh. "I'll pick you up at seven?"
Michelle nodded. She was smiling in a way I had never seen before, her eyes sparkling beautifully. "Okay."
A warm feeling flowed through me like the waters of the River Jordan. "Okay." I felt like a teenager myself, nervous, anxious, elated and awkward. I indicated the door behind me. "Um, I, uh . . . well, you got stuff to do."
Michelle giggled. "Good night, Will."
"Good night."
Heading away from Michelle's apartment, I felt like I could fly. The grin on my face couldn't have been dispelled if a school bus crashed on the street below. I've got a date! I thought. I've got a real freakin' date!
Looks like life is looking up, Will . . . .
***
I made a firm and final decision, and headed down to the supermarket. Caulking, spackle, putty knives and scrapers, I got everything I figured I would need to not only cover all the voyeur holes in my apartment, but to seal them up for good. I felt good about myself as I started with the hole in the living room, and each one I covered up cemented my decision, reinforcing the fact that Michelle was now a real presence in my life, and not just a tantalizing peep show.
I took a break, lighting up a cigarette and letting the windows open to allow the air to circulate. The sharp, acrid aroma of caulk filled my apartment. I never knew how much that stuff smelled. Nor had I been prepared for the effort involved; I was sweating, and had stripped down to just my jeans. Little pieces of white spackle decorated my hands and forearms. I had even managed, somehow, to get a little of the stuff on my stomach and jeans.
Knock, knock . . . .
I looked to the door. Huh? I checked the time on my watch: nine-thirty. Who the hell . . . oh, man, it sure as hell better not be Ramon, bothering me with the Arredondo account. I told him three times what he had to do before Monday . . . .
"Hi."
I was a little startled to see Michelle standing before me, clad in tight little boy shorts and a loose white top. She smelled clean and sweet, a little spicy. Whatever her perfume was, I instantly vowed to write the manufacturer a thank-you note.
"Uh . . . hi," I said back, feeling self-conscious in my partial nudity. Not to mention the aroma of sweat that I was sure wafted off me like the odor off a pig.
She chuckled softly, eyes wandering over my chest. One of her thin, nearly invisible eyebrows arched with interest. Evidently, Michelle wasn't put off by my appearance in the slightest. "Um . . . you busy?"
"No," I said quickly. "I was just, uh, you know. Fixing stuff," I said awkwardly. Well, it's not as if I can tell her I was covering up the spyholes that allowed me to watch her for the past month and a half . . . good thing I've been covering up as I went along.
Michelle's eyes smoldered sexily. "Wanna take a break?" she asked, in a way that, to me, seemed to promise something. She held up a six-pack of Warsteiner.
I smiled. "Sure."
***
Michelle complimented me on my apartment and furnishings, poking around a little, but in a way that wasn't intrusive. She was really interested in the collection of masks that I'd hung on one of my walls. They ranged from African tribal masks to Italian masquerade-style works. She listened as I explained the significance of some of them. Only rarely was she not smiling.
Well, not until she kissed me.
We were standing out on the balcony. The air was crisp, more than a little cool from the receding winter, a glow coming up from the street below. We peripherally heard the traffic below as we talked about ourselves. Michelle had been orphaned when she was seven, and from her account, her parents had been fairly affluent. She had been promised a trust fund once she turned eighteen, but over the following eleven years, her aunt and uncle, with whom she went to live, had squandered it away. I got the impression, as well, that her uncle had taken advantage of more than just his niece's money.
"I didn't exactly have the best life growing up," Michelle said. "Guess that's why I turned into such a bitch."
I leaned against the railing, having donned a T-shirt in an effort to retain my modesty. "I don't think you're a bitch," I said.
Michelle curled her mouth, glancing to me from the corner of her eye. "You didn't know me when I was sixteen," she said meaningfully. "A real Hellraiser, that was me. I got into all sorts of shit. Smoking pot, drinking, hanging out with older guys just 'cause they had cool cars and would buy me what I wanted. And what they didn't buy, I stole. I got to be pretty good at shoplifting. Well, until I was caught."
"Worst thing I ever did was take money out of my mom's purse because I wanted to buy a game," I said.
Michelle laughed, shaking her head. "Man, I wish I'd had your life," she said wishfully, taking a drag off her cigarette. Our beers remained barely touched.
"Sometimes I wish I'd had yours," I said.
Michelle frowned skeptically. "Bullshit."
I laughed. "I'm serious," I said. "Hell, I don't think I grew up until I was almost thirty. I could have used a few good kicks in the ass."
Her smile faded, eyes remaining on mine. "Trust me, you wouldn't have wanted my life."
I looked down, chastised, and suitably so. "You're right," I said. "And I'm sorry you had to live it. I wish there was something I could do."
Michelle smiled thinly, looking down at the world below us. She flicked her cigarette, watching it fall. "There is."
I slid a little closer. "You want me to guess?"
Michelle smiled more genuinely, then turned to face me. "Kiss me."
They were just two simple words, ones I had heard before, but never in such a context, and never from a woman who so utterly exuded sexiness the way Michelle did. Beyond merely encouraging and compelling me, those two little words aroused me more than any impassioned utterance of "fuck me, baby," ever had.
More words would only have ruined the moment, so I said nothing. I just moved a little closer, watching Michelle lick her lips in anticipation. I leaned in, inhaling the sweet spiciness of her perfume along with the strangely carnal aroma of nicotine . . . .
"Mmm . . . ."
Michelle's gentle moan fueled me, urged me on. I loved the taste of her lips, the slick softness of them, the way the tip of her tongue snaked out, just a little, to touch mine. The kiss was soft, passionate, neither desperate nor yearning. The kiss of imminent lovers who knew not to rush the moment.
Our arms lifted to encase each other at the same time. Michelle yielded with more moans and grateful sighs, pressing herself against me. Her right leg slid up along the outside of my thigh, and I felt the slow but steady grind of her sex against mine. My arousal was obvious to her; she had to feel it, I was certain.
"I want you," she whispered with a heated breath, drawing back a little. Her eyes slowly opened, so beautifully golden and wet.
I shuddered. "I want you, too," I said.
Michelle stepped back, her lips parted and moist, eyes mischievous with passion. Carefully, she took my hand. "Come on." Her voice was barely audible, but I didn't have to hear her words. I followed her into my living room. We set our beers upon the small bistro table I had placed beside the balcony door, and Michelle held both of my hands behind her, as she had done when leading me to the private booth in the strip club. But this was not the same situation; this seduction was more palpable.
She pushed me down onto the couch, leaning over me. The hungry glow in her eyes was unmistakable, the look of a tigress before pouncing upon her kill. To say that I was not intimidated would be a lie; yet, my arousal never abated. In fact, it intensified.



"I want you," she said again, pushing my shirt up, exposing my chest. For an instant, I considered warning her, since I had not yet showered. But Michelle didn't care; she buried her face in my chest, kissing, licking, nipping at my skin. Her tongue slipped out, tracing the shape of the muscles on my chest. I breathed in when she captured one of my nipples between her teeth and bit.
Slowly, teasingly, Michelle made her way down my torso, leaving kisses here and there that were kept warm by her breath. She settled to her knees between my legs, placing her hands upon my thighs. My cock was painfully engorged, confined in my jeans, forming an obvious bulge that captured my lover's attention. With an impulsive growl, Michelle pressed her mouth to it, pushing her teeth into the fabric. I gasped from the heat and pressure of her mouth.
"God, Michelle . . . ."
"Hmm," she murmured, looking up to me impishly. She rubbed her cheek against my erection, eyes glowing as she studied my face. "Just enjoy, baby."
I could only groan in response; passion had stripped me of everything but my libido. My hips rolled with need, wanting more of Michelle's attention. My lover responded with a sultry smile of promise, slowly pulling on the button of my jeans. I emitted a moan once it was released, then a sigh of pleasure when Michelle tugged on my zipper with her teeth. Tooth by tooth, the denim fabric parted, revealing my nakedness beneath.
"No underwear," she commented with a sly look, then lowered her face and pressed her lips to my lower abdomen, just above my cock. Yet another moan. Her jaw worked a little, moving up and down, her chin rubbing the base of my shaft. I brought up my hands reflexively, wanting to push Michelle down, wanting to feel her lips lower.
But she intercepted my hands with her own, lifting her head with a sexy lick of her lips. "Uh-uh," she uttered. Keeping her eyes locked on mine, she returned my hands to the couch. "It'll be so much better if you don't rush it, baby."
I swallowed with effort, and nodded. I still couldn't speak. I had never been so aroused. The kind of passion I had only ever read about was now engulfing my mind and body, making me shake with anticipation.
"Lift your hips," she whispered. I eagerly complied, letting out a guttural sigh as my cock was finally released. It sprang in the air for a moment before slapping to my abdomen, then just hovered, waiting.
"Oh, baby," Michelle purred, and descended once more, dragging her tongue along the length of me. The feel of her tongue, the moist heat of her breath . . . nothing could have described Heaven more completely in that moment.
Michelle licked up and down, sometimes with broad, lapping strokes, sometimes just tickling the nerves beneath my foreskin with the tip of her tongue. She made her way down to the swollen sacks beneath, taking them one at a time into her mouth and sucking gently, as if they were pieces of candy from which she wanted to draw out the flavor. Her tongue even wormed lower, beneath my balls, massaging the firm root of my cock. I had never been licked there before.
"M-Michelle," I managed to croak, as a fleeting moment's rationality entered my mind.
She pulled her face back slowly, allowing a glistening sack of flesh to pop out of her mouth. "Yes, baby?"
I tried to speak, tried to form a coherent thought. But I couldn't. I had been seduced by an angel, a vampire, a succubus. "Oh, fuck," was all I managed to say.
"Do you want me to suck your cock, Will?"
Jesus! Thirty-five years, and never had I heard those words. My dick twitched, dancing before Michelle's face. She was enjoying the exquisite torture she was putting me through, that much was obvious. "Y-yes," I stammered. "Please."
Michelle giggled like a schoolgirl, confounding the image of the sultry vixen she had been up to that point. Her hands slid up my naked thighs, slender fingers encircling my cock. She tilted it toward her face, and grinned. "Well, okay," she said coyly. "If you really want me to."
I trembled. "I want you to."
Michelle stroked the length of my cock with slow, firm strokes. She shifted, lifting up until her head was poised over the glistening head. "Good," she whispered, the vixen-like look returning. "Because I really wanna do it." To punctuate her statement, Michelle pressed her lips to the head of my cock, letting them spread apart as she pushed down, sucking me in. The heat of her mouth was maddening, the effect magnified by the way she kept her eyes on mine as she submerged my cock, inch by inch.
I moaned, groaned, thrashed and shook as Michelle feasted on me. I babbled like a baby, digging my fingers into the couch, luxuriating in the slow, exquisite pumping of Michelle's talented mouth. Up and down, down and up, she kept me trapped in a wet seal of massaging heat. My back arched, and I lifted my hips, wanting to give her more. To my amazed delight, she took it.
Without any discomfort at all, and only the barest of hesitation, Michelle pushed down, taking me to the root. I felt a slightly rough opening against the head of my cock, then the sweet, sublime tautness of her throat. I quivered, panting, feeling the automatic rippling motions as she reflexively swallowed. No words could describe that sensation.
Michelle held me deep for several wonderful moments, closing her mouth around the base of my cock, her nose nudging my abdomen. Her hands smoothed up my thighs; nails raked as she dragged them back down. The gentle pain was a perfect complement to the wet sheath of velvet her throat had become. I would have been happy to spend the rest of my life like that.
She slid back up, sucking and slurping loudly as she went so as not to allow a single dribble of saliva to escape. She swallowed, then moaned around my cock, suckling just the head, then plunged back down, sucking hard. Slick from her mouth, my shaft glided effortlessly between her glossy lips. Between the physical sensations and the erotic thrill of watching her, my rush was not long in coming.
"Michelle!" I gasped, warning her. I remembered how disgusted she had been when her shaggy-haired, tattooed lover had ejaculated in her mouth. As much as I wanted to enjoy that for myself, I wanted more for Michelle to enjoy herself. "Stop, baby! I'm gonna cum!"
She kept pumping up and down, eyes flashing open briefly. She murmured around her mouthful of stiff flesh, then suddenly plunged all the way down, taking me to the root. Unable to stop myself, I clasped my hands to her head, shaking uncontrollably as euphoric bliss began.
But Michelle was doing something I had never heard of before. With my cock fully seated in her mouth and throat, she tightened the seal of her lips around the base, squeezing snugly, stemming the eruption that threatened to burst. She didn't move for several moments as the pressure welled up within my groin. I felt like I was ejaculating, even as I was aware that my orgasm was being held in check.
Michelle struggled for a few moments more, clutching my thighs. She held on as long as she could, making sure I did not erupt, then jerked back, releasing my cock. It slipped from her mouth, shiny and dripping. Michelle heaved for breath, smacked and licked her lips. She wiped her mouth, looked up to me.
"You didn't cum," she said.
I panted as well, my vision momentarily blotched. "Almost."
Michelle grinned, then crawled up my body. While she still wore her loose top, she had, at some point, removed her shorts. The heat of her passion, the wetness of her sleek lips, soaked into me as she straddled my lap. "Don't worry, baby," she whispered, reaching between us. "I won't stop you next time."
I ran my hands up her body, pushing Michelle's shirt to her shoulders. As she positioned my cock beneath her pussy, rubbing the head against her slick folds, I paid homage to her firm little breasts, finding a stiff, needy nipple with my lips and tongue. Michelle sighed in pleasure, then moaned – echoing my own – when she pushed down, impaling herself upon me.
"Oh-h-h, Will . . . Oh, baby . . . ."
I gripped her hips tightly as Michelle rode me with slow, massaging rolls of her hips. She seemed to savor the feel of my cock inside her, stretching her narrow inner walls. Her eyes were closed, her jaw set, lips slack. She whimpered and seethed through her teeth, grinding against me. I felt every ripple of her vaginal muscles, the squeezing, the pulling. I pushed up against her, loving the heat that swallowed me up. Michelle's mouth had been incredible, but being inside her was indescribably exquisite.
She gripped my head, kissed me fiercely as sexual urgency spurred us on. Her firm cheeks smacked against my thighs over and over. "Fuck me," she whispered hotly between kisses. "Oh, God, baby, fuck me!"
I grunted and groaned, driving up inside her as eagerly as Michelle bore down. Michelle scratched my shoulders and arms with her nails, her face contorting with pleasure. She arched her back deeply, looking almost like she was in pain. Not a sound escaped her open mouth as she started cumming; indeed, the only real indication of her orgasm was the sudden constriction of her pussy, clenching my cock almost painfully.
Knowing she was cumming spurred on my own orgasm, and I clutched her close, sucking on her neck, pinching her skin between my teeth as I joined her in rapture. My cock pulsed in her womb, sending my seed deep within. I felt like it would never end; I certainly wished it wouldn't.
For long moments, neither of us said a word. We recovered, holding each other close, kissing affectionately. Michelle quivered with aftershocks, looking dazed. Her eyes barely fluttered open when she tried to look upon my face.
"W-Will," she mumbled.
I stroked her sweaty back, kissed her chin. "Yeah."
"It . . . It's always gonna . . . be like this . . . right?"
I smiled, brushed back strands of fine blonde hair from her eyes. God, was she sexy right then, her face glowing with orgasmic blush and sweat, her lips pouting, eyes glazed. "I hope so," I said.
She smiled weakly. "Good." She settled her head beside mine, breathing against my ear. I held her tightly, and for the first time since that fateful day in the back seat of my car with Mandy Reed, I felt that I was in love.
***
I nodded off, and barely noticed as Michelle slid off me. I remained on the couch, relishing the lingering afterglow of the most intense sex I had ever known. My limbs were weak, my mind was like slowly-churning butter. It was all I could do to muster the wherewithal to find my cigarettes and light one up.
Ah, nicotine . . . I chuckled. Life was good. I had finally made it. I had a good job, a great place, and the most incredibly sexy woman I could ever dream of.
Something landed beside me on the couch. I blinked, frowned, glanced over. The three-inch square of Mediterranean tile looked out of place. It took me a moment to realize where it had come from. And when that realization hit . . . .
Oh, shit.
My eyes shot up, the brain behind them suddenly lucid. Michelle stood before me, still naked, but that fact obviously did not bother her. Her face was hard-set, her eyes glowering angrily.
"I figured I'd go wash up," she said, her voice quivering. She was doing all she could to keep her anger in check. "Thought maybe . . . maybe we'd relax a little while, have a beer . . . ."
"Michelle—" I began.
"So I'm sitting on the toilet, right?" she continued, interrupting me. Her lower lip trembled as if she stood in her current state on an Arctic tundra. "And I see a loose tile on the floor. No big deal; shit like that happens, right? But there's this little hole . . . so I look down . . . and I'm looking at my own fucking bathroom!"
I cringed for a moment under her outburst, then sat up, pleading with my eyes. "I didn't put them there," I said quickly, not thinking about my words. I immediately regretted them.
Michelle stepped back, staring at me as if I had just killed her dog. "'Them?'" she cried. "There are more?"
"I covered them all up!"
Michelle backed away, wrapping her arms around herself. Her features contorted, eyes swelling. A few tears began dripping down her cheeks.
"Michelle, wait—" I began, getting to my feet.
"Stay away," she whispered at first. Then her body trembled with rage, her face twisted and flushed. "Stay the fuck away from me!"
Her scream pierced my ears and reverberated off the walls. I could still hear them even after Michelle ran from my apartment, naked and uncaring, down the hall to the stairs. The door slammed, the faint sound of her bare feet slapping down the stairs retreated. I stood in the doorway, cursing my luck, my life, my choices.
***
The following day, I could barely concentrate on work. Business contracts worth millions of dollars were suddenly less important than what a thirty-one-year-old high school dropout and topless dancer thought of me. That Monday was the longest day of my life. I had barely slept the night before, and it was telling amongst my coworkers when I showed up in a wrinkled shirt and unshaven face.
"Jesus Christ, Will, you look like shit," Ramon commented as he stepped into my office. "What the fuck happened to you?"
I didn't look to him as I stared at the computer screen before me. My fingers tapped without inspiration on the edge of the keyboard. "Nothing. Just had a rough weekend, that's all."
Ramon chuckled. "You picked up that little puta, huh?" he asked. "Bet she took a chunk outta your checkbook, but I'm thinking it was worth it, right?"
I shot up from my chair faster than Ramon could react and grabbed his tie. His eyes flared open in shock and fear as I jerked his head down and seethed in his ear.
"Don't fuck with me, Ramon."
I released his tie, and Ramon jerked back, stumbling upon his feet. He fixed his tie with trembling fingers, backpedaling slowly to the door. "Hey, man . . . you gotta lighten up."
I just stared after him as he left.
***
That night, my eyes were on the door as I sat on the edge of my recliner. I had left a card stuck in Michelle's doorframe, inscribed with an apology. I included both my phone number and an invitation to come up to hear me out.
Seven o'clock came and went.
Then eight o'clock . . . .
Nine o'clock . . . .
I made a couple of grilled ham and cheese sandwiches, tried to divert my attention through an episode of Dirty Jobs on Discovery. But I kept glancing to the door, thinking I had heard a knock. But each time I opened the door, I saw only an empty, dark hallway.
My apartment was dark, everything turned off, when I finally went to bed. The darkness wasn't as comforting anymore. It just made me feel more alone.
***
I threw myself into work with a ruthlessness that frightened those around me. For weeks since my arrival to the company, I had been widely seen as 'a pretty cool guy.' But that image was shattered as I focused on nothing but my accounts. I went in to work at nine and did not leave until Security knocked on my door some twelve hours later.
I knew that I was working as much as I was because I wanted to avoid Michelle. I had betrayed her, and she had spurned me. I couldn't fault her for her reaction, but neither did I want to risk that she might take me up on my offer of reconciliation. I told myself we came from different worlds, and neither should the 'twain meet. I almost made myself believe it.
My sudden perceived passion for my work did not go unnoticed. In just three days, I had completed more accounts than most would have finished in two weeks. It was as if I had been possessed, and the devil who had invaded my body was obviously admired by those above.
The phone rang that Thursday afternoon as I was diligently finishing yet another account. I almost ignored the annoying trilling, but finally snatched up the receiver on the third ring. "Hargener," I snapped. I always answered the phone with my last name.
"Will," came a grating, slightly familiar voice. The voice of a man with a passion for cigars.
My fingers stopped their mad dance on the keyboard before me. "Mr. Lupo."
"Hard at work?" he asked.
I smirked mirthlessly. "Always."
"I like that," my boss said. "You've proven to be an efficient man."
I took a breath and leaned back a little in my chair. "Well, that's what I promised you."
"I admire a man who delivers on his promises," Lupo said. "I was hoping you would have time for a break."
I frowned. "I don't really need to take breaks, sir," I said.
"Take one for me," he said, his voice like gravel. "My office."
I blinked. "Of course. I'll be right there."
***
I had only seen the office of Francesco Lupo – 'Frank' to those few who could call themselves either friends or peers – once, and that had been shortly before I was hired. It was a lavish room, rather like the Oval Office of the White House. During my interview with Lupo, I had garnered the distinct impression that he liked to think of himself along presidential lines. His sense of self-importance had been thick enough to touch.
Phyllis, a matronly woman in her fifties who served as Lupo's personal secretary, gave me only a simple nod before hitting the buzzer that unlocked the door to the boss' office. I returned the gesture before pushing through the door and into the chamber beyond.
The first thing I noticed as Ramon, seated in one of two low-backed leather chairs that sat before Lupo's mammoth desk. My business rival gave me a smirking look before slowly turning his attention back to Lupo.
"Have a seat, Hargener," my employer said with a gesture of his hand. The round-bodied man wore a voluminous suit that seemed too large for him. The cloying essence of an expensive cigar filled the air; the source of that aroma was held between two stubby fingers.
I approached the unoccupied seat and slid into it, giving Ramon a brief glance. The smug expression on his face gave me cause to wonder. "What can I do for you, Mr. Lupo?"
The man grunted, his double chin and jowls ruffling. I suddenly understood why so many in the company referred to him as 'the bulldog.'
"There are very few men in the world who appreciate the value of hard work," he said. His words sounded like those of a practiced speech. "It gets harder, every year, to find those few who understand the value of sacrifice."
Sacrifice, I thought. That single word sounded rude, blunt, offensive.
Lupo stood, his leather-backed chair creaking in relief, and came around his desk. His beady dark eyes wandered back and forth between Ramon and I. "I see a lot of me in the two of you," he said. "You remind me of myself when I was younger."
Ramon was quick to rise to the bait. "I'm flattered, Mr. Lupo," he said. "I do what I can."
Lupo smiled amusingly. "Eager," he commented. His eyes darted to me briefly before he leaned back against his desk.
"The business world is all about sharks and fishes," he said. "The fishes get eaten; the sharks do the eating. I pride myself on the idea that I employ more sharks than fishes."
"Guess that explains why you hired me," said Ramon with an exaggerated grin.
Lupo didn't respond to him. His attention was focused on me. "And you, Will?"
I shrugged. I felt numb and cold, like a naked man who had been left outside in winter. "I just do my job."
My boss smiled slowly, revealing stained teeth beneath thick, dry lips. "Good answer. I like that."
He turned away, stepping back around the desk. I felt Ramon's eyes upon me, and I gave him a brief look. The way we regarded one another made it obvious that we were now rivals, and no longer friends. It was eat or be eaten time.
"I have a position to fill," Lupo announced once he fell back into his creaking chair. He puffed on his cigar. "But only one. And you two are my best candidates."



"I'll take it," Ramon said quickly, shooting me a brief glance. "You know I can handle it."
Lupo arched a thick brow. "Can you? You don't even know what it is."
Ramon's face colored a bit. He lowered his face.
"I'm not above competition," I said. "But I'd like to know what I'm competing for."
Lupo smiled. "Smart man," he said. He took another pull off his cigar, tilting his head back to blow a plume of smoke toward the ceiling. "There is one thing a man needs. Just one thing."
"What's that?" Ramon asked.
Lupo lowered his head, his eyes dark and penetrating. "Drive," he said pointedly. He let that single word sink in before continuing. "The will to sacrifice everything to succeed. Forty years ago, I worked for minimum wage. Now I own one of the most successful corporations in the world. That's what drive does for you."
Not to mention three failed marriages, I thought, calling upon what I knew of my employer.
"The old saying, 'money makes the world go 'round' is true," Lupo was saying. "Money gets you what you want. Money makes doors open wide. Money makes a woman spread her legs."
Ramon chuckled, nodding. I felt a knot form in my stomach.
"A position is open . . . and one of you will fill it. The only question is, which one?" Lupo asked. The way he spoke, he was obviously provoking both Ramon and I. Predictably, Ramon took the offensive immediately.
"I'm the obvious choice," he said, shooting me a contemptuous look. "I don't buckle under pressure. I don't assault my peers when the pressure gets to be too much."
Lupo's brow twitched in interest. "Oh?"
I chuckled. "He's referring to a . . . disagreement he and I had a few days ago," I said simply. I gave Ramon a sidelong look.
Lupo breathed in, then smiled thinly. "Well, I never heard of any blood being spilled, so I assume it was a minor incident." He paused, puffed on his cigar. "The man I am looking for is ambitious, driven. Willing to give his all for the company. That means more work, of course, more sacrifice. Say goodbye to your weekends. But trust me when I say the rewards are worth it. Well into six figures. And that's just for starters."
A spike of excitement stabbed through me. This was the opportunity I had always worked for. To be one of the elite. The big house, the expensive cars, caviar for breakfast and vacations in the Mediterranean. The life that wealth could provide.
The life . . . .
I suddenly found myself transported back in time, to a little room in a county courthouse, looking at my wife as our lawyers finished the details of the divorce. She had been despondent and regretful as she gazed upon me.
"I just wish you didn't work so much, Will," she had said. "I wish you had time for us."
At the time, I had responded with typical defensiveness and acidity. "I had plenty of time," I had said. "You just didn't appreciate the sacrifices I made. Eventually, it would have all been worth it."
"I couldn't wait for 'eventually,' Will."
Suddenly, the harsh poignancy of those words struck me with all the force of a baseball bat swung by Barry Bonds. And suddenly, the idea of 'sacrifice' was no longer appealing. I realized I had never wanted to be a martyr for the gods of material gain. The epiphany was sudden and startling.
All those thoughts, complete with that powerful revelation, flashed through my mind in the time it took me to blink. As Ramon contemplated something to say, I pushed myself to my feet.
"I'm your man, Mr. Lupo," I said with confidence. "I'm the man you can give any project, any account to, and you know it will be done."
Lupo smiled and nodded. "I already knew that," he said. "I just wanted to hear it."
"Hey!" exclaimed Ramon, shooting to his feet. "I've put in my dues, and then some!"
I continued, ignoring Ramon's outburst: "But I just realized something. Something I've always known about myself."
Lupo frowned. "And that is?"
I felt my mouth being tugged by a confident smile. "How old are you, Mr. Lupo?"
He jerked back slightly, his frown deepening. "Fifty-nine."
"How many times have you been married?"
He worked his jaw. "I don't see as how this means anything—"
"Indulge me," I said, with just enough forcefulness.
He sighed. "Three times. Gold-digging bitches, each of them."
"Like all women," remarked Ramon dryly.
I laughed under my breath, shaking my head. A strange sense of calm lucidity rolled through me. For the first time in my life, the road ahead of me was much more comfortable than the one behind. "As I said, I'm the man for the job," I continued, looking down, contemplating my hands . . . my future, my past. I finally looked up and stared into Mr. Lupo's dark little eyes. "And I don't want it."
"What?" asked Lupo and Ramon at the same time.
I laughed. Recklessness fueled me, suffusing my mind. "Go with Ramon. He's a good little soldier. Heartless, selfish and rude, just like you."
Lupo was obviously insulted, as was Ramon.
"I think I've finally realized something about myself. I don't want to be like you. I don't want to be a robot. I don't want to think that my life is entirely about making money."
Lupo chewed his cigar for a moment as Ramon watched, stunned and wondering.
"I'm disappointed, Hargener," Lupo said. "Thought you had drive."
I laughed again, which seemed to annoy him. "That's the funny thing," I said. "I do. More than you, in fact. I'm just not going to waste my life before I finally realize it."
***
Lupo's words resounded in my mind as I drove home that afternoon. Drive . . . that single word, the way my boss had used it, conveyed a feeling of cold ruthlessness, such as what Lupo himself possessed. I wasn't sure what bothered me more, the idea that I really was like Lupo, or the idea that I needed money and 'drive' in order to get what I wanted.
Rush hour was just starting as I left the office, and the closer I got to my apartment, the more congested traffic became. That was frustrating enough, but what confounded me more were the constant Valentine's Day reminders splashed gaudily in store fronts and on bulletin boards. The entire world seemed bathed in red and pink, with hearts, cupids and flowers everywhere.
I should have felt good about myself; granted, my self-realization had come too late to save my marriage, but at least it had come. I did not doubt that I had done the right thing. Sure, I was now unemployed, but I had enough money to coast for a few months. Time enough to contemplate what to do with my life. I should have been proud of myself.
But I wasn't. I was still thinking about Michelle.
Michelle, my sexy neighbor, my tortured lover . . . Michelle, who only wanted to be thought of as a woman, and not just a sex object.
Michelle . . . who worked at the Blue Velvet Lounge.
Traffic had slowed to an inchworm's pace along the busy avenue upon which my building lay. Lost to my melancholic reverie, I did not notice at first that the tires of my sedan were slowly rolling past the glowing blue sign poised above the dark-tinted glass doors of the strip club. But I had been staring at the personalized license plate of a Mercedes in front of me, and needed something other than 'MY MONY' to look at. Naturally, I glanced about outside the windows of my car.
My heart sank at the sight of that sign, those doors. Beyond those doors, I knew, was Michelle. It just seemed appropriate that she would be working that day. I could just imagine her, sullen and sulking, putting on a brave smile for all the lonely men who would be looking for a little feminine attention on the most romantic day of the year.
I wondered if she was thinking about me, or if she had closed out the memories of our coupling from her mind, writing me off as just another manipulating male in her life.
Are you just going to let her do that, Will? Asked a tiny, seductive voice inside my head.
Not much else I can do.
You don't believe that.
So what am I supposed to do? Walk in there and tell her that I . . . .
That you what?
Christ, I barely know her!
You know her enough.
Enough? What do you mean, 'enough?'
Enough to tell her . . . that you're in love with her.
I ground my teeth, staring at the dark, opaque doors of the club. I only looked away due to the obnoxious blaring of a horn from behind me.
I hit the gas, realizing that 'MY MONY' had rolled forward a few car lengths. The gap thus afforded revealed a narrow alley beside the building in which the strip club was located. An alley, I knew, which lead to the parking garage just a block away.
I glanced to my rear-view window, seeing an angry man's face behind the wheel of a white SUV, yelling at me silently to move forward.
Move forward, I thought, and jerked the wheel. That's just what I'm doing.
***
I wasn't really thinking about what I was doing as I entered the club. The aromas of cigarettes, alcohol, and perfume washed over me like a mist, soaking into my skin, my senses. There was something incredibly erotic about that scent. It was equal parts seduction and desperation, hope and despair. It was the smell of chance.
My eyes adjusted as I found a little table along one wall, near the Baby Grand stage upon which a bone-skinny brunette danced. Her expression was blank, her movements unmotivated. She was just doing her job, taking no more pleasure from it than I had from mine.
A waitress stopped by my table after I had lit a cigarette. I ordered a beer and surreptitiously looked about the place. There appeared to be only a handful of dancers on duty, and most were occupied with customers. Some simply sat with men, others gave table dances out in the open. I watched as a buxxom redhead ground her nearly-naked hips in the lap of a lucky beau, playfully smacking his face with her abundant breasts.
"Here you go," my waitress said, setting a cold Guinness before me.
I pushed out a smile, handing her a five. "Thanks. Keep it."
The girl – pretty enough to be a dancer, I noticed – took the bill with a wink and a quick 'thank you' before prancing away. Just as I was reaching for the beer, I froze.
She emerged from a door beside the stage, clad in a shimmering red teddy, matching thong, and glass-heeled shoes. A glowing cigarette in her right hand trailed nearly invisible wisps of smoke as she made her way through the room. I felt a lump rise in my throat when she paused at the table of a round-bodied man in a mechanic's coverall. She said something to him; he smiled, then shook his head slowly, all the while ogling Michelle's body.
"Hey, honey, want some company?"
The voice startled me. I looked up to find a buxom, black-haired girl at my shoulder. The fishnet body suit looked good on her, especially considering how her naked nipples poked through the mesh. I managed a sheepish smile, and remembered my cigarette.
"I'm, uh . . . waiting for someone," I said, and took a drag.
"Oh yeah? Who?" she asked, then followed my eyes. She smiled knowingly. "Oh, Candace. She's pretty cool. I'll tell her you're here."
Anxiety erupted in my chest, and I started to protest. But the dancer was already walking away, approaching Michelle. My heart pounded as I watched. The two women smiled, hugged each other and chatted a moment, and it suddenly dawned on me that the raven-haired girl was the same one I had watched pleasure Michelle. She hooked a thumb over her shoulder, glanced back to me, and Michelle looked.
The smile stretching her soft pink lips vanished. Her beautiful eyes – their brilliance, I noticed, was obvious in even such dim surroundings – narrowed. Her lips moved a little as she said something to her fellow dancer. Her friend spoke back, then looked to me quizzically. Michelle shook her head, then forced a smile out for her friend. I did not need to hear their words to understand the tenor of their conversation.
For a long moment, Michelle remained where she was, staring at me. Her expression held less vitriol than I had expected; indeed, she looked more regretful than anything else. Finally, with an obvious sigh of resignation, Michelle approached.
I stood as she neared my table, making her hesitate. She stopped a few feet away, just outside of arm's reach.
"All I gotta do is call the bouncer," she said warningly.
"I don't want you to do that," I said. "I just want to talk."
"Talk," she said, as if it was a word she had never heard before. She laughed ruefully, giving me a perturbed look. "Talk about what? You got what you wanted, right?"
I sighed. "Not every man in the world wants to use you, Michelle."
She set her jaw, swallowed thickly. Her eyes flickered away as she drew off her cigarette. "I really thought you were different," she said through a thick haze of smoke. "I thought you were the kind of guy I could . . . be with."
"I want to be."
She laughed sharply. "Yeah, right. How the fuck am I supposed to believe that? I don't want a fucking peeping tom perv for a boyfriend!"
I made an effort not to let myself get riled up. "I know you don't," I said. My gaze wavered. "I'm sorry I did that to you."
Michelle stepped closer, her voice acidic. "I was gonna call the cops," she said. "I was gonna get your fucking ass arrested."
It struck me, then, that I had never considered the possibility of arrest. I met her eyes once me. "Why didn't you?"
For a moment, we were both silent, looking into one another's bared soul. Michelle's shoulders slumped, and she took the other chair at my table. I sat back down, watching her over my untouched Guinness.
"The guy who used to live in your place," she said. "Tim. He was there for a couple years before I moved in. Turns out he did some work for Dora, in exchange for lower rent. Fixing pipes, doing maintenance shit, that kind of stuff. He also remodeled the ceiling for the girl who used to live in my apartment." She paused, giving me a meaningful look.
"He's the one who . . . who installed the holes," I said.
Michelle's jaw worked angrily. "Yeah. Lucky for the mother fucker that I moved in after he chased that other girl off, right?"
I frowned. "He chased her off?"
Michelle looked down, smoked her cigarette, tapped her cigarette over the black plastic ashtray. "Tim was fucking psycho," she said. "I found out from Dora that the girl who used to live in my apartment broke her lease about three months after Tim 'remodeled' her ceiling. Never said why. Then, I move in, and a few months later, I start seeing Tim all over the place. Like, he knows when I do my laundry, when I'm going to work, when I come home . . . I just thought it was . . . like fate, you know? And he was a good-looking guy. So we went out. Got kind'a serious."
"So what happened?"
Michelle took one last puff on her cigarette and ground it out as she blew smoke. "He started getting possessive and shit. Jealous. He'd come in here and watch me, and get uptight whenever I did a table dance. Took me forever to get rid of him. When I got a restraining order against him, he had to move out. Still took a while before he stopped bothering me."
I settled my hands together on the table, leaning forward. "I'm not like that," I said.
Her eyes narrowed. "Did you really watch me?" she asked.
I couldn't answer right away. I didn't want to admit the truth to her, even though I knew I had to. "Yeah," I said at last. "I did."
Michelle tilted her head back, blinking. Her eyes were wet, blurry, brimming with tears. "Why?"
I let out a long, heavy breath. "I don't know. I found the one in the bathroom by accident one day. Then, when I was cleaning, I found the others. I kept thinking I should have covered them up right away, or told Dora, or –"
Her tone was accusatory. "But you didn't."
"No. I didn't. And I can't explain why."
Michelle trembled, crossing her arms and rubbing her shoulders. "I should really hate you right now," she said, her voice small and wavering, scarcely audible over the music in the club.
"And I wouldn't blame you if you did," I said. I leaned a little closer across the table. "I'll move."
She lifted her head, frowning. "What?"
"I'll move," I repeated. "I'll get a different apartment in the same building, or move to another place. I don't care. I just . . . I don't want you to think that I'm just another guy who wants to take advantage of you."
Her eyes, so beautiful, so radiant, were piercing as she stared back. "Even though you already did."
Shame forced my head down. "Yeah."
We were both quiet. Michelle took another cigarette from her pack and lit up. I contemplated my beer, took a tentative sip. It tasted sour.
"Did you really cover them all up?" she asked at last.
My eyes darted back up to her face. "Yes. Including the one in the bathroom."
Michelle smoked in silence, looking at the wall beside us, then the ceiling. She sniffled once, and I noticed her eyes were ringed with red. "I don't put up with bullshit," she finally declared. Her eyes settled onto mine.
I nodded. "I know."
She laughed again, an almost painful sound, as she shook her head. "Fucking Christ," she muttered. "I really wanna fucking hate you, you know?"
I took a chance, and slid my hands toward her across the tiny table, palms up. I held her gaze with my own as I spoke. "Maybe the reason you can't hate me is the same reason why I had to come see you today."
The lump rising in her throat was practically visible as she bravely tried to remain strong and composed. "And what's that? Because you're in love with me or something?"
I didn't say a word. I let my eyes speak for me.
Michelle shuddered, her emotions welling to the boiling point. She fell back in her chair. "You don't even know me," she bemoaned, crossing her arms. "You're fucking crazy, you know that?"
"Maybe. Or maybe I'm just honest."
"Yeah, right."
"I am."
Her fingers shook as she brought her cigarette to her lips. "You don't want me," she said. "I'm a fucking white trash stripper, and you're . . . you're Mr. Wall Street, and—"
"I want you."
Michelle clamped her mouth shut for a moment, breathing in and out through her nose. "Yeah. You wanna fuck me."
I was surprised at my boldness. "No. I want to make love to you. I want to wake up in the morning with you."
"No you don't!" she cried, glaring at me, lurching up and slapping her hand to the tabletop. Her eyes brimmed with tears. A single trickle escaped and rolled down her cheek. Her voice fell to a harsh whisper. "You don't fucking love me."
I grabbed her hand quickly with both of mine, all the while searching her eyes. "Maybe I do."
Michelle tugged on my hand, but not forcefully enough to remove it from my grip. "Let go," she said feebly.
"You could always call for the bouncer."
Her features contorted. "I might," she said weakly.
I massaged her hand gently, fingers caressing slender fingers, feeling the fine bones beneath the surface of her skin. "If you really want me to leave, Michelle, I will," I said earnestly. "I promise. I'll break the lease tomorrow and move out. I'll never come in here again. You'll never see me; I'll just go away. If that's what you want."
Michelle shuddered, her hand flexing. Her fingers curled around mine and squeezed tightly. "Why are you doing this?"
I smiled. "Because we had a date, remember?"
Michelle slowly lifted her face. I let her read me for as long as she wanted, waiting for her to speak.
"You break my heart, and I swear I'll kill you."
I nodded, my smile never fading. "That's a fair deal."
***
I could only stare at the beautiful woman before me. Aphrodite had been reborn.



Michelle stared back, the smile upon her made-up face fading. "Something wrong?" she asked. "Y-you don't like the dress, or something? I could change—"
"God, no," I finally managed to say, having regained my breath. "You are absolutely stunning, Michelle."
She smiled again, blushing deeply. "Thanks," she said in a small voice, then did a pirouette in the doorway of her apartment. The little black dress was snug upon her body, with a short, flaring skirt that began just below the level of her hips. Her sleek, tanned legs shimmered, showcased by the nude stockings she wore. Black heels completed her outfit, bringing her height to match mine. Diamond earrings, a glittering white gold bracelet and matching necklace sparkled against her skin. Her hair was secured atop her head with silver chopsticks, the makeup she had applied made her eyes vivid and lips lush.
It was all I could do to not take her right there, in the open doorway of her home.
"You look pretty good, too, stud," she said with a playful smile, stepping close. "I knew you'd look sexy in black."
I reached for her hand, lifting it. I stared into Michelle's eyes as I kissed her fingers. "As long as you think so, that's enough for me."
She looked emotional, just for a moment, reluctantly taking her hand back. "I'm not gonna get hurt again," she said.
"No, you won't," I promised.
***
I wasn't trying to show off; I only wanted to prove how seriously I took our burgeoning relationship. I wanted to show Michelle something of my world, since I had seen so much of hers.
She was, strangely enough, quietly demure in my car as I drove across town to a fancy steakhouse. Michelle looked a little surprised when the valet opened the door for her, but said nothing once I came around and took her hand. The firm squeeze she gave my hand should have been my first indication that she felt out of her element. I tried to assuage her anxiety with a smile.
The foyer was small, indirectly lit, with wood-paneled walls and a couple of small padded benches. There were several couples waiting for a table, but I had called earlier for a reservation, 'casually' dropping Lupo's name. Maybe I no longer worked for the man, but no one had to know that.
"God damn, look at this place," mused Michelle beside me as we were lead past a massive roaring fireplace. "It's like a fucking castle or something."
I chuckled in response and directed her into the booth as the Maitre'D stood professionally silent and impassive. Michelle glanced around skittishly, tucking her skirt under her legs as she slid in. I sat across from her, took the menu presented to me.
"Chef Georges suggests the pan-seared Ahi tuna," the Maitre'D informed us. "It is squisito! Bon appetit, mesdame, monsieur."
I nodded a thank-you as Michelle opened her menu. Her beautiful eyes bulged, and she snapped her head up after just a few seconds. "Will! Jesus! This place is fucking expensive!"
"And it's my treat," I said dismissively. "Don't worry about it."
Michelle took a breath and returned to her menu. "I don't know what half this shit is. 'Boursin?' What the fuck?"
I chuckled. "Maybe I should order."
Michelle huffed. "Is this menu even in English?"
A smartly-dressed young man appeared at the end of our table. Behind him, off to the side, were two other young men, wearing different colored Mandarin shirts.
"Good evening, sir and lady," he said. "My name is Vincent, and I will be catering to your needs tonight. May I suggest a cocktail from the bar? We make the best martinis that will ever grace such lovely lips." His eyes were on Michelle as he delivered those last few words.
Michelle's eyes flickered to mine. Despite her beauty, she looked nervous and intimidated, taken away from the comfortable molds into which her life had been poured. Instantly, I felt chastised.
"Can you give us a minute, Vincent?" I asked. I smiled at him disarmingly. "We just sat down."
The waiter nodded courteously. "Of course, sir. Signal me when you are ready." He stepped away, his two attendants following.
I leaned across the table. "I'm sorry."
Michelle's jaw worked a moment as she stared at her menu. "I just . . . I don't know what the fuck I'm doing."
I smiled suddenly. "Wanna get a burger?"
She snapped her head up. "They have burgers here?" she asked, sounding hopeful.
I laughed. "No. But there's a place down the street."
Michelle blushed again, her face apologetic. "I just . . . I mean . . . I never been to a place like this. It's not my scene."
My eyes dipped. "I know. I'm sorry."
She reached across the table and touched my hand. "You don't have to impress me."
I met her gaze again, finding a smile there. "Beer and burgers?"
Michelle laughed. "Good enough for me."
***
An hour later, we were feeding each other steak fries in a booth with ripped green vinyl padding, rock music blaring overhead and the sounds of laughter and conversation mingling in the air. While definitely overdressed for a place like Bennigan's, Michelle was obviously more at ease.
"Were you trying to show off or something?" she asked me, after slipping a fry smothered in mustard and ketchup into my mouth.
I shook my head sheepishly, chewing. "Really, I wasn't," I said. I sipped from my iced tea. "I guess . . . I don't know. I thought that maybe you might want to see a little of how I live."
Michelle gave me a dubious look. "What, you have eighty-dollar steaks for lunch every day?"
I laughed. "No."
She touched my hand again. "Baby, I don't want your money. Maybe I was like that ten years ago, but I'm not now. I couldn't care less if you were Bill fuckin' Gates or Bill the janitor."
I chuckled. "That's good," I said, lightly squeezing her hand. It was both alarming and comforting how easily our fingers wrapped around each other's. "I quit my job today."
Michelle froze as she was taking a bite. Mustard was smeared along her lower lip. "What?"
I nodded. "Funny. All this time . . . ." I took a moment, considering my thoughts. "I used to think that the only way to be successful in life was to make as much money as possible. Get that big house and those two cars in the garage, fill the living room with a Hi-Def TV and thousand-collar sofas. Never mind that I'd end up in debt for the rest of my life; it was all about money, and what I owned."
Michelle watched my face as I spoke, her hand gently squeezing mine. She sucked her bottom lip, giving me a sympathetic look.
"I ruined my marriage because I thought that way," I continued. "I could have ruined my life."
"So . . . what are you gonna do now?"
I shrugged. "Haven't the slightest idea," I said with a smile. "But I have a few months to think about it." I narrowed my eyes a bit, a fleeting feeling of despair entering my mind. "You're disappointed."
"No," she said, adding her other hand. "I'm just kind'a surprised. Okay, I'm a lot surprised. Guys like you don't do shit like that."
I laughed through my closed mouth. "I don't think I'm that kind of guy anymore."
She studied my face for a long time, running her hands along mine. "What kind of guy are you?" she asked at last.
"I . . . I don't want to be defined by how much money I make, or where I live. I want to enjoy my life. And I want to enjoy being with someone, and have the time for her. For you."
Michelle shuddered as she sucked in a breath. "Will . . . ."
I squeezed her hands. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable."
"Um . . . it's not that," she said softly.
I frowned. "Then, what is it?"
Her eyes lifted slowly, heady with passion. "Take me home. Now."
I swallowed, both from nervousness and arousal.
***
Not a word escaped Michelle's lips as we headed out to my car, hand in hand. Michelle kept her head down, yet walked close beside me; so close, in fact, that we nearly tripped a few times over one another's feet. Michelle smiled and blushed at such instances, her cheeks glowing, golden eyes radiant with an expression which I had come to recognize as pure sexual arousal.
I opened the door for her, and she slid in, giving me a sly look and smile that held a sexual promise. I stepped around, got behind the wheel. A minute later, we were on the highway.
"Will."
"Yeah?"
She slid across her seat, nuzzling my ear with her lips while her hand simultaneously settled upon the bulge in my slacks. Her breath was warm and sweet. "Can you drive if I'm sucking your cock?" she asked in a sexy whisper.
I shivered. "Jesus . . . ."
She chuckled, nipped at my ear lobe, pulling on my zipper with her fingers. "Sounds like a 'yes' to me," she said, then fished inside my slacks. I moaned once she found my cock and pulled it out through the fly.
"Just keep your eyes on the road, baby," she muttered, then slid down my body, sliding her hot, slick lips down the shaft of my cock.
I grunted in pleasure, gripping the steering wheel firmly with both hands. My eyes were focused on the road ahead, but my attention was on the wet, velvety feel of Michelle's lips and tongue caressing my cock, her mouth pulling and sucking with soft wet sounds.
Cars passed us by as Michelle bobbed her head in my lap. Her right hand stroked my shaft, fingers trailing across my balls now and then. She moaned occasionally, sighing now and then when she licked up and down my engorged length. I began to smell the aroma of her arousal after a while; it turned me on to realize that Michelle was getting wet from sucking my cock.
"M-Michelle," I grunted as we neared our building. Traffic was relatively slow, even at this time of night; there were cars all around us, and my sedan did not offer tinted windows to disguise what Michelle was doing. Anyone could have glanced over and would have deduced instantly what was going on.
"Hmm?" she mumbled, her mouth full.
"I'm gonna cum," I gasped.
"Mm-hmm," she moaned, and sucked harder, pumping with her hand and mouth in tandem.
I shook in the driver's seat; it was all I could do to keep the car rolling forward in a straight line. My body tingled, my toes curled, my cock throbbed and pulsed in Michelle's mouth. "Oh, fuck!"
Michelle moaned again as she tasted the thick rush of my orgasm. I could feel every contraction of my PC muscle as I sent spurt after spurt of warm semen into her mouth. She hung on, sucking and slurping, gripping my cock tightly and forcing out every last drop. Her lips never left my spewing cock throughout the long, blissful moments of release.
Finally, desperately, I pulled on her head. The talents of her mouth were burning into me, making me squirm. "Stop, baby, stop! Stop!"
With a gentle laugh, Michelle slipped her mouth off me and sat up, She gave me a demure look, wiping the edges of her lips. She smiled, smacked her lips, and sighed. The fragrance of semen was palpable on her breath; I realized she had swallowed my gift. That simple knowledge made me tremble in continued arousal.
Michelle leaned against me as I pulled into the garage beneath our building. I heard her licking her lips and sucking her fingers. "Your place or mine, baby?" she asked, then giggled.
I pulled the car into my assigned space and jerked the key. "Mine," I growled.
***
I shoved her against the wall in the elevator as it bore us to the seventh floor. Michelle hissed, eagerly lifting one of her legs as I fell to my knees. She pulled up her skirt, holding it against her flat stomach, as I pulled aside the black thong that barely covered her sex. As eagerly as she had serviced me, I gave it back to her with long swipes of my tongue and fierce sucks upon her swollen pink pussy.
"Oh, God, Will!" she exclaimed, slapping her hands to the walls of the elevator, pushing her juicy sex against my mouth. Her breath escaped her mouth amid tortured moans and gasps. I stared up at her face as I feasted between her thighs. Her taste was once again addicting. I loved the feel of her fleshy lips as my tongue delved between them.
"Suck it, baby!" she cried, as the elevator chime marked the passing of the floors. "I wanna cum!"
I engulfed her clit with my mouth, covering the majority of her pussy, and sucked fervently, massaging my tongue back and forth. Michelle shook and pushed down, her face twisted with ecstasy.
"Oh, God . . . ." She convulsed when she came, her inner walls pinching the tip of my tongue. I tasted a thick sweetness, and licked eagerly to get it all. Michelle clutched my head, seething and moaning, finally pushing me away.
I rose to my feet, with Michelle's urging hands on either side of my face. She sucked and licked her own effluence from my lips and cheeks in between panting and grateful breaths.
Supporting one another as we walked, we made our way to my apartment.
***
Few words were spoken. It seemed that Michelle and I did not need to talk to know what the other wanted. Once inside my apartment, Michelle stripped off her dress and stockings. Nude save for the tiny thong that just covered her swollen sex, she lead me to the bedroom.
The thong was soon tossed to the floor, joining my own discarded clothes.
Michelle was an enthusiastic, energetic lover. We roamed all over the bed, our passion for one another escalating with each moment. The more we fucked, the more we wanted. I had never seen a woman explode the way Michelle did, the way she shook and bucked, screaming and clawing. Her short, stiff nails raked my flesh, leaving bloody welts along my arms and shoulders. I didn't care.
Finally, I pinned her to the bed, with Michelle on her stomach as I drove into her with ferocious thrusts. I gripped her sweat-soaked hair in one hand and clutched her throat with another. Michelle spasmed beneath me, crying, moaning, trying to catch her breath. Never had I made love with such intensity, such animalistic passion. Yet I reveled with each thrust of my cock deep inside her quivering, sucking pussy.
"I'm gonna cum," I groaned, panting in her ear. "I want you to cum with me."
"Oh-h-h, God," she murmured, her face slack and sweaty.
I lowered my head, sucking the tender flesh at the base of her neck between my lips. I pinched it between my teeth.
"Oh, God, Will," she sputtered, bucking back against me. "Do it, baby! Do it!"
I could only moan, feeling my release building. I shoved deep inside her, even as I pressed my teeth into her skin, biting down.
Michelle's orgasmic cry shook the walls, echoing out through the open windows of my apartment. I sucked on her flesh, her blood, even as my seed gushed deep inside her womb.
She slapped a hand back behind her, clutching my head. She caught, then expelled her breath, caught it again. Her body spasmed almost violently beneath mine. I shook over her, my cock burning in her depths. Drops of blood fell from my lips as I lifted up. I fell to the side, looking at stars dancing in my field of vision.
"Oh-h-h . . . b-b-baby," Michelle stammered, sinking into the mattress. She stared at me, face slick with sweat, eyes dazed and mouth open. Weakly, she touched my chest, my neck, my chin. I caught her hand, squeezing it as I recovered as well. For several minutes, neither of us could speak, much less move.
"Michelle," I managed to say at last.
"Uh . . . yeah?"
I rolled onto my side, facing her. Jesus, with her face wet and hair tangled, her cheeks glowing and eyes barely open, she was beyond beautiful, beyond sexy . . . I have made love to a goddess, I thought.
"I love you."
Michelle blinked at first, then shifted on her side. Her eyes cleared, becoming more alert. "What?"
I smiled, touched her chin. "I love you, Michelle."
Her eyes swelled. She sniffled back tears. "Don't say that."
"I love you."
Her eyes dripped. "Stop it!" she cried, bolting up in my bed.
I shot up as well, and grabbed her shoulders. I stared intently into her eyes. "I love you."
Michelle shook, tears streaming down her face. She clutched my arms, her face twisted and pained. "Will . . . don't."
I pulled her to me, feeling her sobbing and trembling. I lay back down, taking Michelle with me. Her head settled to my chest, tears soaking into my skin. I petted her hair for a while until she stopped shaking. Finally, she lifted her head, her face streaming with tears.
"Do you really?"
I nodded with a smile. "I do."
"You know, you're scaring the shit outta me right now."
I chuckled, brushing back slick, damp hair from her face. "Believe it or not, I'm scared, too. And it's about damned time."
Michelle suddenly laughed. "You're crazy, you know that?"
I nodded. "Think you can put up with me for . . . say, the rest of your life?"
Michelle leaned back abruptly, regarding me with an inscrutable expression. Her eyes darted back and forth across my face, beautiful amber orbs that sought my soul. I let her, waiting to hear what she had to say.
"You're serious."
I nodded. "I am."
Her hands trailed from my torso to my face and back again. "I-I've never been in love," she said, her voice faint.
I lifted up and slid my hand behind her head, pulling her down for a kiss. "That's why you're scared," I said. I tasted her lips. "And that's why I am, too. But we can make it work, Michelle."
Slowly, her lips twitched, eventually forming a smile. "Yeah?"
I nodded, with more confidence than I had ever felt before. I wiped away the tears from her cheeks. "Yeah."
Michelle sighed with a growing smile. "Will?"
"What."
She lowered her face, brushing her lips against mine. "I love you, too," she whispered.
-finis-
(Thanks for reading. I leave the life of Will and Michelle to your imagination. Suffice to say that they are two lost souls who found one another at just the right time. Don't forget to vote, and if you like, leave me a comment. I'll get back to you. Oh, and, happy Valentine's Day.)
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Ch. 02: Hansel & Gretel
(Author's note: The tale of Hansel and Gretel is a strangely simple one. The mother, for reasons of poverty, decides to abandon her children. She tries, they come back, she tries again, and the children get captured by a witch whom they then have to kill to be free. But I've always thought that there was a little more to it than that. And thus, the following story.
My thanks to Selena_Kitt for the idea and my inclusion into this effort. We have a lot of talent on board, and I hope that you will read all the stories in the chain. And so, with no more further ado . . . .)
***
Once upon a time . . . .
Their mother occupied the doorway as Hansel and Gretel lay sleeping. Throughout all their eighteen years, the children had never called their matriarch anything other than 'Mother.' Not 'Mom' or 'Mommy,' always 'Mother.' Even their father referred to his wife by the matronly title. Any deviation resulted in a stern look. And for Hansel and Gretel, a stern look meant discipline. Discipline . . . which was conducted in the basement, with switches and paddles and padded cuffs.
So the children were always well behaved, at least around Mother. Around town, however, they were the usual rambunctious, mischievous teenagers, yet their fear of discipline from their mother meant they were inordinately crafty; never had anyone guessed that the delinquents who periodically stole from Abel Mencke's orchard, who had defaced the statue of Revolutionary War hero and first mayor Earl Kelly Stipes, who had once broken into Mrs. Heath's candy store in the middle of the night, were the twins Hansel & Gretel, widely viewed as 'angelic' by the townsfolk of Brimstone.
It's time t' let 'em go, Mother thought crossly as she watched her children in their beds. Eighteen years is a long enough time t' wait for freedom. Once I'm rid o' them, Lewis'll be even more docile. And without the children to pay for, that's money I can finally spend t' replace that ridiculous jalopy I drive and get a real car . . . like a Cadillac.
But, how t' do it? None too likely they'd leave on their own. I know them. No, I'd have t' take 'em someways far away . . . far, far away . . . .
***
"Psst! Hansel!"
Hansel murmured in his bed, frowning at the sound of his twin's voice. He buried his face in the pillow -- Christ, when was the last time it was washed? -- and pretended to still be asleep. But his sister knew him too well, and he, she. As with many twins, they enjoyed (and sometimes reviled) a nearly psychic link between them.
"Damn it, Han!" she hissed, keeping her voice low. She pinched her brother's ear roughly, eliciting the desired effect. But just as his eyes flashed open and he began to cry out in pain, Gretel slapped her hand over his mouth, so all that escaped was a muffled sound of irritation.
Gretel pressed a single finger to her lips. "Shh!"
Hansel frowned, staring at his twin. Aside from the fact that they were of different sexes, Hansel and Gretel were truly identical. Their faces almost perfectly mirrored one another, save that Hansel's was a bit broader, and Gretel's brow was thinner. But both had the same sharp, narrow nose, short black hair, and catlike violet-hued eyes. Even their builds were similar, being athletic and lean, although Hansel stood a couple of inches taller than his slightly-older sister, and possessed broader shoulders.
"What th' devil's gotten in ya?" Hansel whispered after his sister took her hand away.
Still with a finger to her lips, Gretel beckoned with her hand and rose from the floor, where she had been kneeling beside her brother's bed. She stepped to the door of the room they shared -- and had always shared since the first day they drew breath -- and peered out.
Hansel flipped back the old worn blanket and stained, threadbare sheets, letting his feet rest quietly on the floor. Silently, following his sister's lead, he approached behind her. "Greta?" he asked, his voice so soft, audible only to her ear.
She looked at him over her shoulder, needing not to say a word to indicate that he should follow. The short tee covering her torso offered no modesty to her lower body. The worn and stretched panties that hugged her slender hips tightly (there was a hole in the right cheek that revealed much too much bare flesh) might as well have been airbrushed paint. Similarly, the simple briefs Hansel wore looked almost like a man's bikini upon him.
Gretel lead the way along the hall to the top of the stairs, where she crouched behind the railing. Wordlessly, Hansel followed suit, almost intimately framing his sister's body with his own. But such closeness was nothing new to the siblings; even as legal adults, they still slept in the same bed at times.
Two pairs of unnaturally violet eyes watched through the scratched and scuffed wooden posts of the stair rail as Mother spoke with their father in the living room below. Their words were just barely discernible to the twins' ears.
". . . Y'know I'm right," Mother was saying, facing her husband upon the moth-eaten couch. "They's of age, now. And they need a taste o' th' world outside this little town. It'll be good for 'em."
Reluctantly, the twins' father, Lewis, nodded. "I . . . s'pose so," he said cagily. "I'm just not sure I like th' idea of drivin' 'em away from town, and just . . . leavin' 'em there—"
"Lewis!" Mother snapped. "As always, it ain't for you t' like. This'll be good for them. I know it. I am their mother, after all."
Timidly, Lewis nodded, casting his eyes down.
Mother straightened, taking on her usual air of authority and arrogance. "It's settled, then," she said with a smug smile. "Tomorrow, I'll take 'em out for a drive. And when I return -- alone -- p'haps I'd be in the mood t' let ya have me for a spell."
Lewis's head sprang up, wearing a hopeful expression. "Really?"
Patronizingly, Mother patted her husband's head as she stood. "Maybe," she said, then walked away, into the kitchen.
The eyes of the siblings watched their mother as she disappeared, then focused on one another's. Nervousness swept like a current between them, coupled with fear. Without a word, they crept back to their little room.
***
Minutes later, the twins sat upon Hansel's bed, legs folded beneath their bodies as they faced one another. Their hands were intertwined, seeking strength and comfort that seemed now to be sorely lacking.
"What're we gonna do?" Gretel asked, her eyes watery as she tried to hold back tears.
Hansel had always been the more level-headed one. "She'd have t' take us far enough aways, t' some place we don't recognize," he said. "We gonna need t' leave a trail someways."
Gretel frowned with a feeling of hopelessness. "How's we gonna do that? Oh, God, Han, she's gonna take us somewhere and leave us—"
Hansel reached out and touched his sister's face, trying to hold back his own strong anxiety. "We'll find our way home, Greta," he said with as much certainty as he could muster.
A line of tears spilled from Gretel's eyes, dripping down her cheek. "How?" she asked. "And even if we make it back, what then?"
Hansel shrugged. "I don't know," he admitted. "Least ways, we'd be home. But first, we gotta figure out the 'how.'"
***
The following morning, before Mother awoke, Hansel crept outside to the family car with a pail of paint taken from the garage. The paint was of a bright green color, used years before in the construction of a go-kart that had since been demolished. Hansel was glad to have kept it around; it now finally had a use.
The family car was a behemoth of a station wagon that was nearly twice Hansel's age. Colored a motley brown with wooden side paneling, the automotive monstrosity had as many dents and scratches as a smash-up derby car, yet still it remained faithful. Even though the engine had been overhauled numerous times, rims and brakes and axles had been routinely replaced, every turn of the key was rewarded with the throaty rumble of its venerable eight-cylinder engine.
Before getting to his task, however, Hansel stopped a moment, looking around at the small town which constituted the entirety of his known world. There were perhaps eight or nine dozen families in Brimstone, which had once been a prosperous town. But the mines had dried up decades before, shortly after the Great Depression, and the town had suffered since. Many buildings stood dilapidated and desolate, and the streets were in sorry states of disrepair.
Like nearly every house in Brimstone, the one which Hansel and Gretel called home was a piecemeal construction of simple materials that needed constant repair. The grass was brown -- where it existed -- and the trees were skeletal and dying. It was the same all throughout town.
Would it really be that bad t' leave here? Hansel thought. He had heard tales of the Big City, with its clean streets and modern homes. Of men and women who could afford to shower every day and wore clean clothes that had not been handed down. Of wonders like computers, and cellular phones. The world outside Brimstone, the world that began beyond the foothills, was a very different one, Hansel knew. A better one.
Maybe Mother really is doing us a favor, he thought. Just 'cause Brimstone's the only home we ever known don't mean it's the only home we'd ever have. Maybe it's fate. Maybe it's how it's s'posed t' be.
Hansel's brow furrowed in thought. But what about father? He'd be left t' damnation with Mother. Maybe he's a spineless simp, but he's still father.
With a resigned sigh, Hansel returned to his task, crawling beneath the station wagon. The wire he had brought along served to secure the paint canister to the underside of the station wagon, just a few inches in from the twisted rear bumper. Once it was secure, Hansel stabbed the can once with a screwdriver, resulting in a small hole from which slowly leaked the viscous, brightly-colored mixture. It was thick enough that it would take hours to drain away, Hansel knew.
He hoped those hours were enough.
***
"Children! Children!"
Mother's shrill voice served to summon her son and daughter to the kitchen where she stood. She was clad in her best Sunday dress, fresh off the line. A rickety old picnic basket sat upon the table. The teens' father was nowhere around. Dutifully, apparently clueless to their mother's plan, Hansel and Gretel stopped fast and stood straight, as they always had after being called.
Mother effected a plastic smile upon her aging features. "We're goin' for a drive, little ones," she said in her best motherly voice. "I figure it was time we all got t' treatin' each other as adults."
Together, the twins nodded in agreement. "Of course, Mother," Gretel said. She and her brother knew that the only way their plan could succeed was if they allowed Mother's to.
Mother beamed. "Hansel, take the basket," she said, then winked. "This'll be such a wonderful day, one none of us'll ever forget."
***
Miles later, once Brimstone was left behind and the dirty roads became less and less recognizable to the twins, Hansel leaned forward from the back seat and addressed his mother. "We goin' someplace new, Mother?" he asked.
Her eyes flashed to the cracked rearview mirror as the car rambled along a lonely country road. "I reckon it's 'bout time you two got to see a little of th' world outside Brimstone," she said.
"Oh, okay," Hansel said, feigning innocence. He sat back, glancing briefly to his sister. They did not have to speak to share their thoughts. The reality of their impending abandonment weighed heavily enough upon them, without having to compromise it with useless anger toward their mother.
Still, while Hansel appeared unperturbed, Gretel shivered involuntarily, rubbing her bare arms as if she was cold. She stared out the window at the twisted, gnarled old trees that framed either side of the dirt road, hoping that Hansel's plan would work.
***
As mountains gave way to foothills, and foothills to endless plain, Hansel's heart began to sink. He did not know how long the dripping paint can would leave a trail to follow back, and the further Mother drove, the more and more anxious he became. He tried not to allow it to show, but his tensing shoulders and darting, furtive looks could not be helped.
Watching her children in the mirror, Mother suppressed a wicked smile. Don't fret, little ones. At the least, ya'll have some food t' keep ya goin' for a while.
Finally, the station wagon approached a small collection of buildings. The most obvious of them was a small general store, with simple signs advertising everything from bags of ice to cold beer, tools to tire change services. There was a garage attached, as well as a pair of aging fuel pumps.
Mother pulled the station wagon up before one of the pumps and ordered her children out of the car. "It's been a long ride," she said snappishly. "Best get yourselves cleaned up a bit."
Hansel and Gretel agreed wordlessly, stepping onto firm ground for the first time in hours. They had never spent so much time in a car before; they were both surprised by how stiff and uncomfortable they felt after having done nothing but sit. They twisted, turned, eliciting audible snaps and cracks from their backs and necks.
"Is there a bathroom, Mother?" Hansel asked.
She answered without looking up from the gas pump nozzle she was inserting into the car. "Inside. Ask th' man behind th' counter for th' key."
Hansel gave his twin a knowing look. Mother's been here before, he thought. Gretel nodded in silent assent, her nervousness even more telling now. It was heightened as she noticed two middle-aged men sitting upon a long bench beside the front door of "Avery's Market." They wore greasy, dirty old caps upon their heads bearing faded farming machine legends, and clothing that, like those of the twins, were well-worn and faded.
Reflexively, she gripped her brother's hand in a fierce grip. "Don't let go, Han," she pleaded under her breath. She felt the eyes of the two men upon her, and was suddenly self-conscious in her tight-fitting old shorts and equally snug tee. Though her breasts were rather small, her top had long since molded itself around their shape through years of wear. Even the details of her nipples were clDaley revealed.
"C'mon," urged Hansel, pulling his sister to the door. She walked beside him, mustering her confidence as they passed the two men.
"Afternoon, young lady," the closest of the two men sneered, revealing stained and crooked teeth. "Sure is turnin' out t' be a lovely day."
"Ain't it," drawled the other man, openly ogling Gretel's long, tanned legs.
"Afternoon, sirs," Hansel spoke as Gretel remained silent, warily regarding the two men. That simple salutation was all Hansel said before opening the door and bringing his sister inside with him. The two men craned their necks with leering smiles, watching after Gretel's derriere.
The store was fairly small, and just about every inch of space, it seemed, had been put to use. There was scarcely enough room between aisles packed with various foodstuffs and merchandise to navigate. Neither of the twins had ever seen such a variety in their lives, nor so much.
"This place's got everything!" exclaimed Gretel, eyes wide with amazement. She approached a nearby rack stocked almost to overflowing with brightly-colored packages. "What's a . . . 'Free-toe?'"
"Like potato chips, girlie," came an aged voice from the short counter to their left. "'Cept they're made from corn. Buy two, get one free." The old man winked, and even his eyes displayed a lecherous glow as he beheld the girl in his store.
Gretel frowned. "Bizarre," she commented.
Hansel shook his head in bewilderment. "Ain't never heard o' such a thing," he remarked, then remembered why they had come into the store. He addressed the old man behind the counter. "Sir, have you got th' key t' th' restroom?"
The old man pursed his lips, then reached under the counter and retrieved a cracked and battered wooden rod, about a foot long, with a key hanging off a loop at one end. "It's in th' back," he said, hooking his thumb toward the rear of the store. "And only one at a time."
Wordlessly, Hansel took the key and dragged Gretel toward the back, seeing a short hallway framed by various car care products on a rack and a cooler filled with different types of beer. There was a simple white door, with a sign showing the universal male/female characters. "I'll be right back," Hansel said, then unlocked the door and left his sister in the hallway.
The restroom was small and dingy, but relatively clean. He had no need to use the toilet, so Hansel simply washed his hands and face, pulled off his shirt to dab away the sweat from his forearms. He was finished within a minute, and hurriedly stepped out to let Gretel in.
She was occupied for several minutes, and Hansel could tell she was relieving herself before cleaning off the unanticipated grime of a three-hour drive. A sheepish look adorned her face as she emerged. "Sorry. I hadda pee."
Hansel could not help but chuckle. "Come on," he said, directing his sister back through the store. A sense of dread rose quickly in his mind as his eyes darted through the windows, spying empty gas pumps outside. No behemoth station wagon in sight.
"Oh, no," he muttered, then slapped the bathroom key on the counter before running out, hurling open the door. "No! No! NO!"
Gretel followed, already feeling the tight lump in her chest, like a wrench twisting her heart. Her brother was jumping up and down, looking in all directions for their mother, his face furtive and desperate. Even though he had known that abandonment was coming, the reality was abruptly depressing.
"She left us!" he cried, staring fearfully at Gretel, an expression of hopelessness worn upon his face. "She really left us!"
Gretel tried valiantly to suppress her own fear. "W-we knew she was gonna . . . ." Please, Han, don't go howlin' at th' moon now.
Hansel stopped his frantic jumping and made the supreme effort to calm himself. "You're right, Greta," he said, and took a deep breath. His arms wrapped around his sister as she came to him, shuddering with her own release of emotion. Comforting her gave him strength, and strength gave him clarity.
I can't go fallin' apart, he thought. Like Greta said, we knew this was gonna happen. So now it's happened, and now we gotta figure out how t' get back home. I sure hope that paint trail is there . . . .
His eyes fell upon the picnic basket that sat upon the bench, in between the two men. They smiled lecherously upon the twins, moreso upon Gretel. Their body language and looks told Hansel they understood that they held sway over something the twins needed.
"That's ours," he said once Gretel had regained her composure. Gripping hands once again, they faced the two men.
The two men exchanged a sneering look before the one who spoke previously turned back. "What, this thing?" he asked, patting the basket. "I don't see no one's name on it. That lady you rode in with just set it down here and took off. I reckon it was a gift for a couple'a lonely old men."
The other man nodded. "Mighty nice of her," he muttered.
"That was our mother!" screeched Gretel impulsively. "And that basket's for us!"
Hansel squeezed his sister's hand, silently urging caution.
The crooked-toothed man chuckled. "If she was y'all's momma, why'd she just take off like that?"
Hansel ground his teeth. "'Cause we're poor," he said. "And she don't want us 'round no more."
The man laughed loudly. "Now, see, Dale, that's th' way t' do it. Kids get old 'nuff, you just take them out somewheres n' drop 'em off. Yep, that's th' way."



Dale nodded, beady dark eyes focused on the narrow gap between Gretel's taut young thighs. "Ain't it, Harlon."
Hansel felt backed into a corner. Whatever might happen, he understood that his and his sister's chances of survival would be greatly enhanced by the contents of the picnic basket. They needed it, plain and simple. Bravely, he took a step toward the two men, releasing his hold on Gretel's hand. "I'm takin' that basket, sir. It belongs to me and my sister."
The man named Harlon arched an eyebrow in interest. "Just how you plan on takin' it, boy? Only one'a you, and there's two of us."
Hansel swallowed nervously, yet stood his ground. "That don't matter," he said. "I'll do whatever it takes."
Harlon laughed again. "I just bet you would, youngster," he said, then his eyes drifted to Gretel. "But would she?"
Hansel stiffened, understanding that, whatever the two men wanted from Gretel, it could not be good. "It ain't 'bout her, it's 'bout you and me."
"Oh, I do think it's 'bout her," Harlon said, both his face and tone menacing. "You two want this here basket, don't'cha? Me and Dale, here, want somethin' too."
Hansel shook his head, growing angry. His jaw set, and fists clenched. "Y'ain't gettin' nothin' from my sister," he growled.
"Ha! The puppy's barin' it's fangs! Ain't that fierce, Dale?"
Dale chuckled, licking his lips, eyes never leaving Gretel's lithe body. "Ain't it."
Harlon stood, taking up the basket in a meaty hand. He stood an inch or two shorter than Hansel, but made up for his lack of height with a stocky frame and earth-toned muscles. "Me and Dale are gonna head 'round back, take a look-see in this here basket," he declared. "So unless that little lady wants to show us somethin' more, eh . . . tasty, ya can say good-bye t' it now."
Hansel felt the impulse to rush the man and hopefully take the basket from him. He was certain he and Gretel could run faster than either man, and make it down the road before they could give chase. But Gretel's hand slapping around his arm made him pause. He looked to his sister with a frown.
I know what they want, she thought, conveying her ideas to her brother. Ya know I ain't cherry no more, so lemme get 'em all riled up, then we can grab th' basket and get outta here.
Hansel tensed, but he could not think of a better plan. He gave a short, reluctant, nod. All right.
They followed the two men around the back of the store, to a little space between Avery's Market and some nameless shack that Hansel assumed was Mr. Avery's abode. There, beneath the bright sun, Harlon and Dale set the basket upon one of several milk crates that lay about, between the back door of the grocery store and a large, ancient, dented steel dumpster. The aroma of rotting garbage was powerful in the air.
"So, you gonna show us somethin', girly?" sniggered Harlon.
Gretel stood impassive for a moment beside her brother, then stepped forward, curling her fingers beneath the hem of her shirt. "I'm only showin'," she said, then lifted her shirt, exposing the firm hemispheres of flesh that adorned her chest. Pale in comparison to her tanned arms and legs, Gretel's breasts were almost creamy white, sporting thick pink nipples atop areolas the size of dollar coins.
Harlon's gaze clouded with lust while beside him, Dale licked his thick, chapped lips. "Now, that's a tasty sight, all right," Harlon said. "Ain't seen tits like that since your cousin came t' visit, Dale."
"Yep, them's nice," Dale agreed. "But I can see hills near every day. Ain't too often I get a peek at a nice little valley."
Gretel's cheeks paled. She glanced to Hansel, who struggled to contain his anger. That single look was all it took for them to agree. But ya best be ready, Han.
Hansel nodded imperceptibly. I am.
Gretel returned her attention to the two lecherous men. "If I show ya all'a me, then we get th' basket?" she asked.
Harlon nodded, his eyes narrowed and sly. "Of course, girlie," he said in a patronizing tone. "But, uh, come on closer. We wanna good, close look."
Gretel swallowed nervously, aware of her brother behind her, even though she could not see him. The knowledge of his presence gave her the strength to commit to the moment. Her eyes falling to the ground, Gretel stepped forward until she stood just a foot before the two men, then unceremoniously unsnapped her shorts and wiggled them off her hips. Along with a pair of faded, lime-green panties, they fell to her ankles.
"Holy Mary, Mother o' Christ," muttered Harlon, groping himself. "Just look at that beaver. That there's womanly perfection."
Dale stared, gape-mouthed and tongue hanging out like that of a basset hound on a hot summer day. "Ain't it."
Harlon's breathing was ragged as he beheld the sight of Gretel's exposed genitals, framed by soft, downy brown hair. Though Gretel, of course, had never trimmed her pubic hair, she was not bushy. The swell of her vulva were clearly visible, as well as her slender pink labia and the short barrel of her clitoral hood.
"Turn 'round there, girlie," Harlon urged, finding his voice again. "Turn 'round an' touch your toes."
Hesitantly, Gretel did so, facing her brother. Hansel stared with an odd mixture of morbid fascination, detached arousal, and seething anger as his sister stood all but fully nude before him. He could accept that he found her beautiful, and so brazenly exposed as she was at that moment, strangely sexy. But as she bent over, keeping her legs straight, exposing the entirety of her backside in such a lewd manner to the two men, those fleeting emotions vanished.
A cool calmness, a sense of deliberation, took hold of him. Captivated as they were by the exposition of Gretel's sacred treasures, Harlon and Dale did not notice as Hansel stepped silently around behind them. But Gretel noticed, lifting her head just a little, and smiled. To further entrance her admirers, she reached back with her hands and pulled her cheeks apart, fully exposing the objects of her admirers' affection.
"Look at that pink, Dale," Harlon commented in awe. His eyes were fixated on the lightly fur-lined lips of Gretel's sex, the puckered anus above. "Even her brownie's pink! Ain't nothin' fresher'n that. Man, it's gonna be good to get my willy up in that sweet li'l slice o' pie . . ." he trailed off, pushing up from his crouch, fumbling with his old jeans.
"Ain't—" began Dale.
Bonk!
Just as he fished out his penis, hard at the prospect of violating the teenager before him, Harlon frowned in confusion as Dale collapsed with a groan beside him. Harlon turned, looking upon Hansel, who stood with a length of wood held in his hands.
"Now, that just ain't right!" complained Harlon.
Hansel grinned, bringing back the board in preparation. "Ain't it?" he asked rhetorically, then swung.
***
The basket held sandwiches wrapped in butcher paper, fruit, and a jug of water. Enough, at least, for a day, but not much more. Still, it was something, and it gave the twins hope. They each partook of a sandwich and a single selection from the fruit; an apple for Hansel, a pear for Gretel.
"Ain't never seen ya like that," Hansel said at last as they walked the lonely country road, following the occasional drop of glowing green paint that lay upon the road. For that, at least, Hansel was glad; part of his plan seemed to be working out.
Gretel shrugged. "Got us outta there, didn't it?" she asked simply, chewing on a bite of her pear. "'Sides, ain't like ya never seen me nekkid before."
"But that's always been different," Hansel said, feeling a strange tickling sensation in the pit of his stomach. The image of his twin sister's brazen nudity was a powerful one, he had to admit. He was not sure what to make of it, or how he felt about it. "Ain't the same, now."
She gave a furtive glance to her brother. "Guess it ain't," she agreed. "But there ain't no goin' back. It's done, an' it worked, so . . . let's just get home."
Hansel nodded, pushing away the faint traces of incestuous thought that had begun growing in his mind. He looked all around, seeing nothing but desolate prairie, mountains in the distance. A powerful sense of despair rolled through him; the mountains -- wherein lay Brimstone, he knew, though he knew not where -- were so far away. More than it would take just a few days of walking to reach.
"We're gonna need t' hitch a ride somehow," he said at last.
"How?" asked Gretel, casting her gaze about. Her voice was strongly tinted with an hysteric edge of depression. "We ain't seen no car for over an hour now!"
"Someone's gotta come by," Hansel said. Intuition struck him. "Soon as we see a car or truck or whatever, ya stick out your thumb. Show some leg."
Gretel tittered. "'Show some leg?'" she asked.
Hansel grinned. "Hey, if I was drivin' 'long some old dusty road and saw a cute thing flashin' her leg, I'd sure as hell stop."
Gretel smiled, a funny look on her face. "Ya think I'm cute?"
Hansel rolled his eyes. "Cute as a pug dog gnawing on a bone," he said dryly, although his statement could not hide from his twin that still-lingering feeling of arousal he had felt at seeing her naked.
Thankfully, Gretel said nothing. But she did smile, in an impish, mischievous way.
***
It was late in the afternoon, and the twins were miles along the country road, yet still days from home. The mountains seemed no closer now then they had been at the beginning of their trek, and that was cause for no small amount of despair. Still, Hansel and Gretel soldiered on, for wont of any other driving force.
Then, finally . . . .
The rumble reached Hansel's ears first. He hesitated in his trudging walk; with Gretel a few paces ahead. The basket was heavy, scraping the side of his leg, rubbing the skin raw where it was exposed by his shorts. He had refused to let Gretel carry the basket, citing his strength relative to hers. She had rolled her eyes, but offered no rebuttal.
The rumble made Hansel look back, and when he saw the trail of dust cast high in the wake of an oncoming vehicle, he literally dropped the basket to the ground in elation. "A car!" he exclaimed.
Gretel spun about, hope lighting up her features. She grinned and began jumping up and down. "A car!" she echoed excitedly.
"C'mon! Quick!" urged Hansel, snatching up the basket and stepping off the side of the road. "Get out there!"
Gretel did not hesitate. She stood straight, standing along the edge of the road with her arm thrust out, thumb thrust up. She canted one of her legs out, pasted a 'come-hither' smile on her face.
The dust trail loomed closer, revealing a beat-up old sedan before it. Hansel watched anxiously as the car neared, slowing slightly. As soon as the car passed Gretel in her provocative pose, the brake lights flashed and tires skidded along the dirt and gravel. The venerable car -- some old Ford or Chevy, Hansel figured -- stopped in the middle of the road.
Together, Hansel and Gretel ran up to the car. Gretel reached the driver-side open window and leaned upon the door. "Please, mister, we need a ride," she deplored.
The man behind the wheel panned his gaze over Gretel's body. Sweat had molded her shirt even moreso to her body, while casting off a sweet, youthful aroma. The man was somewhat pudgy, of average looks. "Well, uh, where ya goin'?" he asked, warily glancing to Hansel behind her.
"Brimstone," Gretel responded.
The driver frowned. "Ain't heard o' that town," he said. "How far is it?"
"It's up in th' mountains," Hansel said. He caught a glimpse of a slightly-glowing green drop of paint on the road just ahead of the sedan. "I can tell ya how t' get there."
The driver rolled his eyes. "I ain't goin' anywhere near th' mountains," he said. "I gotta get t' Bixby, and that's down south, along th' highway."
Gretel begged with her eyes. "Please, mister."
The pudgy man took a breath, ogling Gretel once more. "I don't know," he said. "That's really outta my way."
Gretel thought a moment, chewing her lip. She looked back to her brother briefly, exchanging thoughts. With a reluctant nod, Hansel agreed. Gretel turned back.
"What if, uh . . . I do somethin' for ya?" she suggested.
The driver arched his eyebrows in interest and instant arousal. "What'cha got in mind?"
Gretel shrugged, glancing around casually. "How 'bout I suck your dick?"
The pudgy man smiled slowly. "Get in th' car," he said.
***
Mr. James Cray, the driver of the old sedan, was a surprisingly nervous and shy man, given the agreement he and Gretel had struck. She got in through the front passenger door, taking half of the long bench seat, while Hansel crawled in the back, setting the basket beside him. James -- 'Jimmy' -- asked some typical questions, and received the typical answers from Gretel. As far as the driver was concerned, it was just he and Gretel.
"So, um . . . ya really gonna . . . um, you know . . . ." he said awkwardly, smiling nervously upon Gretel.
She smiled back, sweetly. "Ya really gonna take us t' Brimstone?" she asked.
Jimmy nodded enthusiastically. "Yeah."
Gretel shot her brother a quick look, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, then slid closer to their ad hoc chauffeur. She settled a hand on his thigh and brushed his ear with her lips. "Then I'm really gonna suck ya," she whispered.
Jimmy shuddered. "Oh-h-h . . . wow . . . ."
Gretel giggled. Jimmy's skittishness was endearing; for whatever reasons, it practically encouraged her to continue. Gretel felt that she was in charge, that nothing would happen without her consent, unlike the way she had felt with Harlon and Dale behind the grocery store. Perhaps because of that feeling, Gretel was emboldened, encouraged.
"Ain't ya ever had your dick sucked, Jimmy?" she whispered sultrily.
Jimmy swallowed thickly, beads of sweat appearing on his brow. "Um . . . not like this," he said, then let out a nervous laugh. "Actually, uh . . . not really much at all."
"Well," began Gretel as she worked at his jeans, a blushing smile crossing her face. "Then ya best keep your eyes on th' road, then." And with that, she leaned over, settling her head in the man's lap.
Hansel tried not to think about what his sister was doing, but that was a useless venture. Between the soft moans and wet sucking, pulling sounds Gretel made, and the gasps and groans of her lucky recipient, Hansel could hardly think of anything else.
Against his better judgment, Hansel watched between the seats as his twin bobbed up and down, the muscles of her narrow back outlined beneath her tight shirt. Her right shoulder moved, evidence of her manipulation of the cock that plunged into her mouth again and again. Now and then, Hansel heard his sister sigh, and she would pause, moving her head only slightly. Hansel could just imagine his sister licking up and down their benefactors' stiff shaft. That image brought out feelings of both arousal and jealousy.
Still, Hansel had enough sense to keep an eye on the road, spying the glowing drops of green paint upon the dirt and gravel. It was only this fact -- the proof that they were heading in the right direction -- that allowed him to stomach the idea of watching his sister giving head.
"Oh, God, oh God," moaned Jimmy, abruptly pulling off the road, the tires of his car digging into dead grass. He cut the engine and leaned back, placing both of his hands on Gretel's bouncing head. "Do it, baby! Yeah! Yeah! I'm cummin'! Don't stop, baby!"
Gretel stopped bobbing, her back hunched slightly, moaning as Jimmy convulsed. Hansel gritted his teeth, hateful of the man who was now ejaculating between his sister's lips, even as he wished he was in Jimmy's place. It seemed to him that the man's orgasm lasted for minutes on end, and what truly vexed him the most was Gretel's eager acceptance in keeping her mouth upon him throughout his spasms.
With a loud, wet slurping sound, Gretel eased up, sitting upright in her seat. Her lips were slightly parted, slick and wet, a bead of pearly fluid shimmering upon them. She glanced back to her brother, undoubtedly feeling the confluence of his emotions, or at the least, guessing them. With a demure, almost shamed look, she sucked her bottom lip, wiped the corners of her mouth with her fingers.
"Oh . . . damn, sweetheart," Jimmy sighed, then laughed.
Gretel licked her lips slowly, tasting the residue of his orgasm. Her throat felt thick and dry, lined with the semen she had swallowed. "Ya gonna take us home now, right?"
Jimmy chuckled. "Sure thing, honey," he agreed, straightening his pants and turning the key. For a brief moment, he glanced to Hansel's stony face in the rear-view mirror, and his smile faded, replaced by intimidation.
For the rest of the drive, he said nothing more.
***
It was a little after nightfall when the glowing green paint trail lead Mr. James Cray's sedan to the ramshackle house which Hansel and Gretel called home. Hansel said nothing as he quickly stepped from the car, waiting upon the walkway for his sister. Gretel lingered a moment.
"Your brother don't like me much," Jimmy commented.
Gretel sighed. "No, I don't reckon he does," she said, then pushed a smile to her lips. She planted a quick, somewhat sticky kiss on the man's cheek. "Thanks for bringin' us home."
Jimmy smiled back. "Maybe, um . . . ." he began hopefully.
Gretel frowned. "I don't think so," she said curtly, then shoved open the door and stepped out.
Hansel stood before her, the picnic basket hanging from his hand, looking down at the ground. Gretel approached, hands before her.
"We got home," she said. "That's what's important."
He nodded stiffly. "Yeah."
Gretel's brow furrowed. "Are ya angry at me?" she asked. "Or jealous?"
Hansel's head snapped up, eyes glaring at his twin for a moment before quickly softening. "Don't really matter, do it?" he asked rhetorically. "'Sides, like ya said, we're home now."
Gretel nodded back, and followed her brother into the house.
***
Mother seethed as she watched her children emerge from the stranger's car outside the windows of the family home. She had noticed the occasional drops of green paint upon the road during the drive back, and sight of the matching puddle in the driveway had made her suspicious. Now that the twins were back, she realized her suspicion had been confirmed: Hansel and Gretel had made sure to leave a trail back home.
Damn those brats! I give 'em eighteen years o' my life, and they dare t' think they deserve more? She took a moment to quell her raging emotions, watching as her son and daughter approached up the walk. Fine, then. They can have their homecoming. But they ain't gonna stick around for long . . . .
***
"Children! So nice to see you home!"
Hansel and Gretel stopped in the doorway of the home, staring with surprise upon their smiling mother. As if the events of the entire day had not occurred, Mother approached and hugged them both, kissing their cheeks. Behind her, keeping a distance, was their father, meek as always, yet with a relieved look on his aging face.
"I know what you're thinkin'," Mother said as she stepped back, a somber expression on her face. "But ya'll two have grown up. Time t' learn about th' real world."
"By leavin' us stranded with'a bunch'a scary old men?" cried Gretel, her face reddening. "What was that s'posed t' teach us?" She shook off her brother's hand as he settled it on her arm.
Mother's eyes narrowed. "Don't ya ever question me, girl," she menaced. "To your room. Both o' ya!"
Gretel began to rebuke her mother, but Hansel caught her arm again and gave her a warning look. It ain't worth it, ya know that.
Gretel took a calming breath and nodded reluctantly. With neither a word nor look to Mother, she marched around the woman, heading up the stairs. Hansel lingered, holding up the picnic basket, meeting his mother's gaze.



"Thanks for lunch," he said dryly, then let go of the handle, letting the basket crash to the ground. Mother let out a startled yelp, stepping back. Her hand flashed up, ready to slap her son's face, but his unflinching stance made her pause. Hansel had never stood up to her before.
With a last look, he stepped past his mother, giving a quick glance to his father. The docile patriarch said nothing, guilt and embarrassment telling within his features. Hansel suddenly loathed the man who had given him life. How can he just stand by and watch it all happen?
There was no answer to his silent question, nor did he think he would have accepted one. Both weary and angry, Hansel ascended the stairs to join his distraught sister.
***
Gretel had her arms wrapped around her knees, hugging her legs to her chest while she sat on the bed. The single lamp colored the room in a soft, dusky amber, which helped to make the chamber seem less dirty than it was.
"She's gonna try t' get rid o' us again, ain't she?" she asked in a small voice as Hansel closed the door.
"I reckon," he mused, then sighed, leaning against the door. "But, y'know, I been thinkin'."
Gretel lifted her head. "'Bout?"
Hansel's face contorted from the thoughts behind it. "Do we really wanna stay here after all? I mean . . . Mother's always gonna be trying t' get rid o' us."
Distressed filled Gretel's face. "And where we gonna go? What we gonna do? And don't ya be expectin' me t' hand out suck jobs left n' right!"
Hansel grimaced. "I weren't thinkin' nothin' like that," he said, easing onto the bed before his sister. His shoulders slumped. "I ain't really sure what I'm thinkin.'"
Gretel uncurled and slipped her arm around her brother's shoulder, resting her cheek against his arm. The intimate contact was comforting to them both. "Well, I'm thinkin' we definitely gotta stay t'gether."
Hansel managed a smile and gripped her hand. "Me, too."
***
The aroma of ham steak and bacon wafted up through the house the following morning, rousing the twins from sleep. For a few minutes, it was as if the events of the previous day had never transpired; they rose, washed up, brushed their teeth, slowly letting the fog of sleep leave their minds. It was only as they were getting dressed that a sense of anxiety speared through them.
Hansel froze after he had pulled up a pair of worn old jeans with holes in the knees. He stared at Gretel, topless for the moment as she held a flimsy yellow blouse. Their eyes locked; they shared the same thought: what's Mother gonna do today?
A sense of resignation in the face of doom overcame them. They knew Mother was going to try something, and they had to be ready for it. That simple fact was powerful and obvious.
"We'd best, uh, head down t' breakfast," Hansel finally said. His eyes lingered on the firm breasts Gretel so casually revealed. They had seen each other naked numerous times throughout their lives, yet now, even this candid exposition of nudity drew out a different reaction from Hansel. The previous day had changed a lot of things, it seemed. He was conscious of the fact that he know felt a certain level of buzzing arousal around his twin, a sensation that was new to him. Unlike Gretel, who had enjoyed a brief fling with Cooper Barnes (before he got arrested for running moonshine), Hansel remained a virgin.
Gretel nodded, quickly donning her blouse. She could feel the difference between the way her brother used to regard her, and the way he did now. But she was not entirely sure how she felt about that change. Part of her had enjoyed the 'naughty' things she had done the day before, knowing Hansel had been there to watch.
Does that I mean I like turnin' my own brother on? She wondered. But she pushed the thought from her head and took Hansel's hand. "C'mon, Han," she said, the feel of her brother's grip making her strong. "We only got us, y'know."
"No matter what, we stay t'gether," Hansel affirmed.
They descended the stairs as if joined at the hip, following the wafting aromas that, despite the unease both twins felt, conjured up grumbles of hunger from their stomachs. They could hear Mother puttering about in the kitchen, accompanied by the clatter of pans and plates, flatware and glasses. The cacophony was almost intimidating.
Hansel and Gretel stopped in the doorway of the kitchen, looking up the tiny table dressed with the old plastic red and white cover. Four plates had been set, a pitcher of orange juice set in the middle. The twins' father was already seated, turned sideways in his chair as he read that morning's edition of the Brimstone Revealer. He glanced up briefly at his children's arrival. His face could have been carved from one of the winnowed old trees that lay outside of town.
"I didn't think ya two'd be long, what with what I'm cookin'," Mother said as she saw her children. "Well, sit yourselves down. Ya need t' have a good breakfast."
Hansel eyed her suspiciously. "Another long drive today, Mother?"
Her faint smile vanished completely. "Sit."
The twins exchanged cautionary looks, then took their usual places at the table. Hansel tried to catch his father's eye, but the elder man hunched down, holding the paper close to his face. His actions were plainly suspicious. He knew what Mother planned, but of course, he was not about to share his knowledge.
And again, Hansel thought, how can he just let this happen? What kind o' hold does Mother have on him? Is my father really that weak-willed that he'd let his own children be taken away? Unless . . . unless he never really wanted us either . . . .
Hansel leaned back in his chair, feeling nothing but contempt for his father. He suddenly felt a loss of appetite.
Mother set heavily-laden plates of ham and eggs upon the table, then sat as well. Silently -- as was the custom; no one spoke when a meal was served -- the four dug into their food. Hansel and Gretel found themselves forcing down the mouthfuls of food; it tasted good enough, but anxiety and nervousness kept them from enjoying the meal as much as they should have. Still, they knew that Mother expected them to finish every bite.
So they did, struggling to do so, but eventually, every forkful was devoured and the plates held nothing but streaks of grease. Mother cleared away the plates and glasses, glancing to the clock on the wall.
"You have chores to do, children," she said bluntly, her back turned to the twins.
Frowning with consternation, Hansel and Gretel stood from the table. Silently, they left the room, unable to see the wicked smile that adorned their mother's face, nor the small bottle of sedatives she lightly fingered.
***
"I don't get it," Gretel said as they took their tasks. Gretel's was to do all the laundry, while Hansel had been assigned the task of trying to fix the clothes the dryer. The contraption was ancient in his eyes, easily older than he, and by at least a decade, he was sure. It very rarely worked, resulting in the family clothes being hung to dry on the line out back. When it did cooperate, it made such a racket that the entire house seemed filled with the cacophonous sound. But Mother always insisted that Hansel try to make the device operable; a clothes dryer was a status symbol in Brimstone.
"I don't either," Hansel grunted as he pushed the dryer away from the wall. His pockets were laden with various old and somewhat rusty tools; many of them, he was certain, predated his entry into the world as well. "She's actin' like nothin' ever happened."
"What ya think she's gonna do?" asked Gretel, stuffing worn and dirty clothes in the washer. That machine, at the least, did function.
Hansel sighed, removing the screws that held the rear panel of the clothes dryer in place. "I don't know," he said, sharing a perturbed look with his twin. "But I reckon she's up t' somethin.'"
Gretel paused, wavering on her feet slightly with another armload of clothes to shove in the washer. "Yeah . . . I guess . . . ." Her eyes fluttered; the clothes tumbled from her arms to the floor. Reflexively, she slapped her hand to the surface of the washer, to keep from toppling over.
"Greta!" exclaimed, Hansel, shooting to his feet. He came around to catch Gretel just as she slumped, eyes rolling back in her head. She was like dead weight in Hansel's arms, arms hanging to the floor, legs falling slack. She muttered something that might have been words, but Gretel apparently lacked the capacity to speak.
"Greta! Greta!" Hansel cried, lowering himself to his knees, clutching his twin sister against him. His mind whirled with confusion and fear as to what caused her to behave this way, even as he felt a sudden inexplicable fog rolling through his own mind and sapping the strength of his limbs. The world about him grew cloudy, once-clear shapes becoming hazy.
The last thing he saw -- or thought he saw -- was the vague image of Mother standing in the doorway, watching. Even through the haze of his vision, it seemed to Hansel that she was smiling.
***
Hansel had never seen a gorilla before in his life. He had never been taken to a zoo, had never seen any television program about gorillas. But he had learned of them, somewhat, in biology classes at the run-down little school which educated all the children of Brimstone. And it seemed to him, as he awoke blearily, that one of the great, furry beasts had been sitting on his head.
Vision returned slowly, after his ears told him that he must be outside somewhere, judging from the chirping of birds, the rattle of insects high amongst tree boughs, the gentle rustle of leaves from a stiff breeze. Darts of sunlight stabbed into his eyes, making him wince and squeeze them shut. Defensively, he rolled onto his side, seeking the darkness his own shadow would provide.
Amid grunts and groans, Hansel gathered his strength, slowly feeling energy begin to return to his limbs. He heaved breath upon cool, dry grass, feeling the blades between his fingers as he curled them. With some struggle, he opened his eyes, peering at strangely vivid green spears of foliage just inches from his face.
"Greta . . . ." he grunted weakly, looking about, eyes narrowed to slits against the harsh light. He found his sister laying a few feet away, demure in her sleep. She seemed peaceful, as sublime as Sleeping Beauty awaiting her prince. Laboriously, Hansel crawled to his twin, shook her shoulder. "Greta."
She murmured, brow furrowing. It struck Hansel how much the way he and Gretel felt was similar to what they experienced after imbibing too much cheap whisky on their birthday. He wondered what it was Mother had placed in their breakfast; the fact that she had done so was not in question in Hansel's mind.
Gretel moaned, beginning to come awake. Quickly, Hansel shushed her, his face close to hers. "Open your eyes slowly, Greta," he whispered. "Th' sun's really bright."
His twin muttered something, then clumsily slapped a hand over her eyes. "Wh-where we at, Han?" she asked, her voice dry and rough. She cleared her throat, gingerly blinking her eyes beneath her hand.
Han looked around, his eyes finally adjusting. They were surrounded by trees, which afforded a loose canopy overhead through which the mid day sun penetrated. They had been set, ostensibly by their parents, within a tiny glade. There was a path that lead through the trees, but no clue as to where it would take them.
"I don't know," he said, trying to hide the anxiety he felt. "Nothin' looks right."
Gretel sat up, squinting her eyes and glancing around as well. "She done it again," she lamented.
Hansel nodded, anger setting his jaw. "Yeah. She done it again. And this time, we ain't got no picnic basket."
***
No tears spilled from their eyes once Hansel and Gretel regained their strength and facilities. A morose acceptance of reality filled them both as they grasped one another's hand, following the path away from the glade. It was, as far as Hansel could tell, late afternoon. There was no telling how far away from brimstone they were. They might have even been outside the county for all they knew.
Eventually, they came to a road, but unlike any they had ever seen in Brimstone. This one was paved with grey-blue asphalt, a dashed yellow line running down the center. Hansel and Gretel stared upon the nearly alien terrain. Only once before had they seen what Mother called 'the Highway,' and that had been the one and only time the family had traveled to Culver for a funeral.
"Oh, lordy, Han," lamented Gretel. "We ain't nowhere near Brimstone, are we?"
Hansel gave his sister's hand a reassuring squeeze. "It don't really matter, once ya think 'bout it," he said grimly. "We wouldn't know which way t' go anyways."
Gretel's eyes darted left and right along the road. Nothing could be seen but asphalt and trees. Her fear was palpable, yet controlled for the moment. "Well . . . which way, then?"
Hansel shrugged and tugged on his twin's hand. "I guess one way's as good as another . . . ."
***
Not a single vehicle passed by on the road for the hour or so that the twins marched. They spoke little, not really needing to talk, knowing that nothing they could ask of the other would improve their situation. The less said, the less chance they had of losing their nerve and their drive to continue on.
Finally, as the sun sat low, and the forests on either side of the road became dark with menacing shadows, there came a sharp bend in the road. Just beyond that turn, an oasis seemed to blossom. There was a rather sizable lot before a long, low building, with several cars and trucks parked within it. A sign at the edge of the road, mimicked upon the wall of the building beside broad glass doors, read: "Haggie's Diner."
The twins practically broke into tears of elation at the sight. They hugged and grinned, finally feeling a sense of hope intrude upon their woebegone minds. Amid laughs and giggles, they ran hand-in-hand toward possible salvation.
As they approached the doors to the establishment, the glass portals swung open before them, a tall, stocky man emerging. He paused upon seeing the teenagers who faltered and stopped short in his presence, eyes scanning briefly over the pretty, albeit dirty girl. With only a slight nod and smile, he headed toward a well-used truck, sucking on a toothpick.
Sharing a look that bespoke caution, Hansel and Gretel stepped through the doors, inhaling the nearly intoxicating aromas of fresh-cooked food. The floor was covered in black and white tile, the booths and free-standing chairs before small square tables padded in dark, polished red vinyl. There was a classic jukebox against one wall, and Waylon Jenning's mournful drone emanated from speakers hidden within the ceiling.
"Sometimes it's Heaven, sometimes it's Hell
Sometimes I don't even know
Sometimes I take it as far as I can
Sometimes I don't even go . . . ."
The twins stared, impressed and taken aback. Never had they seen such a place. Old Man Walton's little diner was nothing but a shack compared this magnificent edifice. The floors were clean, and more than that, they shone! The coffee machine behind the counter, the glass-doored pantry boxes upon the short counter, even the stainless steel door that lead, presumably, to the kitchen looked buffed and polished, catching stray rays of light and glittering like diamonds.
"Wow," the twins spoke in unison.
There were half a dozen patrons in the diner, most of them seated in low-backed chairs along the counter, all of whom turned to glance at the new arrivals. The diner could have easily accommodated five times as many customers, if not more. A far cry from Old Man Walton's paltry three tables and little breakfast bar.
Hansel and Gretel endured the scrutiny of the other diners for a few moments, until the men -- there was not a woman in sight, Gretel quickly noticed -- returned to their meals or coffee. The siblings were glad their appearance was not an intrusion; they needed no more worries than which already plagued them.
"You got any money?" whispered Hansel under his breath, while simultaneously digging in his pockets. He found a few crumpled bills and some coins, which he produced as Gretel drew her own hands from her pockets.
"I got five dollars," she said with an encouraging smile, smoothing out a wadded bill against her thigh.
"'Bout th' same," muttered Hansel, looking at his tiny fortune. "Hope it's enough."
Carefully, the pair approached the counter, standing between stools at the nearest end, away from the burly men who looked to be truckers, hunters, loggers or similar. Some looked, assessing Gretel casually. One man smirked, but said nothing before tilting his mug back against hair-shrouded lips.
The stainless-steel door opened, and a tall, imposing woman emerged, walking with almost stately regality. She was both slender and strong, beautiful and imposing. Faint wrinkles were the only sign of age upon an otherwise unblemished face dominated by storm-colored eyes which, under the right circumstances, could be quite menacing. The woman wore a dark blue dress which accentuated her curves rather than hiding them. In particular, the ample and somewhat freakish size of her bosom was showcased within tight fabric, cleavage shown courtesy of a few unclasped buttons.
She smiled upon spying the twins, curling thick red hair back behind her ear with a flip of her wrist. Nails painted to match the color of the dress glittered briefly. "Well, afternoon there, kiddos," she exclaimed buoyantly, approaching the end of the counter. A cursory look over the garb of her new patrons produced a wondering laugh. "Don't you too look like warmed-over you-know-what."
The twins blushed in shame, casting their eyes down. Hansel rubbed the greasy and dirty bills in his hand hopelessly. The amused chuckles of the men in the diner reverberated in his ears.
"Hey, now, no need to be so glum," the woman said supportively. "I'm Meg. I own the place. Inherited it after my mother passed on. Here, relax; find yourself something to eat."
The twins climbed reluctantly into a pair of stools, leaning one another as if sharing conspiratorial secrets. They flipped the menus open, holding them up while Meg busied herself with the other customers.
"We can't afford none o' this," Gretel whispered worriedly after a minute.
Hansel ground his teeth in thought. "Yeah, but she don't know that," he said meaningfully.
Gretel frowned. "We can't do that," she insisted. "That's stealin'!"
Hansel gave his sister an intent look. "Ya wanna eat, or don't ya?"
A slender, blue-tipped finger appeared over the edge of Hansel's menu, pulling it down. Meg smiled upon the twins. "You two ready to order?"
"Um—" began Gretel.
"We'll take two o' th' specials," Hansel interrupted, speaking quickly. He sat up straight, meeting Meg's eye. "An' load 'em up," he added with a crooked grin.
Meg smiled and winked. "Sure thing, young man," she said, and turned with the barest swish of her skirt.
Gretel slapped her hand to her brother's arm and hissed. "What're ya doin'? We can't even afford one o' them plates!"
Hansel shot her a look. "No, but I bet we can run faster'n she can," he said meaningfully.
Gretel sighed, hanging her head. Despite her misgivings, however, hunger gnawed at her like a scraggly old hunting dog on an old bone. The die had already been cast, she figured. Might as well just go 'long with it . . . .
***
The food was delicious. Two thick sausage links served with sauerkraut, toast, warm potato salad and fresh-baked bread, with large cups of lentil and bean soup to start with. The twins ate voraciously, both due to hunger and because they understood this would be the last meal of the day and possibly the last for a while. Not a single crumb was left upon either plate by the time Hansel and Gretel were finished. They washed down the last bites with dark, bitter tea.



Meg appeared to clear away the plates with a chuckle. "You two have quite the appetite," she commented. "Don't tell me you've run away from home."
The twins exchanged quick glances, conveying volumes in the space of a heartbeat. Finally, Hansel looked back to the attractively mature woman. "More like, home ran 'way from us," he said sourly.
Meg's smile faded a moment, then returned. "Well, I'll tell you what," she said, leaning slightly, affording the young man before her a more than ample view of her considerable cleavage. "In the spirit of humanitarianism, dessert's on me." She pushed away abruptly, reaching for one of the pantry cases a few paces away.
"Why'd ya tell 'er that?" asked Gretel in a harsh whisper, glaring at her brother. "An' stop starin' at her butt like that!"
Hansel blinked, tearing his glimpse away. "I wasn't starin'!"
"You were so!"
"Here you are, little ones," Meg chirped, setting two pieces of pecan pie before the twins, along with fresh forks. "Eat up. You'll need your stamina, I'm sure."
Hansel smiled back, thinking what a sexy implication Meg's words had carried. Mindful of his sister, however, he forced himself to look down, digging into the slice of pie before him even as he imagined savoring a different kind of 'pie' altogether.
"You're disgusting," whispered Gretel disapprovingly. "She's as old as Mother!"
Hansel frowned, chewing a piece of pie. He cast an annoyed glance to his twin. Ya just had t' say that, didn't ya?
As the twins ate in silence, the door opened with a ringing chime. A broad-shouldered man, somewhat thick in the middle yet impressively built, stepped through the door, clad in a sheriff's uniform. His sneering look fell immediately upon Meg, catching her just as she was bending over at the waist to retrieve a packet of fresh grounds for the coffee machine.
"Evening, honey-cheeks," he called out.
Meg straightened and turned with a frown, regarding the man who now approached her counter. "Is it already that time of the month?" she asked wearily.
The marshal grinned, sliding onto a stool. "Time flies, hey, honey?"
Meg rolled her eyes. "Well, as it happens, Fred, it's that time of the month for me, too," she quipped. "If you know what I mean."
Fred chuckled. "Don't bother me none," he returned with a lewd wink. "I earned my red wings a long, long time ago."
The proud woman huffed. "I still have customers," she said, nodding toward the twins. All but a lone trucker, settled in a booth with the day's paper, had left for the evening.
Fred pursed his lips smugly, drumming thick fingers upon the counter. "Then I guess I'll have some coffee while I wait."
A perturbed sigh rolled off Meg's lips. Without another word, she turned, took up a coffee cup, and poured Fred's coffee. She brushed away after leaving the man to his beverage, and approached the twins. The sweet smile that decorated her dark pink lips was forced.
"Looks like I'm closing early tonight," she said. "How are you two paying?"
The twins swallowed their last bites of pie with matching, nervous gulps, staring at Meg. The matron breathed out, shoulders falling as she understood.
"I should have known," she said, then smiled slyly, eyes narrowing. "Well, as it happens, I could use a little help cleaning up the place."
Hansel and Gretel regarded one another questioningly, considering the restaurant owner's offer.
Meg leaned close to the twins, again showing cleavage which captivated Hansel, and spoke in a low, foreboding tone. "You don't really want to run on a check when the sheriff is here, do you? That wouldn't be very smart. Besides . . . you'd be helping me out. I'll let you two stay the night, and . . . give you some breakfast in the morning. How's that?"
The twins exchanged a quick look. "Ya got a deal," said Gretel.
Meg smiled sweetly, straightening. "Then why don't you two come around the back?"
With nods and the slightest of smiles, Hansel and Gretel slipped from their seats and walked along the lustrous counter toward the stainless steel door. The sheriff watched, following Gretel's delectable form with his eyes.
"Taking in more strays, Meg?"
Meg shot him a look before pushing the door open for her new charges. "You just stay where you are, Fred. We'll conduct 'business' in a minute." She raised her voice addressing the trucker who sat in the booth. "Hey! Loomis! Closing time!"
***
The kitchen was spacious, larger than any either of the twins had ever seen. It looked to them like an assembly line for food, with stainless still prep tables and glass-front coolers stocked with all manner of foodstuffs. The most dominating feature was an enormous baking oven, a heavy, slitted grill giving glimpses of the roaring fire within. Hansel and Gretel had never seen so immense an oven in their life. It was as large as Mother's station wagon, they figured.
"Follow me, kids," Meg said cheerily, striding purposefully around the equipment, toward a door in the back. She pushed it open, flicking on a light, revealing a row of empty metal cages on one side of the room, and metal shelving crammed with various dried goods. Timidly, the twins entered the room, whereupon Meg swiftly closed the door, twisting a key in the lock.
The convivial smile was gone, replaced in an instant with a feral countenance. "You little thieves!" screeched the woman, her once beautiful face abruptly transformed into one of hideous ugliness. Teeth as jagged as an old wolf's were bared as blood-red lips parted, stretching skin that looked like sun-baked leather. Eyes like embers burned in their sockets.
Hansel and Gretel yelped in fear, stumbling back, away from the twisted crone Meg had suddenly become. They grunted in unison when their backs fell hard against the metal cages.
"You thought you could come into my house, eat my food, and not pay for it?" roared the witch. Her hands --beautifully manicured before but now as threatening as talons -- shot out to wrap around the twins' throats. She jerked Hansel and Gretel close, breathing acridly upon their faces. "You thought wrong, little ones. You will most certainly pay."
With a quick nod of the witch's head, one of the cages inexplicably sprang open with a screech of hinges and a clamoring of metal. Strength unlike anything a human being could possess hurled Hansel inside, where he fell with a cry of pain. The cage slammed closed, sealing him within.
"What'ya gonna do t' him?" cried Gretel, struggling vainly against Meg's grip.
"You worry about yourself, girl," snapped Meg, glaring upon the older of the two. The nostrils of her beakish nose flared slightly as she sniffed. "No sweet smell of purity on you. That's good. But your brother . . . ." she trailed off, dragging Gretel beside he and approaching the cage in which Hansel now stood, gripping the bars.
The witch inhaled deeply, an evil grin stretching her lips. "Yes. A virgin male. Perfect."
Hansel trembled, though he struggled to hide his fear. His eyes found his sister's. Try t' be strong, Greta.
Gretel whimpered, still attempting to pull the witch's claw from her throat. I'll try . . . .
"Now, you just sit tight, my sweet boy," Meg cooed menacingly. "I have a little project for your sister."
Hansel's fear and anger flared as Meg dragged a squirming Gretel to the door. "Ya leave m' sister 'lone!" he cried. "Don't'ya hurt m' sister!"
The witch responded with a chilling cackle, opening the door and spiriting Gretel away. The door slammed shut swiftly, as if shoved from behind.
"Greta! GRETA!"
***
The witch's grip shifted from Gretel's neck to the girl's arm as Meg pulled the girl toward another door. Gretel cried out for help several times, screaming at the top of her lungs in the hope that Sheriff Fred would hear her. The witch slapped Gretel hard across the face, sending her sprawling into what appeared to be a bathroom.
"Don't waste your breath, you little backwoods bitch," she growled. "I've magicked this entire building so that no sound escapes from one room to the next. Now, get those dirty clothes off!"
Gretel sat up on the floor, touching her split lip and glaring in terror at the witch. "Wh-what?"
"Strip, girl!" commanded Meg, hulking like an ogre in the doorway. "I want every stitch of clothing off that skinny little body! Do it!"
Amid trembling whimpers and fumbling fingers, Gretel scrambled to her feet, hastily removing her shirt and shorts and everything else she wore before Meg's impatient gaze. Shamefully, she stood nude before her captor, self-consciously covering her privates.
"Put your hands at your sides, girl," ordered the witch, approaching the quivering girl. "I need to get a good look at you."
Eyes squeezed shut, Gretel did as she was told, wincing and flinching when she felt the dry, bark-like hands of the witch touching her breasts, her thighs, even the plump mound of lightly-furred flesh above her sex. Gretel caught her breath when she felt a twig-like finger slide against her labia, pushing in slightly.
"Not exactly his type," commented Meg, sniffing her finger. "But you're fresh and young. He should be happy with you."
Gretel opened her eyes fearfully. "Wh-wh-what ya talkin' 'bout?"
The witch sneered. "Tell me, girl, are you willing to do whatever it takes to keep you and your brother safe from harm?"
Gretel rubbed her shoulders, not knowing what the witch was getting at, but knowing whatever it was, she wasn't going to like it. "M-maybe . . . ."
Meg cackled. "Sure you will," she said patronizingly. "You'll do whatever I tell you, girl, because if you don't, then your brother starts to lose weight one finger at a time."
Gretel gasped, eyes wide and shimmering in terror. "No! Please! Don't hurt Han!"
"Then you do what I say." Meg indicated the sink and the small, stand-up shower behind Gretel. "Now, get yourself cleaned up. You may be young and fresh, but you stink like a barnyard dog. Fred may be pig, but I'm sure he draws the line somewhere."
Gretel blinked in surprise. What? Does she mean I'm gonna have'ta screw that sheriff?
The witch chuckled darkly. "Oh, don't try to play innocent. At least one little badger's played around in your cave. And it could be worse. He could be ugly."
"B-but . . . why?" Gretel asked.
Meg sighed, hands on her hips. "Because, when he first became sheriff, some ten years ago, he decided he had to do safety inspections of all the businesses in the county. Well, I don't like people snooping around back here, so . . . I made him a deal. And he's been taking advantage of that deal every month since."
"S-so . . . if ya been makin' it with him for ten years . . . ."
Meg sneered, gesturing casually. The clothes upon the floor flew into her hand, startling Gretel. "Maybe I just don't feel like it. Besides . . . It'll be interesting to see what he does with a young kitty like you. Now, get yourself cleaned up."
The door closed, leaving a bewildered and intimidated Gretel to the task of freshening up. She had to be honest with herself; she was grateful for the opportunity to wash off the sweat and dirt that clung to her skin like oil. Despite the reason for which Meg wanted her clean, Gretel was grateful.
The shower helped immensely to calm her anxiety. The reality of hers and her brother's confinement sunk in to the point where Gretel began thinking of ways to both placate the witch and find a way to escape. Gretel did not doubt that the witch would do all manner of unspeakable things to Hansel if Gretel did not obey. Gretel decided, as she brushed out her hair and stared at her reflection, that until the witch's plans were known, she would do whatever Meg demanded of her.
Includin' boffin' Fred th' sheriff, she thought heavily. Gretel took a deep breath, looking into her own eyes. Well, if I gotta do it, I might as well make th' most o' it . . . .
Skittishly, Gretel opened the bathroom door, peering out. Although she was naked, the lack of Meg's presence gave the girl a moment's hope of running to Hansel's prison and somehow finding a way out through the back of the restaurant. Naked and free was better than naked and trapped, after all.
"Why, don't you clean up well."
Gretel gasped at the sound of Meg's 'sweet' voice, and turned to see the woman as she had appeared when the twins first entered the diner; pretty, busty, her blue dress straining at the buttons, long, perfectly coifed red hair trailing behind a friendly, motherly face.
"Well, come on, you don't want to keep the man waiting," Meg urged the girl.
Gretel's heart hammered, yet she maintained her poise, walking upright and with as much confidence as she could muster. Maybe he'll be quick, like Cooper always was, she thought hopefully. Just so long as he don't wanna stick it in th' back door, I'll be okay . . . .
Meg held the stainless steel door open for Gretel, who hesitated in the doorway. Even though everyone else in the diner was gone, all the lights were still up, and the world outside was dark. Anyone driving by would be able to see easily inside the place. And here Gretel was, naked as the truth during Sunday mass, about to let a perfect stranger ravage her.
"Go on," cooed Meg, her voice so sugary it was nearly sickening. The witch's lips practically brushed Gretel's. "Go on and give that man a good . . . hard . . . fucking."
Gretel's cheeks burned with embarrassment. She had only ever known two men in her life -- Cooper Barnes, her first love, and the town mechanic, Ethan (though no one knew about that, and it had only happened twice) -- and was not all that sure of herself when it came to sex. Certainly, she had never 'fucked' a man before! And in such a public place, with all the lights on, no less!
Carried on quivering legs, Gretel stepped into the diner, staring at Sheriff Fred as he sat at the counter, sipping his coffee. He was a big, muscular brute of a man, yet with a hometown boy's friendly and handsome face. Gretel was glad for that, at least. Her immediate impression was that the sheriff was, essentially, a nice man. Maybe this won't be so bad after all, Gretel thought.
Catching movement from the corner of his eye, Fred turned his head to look, immediately arching a brow in surprise and wonder. The naked girl approached him, stopping a good five or six paces away. Behind her stood Meg, hands held together over her apron.
"So this's what you meant by 'a pleasant surprise?'" Fred asked of the older woman, before his eyes returned to Gretel's slender, youthful body. He gazed with undisguised interest upon the young woman's firm, upturned breasts, her slender legs and small patch of dark pubic hair.
"I thought you might like to try a different dish," Meg said with a wink. "Go on, Greta. Make nice with the man."
Gretel took a deep breath, nervousness churning in her stomach like an opossum running chaotically around inside her. She reminded herself of why she was doing this: 'Cause if I don't, that witch is gonna hurt my Hansel. I can't let that happen. 'Sides, like she said, ain't like I never done it before . . . .
Fred turned fully in his chair, smiling smugly upon Gretel as she slowly ambled closer. "Yeah, c'mere, girl. I won't hurt you."
Gingerly, Gretel sidled up to the man, eyes downcast. Her hip brushed the inside of Fred's right leg. She could see the growing bulge beneath his khakis, and that made her both frightened and curious. Fred was a large man, all around; she wondered if that meant everything about him was big.
Still, she flinched when the sheriff cupped her breasts in his meaty hands. He squeezed them, a bit roughly, pinched and pulled her nipples. Gretel hissed through her teeth, feeling both a jolt of pain as well as a sense of heat that shot throughout her body, gathering low in her abdomen like the coals of a fire that had just been ignited.
"Oh, you're gonna be sweet, little girl," Fred moaned softly. He rudely pushed his fingers between Gretel's legs, cupping her intimate flesh. "That's a real prime pussy you got there. You're not a virgin, are you?"
Gretel began to answer, but as her lips parted, she gasped loudly, eyes flashing open wide from the feel of a thick, rough finger pushing past her slightly damp lips, into the tunnel beyond. Fred dug deep with that singular digit, pressing his palm against the young woman's pubic mound.
"Nope, not a virgin," Fred said with a chuckle. "Still pretty tight, though. That's good."
Gretel was sure her face was glowing beet red by that point. The finger squirming inside her, however, felt somewhat pleasant, in an unanticipated way. She could feel herself moistening around the sheriff's finger. Her breasts were beginning to throb, as if trying to grow, her nipples puckering stiffly and growing darker with each passing moment. Regardless of the scenario, she was becoming aroused.
Abruptly, Fred withdrew his questing finger from Gretel's sex, and tasted the glistening essence as he smiled upon her. "You're a shy one, aren't you?"
Gretel swallowed dryly, nodding, still keeping her head down. "Yes, sir."
"I got a feeling that's about to change," the sheriff commented, shifting on the stool and pulling down his zipper. Gretel's anxiety returned as she listened to the tiny metal teeth pop loose. Fred's hand dug inside, searching, manipulating. Finally, the dark, shiny head of an erect penis was revealed to her, riding a pale, somewhat thick shaft.
"What do you think about that?" the sheriff asked with a rakish grin. He held his stiff cock with the fingers of one hand, while the other settled upon Gretel's shoulder.
"Um . . . it's okay," she responded.
"'Okay,' little girl?" Fred echoed. His voice held an edge as he continued. "It's a lot more than 'okay.' Now, why don't you be a good little white trash whore and get to know it better. And I better not feel any teeth."
The sheriff's hard words made Gretel whimper in fear that she had done something wrong. Eager to placate him, if only to stave off any chance of further rudeness, she settled to her knees between Fred's spread legs. The manly aroma of the sheriff's crotch was strong, touched with the sweet odor of sweat. Experimentally, Gretel slid her hands up Fred's legs to his cock, wrapping her fingers around the shaft. She leaned in to lick, then kiss the tip.
"Put it in your mouth, girl," Fred ordered, his voice like gravel. "Suck it. Suck my cock."
Gretel paused only briefly, then took a breath and submerged the stiff tube of flesh in her mouth. She drew the flavor out of him, sucking intently, not moving her head at all. The sheriff's cock was thick enough to make her lips stretch, but no longer than any she had tasted before. She was able to engulf more than half his stiffness with ease.
"Oh, that's it, baby . . . suck it good, you little slut. Get me ready for that tight little cunt of yours . . . ."
Gretel frowned at the sheriff's words, yet dutifully massaged his cock with her mouth, sliding up and down. She didn't like how he was referring to her as a 'whore' and a 'slut,' how he called her private place a 'cunt.' Those were rude words. Gretel decided she did not like the sheriff very much.
Yet still she serviced him, whimpering now and then as the penis throbbed in her mouth, gliding between her slick lips. Fred had his hands on the girl's head, guiding it up and down. He liked watching the sight of his cock disappearing into the teenager's mouth. Crude words dribbled from his mouth like the drool that dripped down Gretel's chin. With each use of whore, slut, bitch, and cunt, Gretel felt more and more debased, more and more defiled.
The sheriff finally stiffened, his cock like marble in Gretel's mouth. She knew what that meant, and prepared herself for the hot outpouring that signaled the man's orgasm. She was glad for his impending release, not because she wanted to bring this rude man pleasure, but because she hoped it meant an end to her abuse.



But the sheriff didn't ejaculate. Instead, he pulled Gretel's mouth off his penis, leaving strands of saliva that trailed from his cock to her flushed lips. Gretel gasped, and for the first time, looked up to the man she serviced.
"That was a nice appetizer, girl," growled Fred, pushing up from his stool and roughly turning Gretel around. He shoved her against one of the tables in the dining room, bending her over. "Time for the main course."
Gretel whimpered, clawing the surface of the table, feeling the sheriff's cock nudging its way between her lips. Her arousal had vanished, leaving her dry, but her saliva upon Fred's cock allowed him to push inside her. She cried out in pain, feeling her labia pinched and turned inward with the intrusion. But her exclamation was more from the debasement she felt, being taken the way she was, and by a man who saw her as nothing more than a tool to be used.
"Fuck, you're tight, girl! God damn! Oh, this is gonna be a good fuck!"
Gretel grunted, or moaned, or mewled with each hard thrust the sheriff made within her, not one of her emissions the result of pleasure. Her face contorted with humiliation, made worse when she saw Meg standing by the stainless steel door, arms folded, a smug smile on her face as she watched.
Again and again the sheriff drove inside the girl, gripping her hips, groping around for her pert breasts. Gretel gritted her teeth when he pinched her nipples again, silently cursing her own body as jolts of pleasure raced down to her clitoris. But that tiny thrill could not overcome her sense of degradation.
Finally, thick, meaty hands squeezing her hips, the sheriff plunged deep inside the girl, shaking. "Oh, fuck! Here it comes, girl! Here it comes!"
God, no, please, no, God . . . Gretel squeezed her eyes shut, suffering the spasms of the man against her, the hot rush that spread through her womb as the sheriff's seed poured within. Fred moaned and sighed with his release, jabbing a few times, giving in to the rippling of Gretel's vaginal muscles around his spurting shaft.
"Oh . . . man . . . fuck, that's nice . . . so nice . . . ."
The sheriff's enjoyment of the moment only worsened it for Gretel. She lowered her head to the table, sobbing quietly, waiting for the man to be done with her and leave.
Beside the door to the kitchen, Meg smirked, eyes smoldering as she beheld the scene.
***
Hansel sat morose within his cage, gaze darting back and forth between the cell floor and the door to the room. Gretel had been gone for almost an hour, he figured. He wondered what atrocities, what pain, the witch was inflicting upon his sister. That he was helpless to prevent any of it sapped at his soul.
He had spent the first several minutes looking for any possible way out of the cage. But there was no lock that he could find, and the bars were too narrow for him to slip through. The floor and back of the cage were covered with relatively soft pressboard. He could not even make a weapon from it.
Melancholy and despair had set in, leaving Hansel numb. The fact that he could not hear anything that occurred outside the room in which his cell sat was both comforting and disturbing. Yet still, he felt flashes of intense emotion now and then, feelings of abasement and mortification. Gretel's pain, he knew, though he knew not what was happening to her.
When the door opened, Hansel shot to his feet, gripping the bars once more. Meg the witch shoved Gretel before her, sending Hansel's sister sprawling upon the floor. Hansel gritted his teeth in anger at the sight of his naked, angry sister. "What'd ya do t' her!" he shouted.
Meg smiled haughtily, gesturing. The other cage sprang open with a metallic clatter. "I'll let your sister tell you about it," she said, stooping to grab a handful of Gretel's short, thick hair. The girl struggled fiercely, clawing at the witch's hand before being thrown into the cage. The door slammed down loudly, making all the cages rattle.
"Gretel?" asked Hansel, looking with concern upon his twin.
But she ignored him for the moment, clamoring to her feet to grasp and shake the bars of her cage. "Ya evil fuckin' bitch! I'm gonna kill ya!" she shrieked.
Meg only laughed, stepping from the room. The door swept closed behind her. Gretel shook the bars of her cage, screaming incoherently for a moment or so, then shoved herself back, falling to the floor of her cage.
Hansel was quiet for several beats of his anxious heart, watching Gretel as she curled her legs up and hugged them. She glared out at nothing in particular, chin rest upon her reddened knees, rocking back and forth.
"What happened?" Hansel asked at last.
Gretel's temples bulged as she ground her teeth. "Nothin'."
Hansel sighed. "Ya can't tell me that," he said. "I can tell when ya—"
"I said, nothin'!" yelled Gretel, her violet eyes vivid with misdirected anger. She resumed her rocking.
Hansel slumped, sitting down in his cage, reaching through the bars for his sister. "We're gonna get outta here," he said.
Gretel rocked in silence, eyes darting to her twin's hand. Finally, her eyes grew moist, then began dripping anew. She grabbed Hansel's hand and pulled herself as close to him as the cage walls would allow. The tears poured freely, drenching her cheeks, dripping down to her body.
"One way or 'nother, we gonna get outta here," Hansel vowed, slipping his arm around his sister's shoulders, beneath her chin. Gretel clutched at him tightly, sobbing.
"We better," she whispered between blubbery sniffles. "We better . . . ."
***
The sound of the door opening roused the twins from sleep. Following more tears, Gretel had shared with her brother what had happened with the sheriff. Hansel's first reaction had been rage, but he forced himself to be calm for his sister's sake. They had spoken throughout most of the night, about everything from their current predicament to life back in Brimstone. Eventually, fatigue had claimed them, and they fell asleep in their cages, curled up upon their sides and facing on another through the bars that separated them.
Meg -- in her 'pretty' guise -- carried a laden tray into the room, setting it down before the cages. Hansel and Gretel warily sat up, turning to face their captor.
"When ya gonna let us go?" Hansel asked the witch.
Meg smiled radiantly, settling into a lotus position on the floor. "Once I get what I want," she said, meeting Hansel's gaze meaningfully.
Gretel frowned as Hansel looked away. "What ya want with him? He ain't done nothin'!"
Meg showed teeth as she grinned. "And that's exactly why I want him," she said.
Gretel frowned. "That don't make no sense."
"No, I suppose it doesn't, to simpletons like you. But then, you don't know anything about witches," Meg said. "You see, witches can live for a very long time. But to do so, we have to complete certain rituals and potions. Some are very complicated."
"So what's that have'ta do with me?" asked Hansel.
"Simple," responded Meg, licking her lips lecherously. "I want you to make love to me."
Hansel balked, nearly retching, recalling the images of Meg in her hideousness. "No way! You're a monster!"
Meg's face darkened malevolently. "I never said you had a choice, boy," she glowered. "Now, eat up. I don't want a single crumb left on those plates." Abruptly shoving herself to her feet, the witch left the room. Hansel and Gretel both shuddered as the door slammed shut behind her.
"What we gonna do, Greta?" asked Hansel worriedly. "I don't wanna make it for th' first time with that nasty old hag!"
Gretel's eyes shone with sympathy. "I know, Han. But let's at least eat. Maybe we can figure somethin' out."
The twins dragged the tray closer, each taking up a plate loaded with eggs, grits, hashed browns and biscuits. They had to hold them outside of the cage and feed themselves through the bars.
"Ugh! How'm I sposed'ta eat after what that witch just said? Just th' thought o' her naked . . . ump!"
***
Meg returned nearly an hour later, smiling with all the grace and charm of a doting parent upon seeing the empty plates and glasses. She held a small red vial in her hands, cradling it reverently as if it were the Holy Grail. A casual arcane gesture sent the tray with its empty plates sliding across the room, startling the twins.
"I have something for you, Hansel," she said with a soft, sultry voice. "But first, you need to get out of those clothes."
Hansel paled. Oh, sweet Jesus . . . she wants t' do it now? In front'a Greta? His eyes darted back and forth between the witch and his sister. Gretel stared back, wide-eyed and equally appalled.
Meg laughed. "No, not yet, sweetie," she said, as if reading Hansel's mind. "You may look sweet, but you sure don't smell like it."
Hansel blushed deeply in embarrassment, casting his eyes down. Not that he wanted the witch's favor, but he certainly felt her disapproval.
"Come on, my little man," Meg continued, her voice tinged with a patronizing tone. "Get those clothes off, and I'll let you out so you can take a nice, long shower. Come on, now."
Hansel hesitated, glancing to his sister. Despite the fact that Gretel was fully nude, Hansel was reluctant. Still, he pulled of his shirt, then his dirty old shoes and socks, peeling them off his skin. The aromas released nearly made his eyes water. Gretel gagged.
"I can smell you from here," muttered Meg with dislike. "Go on, take it all off."
Ashamed, Hansel nevertheless complied, shoving his pants and underwear down to his ankles. Keeping his eyes on the dirty wooden floor of his cage, he stood, naked and degraded, for the witch's assessment.
"Hmm," muttered Meg, letting her eyes wander down the slender man's form, pausing to inspect his tumescent penis. "I see potential . . . ."
Hansel fidgeted, red-faced, peripherally noting the eyes of his sister upon him. She, too, looked where the witch's attention was focused. In self-admonishment, she turned away, chewing her lower lip.
"Well, let's get you cleaned up," announced Meg. "Then we'll begin."
***
Gretel was anxious when her brother returned, walking naked before the tall, stately Meg, his head bowed and eyes following the lines of the floor. She could not help but admire how admiringly her slightly-younger brother had filled out. A lifetime of hard chores and typical playtime had toned him well; his abdomen was flat and firm, his waist narrow, legs and arms naturally rippling with casual strength. If nothing else, Gretel could admire her brother as a handsome man.
The witch returned him to his cell, and Hansel turned to face her through the bars once the door clanged shut. His clothes were gone, removed to the same bin, Gretel was certain, in which her own now lay.
"Drink this," the witch ordered, holding out the ruby-colored flask.
Gingerly, Hansel took the vial, pulled the stopper, sniffed. His features contorted in recoil at the foul smell. "What is it?"
Meg glared. "You don't want to know," she said. "Just drink it. All of it. Now."
Hansel sought his sister's encouragement with his eyes; reluctantly, she gave it. Neither of them knew what would happen if Hansel drank the strange brew, but they intrinsically understood what would happen if he did not.
Begrudgingly, Hansel tilted the mouth of the vial against his lips, pouring a thick, syrupy concoction into his mouth that possessed the consistency of oil and the flavor of rancid meat and rotten vegetables. He gagged and choked, struggling to get it all down. Once the potion was swirling in his stomach, he heaved dryly a few times, feeling acid burn into his throat. Yet he managed to keep the retched swill down.
Meg grinned. "Good boy," she chided, then gestured. Gretel's cage shook as the door lifted upward. "Come on out," the witch said to the girl.
Apprehensively, wondering what Meg had in mind, Gretel crawled out, settling into a crouch upon the cool tiled floor.
"Get on your knees before your brother," Meg instructed. "I'll let you do the honors."
Gretel frowned. "What'ya mean?"
Meg glared darkly, her eyes flashing crimson. "Do as I say!"
Gretel flinched, then did as she had been directed, settling onto her knees and facing Hansel through the bars. For a moment, her eyes rest upon her brother's flaccid penis, but she quickly lifted them to his face, offering encouragement and hope.
Meg lowered herself beside the young woman, all but pressing herself against Gretel. "Now . . . watch."
Gretel began to question what it was she was supposed to see, but her words were stifled as Hansel moaned, eyes closing as if drunken. He swayed upon his feet, and gripped the bars before him to maintain his footing. His muscles tensed, and hips were thrust out. The soft length of flesh hanging between his thighs began to stiffen rapidly, angling outward, swiftly growing to full length within a matter of heartbeats.
Gretel caught her breath as she gazed upon Hansel's erect cock. The entire shaft, and especially the head, glowed with the blood that filled it. Glistening moisture seeped from the tip, dribbling down the length of the staff or dripping to the floor. Hansel's expression was one of detached arousal.
"Now, Gretel," whispered Meg. "Wrap your hands around it. Stroke it. It won't take long."
Gretel shuddered, a mixture of revulsion, fascination, and arousal swirling in her mind. She barely registered the feel of Meg's hands cupping her breasts, running up and down her abdomen as she reached through the bars of Hansel's cage and took hold of her own brother's throbbing cock. Driven by fear of the consequences should she disobey the witch, and by fascination for the moment, she began tugging on Hansel's tense phallus.
"That's it," whispered Meg in the girl's ear, squeezing Gretel's firm breasts, lightly pinching her nipples. "He'll cum quickly. Catch it all in your hands."
Gretel felt detached, like an automaton, masturbating her brother. Hansel seemed oblivious, his eyes closed, rocking back and forth on his heels. Now and then he thrust out toward his sister, and would grunt when he did so. Gretel pumped faster and firmer, her fingers becoming slick with the oily effusion which seeped from the slit of Hansel's penis.
Finally, Hansel gasped and groaned loudly, his body jerking and face contorting. From deep within, thick, milky fluid surged forth, flowing and occasionally spurting, filling the fleshy cup Gretel made of her left hand. The warm pool of semen overflowed her hand, a little of itdripping down along her wrist and to the floor below. Gretel tugged to get it all out, enthralled at the sight.
"Quickly, in the jar," urged Meg, holding up a small, wide-mouthed brown jar that looked to have once been the home of some kind of jam or marmalade. Dutifully, Gretel withdrew her hand and tilted it, pouring the cloudy, thick fluid into the jar. Meg helped, scraping a long, blue-nailed finger down Gretel's palm, smearing it a bit in Hansel's sperm.
Casually, the witch sucked her finger clean, and held up the jar. She made a gesture, staring at the contents within. After a few moments, a clouded, disappointed expression colored her face. "Not enough," she said.
Gretel felt a wave of panic. "What'ya mean?"
Meg sighed as she stood. "It means this will take a little longer than I thought. Get back in your cage, girl."
"No!" cried Gretel, shooting to her feet. Her eyes blazed with youthful, unrestrained rage. "I wanna know -- ah!" She cried out as she was thrown backward by an invisible hand, deposited rudely in her cage. The door slammed shut.
"You'll know what I want you to know," snarled Meg before she left.
Gretel stared after, naked breasts rising and falling. But her anger was mitigated as she looked to Hansel, slumped in the cage beside hers. He seemed drained; his eyes were heavy, mouth slack.
"Han? Ya 'kay?"
Slowly, he nodded. "Uh-huh . . . ." Then he pitched to his side and promptly passed out.
***
Later that day, then again that evening, Meg returned with more of the bile-inducing potion for Hansel to consume. As before, the concoction resulted in a rapid erection yet less and less fogging of Hansel's mind. And as before, the witch directed Greta to masturbate her brother to orgasm. The third time, however, was a bit different. Hansel stood up against the bars, thrusting his pelvis out so that his arcanely engorged cock protruded through the bars. That made it easier for Gretel to stroke his stiff length, but it also gave Meg a perverse idea.
"Put it in your mouth, Gretel," the witch seethed through clenched teeth, pushing on the back of the girl's head. "Suck it out of him."
Gretel gasped with revulsion. "But, he's my brother -- mmph!"
Meg grinned, forcing the dark-haired girl's mouth down upon Hansel's stiffness. Heat spread through the witch as one twin's lips wrapped around the other's cock. "Don't tell me you've never thought about it," she whispered coarsely. "Don't tell me you've never wanted it. If I'd had a twin . . . I'd never have left the bedroom."
Gretel murmured, such sounds muffled by the stiff length of flesh sliding back and forth in her mouth. The fact that it was her own brother she was sucking off both perturbed . . . and excited her. She hated to admit that the witch was right; now and then, in fact, Gretel had entertained speculative thoughts of what it would be like to bed her own brother.
"Good girl," encouraged Meg as Gretel's head bobbed back and forth. She toyed with the girl's stiff nipples, even delved her fingers between Gretel's taut thighs to feel the pool of wetness between. "Make him cum in your mouth . . . but don't swallow . . . ."
Gretel moaned, but only partly from disgust or discomfort. She looked up at Hansel's face, saw him staring back with stupefied eyes. He could have pulled back, Gretel knew. There was no witch behind him keeping him in place. But he did not. In fact, he seemed to try to push forward even more, making the bars of the cage dig into his lower abdomen and upper thighs. It was obvious to his sister that Hansel relished the sensations she gave him. That fact, for some reason, inspired Gretel.
She's suckin' my cock! Hansel thought, watching Gretel's slick lips as they delved down again and again along his quivering shaft. He was suddenly grateful for the fact that the potion no longer clouded his mind. I can't believe how good it feels! My own sister is . . . is . . . Oh, God—
Before he knew it, before he could warn her, Hansel was ejaculating, pouring his seed into Gretel's mouth. The warm fluid gushing to the back of her throat made her gag momentarily, but she managed to keep her composure. Though reflex almost sent the bittersweet liquid down to her stomach, she was heedful of the Witch's command of not swallowing. Yet there seemed to be almost too much; it threatened to overflow the seal of her lips.
Hansel trembled in bliss, enjoying the perverse pleasure he now felt to the utmost. The fact that Gretel's gaze never wavered from his only intensified his orgasm. He had never imagined how beautiful and erotic his own sister could be, how completely satisfying it would be to spend his passion between her lips.
"Yes," hissed Meg with approval. She petted the back of Gretel's head as if the girl were an obedient pet. "Make sure you get it all. Squeeze it with your hands . . . yes, that's it. Good girl, Greta."
Gretel blinked a few times, smelling nothing but the piquant aroma of Hansel's cum. She slipped her lips from her twin's penis, leaving it glistening as it slowly softened. Meg's hand holding another small, dark jar appeared before her, silently commanding her to discharge the contents of her mouth. For a moment, Gretel considered swallowing her brother's fluid, just to confound the witch. But there was no telling how the witch would respond.



Ain't got no choice, Gretel thought, and tilted her head, parting her lips to allow the slimy fluid to flow out over her lower lip and into the jar. Hansel's semen was thick, more viscous than any she had experienced before. Gretel had to waggle her tongue to get it all to slough off.
"Now, let us see," Meg said, inspecting the jar once more. Eyes narrowed, she emitted a faint "hmm" after a few moments. "We're getting there, children." She winked. "Perhaps just a few more days."
Hansel and Gretel exchanged morose looks. A few more days?
***
The following few days followed a clockwork routine. As soon as Hansel and Gretel awoke, they were taken to the shower to clean themselves. Meg would then come to the twins with breakfast, lunch and dinner, Hansel's supplemented with another dose of the foul potion. Following each meal, Gretel would be ordered to masturbate her brother to orgasm. Occasionally, Gretel would felate him, whether ordered by the witch or not. The teen girl had come to the conclusion that if she had to pleasure her brother, she may as well make it enjoyable for them both.
At night, when the witch was gone, they would talk, sometimes crying over their unfortunate circumstances, sometimes becoming angry with their mother and father for having placed them where they were. They lamented what cruel fates, or what a cruel God, they suffered for the humiliation heaped upon them. They worried that the witch would make them slaves for life, or worse yet, kill them both.
The evening of the twins' fourth day of captivity, Gretel once more serviced her brother with her lips, tongue and hands. They moaned in unison when Hansel's release flooded his twins' mouth, and Gretel obligingly milked him for every drop of precious seed. For those few moments of bliss, Hansel and Gretel forgot about the witch, until her voice intruded upon them.
"That's enough," Meg said, handing Gretel another jar into which she emptied her mouthful of soupy fluid. Impatiently, Meg took it the jar, inspecting it after yet another eldritch gesture. At last she smiled withexcitement, eyes glowing brightly at the results of her arcane assessment. With a grin, she looked upon a worried and nervous Hansel. "Oh, my dear young man," she cooed. "You'll need your rest tonight, indeed."
Hansel swallowed skittishly, fearful eyes darting to Gretel. His sister stared back. She don't what I think she mean, do she?
"Back in your cage, Gretel," Meg said, not watching the girl to see that she complied. But Greta did, of course, crawling onto the dirty pressboard before the cage door swung closed.
"Tomorrow, Hansel," the witch said with a wistful sigh, touching the young man's face through the bars. "Tomorrow, we make love."
Hansel jerked his face away, stepping back in the cage, out of reach of the evil woman. "I ain't touchin' ya, ya ugly old hag!" he spat defiantly.
Instead of anger, as Hansel had anticipated, Meg merely laughed, tittering like an amused housemarm. "Oh, my dear boy, if you only knew how much truth was in your words!" Her smile vanished, countenance abruptly clouded with malevolence. "But you will make love to me, Hansel. Or else I will have a new dish on my menu . . . ."
Gretel gasped in fright, cowering in the corner of her cage as the witch's meaningful gaze fell upon her. She shot her brother a pleading look. "H-Han . . . ."
"Don't ya dare—" began hansel valiantly.
"Dare? DARE?" screeched Meg, making the young man flinch. "This is my domain! I rule here! And you will obey my every command, or Gretel Soup will be next week's special!"
Gretel choked out a cry of anguish, squeezing her arms about her legs. She shrieked in terror when the cage opened and Meg began to step inside, reaching menacingly for the girl.
"Okay! Okay!" cried Hansel in panic. "Please don't do nothin' t' my sister! I'll do it, okay?"
Meg stopped her advance upon the cowering twin and leered upon Hansel. "Of course you will," she chided, then retreated from the cage, letting it close. She stepped once more before Hansel, appraising his naked form. "Don't you fret about a thing, Hansel. You're first time making love will be an experience you will never forget."
Hansel soured, glaring after Meg as the witch turned and made her way from the room, humming a perversely light-hearted tune. As soon as the door closed, he released all of his anger and frustration in a single bellow.
"BURN IN HELL!"
***
"Hansel?"
His sister's timid voice drifted through the darkness to Hansel's ears. The fate that awaited the young man in the morning kept the angels of sleep from visiting. Lack of sleep and depression had placed the young man in a morbid frame of mind.
"I'd rather boff ol' Missus Hawley than that evil witch," he muttered.
Gretel shifted in her cage, sitting up. The darkness of their prison was almost absolute; she could only make out the faint glow of her brother's skin, the radiance of his violet-hued eyes. "I'd give anythin' t' not let it happen," she whispered earnestly.
Hansel sighed, letting out the frustration of his soul. "I know ya would," he said. He looked sidelong at his twin, reaching between the bars to find her hand. "But ain't no way I'd let her hurt ya."
Gretel managed a smile, gripping her brother's hand. She slid closer, until she was nearly touching the bars. "Ya know, all that stuff the witch was makin' us do . . . I kind'a liked it, sometimes."
Hansel blushed, teeth glittering slightly as a genuine smile pulled his lips apart. "Yeah . . . guess ya know how much I liked it," he said.
The twins laughed softly. The morbidity of their predicament made such concerns as morality trivial. It was heartening that, despite the pain and depression their situation presented, they had managed to find something positive about it.
"I wanna tell ya somethin', Han," Gretel continued. "Whenever ya . . . ya know, when ya was getting' off, I was got a li'l buzz . . . ya know . . . down there."
Hansel frowned skeptically. "Really?"
Gretel's blush was just visible in the shadows. "Yeah."
Hansel squeezed her hand. "Whatever happens ta'morrow," he said. "I hope everythin'll be right between us."
"Ya don't gotta worry 'bout that, little brother," Gretel said with sincerity. "We ain't got nothin' if we ain't got each other, ya know?"
Hansel shuddered with emotion, for the first time in days feeling a glimmer of home light upon his heart. "Thanks, sis."
Gretel huffed. "What I don't get is why it's so all-damned important that ya gotta be a virgin," she said.
Hansel grimaced. "I don't know," he grumbled. "But, ya remember all'a them fairy tales Mother used'ta tell us when we was younger? Like, 'bout unicorns an' virgins, an' dragons an' virgins an' stuff like that. Guess bein' a virgin is somethin' special for magic-like stuff."
Gretel nodded. "Yeah . . . guess so . . . ." She laughed abruptly. "Now I bet you're wishin' ya got it on with Maggie Mayfield when ya had the chance, huh?"
Hansel echoed the laugh, more heartily than he should have. "Ya know, I was just thinkin' that!"
Gretel bounced in mirth. "I know. We're twins, 'member? We can read each other's mind."
Hansel smiled, nodded, then pulled his sister's hand through the bars to kiss the fingers that were tightly wound around his own. "Yeah. Like th' time we caught that rabbit in th' back yard, and dad kept tryin' ta get 'round us ta see what we got—"
Gretel grinned at the memory. "But every time he'd move 'round one'a us, th' other'd be there. Like, no matter what, he couldn't get 'round us."
Hansel nodded, gritting his teeth. "Wish we could do somethin' so that witch couldn't 'round us," he said.
They sat in silence for several minutes, holding one another's hand, brushing their fingers together. The intimacy was encouraging, helping to sustain that one fleeting spark of hope.
"Han?"
"Yeah."
Gretel paused, her heart palpitating in her chest. Her brother could sense it.
"What's'a matter? What ya thinkin'?"
Gretel bit her lip. "What if ya wasn't a virgin no more?" she asked tentatively.
Hansel frowned deeply. "Well, I don't know. Guess it would screw things up for the witch, but . . ." He paused, suddenly understanding the implication of his sister's words. His head snapped about, eyes seeking Gretel's in the dark. "Ya can't be serious, Greta."
She swallowed nervously. "I-I was just thinkin' . . . I mean, if it's so damn important that ya gotta be a virgin for some kind'a spell or somethin', then maybe if ya wasn't a virgin', it'd, like, really mess things up. Maybe she'd shrivel up an' melt inta a puddle, like."
Hansel turned so that he was directly facing Gretel. "But . . . sis, I mean, come on. Brothers and sisters ain't supposed ta screw. That's, what'cha'callit. Incest."
Gretel scoffed loudly. "An' me suckin' ya off ain't? 'Sides, what if it works?"
Hansel's shoulders slumped. "I-I don't know," he said. "It's wrong. Like, Hell an' damnation wrong."
Gretel stared at her brother, mustering up as much strength as she could in an attempt to send it to him. "Ain't no right nor wrong right now, Han. It's just us and her."
"But what if it don't work?" he asked.
"An' what if it does?" she cried emphatically. "Look, if I could think'a somethin' else, I'd tell ya!"
Hansel fell silent, contemplating his twin's idea. It made sense in a strange, desperate sort of way, that much he had to admit. There was no doubt that Greta turned him on, though he was reluctant to admit it. The previous few days, he had, in some small but growing way, anticipated Meg's visits, aroused in the knowledge that he would be enjoying his beautiful sister's sexual talents.
In truth, the only thing that made him hesitate was the base taboo of incest. Once Hansel realized that, he also realized that the fact that he and Gretel were brother and sister was little more than a technicality.
If it works, then we might be able t' get outta this, he thought. And if it don't . . . well, least I wouldn't'a given up my cherry t' some ugly old hag . . . .
Slowly, Hansel lifted his head, meeting Gretel's gaze through the bars. He did not have to speak, nor even nod. His compliance was understood.
Gretel fidgeted nervously, aware of her growing arousal. The idea of coupling with her brother had occurred to her earlier that day, and the idea of it had slowly been simmering like a well-made stew with choice ingredients within her mind. Now that the reality of that desire was imminent, Gretel found her body responding appropriately.
"O-okay, um," Hansel began, voice breaking. "I guess ya can stand up and, uh, turn 'round, an' kind'a put your butt against th' bars . . . ."
Gretel reached with both hands through the bars, taking her brother's hands. The nervousness radiating from him conversely made her feel more calm. "Han," she said softly. "Stand up."
Hansel took a few breaths, trying to control the shaking that seemed to begin in his bones and charge outward through his body. His mouth was dry, his mind clouded by . . . fear? Passion, perhaps? He did not know. The only thoughts his brain could produce were images of his naked sister, on her knees before him, soft pink lips coaxing out the milky gift of semen from his body.
Without a word, Hansel stood, presenting his growing penis to his twin. He shivered a bit when his body pressed against the cold steel bars, then again when he felt Gretel's hands caress his stiffening shaft. A groan of pleasure fell from his lips when the warm envelop of Gretel's mouth encased him, submerging his cock in exquisite, massaging wetness.
"Mmm . . . ." Gretel's enjoyment was palpable to Hansel, destroying whatever lingering doubts or fears or thoughts of damnation that remained. He did not even think that making love to his sister might possibly save them. He only thought how delicious her mouth felt, how incredibly massaging her fingers and hands were as they stroked and fluttered along his shaft and swollen testicles.
For several sweet, tender moments, Hansel held onto the bars for support as Gretel pleasured him with her mouth. She did not need to do so to make him erect or ready, she knew; she did so because she enjoyed it, because this time, this one time, it was just she and her brother and the love they had always shared, love that was now being taken to a new height.
Gretel suckled him slowly, carefully and lovingly massaging every inch of the throbbing shaft she could get into her mouth. Her tongue fondled every bump, every vein, rubbing against the sleek, spongy firmness of the head of his cock. Her hands gripped the warm shaft, feeling the pulsing of her brother's heart through it, and cradled the soft, distended sacs beneath. She did not suck with the intention of making him erupt. Rather, she wanted to savor the act itself.
Still, her ministrations eventually had Hansel panting and moaning with impending bliss, and he pushed out with his hips, instinctively wanting the release Gretel's skill promised to provide. But, just moments from heaven, Gretel pulled back, leaving Hansel's cock wet and dripping and straining in the cool night air.
"Not yet," she whispered, pushing to her feet. She stared upon her brother, her own eyes heavy with lust. "Inside me."
Hansel wavered a moment, swaying on faulty feet. He clenched the bars more tightly in his hands, and nodded. "Turn 'round," he said.
Gretel grinned, then did so, bending at the waist and pushing her hips back, legs straight and slightly spread, hands reaching back to hold her firm cheeks apart. The glistening wetness of her sex was just visible to Hansel in the darkness. More apparent was the tart, spicy scent of his sister's arousal.
"Hold still," Gretel whispered, looking over her shoulder as she moved back against her brother. The head of his cock touched the slippery, searing folds of her sex. The twins moaned in unison. Gretel's mouth fell slack, lips slowly stretching with a smile as she felt the firm head of Hansel's cock slide past her labia, against the tight opening, and into . . . .
"Oh, God!" groaned Hansel, arching his back deeply in pleasure, savoring the snug heat, the rippling and sucking motions of Gretel's tunnel. It felt as if dozens of tiny kneading hands were pulling his cock inside her, guiding him to the deep, burning center of her sex.
"Uhmm . . . ." Gretel moved her hands from her cheeks, placing them upon the bars behind her, pulling herself firmly against them so that Hansel's cock was firmly seated inside. Her body quaked with pleasure; for long moments, she held him there, relishing the fullness, the faint twitches and pulses of their shared passion.
"Greta . . . oh, God, Greta . . . ."
"Shh. It gets better," she whispered with a grin, then pushed forward slowly, eyelids fluttering with pleasure as Hansel's cock slid sublimely between her slippery folds. Just before the head of her brother's penis was to slip free, Gretel jerked herself back down, impaling herself once more with a short, sharp cry. A cry echoed by another loud groan from Hansel's throat.
Back and forth, slowly at first and then with more desperation and need, Gretel rocked against the cage, sinking Hansel's cock inside her again and again. She reached one hand between them and stroked her insistent clitoris, making her tunnel spasm around her twin's shaft. Hansel abandoned his grip on the bars in favor of running his hands across Gretel's taut cheeks and narrow lower back. He matched her movements perfectly, pushing when she did, pulling when she did.
The cages rocked, metal clapping against metal. The witch's claim that every room in her abode had been magicked to prevent any sound from escaping from one room to another was one the twins hoped was true, not that they would have stopped had Meg come storming into the chamber.
Harder and faster, sister rocked against brother. Pants and gasps, moans and groans filled the air, as thick and cloying as the sweet scent of their lovemaking. Hansel felt his release building, his pleasure mounting. He knew Gretel's passion was quickly cascading like a waterfall as well, eager to reach the glorious pool that awaited her.
"Greta! G-Greta!"
"H-Hansel! Oh, God!"
Once more grasping the bars between them, Greta shoved back deeply, feeling her brother's cock spearing deep within her womb. Simultaneously, Hansel shoved forward as far as he could reach, catching his breath as the tremors of orgasm exploded through his body, matching the roiling wave of release which washed through Gretel's spasming form.
For many moments, neither of them moved. All that could be heard within the room was the labored breath of lovers slowly returning from the highest cloud of pleasure. The warmth of Hansel's seed was a radiance within Gretel's womb that slowly spread throughout her body, eliciting a smile of satisfaction upon her sweaty face. Her internal muscles rippled and sucked with aftershocks, making Hansel wince and hiss with a mixture of pleasure and pain he had never known before.
"S-slowly," murmured Gretel, gingerly easing forward, feeling the slick, tumescent length of flesh gliding out from within. Hansel held still until he was released from the sweet grip of his sister's tunnel, upon which he groaned. He leaned against the bars for support, breathing in sharply when Gretel turned about, dropping to her knees, her eager mouth cleaning his penis of the evidence of their coupling.
His twin finally stood, slipping her arms through the bars and hugging Hansel tightly. He was just able to kiss her temple and caress her back.
"Han."
"Y-yeah . . . ."
"Ya ain't no virgin no more."
Hansel began chuckling like a drunken fool, a chuckle which turned into an idiotic laugh. "Ya . . . ya know somethin'?"
Gretel breathed in, inhaling the scent of their lovemaking. Never had it smelled so sweet. "What?"
"Right now," Hansel said. "I don't care if it's gonna work or not."
Feeling her brother's chest against her cheek, Gretel smiled.
***
The twins were anxious the following morning when the door opened and Meg returned, clad in a shimmering, dark silk robe which revealed glimpses of her abundant cleavage and lean, strong thighs. As with the days before, she carried a food-laden tray with her, setting it down upon the floor before the cages of her captives. Her eyes glittered with anticipation, focused almost solely upon Hansel.
"This is our day, my love," she said with all the air of an obsessed lover.
Hansel took up his plate, regarding Meg sourly. "I ain't your 'love,'" he said. "I only doin' this 'cause I got no choice."
The witch wasn't the least bit perturbed by Hansel's words. "I suppose it doesn't really matter," she said. "So long as the deed is done. And it will be done."
Hansel grumbled, but remained silent throughout the meal, sharing worried and speculative looks with his sister. Anxiety was like a binding cord between them, vibrating with the tension they felt. They had no way of knowing if their incestuous coupling would result in liberation . . . or the harshest of punishments.
Whatever happens, I love ya, Greta.
She stared back, eyes watering. Love ya too, Han.
***
The twins were surprised when Meg ordered them both from their cages and to the bathroom. Gretel showered first, redfaced beneath the spray since both the witch and her brother watched. It seemed Meg wished no end of humiliation upon them, even commenting on how Gretel washed between her thighs. Then it was Hansel's turn, as Gretel toweled.
"Wash that gorgeous cock thoroughly, Hansel," Meg purred, licking her lips with anticipation. "My, my. You truly have a wonderful body, young man."
The witch's praise was anything but flattering. The knowledge of what he was being forced to do, after having seen Meg's true form, sent a taste of bile into his throat. He tried to find comfort and encouragement in his twin; although it was there, it was tempered with the despair they shared, the uncertainty of their plan . . . such as it was.



"That's clean enough, Hansel," Meg said sharply, reaching into the stall to switch off the water. She handed him a towel impatiently, snatching it away from him after only a few moments. Obviously, Meg was anxious to perform her 'ritual.'
Hansel and Gretel were marched through the kitchen, which was pristine as usual. The twins wondered peripherally as to where the witch's help was; someone had to be getting the kitchen ready for the day, yet there was no one else about. How did the witch service her customers, if she ran the diner alone?
In fact, the only piece of equipment that appeared to be ready was the immense furnace, radiating infernally as the twins passed it by. They could feel the heat against their skin, like standing too close to the sun. Hansel's arm brushed the large handle on the grill-like door, resulting in seared flesh and burned hair. His cry of shock and pain startled Gretel, who screeched as well.
"Be careful what you touch, Hansel," Meg warned sarcastically.
He said nothing, giving the witch a dark look before continuing on toward a large door at the opposite end of the kitchen. "Through there, children," Meg directed.
I hope it's over quick, Hansel thought morosely, and pushed open the door. The bedchamber beyond was nothing like either of the twins would expect from a foul, evil witch. They had imagined thick, dark candles dripping with wax, spiderwebs coating the ceiling, some dirty old bed with soiled sheets that stank like a dog kennel.
Instead, they entered a room that would have impressed Alver Crowley, the richest man in Brimstone. The walls were painted a deep crimson, accentuated with dark wooden runners and baseboards. The furniture was ornate, classically impressive, and kept well, all of it constructed of polished, oiled oak or mahogany. Dominating the room was an immense four-poster bed, draped with silk sheets and a turned-down burgundy blanket, thick pillows piled at the head.
The sound of the door closing behind them startled the twins from their impressed perusal of the room. Meg gave them a sneering look as she stepped past, turning at the foot of the bed to face her imminent lover.
"Try the door, Gretel," she directed, without taking her eyes from the hungry survey she made of Hansel's body.
Gretel did not budge, instead glaring at the witch. "Why?" she asked rhetorically. "It ain't gonna open. I ain't dumb."
Meg chuckled. "So you've learned to accept your fate," Meg said. "That's good. It will serve you well."
Gretel swallowed nervously. What she mean by that?
"I'll make ya a deal," Hansel offered. "I do what ya want, but ya let my sister go."
Meg cackled loudly, the sound reverberating off the walls and assaulting the twins' ears. It faded to a soft, evil laugh as Meg shook her head. "No, you will do what I want because I'll kill your sister and call her meat loaf if you don't."
Hansel ground his teeth angrily. He looked to Gretel apologetically. I don't wanna do it, but I gotta.
She stared back sagely. I know.
Meg snickered again. "Let's not ruin the moment, my dear," she said. "A young man's first time should be special, after all. Gretel, why don't you have a seat?"
Gretel touched her brother's hand reassuringly, before stepping away toward a large, carved chair made of cherry in the corner. She sat down reluctantly, fighting the impulse to run. But she would not leave her brother. She could not. The only thing that gave her hope was that the deed she and Hansel had committed the evening before would somehow lead to their salvation.
So she lowered herself to her seat, watching with a sense of morbid curiosity as Hansel approached the witch. Meg untied the belt of the robe, letting the garment slip from her shoulders to fall with a whisper around her feet.
Hansel stopped for a moment, staring at the physical beauty of the woman before him. Though he knew -- or, at the least, suspected -- that Meg's appearance was the result of some potion or spell, he could not help but admire what his eyes beheld. Strong yet supple, toned yet voluptuous, the nude woman before him was exotically, supernaturally, perfect.
Enormous breasts hung defiantly upon her chest, like balloons resisting the pull of gravity, capped with thick pink nipples which puckered like minute fish mouths. A slender torso below, replete with flat belly containing a hint of softness, drew Hansel's eye to the perfectly sculpted nest of bright, flame-hued curls above the witch's plump sex. Her legs were long, toned, athletic without being overtly muscular, ending in dainty feet with the nails painted to match those upon Meg's slender fingers.
The witch smiled, impressed with herself upon witnessing Hansel's interested and aroused expression. The young man's cock began stiffening, filling out and rising before him. "You want this body," she said softly. "I can tell. Well, it's all yours, lover. Take me any way you've ever wanted to take a woman."
Hansel struggled to restrain his libido, but such an effort was far too Herculean. Part of his mind tried to remind him of Meg's hideousness, of the leathery skin and snarling teeth, the claw-like hands and sulfuric breath. But that part was growing tinier and tinier, as if the rapidly-growing arousal in his mind was crowding out all other thoughts or considerations.
Gretel grimaced, squirming in her chair as she watched her brother step forward, reaching out to touch the witch. His hands went for the ridiculously large breasts, and Meg sighed, pushing out her bosom, encouraging Hansel's clumsy gropes. She did not mind as he squeezed and kneaded the heavy, firm globes, as he caressed and pinched the stiff nipples, finally lowering his head to take them in his mouth.
"Yes, Hansel, that's it," whispered Meg, her pale cheeks beginning to color. She reclined slowly onto the bed, bringing her young lover with her. "Go on, bite them. I like that."
Hansel groaned, thinking of nothing but what his Id, his cock, demanded. Bracing his hands upon the bed, he pulled on one of Meg's stiff nipples with his mouth, sucking hard and grazing it with his teeth. Freeing it, he descended upon the other, this time pushing his teeth into the rubbery, firm protrusion. Lust hissed from Meg's lips as she lightly raked her nails across Hansel's back. She spread her legs widely, giving Gretel a glimpse of the glistening, bright pink folds of her labia before Hansel's body obscured the view.
Cupping Hansel's face with her hands, Meg gently pulled her lover up along her body to meet her mouth in a steamy kiss. The head of Hansel's cock nudged the slippery heat of the witch's sex, making Hansel sigh.
"It's been so long, Hansel," Meg whispered, gazing up into the stupefied young man's eyes. "Almost too long. I can't wait another moment. I need you inside me . . . inside me now . . . ."
Gretel turned her head from the display before her, but the sound of her brother and Meg groaning in unison was as wounding to her soul as the sight of their copulation would have been. The apparent fact that Hansel was enjoying the act stabbed into her heart like a cold, dull knife. It's gotta be some damn spell or somethin', she thought. Yeah. Gotta be . . . .
"Oh! Hansel! Yes . . . ." Meg rocked beneath her lover, feeling the length of him, the thickness within her heated womb. She locked her legs behind his back, keeping the young man's cock deeply seated, squeezing and sucking along his shaft with the muscles inside her. Hansel quivered above, arms shaking, face glazed and mouth slack. The only cognizant thought that entered his mind, tumbling over and over, was: whatever she's doin' ta me, I surely hope she don't stop!
The lovers rutted and grunted, kissing fiercely as Hansel drove within Meg again and again. The witch kicked her legs, gasping loudly upon the explosion of her first orgasm, clawing Hansel's shoulders, arms and chest, drawing lines of blood that trickled down his flesh. But Hansel either did not notice the wounds, or did not care, for his energetic thrusts neither stopped nor faltered.
Meg urged him out of her, but only for as long as it took her to roll over onto her hands and knees, plump round ass thrust out invitingly for Hansel. With no need for instruction, Hansel crawled onto the bed behind her, spearing his cock deep between the swollen, flushed lips of Meg's pussy. The witch cried out in ecstasy; Hansel growled like an animal, pounding deeply, roughly, relishing the spasms of the woman before him.
"Don't hold it, Hansel!" cried the witch, hair streaked across her sweaty face. "Don't hold it back! Give it to me!"
Hansel could only respond with the basest of grunts and moans, until, with a body-shuddering lunge, he shoved his cock deep inside the witch, flooding her womb with every drop of volcanic seed his body could produce.
Alone in her chair, Gretel hung her head and cried softly.
***
"Up! Get up, Hansel! You're soiling my bed!"
Hansel blinked his eyes open, feeling that he was emerging from a week's worth of sleep. His surroundings came into focus slowly, painfully. A few moments passed before he recognized the lavish trappings of Meg's bedroom, rather than the dank accommodations of his cell.
"Wh-what?" he muttered. His fogged query was answered by a sharp slap across the face, which sent him sprawling across the bed and served to awaken him fully.
"I said, up!" screeched Meg angrily, clad once more in her silk robe. "You've served your purpose! Back to the cages for the both of you!"
Hansel leapt to his feet on the other side of the bed from the witch, glowering upon her with clear eyes and head. "What'd'ya do t' me?" he cried.
Meg planted her hands on her hips and laughed. "Was it good for you, too?" she quipped. "I admit, you weren't bad. Better than my last virgin. It's almost too bad there won't be a repeat performance."
Hansel glanced quickly to his sister, who stood beside the door, arms wrapped around herself. It took but a single look to determine that she was fine, all things considered. And, more importantly, that she understood that Hansel had not been himself throughout the coupling with the witch; she had enchanted him in some way, obviously.
"So what's it all'a 'bout?" Hansel asked, addressing Meg once more. "What's so God damned important 'bout me bein' a virgin?"
Meg ignored his question as she directed Hansel and Gretel through the door from her bedroom. But, as they passed through the kitchen, the witch spoke just as they reached the Purgatorial furnace.
"I suppose it would not hurt to tell you, since there is nothing you can do about it now."
The twins turned to face the witch, wondering and expectant expressions glowing upon their faces.
"Every thirty-three years, I must find a male virgin," Meg explained smugly. "I have but one year in which to find and copulate with what has proven to be a progressively rare creature. That is the only way in which I can continue to live."
She stepped closer to Hansel, giving him an intent look. "My magic has insured that you have given me a child, my dear man," she said. "A girl. She will mature rapidly, growing to adulthood within a year. And when that happens, I will transfer my soul to her body and continue on, as I have been, for centuries."
"What happens ta us?" asked Hansel.
The witch chuckled. "Food," she said simply. "In order for my daughter to gain the full benefits of the spell, she must consume her own father." Her malevolent eyes drifted briefly to Gretel. "That she will be able to add her aunt to the feast will be . . . delicious, in many ways."
Gretel gasped fearfully, slapping her hands over her mouth. Strangely, however, Hansel remained calm. The corners of his mouth twitched slightly with the beginnings of a smile.
Meg frowned, perturbed. "What are you smiling about?"
"I was just wonderin'," he said. "Seems t' be all-important that ya have'ta make it with a virgin for it all t' work."
Meg's eyes narrowed. "Of course," she said. "The ritual depends upon—" She stopped in mid-sentence, interrupted by a sharp, intense stabbing pain in her abdomen. The witch doubled over, clutching her stomach. Grunts and whimpers of pain fell from her lips.
"What . . . what's hap—" she began, then winced harshly, features contorted in agony. The beauty afforded by her magic wavered, revealing glimpses of her twisted, monstrous reality. "There . . . there's something . . . wrong!"
Hansel and Gretel both backed off, watching with fear and wonder as Meg convulsed, stumbling about, choking, crying, gasping and grunting. She coughed roughly, blood flying from her mouth. The illusion of beauty vanished completely, revealing the crone in all her ogre-like atrocity.
Gretel fell back against the cool stove beside the furnace, groping around frantically for some kind of weapon. But the only thing within reach was a large, floral-print oven mitt. Similarly, Hansel fumbled upon the cool metal surface of the table behind him, taking up the only item he could use: a large rolling pin.
"What . . . did you . . . do!" howled Meg, bonfire eyes burning into first Hansel, then Gretel as the hag whirled about, convulsing in barely-controlled pain.
But neither of the twins responded, at least not to the witch. Instead, their eyes flashed quickly to one another's, exchanging a voiceless plan. And in that moment, understanding the rapport between her two captives, Meg instantly deduced the truth. Frantically, she looked back and forth between the twins, mind clouded by shock.
"You couldn't!" the witch screamed. "You wouldn't!"
Hansel hefted the large rolling pin in his hands. "We did," he said simply, then nodded toward his sister.
Quickly, having donned the oven mitt, Gretel reached for the handle upon the furnace-like oven, pulling with all her might. The load groaning of the door compelled the witch to spin about, staring with fear upon the blazing fire that was now fully revealed. "No!" she cried, wavering upon pain-inflamed legs.
"It's ya' own fault," hissed Hansel, lining up the rolling pin between the witch's legs and thrusting home. The contoured handle plunged through the silk of Meg's robe and deep inside her nether passage, eliciting a cry of surprise and pain from the witch.
"Ya wanted t' get fucked," growled Hansel, then shoved with all his might. "Well, now ya fucked!"
An ear-splitting howl of terror and pain shattered the air as Meg was hurled into the furnace, tumbling face-first into the hellish flames within. Her screams of agony were only slightly muted once Gretel shoved the door closed on the furnace with a thunderous ring of metal upon metal. Sweating and panting from her exertions, Gretel joined her brother, watching the kicking of limbs through the grill, the smell of burning flesh. The screams and flailing faded quickly enough.
"Well . . ." panted Gretel. "'Guess it worked."
Hansel turned to his sister and smiled. "Guess it did, huh?"
Gretel looked around. "So, what we gonna do now? Go home? Back t' Mother? Maybe . . . I mean, maybe we can get dad to come away with us somewheres—"
Hansel shook his head. "Nah. That kind'a thing only happens in fairy tales."
His sister nodded somberly. "Yeah. Guess you're right."
"Well, 'spose we could . . ." he trailed off, looking about the kitchen.
Gretel followed her brother's eyes, understanding what he meant. "But we don't know nothin' 'bout runnin' no diner," she pointed out. "'Sides, won't people wonder what happened'ta Meg?"
Hansel thought a moment, staring through the grill of the oven at the burning husk of the witch's corpse. "So we say we're under new management," he suggested. "'Aunt Meg' passed th' place down'ta us."
Gretel snorted mirthfully. "'Aunt Meg?'"
Hansel grinned. "Sure. Why not?"
Epilogue
The gaudily-painted Cadillac rumbled to a stop in a space before the diner. What had once read "Haggie's Diner" had been artfully changed to read "the H & G Diner," with a new legend painted beneath: "Under New Management." The woman behind the wheel was attractively coifed, clad in the first new dress she had owned in years.
Seems like a nice 'nuff place t' start my search for my new husband, she thought wryly. Poor Lewis. Oh, well, he didn't suffer. In fact, I'm sure he's smilin' right now, knowin' that his life insurance has made life much more interestin' and comfortable for his bereaved widow . . . .
She took a table along the wall in the half-full diner, and a pretty young blonde girl appeared to take her order. The woman didn't like the blonde girl at all; she was pretty and busty and, more importantly, young. Three advantages the woman herself lacked, of which she was reminded again and again as the many single men in the diner paid attention to the flirtatious girl and none at all to the matron sitting by herself. By the time she was finished with her meal, she had decided she was not going to tip the bubbly, buxom teen.
"Getting' near ta closin' time, fellas," the blonde announced as she made the rounds of the diner, dropping off checks and picking up dirty plates.
The few men who lingered, who had been leering and occasionally groping the blonde, all groaned in unison. "Ya mean I gotta go home t' th' wife, after getting' my eyes full'a you?" one man lamented.
Another winked at the tittering teen. "Well, hey, why don't we all grab some beers, Billie?"
"Can't tonight," Billie said with an apologetic smile. "Got my monthly date with Sheriff Fred, ya know."
The man sighed and groaned again, nodding in understanding. "Well, there's always tomorrow," one said.
The matron in the corner huffed in disgust. Little whore, she thought acidly. Hmm. A tryst with th' sheriff, huh? Willin' ta bet that sheriff's married, and his wife sure wouldn't like t' know that hubby's steppin' out with some busty bimbo from a hack diner . . . .
The woman dabbed at her mouth with a napkin, then rummaged through her new purse for lipstick. She was vaguely aware of someone standing at the end of her table, so she was not startled when the young man spoke.
"How was your meal tonight, ma'am?"
"Fine," she said through clenched teeth, not looking up. "The service could'a been better."
"Oh? That ain't like Billie. She's been a real Godsend these past few months, since me an' my sister, here, took over th' place."
The woman frowned as she was applying lipstick. Somethin' 'bout that voice . . . . She snapped closed her compact, and with her heartbeat steadily accelerating, lifted her eyes.
"Hansel," she breathed in surprise, looking upon her son, clad in a stained chef's apron. Her eyes drifted past him to his sister. "Gretel. Wh-what--?"
"Good t' see ya again, too, Mother," Gretel said with a smile. "Did ya enjoy th' pie?"
Mother blinked, lips working as she tried to speak. "Th' . . . th—"
"Th' pie," Hansel said emphatically. "We made it special, just for ya." The smile he wore was identical to his sisters: conspiratorially sinister.
The twins' mother swallowed nervously, looking at the crust from the slice of pecan pie which had rounded out her meal. She had thought, when the bubbly waitress brought it over with the comment that it was on the house, that the girl had merely been trying to work up her non-existent tip. But now she knew the truth.
"See, th' layd that used'ta own this place," continued Hansel. "She left behind lots'a interestin' books. Gretel and me, we been doin' a lot'a readin'."
Mother took a deep breath, forcing out a smile. "Well, see, I knew ya two was gonna be just fine, now didn't I?" she said. "I just knew it."
Hansel's smile was stone. "I'm sure ya did," he responded. "Just so ya know, then, Gretel and me's doin' pretty well. Got us a good business here. Ya be sure t' come back 'n see us again some time."



Mother rose from the bench, unsure of why she felt a touch of intimidation. It was the way her children were smiling, as if they knew something she did not. That idea alone was enough to make her nervous. Then there was the mention of the pie . . . .
"I just might do that," Mother said, backing toward the door. "But, it, uh, looks like ya'll're closin' . . . ."
"Good night, Mother," the twins said together, watching the woman leave.
"Think we should'a told her?" Gretel asked her brother.
Hansel smirked. "Nah. I got a feeling she'll find out right soon enough what the Potion o' th' Ugly Heart does."
Gretel chuckled. "Too bad it's permanent, huh?"
"Yep. Too bad."
***
Outside in the parking lot, Mother leaned against the Cadillac, catching her breath. Although she could not rid her mind of the thought that her disenfranchised children had done something to her food -- most likely spiked it with a laxative or somethin' -- the fact that she was away from them gave her some relief.
Well, good for them, she thought. But I definitely ain't never comin' back t' this place.
Behind her, she heard one of the men from inside the diner clearing his throat. Mother perked at the sound. Hmm. Perhaps this won't be a total loss after all, she thought and turned about, mustering her best seductive smile.
"'Scuse me an' all, ma'am," began the stocky man as he stood beside his Ford pickup. "But I was wonderin' if ya -- oh! Lordy Jesus!" he exclaimed, face twisted in an expression of disgust. He fumbled with his keys, running around to the driver's side of the truck. Mother heard him make retching noises before he managed to jerk open the door. Tires screeched upon gravel, making the woman shield her face from flying debris as the truck sped away.
"Well!" she sputtered. "That was just rude!" No, I definitely ain't comin' back this way.
Then she turned and caught her own reflection in the darkened windows of the now-closed diner.
And screamed in terror upon beholding the most hideous, disgusting vision of ugliness she would ever witness. It was a scream so cacophonous that windows rattled and small animals fled. A scream that only ended when the world's ugliest woman finally surrendered to horror-born unconsciousness.
Within the diner, the twins shared a triumphant look as they gazed out through the windows. "Ya know, that felt better'n I thought it would," Hansel said.
Gretel inhaled deeply, then let it out. "Guess it was only right an' just that Mother'd come see us sooner or later," she said. She touched her brother's arm. "Time for bed?"
Hansel smiled, taking Gretel's hand. "Time for the rest of our life t' start," he said.
Hand in hand, the twins turned and headed back through the diner, ultimately to their rooms beyond the kitchen. Their hearts felt lighter and their future more clear. Only time would tell what would befall Hansel and Gretel. But one thing was for certain . . . .
They lived happily ever after.
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The shadows sent chills through the Queen's body. Although the air was humid and warm on the eve of Midsummer's Day, Evelyn felt as if she were strolling through mountain corridors in the dead of winter. Her robes and shawl were not enough to stave off the cold, for it radiated from within.
I am the world's most ridiculous fool, she thought. To think, all this time, though raised by a loving family, it was always a heartless wizard who conducted my life as if he were my parent. Was I sent away to the village because I had been born a girl, when King Richard desired a boy? No . . . I was sent away to deny any chance I may have of growing up within the bounds of royalty, of earning a true education.
The Queen stepped into the throne room, trying to ignore the sentries posted at every doorway and in the balconies. Heavy eyes drifted toward the elevated throne. The previous few days had been filled with despair, anger, anxiety and pain; yet now, Evelyn felt little, if anything. Numbness blanketed her heart.
Every event of my life, she thought morosely. Choreographed for the sake of Bagdemagus' evil plan. A plan that hinges upon my morality. Save Cedric, and I sacrifice a kingdom. Sacrifice him, and I doom my soul.
She sighed, looking down at her feet. Curse me for having been raised by those pure of heart . . . .
"Your father used to do the same, when something vexed him," came Benedict's resonant voice.
Evelyn was not startled by the High Chancellor's voice, though she had certainly not expected his presence. She allowed herself a small smile as she glanced in the direction from which his words had come. Benedict was dressed as was she, his own robes hanging from still-strong shoulders.
"There were many times when I would find him strolling the halls like a ghost, musing over something or another," he continued, stepping forward from the main entrance, hands behind his back. "Sometimes, I could tell when he had been seen by the Spectre. Others . . . well, he had much on his mind, as King."
"So what is your excuse?" asked Evelyn.
Benedict shrugged. "Insomnia," he offered casually.
A sly smile tugged the corners of the Queen's mouth. "Even now?"
Benedict blushed like a schoolboy. Indeed, the sweet essence of having made love with Muriel lingered in his senses. For a moment, his eyes dipped, mouth twitching as he struggled to hide his boyish excitement, to no avail. "Yes," he said at last, with a small laugh. "Even now."
Evelyn allowed herself a vicarious moment. "At least there will be one happy end to this fairy tale," she remarked.
Benedict frowned. "Conceding to the wizard, are you? After all that fire you've displayed?"
Evelyn took a deep breath. "I have to admit he has outsmarted us all, even the Lord Chamberlain. Wherever he keeps Cedric, it is too well hidden for my scouts to find. With as many decades as he has had to plan, it is obvious he has considered everything."
Benedict took a step closer, searching his Queen's face. "He may be the Spectre That Walks," he said. "He may be a wizard over a century old. But he is mortal, and no mortal can consider every possibility."
Evelyn's smile was patronizing. "Of course. You're right."
The Chancellor's face darkened. "What happened to the woman who challenged me?" he asked. "The Queen who put me in my place? Is she now so tired of the stress of ruling a kingdom, that she is ready to take the easy path?"
Evelyn's smile vanished, replaced with a deepening frown as Benedict continued. He stepped even closer as the words rolled off his tongue.
"Don't make me reconsider my respect for you."
The Queen snapped her eyes up, eyes blazing, threatening. "Another slip of that silvery tongue, Benedict, and I'll be wearing it as a charm."
For a moment, Queen and Chancellor simply stared. But then Benedict's eyes softened a bit, his lips stretching in approval. "Good to see my Queen has not completely taken leave of her senses."
Evelyn coughed out a short laugh, realizing why Benedict had said what he did. She moved to the foot of the dais upon which sat the throne – her throne – and sunk onto the steps. "Why is it that the simplest choices are the hardest ones to make?" she asked of the air.
Benedict emitted a grunt and a sigh as he lowered himself beside Evelyn. "Because the simple ones chance fate," he said. "Everything else is simply . . . details."
Evelyn arched an eyebrow. "One of my father's rare moments of wisdom?" she asked.
"No. Mine," quipped Benedict. "And they were not so rare. For a wainwright, my dear old dad was quite philosophical."
Evelyn allowed herself a small smile. Muriel has done wonders with him, she thought. My God, the man really does have a heart. "What was Richard like?"
Benedict straightened, grumbling in thought. He stared forward, resting elbows on knees. "I would love to inform you that your father was a paragon of wisdom, a man unequaled in his ability to command both armies and respect. But, in truth, he was something of a dolt."
Evelyn sputtered in laughter at Benedict's frank words. "Well, now I do not feel so inadequate," she said amid soft laughter.
Benedict cocked his head toward the girl queen. "You have many qualities and advantages Richard did not," he said. "Loyalty and respect, for one, at least from those you truly need depend upon. And, no doubt your upbringing as a commoner has given you more than an inkling of common wisdom. Richard had none of that. His was always a sheltered life. He was bred into arrogance and simplified wisdom. Why, the only reason he roamed these halls at night was to get away from those who told him what to do. Thank God he had enough sense to do that."
Evelyn shook her head in wonder. "I had no idea."
"No, of course not," said the Chancellor with rueful sarcasm. "A king is lofty and wise, so much better than a common herder or farmer or innkeeper. Such a crock. Richard would not have made the mistakes he did had he benefited from a life such as yours."
Evelyn sighed dejectedly. "I fail to see where I possess any advantage over a man who was raised to be King."
A strange sagely smile crossed Benedict's face. "That's good," he said simply. "If you knew all your strengths, you would take advantage of them . . . abuse them. That is not how to rule. More importantly, that is not how to live."
Evelyn frowned in thought. "I wish I knew what you meant."
"You do," reassured the Chancellor. "You do not yet know it, but you do."
He stood, gathering his robes, looking fondly upon his Queen as she followed him with her eyes. "If I may take your leave, your highness, I fear that my side of the bed may be growing cold." He finished his statement with a knowing wink.
Evelyn smiled and nodded, momentarily wondering how cold her own bed was, had always been. "Of course, Benedict."
With a stiff nod and a swish of his robes, Benedict turned and made his way back to the main entrance. A few paces from the sentry-flanked doors, however, he paused and turned back. "There was one thing," he said, his voice echoing lightly off the walls.
"What was that?"
"'A king's life is ever about sacrifice,'" he quoted. "'The only reward comes when you look down from Heaven and see that your kingdom still stands.'"
Evelyn managed a weak smile. "Your father again?"
"No," said Benedict with another wink. "Yours. Good evening, my Queen."
Evelyn did not respond, pleasantly surprised by the Chancellor's words. At the least however, the smile which crept across her face was genuine. Faintly hearing Benedict's footsteps retreat down the hall, the Queen of Vix rose and made her way back to her own chambers.
***
He made his way through the narrow passage by fingertip, tracing the jagged, sweating limestone walls and cautiously placing one foot before the other. It was not a deliberately-hewn tunnel, Eric knew, but one long ago carved naturally. The entrance to the tunnel, however, had been made artificially, through the wall at the back of a never-used dungeon cell.
The irony, thought the red-haired giant, grimacing as broad shoulders scraped against the occasional jagged rock that thrust out from the wall like a hidden assassin's dagger. He gripped the axe tightly in one hand, felt before him with the other. Now and then, the arc of the crossbow upon his back clattered off the stone. He wondered if any of Bagdemagus' men – if he had any – heard his clumsy approach.
Searching for the man who holds an entire kingdom in fear, and it just may be that he makes his lair beneath the castle itself. What audacity.
What cunning.
Just what an arrogant wizard would do . . . .
His boot slipped upon a loose rock, just as the narrow passage opened into a cavern of indeterminate size. For a moment, Eric nearly lost his balance, but he managed to catch himself against the wall.
Damn the Hells! I do not have John's gift for stealth! He stood still for a long moment, feeling the cold air of the caverns, the faint but swirling breeze. Odors mingled, some sweet and natural, others musky and dank, as if coming from an animal's den. Eric wrinkled his nose at the latter, moved until he had his back pressed to a wall. His ears peeled, having become hypersensitive during the many long minutes he had been following the meandering tunnel.
He heard the echoes of water drops.
Scurrying of insects.
The shuffle of a booted foot.
Eric tensed, focusing upon that last, singular sound. It comes from my right . . . .
"Dieter?" asked a rough, hoarse whisper. "If that's you, you're late, mate. You best not have been smoking that herbal pipe of yours . . . ."
Eric took a chance, raising his axe as he heard the other man come closer. He had little way of knowing how close the man was. "Hmm," he grumbled.
A heavy sigh echoed off damp limestone walls. "Damn you, Dieter. I should have known when you didn't bring the torch back. Don't move. I'll get mine going."
Eric waited, heart pounding. He heard a brief rustle of cloth, then soft amber light spilled out, stinging his eyes. He winced against the sudden relative brilliance, but not before making out the general appearance of a man in brigand's leathers standing before him.
"You know, mate, I don't know how that wizard can make a torch bright enough to light a room, yet give off no heat – hey! You're not Dieter!"
The bandit's exclamation made Eric snap his eyes back open. His vision was a bit hazy, still adjusting, but it was enough to let him see the stocky, swarthy man as he slapped a hand to a sword at his waist. But Eric was already prepared, and swung viciously with his axe, the heavy blade chopping sideways into flesh, bone, and muscle. The bandit grunted, crashing against the rough rock wall.
"No. I'm not," growled Eric, throwing his weight against the man, making the axe dig deeper through the bandit's side. The brigand stared into Eric's face with pain and shock, blood trickling freely from parted lips. He tried to speak, but all that issued forth was a wet, gurgling cough. Finally, with a long, bloody gasp, the man sagged, the light of life fading from his dark eyes.
Eric looked about within the cavern, finding it much smaller than he had imagined. Not even ten paces wide but almost twice that long, there was an exit at the far end, sloping downward. With a casual tug, he jerked the axe from the bandit's body, then bent to retrieve the dead man's torch.
It emitted no flame, nor heat. In some magical way, Eric assumed, Bagdemagus had taken a length of wood and made a few inches of one end glow as if by the bright flame of a candle. Suppressing his sense of wonder, Eric took up the short black cover in the bandit's hand, finding that it made for a perfect fit over the torch.
"Marko? Hey, Marko, I took a little nap in one of the other cells . . . I—"
Eric spun about as the man behind him, who had descended through the same passage through which Eric had come, stopped in mid-sentence. He held a torch like the one Eric now possessed, held before him. The two men stared each other down for a moment.
"Uh . . . who are you?"
Eric allowed himself a vicious smirk. "You're Dieter, right?"
"Yeah . . . ." The man's hand crept across his belt toward the hilt of a sword.
Swiftly, Eric slashed out and up, the keen edge of the axe cleaving Dieter's face from chin to brow. For a moment, Dieter did not move, his blank expression frozen. Then the jaw fell open, split and pouring blood down the stained brown leather of his jerkin. With a gurgling rattle, Dieter collapsed to the ground.
Eric let out a huff of breath. Two men dead, he thought. Their lives taken so easily. Perhaps Father Michael was right. Perhaps I do lack compassion for my fellow man.
Suddenly dark eyes drifted toward the opening at the far end of the cave. May it serve me well . . . .
***
The only thing that allowed Cedric to swallow the bile and blood in his dry mouth was the knowledge that, if he did not, he would suffocate. He could not even muster the effort required to spit it out. His arms had grown numb from supporting his weight; he had felt tingling for a while, but now, they may as well have been severed. How long he had been trussed up like a chicken on a rack, he did not know. The days since his capture had blurred together.
"The great Sir Cedric," gloated a voice before him. "Do not worry, lad, it will be over soon."
Cedric coughed, trying to muster what remained of his strength. He was aware of the cold air around him, yet he did not feel it. His mouth worked to speak, yet no sound escaped.
Bagdemagus leaned closer to the young knight. "What was that?" he asked. "Trying to speak? Don't bother, boy. You have no hope of defeating me. You never did. All you ever accomplished was to further my plans. Even your dalliance with Rebecca served my purpose."
Cedric struggled, swallowing bitter bile once more, finding within his rage – ignited at the mention of his love's name – enough fortitude to open and lift his eyes. Though the wizard's form was blurry, it was easy enough to find the man's dark eyes within the fire-painted face.
Bagdemagus arched an eyebrow with interest. "Oh? Bit of a fire left within you after all?" The wizard stepped around the knight as he was suspended between two posts driven into the floor of the cavern. "I suppose you think you may yet avenge that whore of a handmaiden you bedded."
Cedric growled, the only sound he could muster, and jerked in his bonds. No reason remained in his mind, only murderous hatred.
Bagdemagus chuckled, insinuating his face beside the knight's. "Shall I tell you how she squealed with delight when she offered her virginity to me?" he whispered rudely. "Shall I tell you how greedily she drank my seed? How does it feel to know you kissed the mouth that had once been filled with my essence?"
Cedric bellowed loudly, shaking and pulling against the chains that held him, planting his feet firmly against the ground and throwing his back straight. Inadvertently, his skull cracked against the wizard's jaw, making Bagdemagus flinch. He stepped back, touching a now-bloodied lip.
"I'll . . . kill . . . you . . . ."
Bagdemagus scoffed, yet his previous arrogance had dwindled. He came around before Cedric, glaring down upon the young man haughtily. Cedric stared back, trembling with the effort required to stand straight. For a moment, even the wizard was impressed by the young man's stamina.
"When you see your whore in the afterlife, be sure to tell her you failed." Bagdemagus turned with a flurry of his cloak, marching away from the knight. The cavern was a large one, cold and dank since it sat so far beneath the surface. Braziers in opposite corners supplied light and some heat, and it was around these that the wizard's hired brigands gathered. None of them enjoyed the wizard's presence overmuch; the promise of riches and Bagdemagus' power of intimidation kept them in his employ.
Beside one of the narrow exits from the cavern, Guy Dorr stood, an almost sympathetic eye upon Cedric. He never considered himself an evil man; cruel, sometimes, and selfish, but not evil. Torture was not part of his repertoire. That was for evil men.
"Why not simply kill him?" he asked as the wizard approached.
Bagdemagus fixed Dorr with a look. "Questioning me?"
"Of course not," Dorr said with a sigh, flickering his eyes from the wizard's.
Bagdemagus followed Dorr's gaze back to the knight, who once more sagged from the two posts. A cruel smile stretched his lips. "Cedric will die," he declared, turning back to Dorr. "But not before he has had the pleasure of witnessing the taking and sacrifice of his beloved Queen. Not before he suffers the realization that his failures have made me truly immortal, and peerless within the world. Then, and only then, will he die."
Dorr nodded slowly. "You really are an evil bastard," he remarked.
Bagdemagus chuckled and grinned. "Yes, I know."
***
Nervousness and fear, along with renewed pride and newfound strength, fueled Sir John's movements as he marched back and forth before the assembled members of the Royal Guard. Swords that had been oiled and sharpened rest heavily in scabbards at each man's side. Courriasses of boiled leather covered their chests, molded to fit each guardsman perfectly.
"Tonight, we face the greatest evil this kingdom has ever known." The words were practiced, rehearsed before the mirror that morning. But while he knew every word by heart, they now felt more real than before. "Bagdemagus will seal his victory through magic if he takes our Queen, and through victory will enslave this entire kingdom. The Lord Chamberlain himself has told me that if the wizard wins the day, those of us left alive will know nothing but misery. The land will darken and die. Children will be raised as slaves, or worse."
He stopped pacing and faced the men squarely. "That will not happen," he said emphatically.
The guardsmen nodded grimly, silently.
"What will happen, is this," continued John, his voice steadily rising in pitch. "We will triumph. We will win. We will keep our Queen, and the entire Kingdom of Vix free from the evil of Bagdemagus! We will fight, and we will die, to protect our land! We will know victory!"
"VICTORY!" shouted the guardsmen in unison.
His breast swelling, John drew his sword, holding it straight beside his face. The guardsmen all followed suit, the air ringing as blades left their scabbards.
"Some of us will die tonight," he intoned grimly. "I will give you all one hour to spend with your families. When you return, I expect you all to be ready, as I am, to give your life in defense of our Queen. Dismissed."
Solemnly, the guardsmen dispersed, some of them wearing worried or blank expressions. But a few, at least, looked to their knight, their commander, with an admiring smile.
"A better speech I could not have prepared myself," said Prince Drest, approaching beside John's shoulder.
John inhaled deeply and let it out. "I hope it is enough," he said, then glanced to the prince. "How is Evelyn?"
Drest rolled his shoulders. "She has strength, of that there is no doubt. She is a very stubborn woman, you know."



John chuckled. "Yes, I know."
"So . . . have you decided?"
John sighed, sliding his sword back within its sheath. He knew Drest was going to get around to the subject sooner or later. "It just seems so . . . incredible," he said. "Am I truly a bastard son of royalty, cousin to the Queen? I don't feel a damn bit different, to tell the truth. I do not feel as if my blood has suddenly become blue."
Drest smiled. "There is no difference between the blood of royals and commons," he said. He tapped his temple. "The difference lies within here--" He placed his hand over his heart. "--and here."
John nodded. "To think that some day, I may have the chance or reason to rule a kingdom," he mused. "Being a Knight is daunting enough."
The corner of Drest's mouth curled knowingly. "Yet you have taken to it with some ease."
"Aye, some," John said meaningfully. "I lead the Royal Guard only because I must. Two captains slain, Cedric taken . . . it falls to me to guide them, though I do not feel I am particularly good at it."
"I beg to differ," Drest said. "Only months ago, you were a stable hand. Yet I – and everyone else, I dare say – would be hard pressed to see you in that role now. Your bearing has always been regal, whether you realized it or not. Now it shows."
"You give me too much credit, Prince."
Drest grinned and clasped the knight's shoulder. "Better get used to it, John," he said. "After all, if Evie and I are wed, it would not be very feasible for I to sit upon the throne of Ural, whilst she rules Vix. Call me a romantic, but I'd prefer to have my Queen beside me."
John frowned, an expression of astonishment passing over his face. "You cannot mean . . . ."
Drest winked. "Think about it . . . King John," he said.
The young knight watched as Prince Drest turned and strode away. The shock on John's face remained, long after the Prince had disappeared within the manor.
King John . . . oh, God, what an ironic lord you are . . . .
***
Eric crouched behind a shelf of rock, overlooking the large cavern below. In the middle of the spacious natural chamber lay what looked like a large table in the shape of an 'X,' with manacles attached to each of the four arms. Eric's eyes narrowed as he gazed upon it, wondering what nefarious need the wizard had for such a device. Then his eyes drifted toward the form of the young man held captive.
His heart had at first sunk upon seeing Cedric hanging limply between the two wooden posts, thinking the young knight already dead. But now, as one of the bandits held a waterskin to Cedric's lips, from which the knight drank deeply, hope flared anew in Eric's heart.
One, two, three . . . eleven bandits in all, just in this chamber alone, Eric thought dismally. At my best, I doubt I could take on more than three or four. He quietly rest his axe against the rock before him and unslung the crossbow. A bolt snapped into place with the slightest sound. Carefully, Eric raised the powerful weapon to his shoulder, sighting along the shaft of the quarrel.
How many? Eric wondered. How many could I claim before they rushed up here to surround me? How many could I slay before I was cut down?
For several moments, feeling clammy sweat upon his brow, Eric kept the crossbow trained on the bandit before Cedric. His fingers lightly squeezed the cocking lever, ready to let it loose.
He stiffened as cold steel was pressed against his cheek, the sharp, slightly curved tip of a rapier. "Release that bolt, Eric, and you will have a new mouth on the side of your face."
Idiot! Eric berated himself. Gritting his teeth, he carefully set the crossbow upon the ground beside him and stood, slowly rising to his feet. He turned to face Guy Dorr, who stepped back, the rapier extended and ready to thrust. Behind him stood a pair of bandits, bows held at the ready with arrows knocked.
"Fancy meeting like this," quipped Dorr, his expression smug. "I must say I am impressed that you found us."
Eric glowered. "I should have known you would throw in with the wizard."
Guy chuckled. "I don't like to lose," he said, stepping back further. Though his eyes remained on Eric, he spoke to the brigands. "He came to find his friend," Dorr said. "I see no reason why we cannot oblige him."
"Come on, you," barked one of the brigands to Eric. The giant grumbled under his breath and reluctantly stepped forward, passing Guy Dorr.
"May God damn you for eternity," he snarled.
Guy scoffed. "If I thought that God cared, I might be worried," he snipped, watching Eric being escorted away. His smile faded quickly. You had better hold up your part of the bargain, Bagdemagus.
***
Closing the door softly behind him, Prince Drest looked across the room to where Evelyn stood before the window, watching the setting sun. The golden radiance that washed over her body brought out the inherent beauty of her features, making her eyes sparkle and skin glow. Her pale dress became nearly translucent, revealing the shape of firm young breasts with no need for the bodice to hold them up.
"My God, you are beautiful," Drest muttered.
Evelyn looked his way, a sad smile decorating her lips. It disappeared as she returned to her admiration of the land below. "'Tis almost sundown," she said, as if to herself. "The wizard will be coming for me."
Drest approached behind her, settling his hands to her bare shoulders. "I won't let him."
The Queen sighed, leaning against him. "We've none of us any choice in the matter," she said. Casually, her fingers touched a tiny charm hanging from around her neck. It looked like a finely-polished gem to Drest.
"A new piece of jewelry?"
Evelyn let out a short laugh. "My kingdom's salvation," she said. "I convinced the Lord Chamberlain to give it to me. Not many know he is also an apothecary."
Drest frowned. "An apothecary? What need—"
"Once the wizard has me, and he lets Cedric go, I will place this in my mouth and bite down upon it. The poison will do the rest."
A spike of anxiety shot through Drest's heart, and he whirled Evelyn around. "You cannot do this!"
Her expression was blank, full of resignation and resolve. "'Tis the only way, my love," she said, affectionately touching his face. "I will save the kingdom, and I will save my friend."
Emotion flooded Drest's eyes. "I can't let you, Evie," he declared. "I love you too much."
Evelyn's eyes softened. "I love you, as well," she said, before her features inexplicably hardened. "But I am your queen," she said firmly, stepping past.
"I don't care!" cried Drest after her, following the Queen into her chambers. "You are the woman I intend to wed! Together, we will rule the Twin Kingdoms, and Bagdemagus will be naught but a memory! Something to frighten our children about when they are unruly!"
She whirled about with a fanning of her petticoat. "Is that your official proposal, Drest?"
He sighed, rolling his eyes. "How can you be so bloody calm about this? If I didn't know any better, I would think you are looking forward to it!"
"At least it will be over," Evelyn said in a small voice.
Drest stepped toward her, locking eyes with her. "For you, yes. The kingdom will be saved, yes. But the wizard will still be alive. And vengeful. Do you think he will just go away? Do you not think that perhaps, out of spite, he will come for your dearest friends? One by one, he will find a way to slay them all. Muriel, John, Benedict—"
"Stop it!" screeched Evelyn.
"—me."
Evelyn trembled, revealing true emotion at last. "I don't know what else to do," she said. "I was so sure someone would find Cedric and rescue him . . . so sure . . . ." She fell to the bed, burying her face in her hands.
Drest lowered himself to his knees, looking up at the Queen. "Do you love me?" he asked.
Evelyn sniffled, lifting her head. Her cheeks were shiny with tears, eyes ringed with red. "What?"
"Do you love me?" repeated the Prince.
She touched his face. "Love isn't enough," she whispered.
His eyes were strong, gaze direct. "It was enough for you to sacrifice yourself for the sake of your friend and kingdom," he said. "Is it not enough to promise that you will accept my proposal when I give it?"
Evelyn clutched the prince's hands. "Then give it," she said. "Here. Now."
Slowly, Drest shook his head. "I cannot," he said. "I need one more day."
Tears dripped freshly from Evelyn's eyes. "Why are you doing this?"
"Because I love you. Promise me."
Evelyn shuddered as she drew in a deep breath. "I-I . . . ."
Drest waited, patiently, reassuringly massaging the Queen's hands.
Finally, Evelyn straightened, letting out a heavy breath. With one last sniffle, she nodded silently.
"That is not a promise," Drest said with a small smile.
Evelyn choked out a laugh. "You're insufferable," she said. "How can you still have hope?"
"Because God would not have seen fit to bring us together, only to take you from me."
Firmly, Evelyn squeezed the Prince's hands. "You've never given up on me," she said, then lowered her eyes. "Sometimes, I feel so ashamed, so . . . unworthy of such attention."
"But you are, Evie. My heart is not so easily given."
A weak smile stretched Evelyn's lips. "I want to believe that we will all survive, that this nightmare will end and—"
"We will," interrupted Drest. "It will. Now . . . promise me."
Apprehensively, Evelyn swallowed, then nodded once more. "I . . . I promise, Drest. When you offer a proposal of marriage, I will accept it."
Drest smiled genuinely, straightening take Evelyn in his arms. She melted yearningly against him, clutching tightly. He smoothed his hands across her back, through her hair, feeling the gentle shudders in his Queen's body. "Faith," he whispered. "Have faith in, if nothing else, my love for you."
"I love you," she whispered in return, pulling back only slightly so that she could see Drest's face. Her softened with desire. "I want you."
Drest said nothing before Evelyn kissed him, smothering his lips with hers, moaning softly into his mouth. Their passion escalated quickly, hands roaming with animalistic need and abandon. Evelyn gasped with pleasure, breaking the kiss and leaning back, allowing Drest to release her bodice, pulling down the fabric of her dress to expose creamy, firm breasts.
"Yes," she hissed, arching her back, pushing her breast to Drest's mouth. A soft cry of passion caught in her throat at the heat of his mouth, the loving swipes of his tongue across her nipple, the grazing of his teeth. Her hands held his head firmly against her bosom, bringing him with her as she moved up along the bed. Her legs spread invitingly beneath Drest as the Prince settled between.
Instincts guided them, instincts powered my passion. Supporting himself above Evelyn, Drest kissed her deeply, grinding himself between her thighs. The heat of her sex burned through the layers between them, especially once her petticoat and skirt were pushed up to her waist, and all that protected her was a single layer of silk.
"Let me make love to you, Evie," moaned the Prince, slipping a hand down between them, cupping her damp and needy sex.
Breath escaped, hot and moist, from Evelyn's lips. Her fingers threaded their way through Drest's hair as needy moans escaped her throat. Her hips rose and fell, pushing her sex against his probing fingers. She ached for him, to feel him within her. The need was so palpable it weighed upon her more than Drest's body, more than the impending threat of Bagdemagus . . . .
Bagdemagus.
With a breathless gasp, Evelyn pushed against her lover, forcing him to release a stiff, wet nipple from his lips. "Drest."
His eyes bore into hers. "'Tis not what you think, Evie. I love you."
A calming breath filled her lungs, making her breasts heave. "And I love you," she said. "But . . . I . . . ." She frowned, trying to find her words. With a frustrated huff, she gently pushed Drest away and sat up, lacing her bodice once more. The passion that had just moments before consumed her seemed so far away now.
"It is all right, Evie," whispered Drest, moving up to sit beside her and rest his chin upon her shoulder. "It is important to you to defeat Bagdemagus without cheating him out of your virginity, isn't it? Even if it costs your life."
Solemnly, she nodded. "It is."
Slowly, Drest reached beneath her chin with a single finger, bidding her to look his way. "Only a Queen would think that way."
Evelyn's eyes glittered. "My dear Prince," she said. "That is the most wonderful thing you have ever said to me."
He smiled, lightly kissed her soft lips. "I will have to remember that, then," he said.
Evelyn stood, fixing her dress. The sky was darkening, with a crimson glow just above the horizon. Wind stirred the Queen's long, lush hair as she stood before the windows once more. "I suppose it is only a matter of time before the wizard calls upon me," she mused.
"Sooner than you think."
The dark voice startled the Queen and Drest both, prompting the Prince to action. He bolted up from the bed, smoothly drawing the dagger at his belt as he blocked Evelyn with his body. He stared down along the glimmering blade at the figure which approached from the outer room.
"So you've come, wizard."
Bagdemagus nodded shallowly, holding out his hand. He looked past the Prince to Evelyn. "It is time, my Queen," he said.
Drest spoke before Evie could part her lips. "I think not," he said firmly. "You must first get through me. You will find that difficult to do."
Bagdemagus looked amused. "Your bravery is misplaced, Drest," he said. "Killing you would serve nothing. The ritual will commence, and there is not a thing you can do to stop it. I am taking Evie."
The Prince glared. "Only by stepping over my corpse," he growled.
"Drest--" began the Queen.
The wizard sneered. "Easily arranged," he said.
Evelyn cried out as a figure leaped from behind, pushing her aside and descending upon Drest. The Queen tumbled to the floor, slipping her own dagger free of its sheath, ready to defend herself. What transpired before her was nearly over before she could make sense of it.
Bagdemagus kept his distance as the two men struggled, the dark-garbed invader pressing his weight down upon Drest's back. There was a flash of steel in a black-gloved hand, before it disappeared beneath the Prince's chin. A flick, a gurgle, and Drest collapsed to the ground, blood spilling out from his neck.
Evelyn stared, eyes wide with shock and fear, lips trembling. The abruptness of what she had just witnessed made it all seem surreal. She stared at her Prince, her love, seeing only his closed eyes as he lay unmoving, the crimson puddle growing around his face. "D-D-Drest," she whispered.
Guy Dorr straightened over the Prince's body, wiping spittle from his mouth. "That went smoother than expected," he said casually, then gave a nod to the wizard. His eyes glanced briefly to the Queen.
"L-Lord Dorr?" she queried, heart palpitating. Furtive eyes danced back and forth from the traitor to the body upon the floor. She could find no voice with which to carry the scream that welled within her breast.
Bagdemagus smiled smugly as he lifted his foot over Drest's body. "As you said, only by stepping over your corpse," he muttered, then reached for the Queen . . . .
***
John's fingers danced nervously along the edges of the earthenware cup he held between his knees. Grams sat expectantly across the tiny table in her little home, waiting for her grandson to speak.
"I understand why you never told me," he said at last, his eyes addressing the floor. "But it is still difficult to accept."
"Are you certain you understand why this secret has been kept, all these decades?"
John lifted his head, confusion evident upon his face. "Well, the kingdom would have been embarrassed, of course."
Grams chuckled softly. "Given all that you have learned about the wizard," she said. "I would expect you to have realized a few things."
John's frowned deepened. "What does this have to do with the Spectre?"
Grams took a breath. "It was not a terrible secret that I entertained King Alfred," she said. "But what was kept secret was my eventual pregnancy. That was your mother, of course. Alfred was a bit miffed about that, but not for the reasons you would expect. He had wanted me to sire a son, in case Richard fell victim to Bagdemagus."
John's mind reeled. "I do not understand."
Grams fixed her grandson with a level stare. "The fate of this kingdom has always been linked to Bagdemagus," she revealed. "He was King Maxwell's advisor, originally. I am sure you did not know that."
John shook his head slowly. "No."
"When Vix came under Maxwell's rule, he wrested it from the hands of a very evil man," she explained. "With the wizard's help. You see, Bagdemagus was not always as cruel and vindictive as he is now. But . . . that is a different story, one that is not pertinent now. What is important is that Maxwell and Bagdemagus had a terrible falling-out. The wizard has been seeking vengeance upon the Royal Family ever since."
"What happened between the wizard and King Maxwell?"
Grams shrugged. "That, even I do not know," she lamented. "But whatever it was, it was enough to instill in Bagdemagus a hatred so intense for Maxwell's progeny that he has been taking his revenge ever since. Not a single member of the royal family, whether confirmed or not, has been safe. Not a one."
A dark hand suddenly gripped John's heart as he read into Grams' words. His eyes were hard as he spoke two simple words.
"My mother."
Solemnly, Grams nodded her head. "It was fortunate that she was able to hide you away before the Spectre came for her."
John ground his teeth. A quiet rage simmered in his heart.
"So, you see," Grams continued. "You and I have a vested interest in this as well. I have waited decades for this day, grandson."
John swallowed the lump in his throat and straightened, pushing to his feet. The leather of his armor creaked slightly with his movements. He gave his grandmother a determined look.
"Bagdemagus dies tonight."
***
Benedict pushed open the door to the Queen's chambers slowly, stepping before the four members of the Royal Guard who accompanied him. There had been no answer to his repeated knocks, and he had grown fearful.
"Evelyn?" he called out. "Dre--" Words froze on his lips as he saw the body laying upon the floor amid a broad pool of ochre.
"Is that the Prince?" asked one of the guard, venturing forward. But Benedict stopped the young man.
"I will see to him," he said firmly, then approached Drest. His eyes searched the chambers, looking through the archway to the Queen's bed. He could see no trace of Evelyn. Gingerly, he knelt beside Drest, touching the corpse's shoulder. He frowned when he felt unexpected warmth within the body, and nearly leapt from his own skin when Drest moaned.
"Prince!" cried Benedict, gripping the man's shoulder and rolling him onto his back. Drest's features clouded, and he coughed, blood sputtering on his lip. The left side of his face was soaked in the congealing fluid, but there was no wound upon him . . . only a small cloth bladder stuck next to his neck.
". . . Evelyn . . . ."
"I do not see her," Benedict said as the Prince sat up, touching his head. Drest's hand dragged down his face, and he pulled it away, staring at the thick blood on his fingers.
"What happened?"
"I would ask you the same," Benedict replied anxiously.
Drest sighed, taking a handkerchief out and wiping his face. "The wizard," he said, features dark and contorted as he recalled what had happened. "And there was someone with him . . . Lord Dorr."



Benedict cursed under his breath. "I knew it," he hissed. "That bastard's appearance was just too convenient."
"We wrestled," continued Drest, his thoughts becoming more clear. He touched a faint cut on the side of his neck. "He said something to me . . . 'remember this later,' I believe, then he slit my throat. Or so I thought."
Benedict picked up the bladder that had fallen beside the Prince, sniffed it. "Pig's blood," he said. "When he cut you, he must have had some type of poison on the blade, to render you unconscious. I would not swear it, but it would make sense. So why would Dorr only pretend to kill you?"
Drest shook his head. "I do not know. But he may not be so much of an enemy after all."
The guardsmen had gathered in the room, staring at the Prince with relieved disbelief as the man got to his feet. But one of them noticed something else, a slip of fabric hanging from one of the thicker walls in the outer chamber.
"Perhaps," agreed Benedict grudgingly. "But I'll be damned if I'll trust the man."
Drest turned about as he stood, scanning the room with narrowed eyes. "I can only assume that Dorr faked my murder for the sake of the Queen. He must have left a clue regarding where she was taken."
"Eh, excuse me, Prince Drest," called one of the guardsmen. He stood beside the wall where the piece of fabric was attached. "Perhaps this might be the clue you mean?"
Drest approached, touching the strip of cloth. "It is from Evie's dress," he said, his heart fluttering. His fingers touched the wall, feeling, pushing. "There must be a hidden door. Ural's castle is filled with them. We must find it!"
"What is going on?" called a hard voice from the chamber door. All eyes turned as Sir John entered, left hand clutching the hilt of his sword.
"The wizard came for Evelyn," explained Benedict. He nodded to the guardsmen. "Blades for myself and the Prince," he ordered. His eyes settled upon John. "We are going after them."
John nodded grimly. "It is time to settle this."
Benedict's eyes narrowed. There was something different about the young knight. He had always seemed unsure of himself, reluctant to take the role he had been given. But that uncertainty and reluctance was now gone, replaced with a fierce resolve which radiated from him like the heat of a torch. For a moment, Benedict thought to inquire as to what had changed in the young man, but he reconsidered. Whatever has happened, he seems to have the strength he needs . . . .
"Indeed it is," he agreed.
"Found it!" exclaimed Drest, garnering the attention of those in the room. A section of the wall swung open silently, revealing a dark, dank passage composed of narrow steps which spiraled down between the walls.
"We cannot waste any time," John said, stepping forward and drawing his blade. He looked to the guardsmen, indicating two of them. "Give your weapons to the Prince and Chancellor, then get replacements from the armory." His eyes switched to the remaining pair. "You two will accompany us."
"Yes, sir," the men said together, drawing their swords.
"I shall take the lead," announced Drest, accepting the sword one of the guardsmen handed him. "But I want you behind me, John."
The knight nodded. "Whatever happens, that damn wizard dies."
***
Cedric could barely stand, yet the sight of his beloved Queen seemed to infuse him with strength. She struggled against the bandits who escorted her toward the X-shaped altar set in the middle of the cavern, grunting and cursing with futility.
A deep, friendly voice came from his right. "Conserve yourself, Cedric."
Cedric frowned, wincing in discomfort as he turned his head. The red-haired giant . . . what is his name? Eric? . . . looked upon him with stoic compassion. Cedric could just make out the chains that secured the larger man to a pair of posts recently driven into the rocky floor.
"Do not try to speak," Eric continued. "You're barely alive as it is."
Cedric could barely grunt in response. His weary eyes drifted back toward the altar as Evie was bound upon it, struggling in vain to resist the manacles that secured her wrists and ankles. She was left with her arms and legs spread widely, obscenely.
The bandits retreated, taking their places along the walls. Cedric counted a dozen of them, maybe more . . . or perhaps that was a function of his blurred double-vision.
An ominous chuckle filled the room, emanating, it seemed, from the chilly air. Bagdemagus approached the altar, Lord Door lagging behind. The rogue glanced quickly to Cedric and Eric, both of whom glared back. His eyes dipped.
"Ah, Evie, so nice to finally have you here," the wizard said as he stepped up beside the altar. Cool fingertips graced the Queen's bare arms.
Evelyn gave Bagdemagus a hateful look. "Go to Hell," she snapped, then spat.
Bagdemagus grinned. "Much better to bring Hell to me," he said, leaning over her. "For that is what our union will achieve. My immortality, my dominion. Secured through the rape of a virgin monarch . . . and the consumption of her pure heart."
"Never!" cried Evelyn, struggling. But she was powerless against the bonds.
"You know, I have always adored your fire, Evie," Bagdemagus went on, dragging his fingers down over the Queen's dress. "It will make your sacrifice that much more enjoyable."
Evelyn cried out as the wizard slipped the blade of a dagger under the strings of her bodice, slicing through them. "You will never take me," she declared, nudging the chain around her neck, frantically trying to capture it with her lips. But Bagdemagus was quick to stop her, snatching up the tiny, gem-like vial and snapping the chain.
"And what is this?" he asked, bemused. He lifted the device, inspecting it closely. "Poison, my Queen? How noble of you to sacrifice yourself for your kingdom." He tossed the chain over his shoulder. The vial shattered upon the ground with a faint hiss. "So much for that."
Evelyn huffed, all the hope and righteousness she had left apparently fleeing her body upon that single, heavy breath. Her head fell back upon the altar, her eyes staring up helplessly.
It can't happen like this! What cruel God would let the wizard win? And Drest . . . .
Oh, God . . . Drest, my love . . . .
"There, there, my sweet," Bagdemagus said in a patronizing voice, caressing Evelyn's sweaty brow. "I assume those tears are for your departed, would-be husband. Do not worry; you will be joining him soon enough. At least thank me for that."
Evelyn shuddered as she wept, the tears draining down along her cheeks, soaking into her hair and the wood of the altar beneath. She barely felt it as Bagdemagus ripped away her dress, bodice, and petticoats, casting the shredded garments aside. She did not care that she was left unabashedly nude upon an alter. Numbness consumed her. She could not even feel the cold.
"My, what a sweet prize you are, my dear," Bagdemagus said approvingly, his eyes wandering over the Queen's naked flesh. He settled his hand upon the soft mound of hair covering her sex, feeling the natural warmth beneath. His thumb graced the plump lips beneath, parting them. A knowing smile stretched his lips. "Yes, a sweet prize indeed."
***
The bandits within the room snickered crudely, ogling the nude monarch and her lewdly displayed charms. All their attention was focused upon the succulent sight of the virgin Queen. They did not notice Guy Dorr stepping up behind the two captives across the room.
"I have but one question for you," Guy whispered as he stood behind Eric.
The giant stiffened, surprised to hear the traitorous lord's voice. But he recovered from his surprise almost instantly. "And that is?" he whispered back.
"You once took your vows seriously," Guy said.
Eric frowned. "Yes, I did. Is that your question?"
Guy chuckled dryly. "No. The question is: do you still?"
The frown remained. Eric took a breath. "Had you asked me that three days ago, I would have said no."
"But now?"
Eric gritted his teeth as he watched Bagdemagus step between the Queen's thighs. "I doubted the existence of a loving God, once. But with evil such as that man, then God must exist. And it is through us that he fights evil. So, in answer to your question . . . yes, I take my vows seriously."
A gloved hand wrapped itself around Eric's own, pressing something cold and metallic into his palm. "Remember that this could have gone differently," Guy whispered.
Eric felt a surge of hope course through him as he realized he held a key. "Why help us now?" he asked.
But there was no response. Guy Dorr was gone, disappearing into the shadows.
***
Bagdemagus smoothed his hands along Evelyn's trembling thighs as he stood between them, his groin mere inches from hers. His steel-colored eyes took in her ravishing beauty with a sense of cruel glee. From his belt, he took a crooked-bladed dagger, touched the point to Evie's abdomen, just above the patch of downy hair. Gently, he dragged the point upward, stopping between her heaving breasts.
"I have waited nearly century for this, Evelyn," the wizard said. "Ever since your great-grandfather Maxwell stole from me what should have been mine."
Evelyn whimpered. "Just get it over with, you bastard," she sputtered through her tears.
The wizard grinned evilly. "Eager now, are you? I could almost say I am flattered."
Evie sniffled deeply, flashing her eyes open. She glared intently up at Bagdemagus' sneering face. "You will pay for this, some day, somehow. And your suffering will never end."
Bagdemagus cocked his head, his smile crooked and rakish. "I hope you don't mind waiting for the end of eternity to see it," he said. "After all, you are about to make me immortal."
Evelyn could not respond. There were no words left to speak, nothing she could do other than watch helplessly as the wizard straightened, hands falling to his breeches and the laces there.
The Queen closed her eyes, letting her head fall back in resignation. Oh, God, please let it be brief . . . .
Faint cries sounded from beyond the entrance to the cavern, accompanied by the ring of metal on metal. The sounds of battle.
Bagdemagus snapped his head up in alarm. "What the hell is that?" he yelled to his men. But just as the bandits turned toward the cavern's entrance, drawing their weapons, a man stumbled through, bloodied and broken, clad in the leather of a brigand. Ochre spilled from the man's mouth as he attempted to speak, but he faltered and collapsed to the ground before he could do so. A moment later, clad in the crimson coat that marked him as a regent of Ural, stepped Prince Drest.
Anger twisted the wizard's features. Not dead, he thought bitterly, then looked around quickly, searching for Guy Dorr. But the man was not to be found. Betrayed by the betrayer . . . .
"Evie!" cried Drest, holding his sword before him as the half-dozen bandits charged. Beside him appeared Sir John, wielding an equally-bloody blade.
Upon the table, hope soared through Evelyn's heart as she heard the voice of her beloved. She craned her neck, tilting her head, just barely able to catch a glimpse of him through the throng of rushing brigands. "Drest! You're alive!"
"Not for long!" growled Bagdemagus, stepping back. But just as he was about to draw his sword, a meaty hand gripped his shoulder. The wizard snapped his head about to see who would dare lay a hand upon him. His eyes flashed widely as he looked upon Eric's cocky face.
"I believe I may have something to say about that," Eric drawled, then hurled Bagdemagus backward, sending the wizard sailing through the air to land bodily upon the ground more than a dozen paces back.
"Drest! John!" he bellowed, glancing back briefly as the Prince and knight, along with a pair of guardsman and the aged Benedict, made quick work of the unprepared bandits. "Get the Queen out of here! The wizard has more men, and they are bound to come!"
John slashed his way through a pair of brigands with two quick and deadly blows, leaving them to collapse behind him as he strode forward. His eyes were dark as he focused on the wizard, scrambling to his feet beyond Eric. "Just one thing, first," he declared gravely.
"No," Eric said firmly, placing his hand upon his friend's chest. "The Queen is most important now, and we cannot fight the wizard and his men at once. Go. I will hold the Spectre back."
John stared into the giant's face. "You cannot defeat him alone."
Eric nodded grimly and held up an iron key. "But I will buy you time. Give me your sword."
John started to speak, glancing quickly past his best friend to the wizard, who sneered evilly, drawing his own blade. Begrudgingly, John handed the sword over, taking the key at the same time. "I will avenge you," he whispered, struggling to keep his emotions in check.
Eric nodded once more. "Yes, you will." So saying, he turned to face the wizard. "You and I, Bagdemagus."
The wizard grinned. "Such heroics," he quipped disdainfully, then rushed to meet Eric's charge.
***
"What is going on?" cried Muriel, clutching her skirts in hand as she ran along the hallway toward the entrance to the dungeons. Every Royal Guardsman in the castle, it seemed, lined the halls, clad in leather hauberks, clutching swords at the ready. Some held bows instead, with arrows knocked.
"Lady Muriel, this is no place for you," responded a guardsman. "The Prince and Sir John have gone to rescue the Queen. That wily bastard Bagdemagus has been hiding in the dungeons all this time."
"What!" Muriel slapped a hand to her breast in astonishment. "Where is the Chancellor?"
The guardsman's face soured. "He is with them, as well."
Muriel gasped, covering her mouth. "Oh, my sweet Benny," she muttered fearfully.
"They come!" called a voice from below. "They have the Queen!"
Muriel sputtered happily. "Oh, thank the stars and God! Quickly, quickly!" She beckoned desperately with her arms, watching as Evelyn appeared, surrounded by guardsmen. The Queen wore naught but a guardsman's coat.
"Evie!" cried the handmaiden, accepting Evelyn into her arms. Drest, Sir John, and Benedict quickly appeared, as well as a bloodied and weary Sir Cedric, helped along by guardsmen.
The Prince barked orders like a general. "We've sealed the dungeon door, but it will not hold for long," he said loudly, for all to hear. "Everyone to the throne room; we will hold them there. 'Tis the only chamber large enough."
"'Them?'" queried Muriel, holding Evelyn tight. The girl Queen shuddered against her.
"Bagdemagus has an army of brigands and murderers," said Sir John, peripherally watching as a stumbling Cedric was helped down the corridor. "They will be here shortly. Now, go! Get Evie to the throne room! We will protect her with numbers!"
Muriel hesitated only as long as it took for her to meet Benedict's gaze and receive a short, but encouraging, nod from him. She suppressed a smile of gladness upon seeing her love, and satisfied that he was well, focused her attention on the Queen.
Thunderous pounding sounded from the dungeons beneath. John and Drest stood at the top of the landing, staring down along the stairs to the heavy oaken door below. Behind them the guardsmen were already retreating, following the Prince's orders.
"At least Eric bought us some time," said Drest.
The dungeon door shuddered again beneath what sounded like the impact of a battering ram.
Sir John nodded. "Another life to avenge," he said. He faced the Prince. "The wizard has many to answer for."
Drest nodded, then managed a smile. "We will have to have a drink, later."
John could not help but smirk at the Prince's optimism. "Aye. An entire cask."
"I am looking forward to it."
"Just don't get yourself killed."
Drest winked. "You, neither."
***
The guardsmen had just settled into defensive formation, swords extended before them, facing the broad double doors to the massive throne room, when the mad rush of battle-frenzied voices filled the halls outside. Behind the line of men stood Drest and John. Archers leaned out from the balconies above, arrows trained upon the door.
And upon the dais which supported the throne itself crouched Evelyn and Muriel, holding each other, anxious eyes looking over the heads of the guardsmen.
"They're willing to die for me," whispered the Queen, her body trembling. So much emotion, so much pain and sorrow. In a matter of moments, she knew, one way or the other, it would all be over.
"That is their duty, Evie," Muriel responded, petting her regent's hair. "Mine, as well."
Evelyn sniffled, hearing the cacophony in the halls as it grew louder and louder. "I'm not worthy of that."
Muriel gripped the young woman's shoulders and forced Evelyn to look up at her. "No more of that," she said sternly. "You are the Queen. The duty of everyone in this room is to die for you."
"And what is my duty?" queried Evelyn.
"To give them a reason to do so. And that, you have done. Now stop blubbering and be a Queen!"
Evelyn sniffed, one last time, drawing back the tears. Bravely, she nodded. "I will."
"You will?"
Evelyn took a breath, steeling herself. "I am."
Muriel smiled. "That is what I thought."
The throne room doors shuddered violently, mad voices beyond crying for blood.
"Ready, men!" bellowed John.
"AYE!" The valiant response of the guardsmen echoed in the chamber.
"Give them everything!" shouted Drest.
"AYE!"
Evelyn stood before her throne, briefly glancing to Cedric, propped against one of the pillars nearby, with Benedict standing guard. Only the shallow rise and fall of his chest indicated he still lived. So much pain, to so many I have loved, she thought.
Her eyes grew hard, and she watched the door as it shook again, splintering this time.
Their pain will not be in vain, she decided, then raised her voice for all to hear: "Spill the blood of any man who does not wear the colors of Vix!"
For a moment, all eyes turned back to fall upon her, and in that moment, guardsman, knight, and Prince all came to the same conclusion: There is our Queen. We will die to protect her.
As one, every man faced the door once more, and every man bellowed in unison.
"AYE!"
The doors splintered again, then shattered, falling inward before the horde of Bagdemagus' minions. Where and how he had recruited so many could not be fathomed. Nor did anyone bother to wonder at that moment, as two ranks of guardsmen faced the onslaught. The air became filled with shouts and curses, blood-curdling cries as steel bit into flesh. The first wave crashed against the wall of well-trained men, who slashed and stabbed with practiced precision.
But all too soon, the battle became a chaotic melee. The guardsmen were better trained, but outnumbered. The odds seemed more or less equal, but that was bound to change soon enough.
The archers in the balconies unleashed their arrows, striking down bandits as they rushed in to join their fellows. But the bandits bore crossbows of their own, and fired back. More than a few of the archers fell to the floor below, their weapons clattering across polished marble. Those left retreated, only to come down through the side doors to lend their steel to the brouhaha.
And through that chaotic sea of battle waded Bagdemagus, striding without care, avoided by all around him. Cloaked once more in his magic, no one saw him for the threat he was, instead moving around him without knowing they did so. But Evelyn saw, of course.
His eyes locked upon Evelyn as he approached, dragging the tip of his sword across the ground. The harsh, grating sound rose above the din, reaching the Queen's ears. Evelyn stood, staring back, suppressing her fear.



"You will not have me," she said, her voice inaudible, yet still, the wizard seemed to hear it.
"Oh, indeed I shall," he answered, setting foot upon the lowest step of the dais.
Beside the Queen, Muriel gasped. "It is he! The Spectre!" she cried.
Evelyn frowned a moment, strangely calm despite the circumstances. She can see him, she thought. Bagdemagus' magic must be fading.
Indeed, at that moment, Benedict, alarmed by Muriel's cry, looked to the throne to see the wizard ascending the steps. His reaction was immediate. Leading the way with his sword, he charged toward the menacing figure.
But Bagdemagus was quicker, more skilled. He paused, snapping up his blade, stabbing into Benedict's chest, arching his back only slightly so that the Chancellor's thrust missed him by inches.
"BENEDICT!" screeched Muriel, watching the man she loved stumble back, dropping his sword to the ground, clutching his chest. His pale jacket quickly became dark with blood.
"Feel free to join him, you annoying old cow," snarled the wizard, advancing further and backhanding the Queen's handmaiden. Muriel grunted in pain, pitching off the dais to land hard upon the floor below.
Bagdemagus' sword flashed up as he pushed Evelyn back onto her throne. The tip of the blade barely missed Evelyn's cheek before it stabbed into the padded backing of the throne. The wizard leaned over the Queen, breathing hotly upon her.
"You cannot rob me of my due," he hissed, nudging her legs apart. Evelyn still wore only the coat of a guardsman, her virgin sex once more exposed as the wizard settled between her thighs. "I will take you here if need be."
Evelyn glared up at him hatefully. "I do not think so," she said. Her eyes flickered past the wizard.
Bagdemagus took the bait, rearing back for a moment to look behind him. As he did so, Evelyn swung her leg around, cracking the wizard across the jaw as she leapt from the throne, landing upon the marble floor below. And just then, Sir John and Prince Drest emerged from the melee, battered and wounded, yet still with much fight left in them. Without hesitation, they charged up the steps as Bagdemagus spun around to meet them. Blades clashed and sparked.
No one noticed as a sword was lifted heavily from the ground, the hilt filling the hand of a tortured and battered young knight as he pushed himself to his feet.
"Your evil comes to an end, wizard!" cried Drest valiantly as he and John battled Bagdemagus upon the dais.
"Not by your hand, boy!" retorted the wizard, fending off the two men's blows, then spinning low and down, slashing outward. His blade caught the Prince across the chest, splitting leather, flesh and muscle. With a grunt of pain, Drest stumbled backward, falling heavily to the ground.
John was quick to take advantage of the opening the wizard left him, and thrust with all his might, impaling the wizard through the abdomen. John leaned in, forcing his weight upon Bagdemagus, making his blade bite deep. "How about mine?" he growled with vengeful satisfaction.
But the fire did not leave Bagdemagus' eyes, even though his sword fell from his grip, clattering down the steps. "Not . . . quite," he spat, then hammered his fist into John's jaw, mustering all his supernatural strength. The knight was lifted off his feet by the blow, flying backward before he, too, slammed into the floor.
Thp!
The wizard flinched, wincing as an arrow bit deep into his side. His eyes darted back along the arrow's path, to find none other than Evelyn, kneeling upon the floor, setting another arrow upon her bow.
Thp!
The second arrow struck him in the shoulder as he turned to face her, ready to leap off the dais. He faltered on his feet, but the inhuman wizard would not fall.
Thp!
The third was snatched from the air, just before it could pierce the wizard's skull. Bagdemagus sneered down at the Queen, letting the arrow fall to the ground.
Evelyn stared in stupefaction. What does it take to slay him?
"RAARRGHHH!"
The bellow filled the room, echoing thunderously off the walls and garnering the attention of the remaining combatants. Stumbling in his mad charge, Cedric hurled himself forward, barely able to see, guided by nothing more than rage and intuition.
"For the Queen!" he cried, bounding up the steps, sword clutched desperately in both hands as he slashed downward. The blade sliced through flesh and bone, eliciting a spray of blood from Bagdemagus' torso. The wizard was hurled back onto the throne, sputtering in pain, looking upon the battered face of a man who, by all rights, should not have possessed the strength to even stand.
The wizard extended a hand to protect himself, but another powerful, vicious slash cut cleanly through, severing the arm just below the elbow. Fingers twitching, the hand bounced down the steps to the floor. Bagdemagus gaped in shock.
"That . . . was . . . for me," sputtered Cedric, swaying on his feet, glaring through blood-encrusted eyes. With a last, Herculean effort, he turned his sword about, raising it high above his head in both hands, the blade flashing for a moment in the light, the point angled toward the wizard's chest.
"And this . . . ."
Bagdemagus shuddered, for the first time in a century feeling the weight of his own mortality. He swallowed blood, tried to speak, but no sound would escape.
". . . is for . . . REBECCA!" Bellowed Cedric once more, stabbing down with all his remaining strength, spearing the wizard through the heart. Bagdemagus convulsed, spasming as his life was taken from him. The sword stabbed all the way through his body, into the throne beneath, resulting in a great, thunderous crack! as the throne itself was split.
For a moment, all was silent in the throne room. All battle ceased. None could believe what had just happened.
Every eye fell upon Cedric, who wavered on weak legs. Looking like a man drunk, he turned and descended the steps, as Evelyn approached.
Her voice quivered. She, like everyone else, was stunned that the young knight had actually succeeded where none had triumphed before. "C-Cedric . . .?"
He could barely see her, but the sound of her voice was enough. "My . . . Queen . . . ."
"Cedric!" cried Evelyn, barely catching the knight as he collapsed.
***
"'Tis almost impossible to believe," Sir John spoke as he watched the remainder of the wizard's bandit army being escorted beyond the gates. Reserves had been called up from the village, and once word had spread that the seemingly immortal Bagdemagus had been slain, it seemed that every man, woman and child had flocked to the outer walls of the castle.
Beside him, modesty preserved by robes, Evelyn nodded. "If we had not seen it happen, I would have sworn it all a dream. But it is not. The wizard is dead."
John noted the sullen expression on his cousin's face. "I would expect you to be happier than this."
Evelyn smiled weakly. "While my heart is gladdened," she said. "My spirit still suffers. Drest and Benedict both were gravely wounded, Eric is dead, and Cedric . . . he may not see the morning. How he still lives is . . . incredible."
John smiled. "A testament, I'd say, to his strength, and your foresight into making him a knight. Who would ever believe a cobbler's son would slay the Spectre That Walks?"
Evie nodded mutely, her eyes swollen and puffy. "At the least," she whispered. "If he passes this night, he will be with his beloved once more."
John reached to Evelyn, tentatively pulling her close. A more genuine smile touched her lips as she leaned against the knight. "Perhaps you should do the same, my Queen."
Evelyn straightened, and wiped her eyes. "I am still the Queen," she said. "My duty is for my people."
John scoffed. "Go and see to Drest," he insisted. "Do not make me pull rank."
Evelyn frowned upon John.
The knight chuckled. "Correct me if I am wrong, but seeing as how we have the same grandfather, and I am older . . . technically, I suppose, that would make me the rightful regent of Vix." He finished his statement with a wink.
Evie laughed softly. "Well, I suppose you are right, cousin," she answered with mock haughtiness. "Are you saying you want the kingdom? By all means, you may have it."
John returned the mirth. "Let's get you married to the Prince, first," he said.
Buoyant emotion rose to the Queen's face, returning color. She shook her head in wonder. "Let us not think too far ahead. Right now, I am afraid to even pinch myself, for fear of waking up."
John pinched the Queen's arm through her robe, making her yelp under her breath. "There," he said simply with a mischievous smile. "Is there anything else I can do for her highness?"
Evelyn touched John's face, staring up into his eyes. "You have done more than enough, cousin," she whispered, then lifted up to kiss him briefly. Without a word, Evelyn stepped down from the mansion, immediately surrounded by a quartet of the Royal Guard who escorted her on the way to the small hospital.
John smiled, watching her go. He took a breath, touched his bruised jaw.
King John, he thought, turning slowly toward the doors of the keep. It does have a nice ring to it . . . .
***
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In the near future, prison overcrowding has led to some changes in the judicial system of the United States. In the case of capitol crimes, a new alternative sentencing has been introduced. The condemned has the option of foregoing all appeals in exchange for at least thirty days of relative freedom, under what is considered "invisible surveillance." This new option has become known as the Last Wish.
There is a hitch, however: at some point following those thirty days, the condemned man or woman will be killed. They do not know how or when they will meet their fate; all that is certain is that they will.
The following is the story of an ordinary man named James Mailer, and how he lives out the last days of his life.

*****

"Will the defendant please rise."
With a deep, nervous breath, James took to his feet, shrugging the wrinkles from his suit. He wondered yet again if the decision he had made was the right one. It was difficult to convince himself that thirty days or so as a free man, followed by certain death, was worth the sacrifice of the rest of his life behind prison bars.
The judge was a middle-aged man who had scowled all through the trial. There was always the chance he might overrule James' request, if only out of spite or principle. James was uncertain as to whether that would be a good thing.
"It is your request that you forgo all further right to appeal by taking the Last Wish option?"
James nodded heavily. "Yes, your honor."
The judge looked down upon James with narrowed eyes. "Tired of living?"
James frowned. "Not at all, your honor."
"Current life expectancy in the United States is eighty-three years," the judge continued. "Even though it may be spent in prison, you could still make a contribution to the community over the next five decades or so. Why decide to end your life, instead?"
James hung his head, contemplating his words. A hundred pairs of eyes and more bore into his back, many belonging to friends and relatives. Their hatred and desire for retribution weighed upon him. Finally, James lifted his head and stared directly at the judge.
"I deserve it."
The judge pursed his lips, thinking. He leaned back, drumming his fingers upon the polished wood of the podium that all but surrounded the man. "Far be it for me to question the wisdom of a condemned man," he said at last, taking up his gavel. "Sentence so ordered. You got your Last Wish, Mr. Mailer."

*****

The world sped by outside the car. James stared at roaming cattle as they grazed on dry grass, at the looming grey clouds that waited above the horizon. The landscape, the skies, everything seemed out of focus to James, as if he looked at everything through a clouded lens.
"So, you could have picked anywhere in the country to go," the US Marshall said as he drove. "And you wanna go to BFE, Texas?"
James smiled ruefully. "My grandfather's cabin," he explained simply.
The stocky lawman chuckled. "Okay, kudos for nostalgia," he said. "Still, if it was me, I'd be living it up in Vegas. Tequila, tits and twat. But that's just me."
James self-consciously rubbed the ring on his finger. "You didn't murder your wife."

*****

The cabin was small, essentially a single large room with walls constructed of red oak, dominated by a brass-framed bed and a grandiose Victorian-era couch, both draped by dust covers. A fireplace occupied one wall, a kitchenette the other. French doors at the rear of the small dwelling looked out upon a lake that was popular with bass fishermen and weekend wakeboarders.
The Marshall lead James into the cabin, looking around cursorily. He took a small metal rectangle from the pocket of his jacket and glanced around for a suitable place. He finally chose a section of wall that was not covered by framed pictures of an elderly man holding up various prize fish. Pressing a few buttons on the device, the Marshall then set it against the wall. It adhered itself instantly.
"You want a quick and easy way out, there you go," he drawled as he came back.
"What do you mean?" James asked with a frown.
"That's part of how we keep an eye on you," the Marshall explained, removing James' cuffs. "You can't go more than five miles from that device. If you do, you'll hear a pinging in your ear."
James self-consciously touched the small welt behind his left ear.
"If you hear that, you have one hour to get back inside your safety zone. If you don't, the small charge that was implanted in your head will do a pretty good job of turning your brains into strawberry jelly."
James winced at the comparison.
"Also, tampering with either that device, or the implanted charge, will set it off. So, like I said, if you want an easy way out, there you go. Give it a good whack with a hammer, and bye-bye Mr. James Mailer."
James swallowed thickly. "Got it."
The Marshall stepped back. "No matter what you do or where you go, we're gonna know about it. You step out of line, and we can remote activate that brain-bomb at any time. But, be a good boy, and you'll never see us again. Is that clear?"
James nodded, massaging his wrists. The handcuffs had become a bit snug after hours of driving. "I understand."
The Marshall glanced around at the sheet-covered furniture. "Been a while since this place was used, huh?" he asked, abruptly changing the subject. James new the man was being amiable only out of professional courtesy, not because he truly cared or was interested in the details of James' life.
James nodded. "My grandfather passed away a few years ago," he said, smiling nostalgically. "When I was growing up, I'd come visit him in the summer. He always brought me here to teach me to fish."
"I saw the pictures," the Marshall commented. "Looks like the old man was pretty accomplished."
"Champion bass fisherman," James said proudly.
"You any good?"
James chuckled. "I couldn't catch a cold if I tried," he remarked dryly.
The Marshall laughed, then extended his hand. "Well, enjoy the last days of your life, Mr. Mailer."
James' smiled faded. He said nothing as he shook the lawman's hand, nor as the man left the cabin.
Thanks for the reminder.

*****

The first several days were spent in a melancholic daze. James called a grocer just a mile away, in the small town beside the lake that catered to the weekend tourists and sportsmen. They delivered, and he ordered enough food to keep him supplied for a few weeks, perhaps more depending on his appetite. At first, his appetite had not been particularly healthy. His time was divided between philosophical meanderings and prolific weeping.
By that Monday morning, however, nearly a week after his arrival, James had fallen into an equilibrium. Introspection and self-pity had come together under the umbrella of acceptance.
Late spring in the Texas hill country was warm and humid to the point of being uncomfortable at times. Without air conditioning in the cabin, all James had to cool himself off with was a pair of standing oscillating fans. They did an adequate job, for the most part, except during the middle of the day, when the heat and humidity was oppressive.
He watched a squirrel foraging for acorns as he sat upon the stoop of the rear patio, and tossed it pieces of the crust from his ham and cheese sandwich. The small act of kindness gave James a hint of a smile. The squirrel, at least, appreciated his generosity before scampering away with its booty.
This is too peaceful, James thought as he stared out across the glimmering water. A small boat floated lazily on the lake, just close enough that James noticed the two young women with their bikinis and bronzed skin. In a general way, one of them reminded him of Angie. Blonde and voluptuous.
Sourly, James reached for the glass of orange juice beside him. Almost.
He heard the rhythmic crunching of feet along the lakeside before the woman appeared beyond the trees that bordered the cabin's property. Long brunette hair was confined in a ponytail that bounced behind her head as she jogged. Her skin was lightly tanned and shimmered with sweat, which had soaked into her plain white halter. Both the top and her tiny red shorts clung to her body, outlining the shape of her small, firm breasts and her rather inspiring backside. Lean, toned legs quivered with each pounding footfall . . . until she noticed James and stumbled to a halt.
"Oh! Where did you come from?" she asked breathlessly.
James laughed softly under his breath. "This is my cabin."
The woman – she appeared to be in her mid-twenties – frowned, placing her hands on her hips. She did not seem to care that her soaked top was nearly transparent. "Did you know Jerry?"
James smiled. "My grandfather."
She cocked her head, a curious smile stretching her lips. A few cautionary steps brought her closer to James as she studied his face. She finally smiled broadly. "Yeah. You have the same nose. And eyes."
He nodded, setting aside his sandwich and juice. Although the woman's presence made him a little unnerved – he had not wanted any real human contact – his sense of manners bade him to introduce himself. "I'm James," he said, offering his hand.
She shook it with a firm, yet still womanly, grip. Her skin was warm and supple. The sweet aroma of her exertion wafted off her body like perfume. "Megan."
"So, uh, how did you know my grandfather?"
Megan's face warmed with a touch of fondness. James noticed that her eyes were a pale green. "We used to talk," she said simply. "Every morning, I'd see him standing out there with his hip-waders and fishing pole. He was a really nice man." She suddenly smiled at a memory. "He'd always share his lemonade with me."
"Sounds like Gramps," James said, then mimicked a gruff, older voice. "'Freshly squeezed, Jimmy. Don't ya ever drink that Minute Maid crap! And real sugar!'"
Megan laughed lively. "God! You almost sound like him!"
James laughed as well, somewhat startled by how comfortable the sound was coming from his throat.
An awkward moment of silence fell between them as their mirth was born away on the breeze. As if suddenly conscious of her appearance, Megan crossed her arms over her breasts.
"It wasn't the same for a while after he passed away," Megan finally said. "I changed my route. Just didn't seem right to jog through here anymore."
James gritted his teeth a moment, looking down at his sandaled feet. "Yeah. A few things changed for me after Gramps died, too."
Megan glanced down the slope to the lakeside path. "Well, uh . . . I guess I better get back to my jog," she said awkwardly.
James nodded. "Nice to meet you, Megan."
She smiled, backing down the slope. "My place is back along the lake," she revealed. "Maybe I'll see you again if you're going to be around for a while."
"I'll, uh, probably be here for a few weeks."
Megan nodded. "Cool."
He watched her resume her jog, ponytail bouncing once more as she continued along the edge of the lake. James followed her with his eyes until the trees once more obscured his view.
With a heavy sigh, he sat back upon the steps and took up his juice. Okay . . . maybe it won't be so bad to talk to one person now and then.

*****

It had been months since he'd had the nightmare. It was always the same: pushing open the bedroom door to find two naked bodies rutting atop the bed, her muscular legs splayed wide as he thrust inside her again and again. Moans and gasps of pleasure filled the air. Her long nails raked his muscular chest, leaving red marks in their wake. Finally, the screech of sublime passion that erupted from her lungs, signaling her orgasm, as the man grunted and shoved deep inside, pouring his seed inside her womb . . . .
James rolled up in bed and swung his legs to the floor, rubbing his face as the cobwebs of the dream drifted away. There were times, like now, that the dream felt like a memory. But he had never actually caught them in bed.
I wish I had, James thought bitterly. Then it would have been a crime of passion, and not premeditated murder. I might have just gotten twenty years, out in seven.
With a tired huff, he stumbled to the bathroom, flipping on the light. The glow of the morning sun was just beginning to illuminate the cabin through the French doors, but he needed more than that to see. After splashing cold water on his face, he stared at his reflection.
Growing a beard, Jimmy? He asked himself, touching the growth on his face. He chuckled dryly, then reached for his toothbrush. You might be a condemned man, but you don't need to meet God looking like a homeless bum.
Fifteen minutes later, following a shower and a shave, James ran his fingers over smooth, damp skin. He touched the knick beside his Adam's apple, considering his grandfather's straight razor in his hand.
Careful with that. The wrong angle, and it could all be over.
He shook his head ruefully. I'm going to die in as soon as twenty-one days, and I'm worried about accidentally slitting my throat.
He dropped the razor in the sink and contemplated his reflection. It may just have been his imagination, but it seemed to him that his eyes were getting darker every day. For a few moments, his heartbeat pounded in his ears. A wave of anger washed over him, anger directed at himself.
You can't change your mind, now, Jimmy. You all but literally dug your own grave.
He closed his eyes and fought down the emotions. The pressure rose behind his eyes, threatening to spill out, but with effort, he swallowed the tears. Several deep, calming breaths did little to return a sense of calm to his mind and body.
Finally, with a frustrated grunt, James shoved away from the sink and left the bathroom. He paced back and forth in the cabin for a few minutes, pushing down the hysteria that threatened to consume him. He was aware that he needed something, a diversion of some kind, to occupy him, else he would break down again. He did not want to entertain the anxiety he felt over his impending and inescapable fate.
His eyes darted out through the French doors to the lake beyond. The air within the cabin was cool, but it was well-insulated. The temperature outside, he figured, was in the low sixties. Fuck it, he thought, grabbing a pair of shorts from the open suitcase by the bed. Pulling them on, he jerked open the doors and ventured into the crisp morning air. Without hesitation, he jogged down the slope to the lake, ignoring the bites of twigs and small rocks in the soles of his feet, and splashed into the water.
The lake was nearly frigid, the water a good ten degrees colder than the air above it. James gritted his teeth against the response of his body to the invasive chill, driven by the nearly self-destructive impulse which gripped him. It took only a few blundering, hurried steps before the water reached the edge of the cotton shorts, at which point James dove in head-first.
The shock of the algid water ran through him like an electrical current, making his muscles tighten painfully. James ignored the pain and forced his arms to swim, his legs to kick. He surfaced a good ten yards from the shore and began dragging himself across the surface of the lake with all the desperate drive of an Olympic swimmer going for the gold. Hands splashed down through the water; every fourth stroke of his right arm, he tilted his head to draw breath.
After less than a minute, James slowed, then stopped, breathing heavily as he treaded water. The lake undulated gently around him, making the shorelines bob in his field of view. His cabin lay along a point of the lake that was essentially a bubble of the main body, an aquatic cul-de-sac. In three directions, the shore was only a few hundred yards away. To his left, the north, the lake itself loomed.
I could just swim out there until I was exhausted, James thought. The only people out this time of day are shoreline fishermen. They'd never see me. I could just swim and swim, as hard as I could, until I got cramps in my arms, then . . . .
Then what? You wanna end it now, Jimmy, you could do it a lot less painfully than drowning. Just go back in the cabin and beat the hell out of that monitor until your head explodes.
For several minutes, James floated in the water, allowing himself to be carried around by the minimal current. A thousand thoughts and memories flashed chaotically through his mind, but the soft lapping of the water and the misleading warmth supplied by immersion calmed him. The self-directed anger faded, replaced with self-admonishment.
Resignedly, James made his way back to the shore, but at a more comfortable pace. When he finally reached the shallows, he set foot upon slippery, muddy rocks and emerged, dragging his legs through the water.
"Hey!"
He snapped his head up at the sound of the feminine voice. Megan stood on the shore, watching him with a curious smile on her face. Her choice of colors for the day were yellow and blue. "Isn't the water a little cold for swimming?" she asked.
James played it off with a shrug. "It's not that bad," he claimed, even as a shiver traveled through him.
She frowned with what James thought might have been concern. "Are you all right?"
He sighed, wiping away water from his face and slicking his hair back. "Just a, uh, rough morning," he said dismissively. His eyes wandered over the young woman for a moment, again noting the points of her nipples through a sweaty top. The gentle bulge of her pubic mound was somewhat noticeable as well. James wondered, briefly, if she wore such tiny shorts with the knowledge of how much they actually revealed.
"I guess . . . ." she trailed off, her own eyes appraising James' body. He was a little soft around the middle, but not much, and possessed nicely-defined arms and legs. A soft laugh left her lips. "You better dry off before you get pneumonia."
James nodded unconvincingly, his breathing returning to normal. "Yeah."
A sympathetic look crossed the brunette's face. "Hey, look, I know we don't really know each other, but if you wanna talk--"
"I'm fine," James said abruptly, then marched up the slope to the cabin.
Megan frowned after him, her mouth still open as if she was prepared to say more. Finally, after watching James step through the doors of his cabin, she shook her head in frustration and once more took up her jog.

*****

The following morning, James sat upon the steps of the cabin, watching the squirrel that had come once again to forage. He knew it was the same one he had seen before by the cropped left ear, most likely a scar from a rival. The squirrel chanced a little closer this time, intrigued by the aroma of the toasted croissant James was eating. But just when James thought it might get close enough to take a piece of the pastry, the Squirrel suddenly stiffened, then sped off toward its tree.
A moment later, James heard the crunching of jogging feet, and he looked up expectantly.
Megan appeared, this day clad in a lime green top and white shorts that were a bit more loose than the previous day's blue ones. Her face shone wetly, a look that, James realized was very sexy on her. She slowed to a stop as she approached the slope to the cabin. Her expression was one of uncertainty.
"Hi," she said softly, the ghost of a smile upon her lips.
James glanced down a moment, unsure of what to say. He lifted his head and smiled sheepishly. "Sorry about yesterday."
She shrugged, approaching up the slope. "You were having a bad day."
He sputtered in mirthless laughter. "Been having a lot of those," he said.



Megan stopped a few paces away. "Doesn't take a genius to figure it out, you know," she commented, settling her hands to her hips.
James frowned as a spike of fear stabbed through him. Does she know?
She laughed in wonder, shaking her head as if she expected him to have already deduced what she knew. "What happened? Did she cheat on you?"
The spike of fear turned suddenly cold, colder than the lake of the water. "Yeah."
Megan drew in a deep breath, narrowing her eyes as she looked out at the trees around them. "So now you gotta figure out if you wanna leave her or not, right?"
The spike retreated. She doesn't know. Thank God. "Um . . . not really. She's gone."
Megan frowned. "She left you?"
James swallowed thickly. "Something like that."
That look of sympathy returned to Megan's features. James realized that she really was a very pretty woman. "You've never been cheated on before, have you?"
James lowered his head, grinding his teeth. "No."
"Happened to me twice," Megan revealed emphatically. "I should've kicked the asshole out after the first time, but, nooo . . . I was 'in love.'" She punctuated her statement by making quotation marks with her fingers.
He studied her face, seeing the painful memories there and the resulting wall she had constructed. "How'd you deal with it?" Did you stab them both to death with a hunting knife, like I did?
Megan's shoulders slumped, and she came closer, turning about and sitting down beside James as if they were the best of friends. "Cried a lot, bitched a lot . . . drank a lot," she said with humorless laugh. "It's the kind of thing that can really screw you up, you know? I mean, I had some really dark thoughts for a while."
James drew in a deep breath, watching the reflection of the sun on the lake. "Yeah. I know the feeling."
He could feel her eyes on him as she replied. "I bet you do," she said in a soft, supportive voice. "Just don't go doing anything stupid, okay? Like, swimming out in a lake cold enough to give you hypothermia."
A laugh escaped James' lips despite his mood. Being around Megan, he realized, was good for him. He finally turned his head to meet her gaze. "I'll try."
Megan smiled broadly and patted his leg. The contact of her skin sent a quick current of excitement through James that traveled directly to his groin. "You're a good guy, James," she said. "I don't know you that well, but I'm a pretty good judge of character. You'll be okay."
If you only knew, he thought darkly, yet still he managed to smile. "Thanks."
"Trust me. I'm pretty good about these things," she declared, then stood. She started down the slope, then paused and turned back. "Hey, uh . . . ."
"Yeah?"
Megan worked her lips a moment, as if reconsidering her thought. But then she smiled and addressed him again. "You like barbecue?"
James frowned and smiled at the same time. "Sure. I'm a guy."
She laughed, then chewed her lip in contemplation. "Got anything to do today?"
His chest swelled as he took a breath. He was both excited and nervous about the tenor of the conversation, where it was heading. "Not really. I figured I'd spend all day feeling sorry for myself."
A catty looked crossed Megan's face. "Two o'clock. I'll bring the ribs," she said. "You get the beer."
James blinked. ". . . Okay."
"Bud Lite," she added with a wink, then turned and resumed jogging along the lakeside. And as before, James watched the firm cheeks of Megan's rear before she disappeared from sight.
Holy shit. I think I have a date!

*****

In the days since he had come to the cabin, James had only opened the front door once, and that had been to collect his delivered groceries. He found that fact amusing as he answered the knock.
"Hungry?"
For a long moment, James simply stared at the vision before him. Gone were the tight shorts and top, the sheen of pleasantly aromatic sweat. Megan was dressed in a flattering sun dress of pale yellow with various flowers imprinted upon it, the billowing hem stopping just above her knee. Her lustrous brown hair was down, draping over her shoulders and past her breasts, and her face glowed beautifully as a result of the artful application of makeup. She had been an attractive woman to begin with, but now, she was simply beautiful.
With difficulty, James forced himself to smile without betraying his lecherous thoughts and step aside to let her in. Megan smiled with a gleam in her eye and a glitter of moistness on her painted lips as she entered the cabin. The aroma of barbecue sauce wafted up from the large paper bag she carried.
"You know, as much as Jerry and I used to talk, I've never been in here," she remarked, looking around the small dwelling.
James closed the door and turned to Megan, boyishly admiring her beauty. "He got pretty reclusive after grandma died," he said. "He was always pretty serious about his personal space."
Megan's smile didn't fade. "Yeah, I could tell that about him. He sure was eager to show me his latest catch, though!"
James laughed. "Yep. Sounds like Gramps." He approached, then held out his hand for the bag. Megan handed it over readily, then swiveled back and forth on her feet.
"So, where's the beer?"

*****

Laughter rolled out across the lake. James and Megan sat on the rear steps of the cabin, picking at baby back ribs and licking their fingers of tangy, tart sauce. Half a dozen beers had been drained already, with Megan matching James bottle for bottle.
". . . So, there I am, butt naked in the back of Marcie's car, just staring at the gas station," Megan was saying.
James chuckled, enjoying the image that filled his mind. "Did you do it?"
She nodded firmly and reached for her beer. "Yup. Got out of the car, walked right in, grabbed a case of beer and took it to the counter. Thank God there wasn't anyone else in the store!"
James grinned. "So what happened?"
Megan wiped her mouth with a paper napkin, tossed a gnawed-bare rib into the paper bag before them. "It was weird," she said with a rakish grin. "The guy behind the counter was, like, my age. Classic geek. He just stared at me like he'd never seen a naked girl before. I asked him how much for the beer, and he just shook his head. God! I swear, his jaw was about to fall right off! Told me, 'uh, don't worry about it.' So I took the beer and left."
James shook with laughter. "And you got your hundred bucks."
"Hundred bucks and free beer," Megan pointed out. Her eyes sparkled as she tilted the beer bottle against her lips.
James let out a hearty sigh, cheeks still bulging. "And to think I wasted all those years in business management, when I could have been a convenience store clerk."
Megan chuckled, rolling the bottle in her hands between bare knees. "So, what's the most outrageous thing you've ever done?"
He sighed, the smile slowly fading. "I've actually had a pretty vanilla life," he confessed. "I think the craziest thing I ever did was shoplift a couple of candy bars when I was fourteen."
Megan was quiet, studying his face, her eyes narrowed in mischievous contemplation. James finally noticed the look.
"What?" he asked.
She grinned crookedly. "Wanna do something outrageous right now?"
He frowned. "Like what?"
Megan cocked her head toward the lake. "Let's go skinny-dipping," she suggested, making her eyebrows dance.
James took a deep, calming breath, trying to quell the immediate sense of arousal and anxiety that welled inside. "Skinny dipping?"
Megan bit her tongue, grinning. "Yeah," she said, then set down the beer and stood before him. She crossed her arms, gripping the sides of the dress she wore. "I guess maybe I should have told you . . . I'm a bit of an exhibitionist."
James couldn't speak as the brunette beauty pulled her dress up her body and over her head, letting it fall to the ground. Aside from her sandals, which she proceeded to remove, Megan was completely naked. Her exercise regime had resulted in a toned, slender body, with only the slightest bit of softness to her belly. A sterling silver charm dangled in her navel, like a beacon drawing the eye down to her smooth-shaved sex. Not a single hair existed upon her pubic mound, nor along the plump lips of her vulva. The dusky pink shroud of her clitoris was clearly visible above slightly-protruding labia.
"Come on," she cooed in encouragement, running her hands over the firm, small mounds of her breasts. Megan's nipples were dark and stiff, with hardly any aureoles surrounding them. She pinched them both, then giggled and spun about on her heel, darting for the water.
This can't be happening, James thought, even as he hurriedly rose and stripped down. His cock was semi-erect, hanging thickly down over his thighs. It slapped against his legs as he ran down to the lake and splashed into the water.
Megan laughed, swimming away, gliding through the water as smoothly as a shark patiently awaiting its next meal. She treaded water, watching as James approached, then giggled again and swam away just before he could catch her.
He watched her movements as the game progressed. She would wait until James was almost close enough to reach her, then quickly shoot back in the water with a double sweep of her arms. Now and then, James managed to catch her calf or foot with a questing hand, but she was too quick and slippery to snare.
He finally took a chance, and as he approached yet again, dove under the water rather than try to grab her as Megan had expected. Automatically, Megan swam away, but stopped after several strokes of her arms to tread water and look around. Her brow furrowed as she bobbed gently in the water, casting her gaze across the slightly-rippling lake.
"James?" she queried in a slightly worried tone.
"Gotcha!"
Megan shrieked as she felt the arms encircling her, one pressing across her breasts, the other around her waist. She felt herself pulled against James' body, a nudging cock angling up between the cheeks of her ass.
For a moment, without their arms to keep them afloat, they slipped beneath the surface. A wash of fear surged through Megan, but only briefly, before the arms released her. She swam back up, breaking through and throwing her heavy, wet hair back. James surfaced a few feet before her, smiling at his triumph.
"You scared the shit outta me!" Megan cried, blinking away beads of water that clung to her lashes.
James' mirth faded. "I'm sorry."
But then she grinned again, and slipped swiftly beneath the surface. James was startled by the abrupt move, but not as much as he was when he felt a pair of arms wrap around his waist, the unmistakable warmth and massaging motion of a mouth as it covered his penis. Involuntarily, his cock throbbed and began to lengthen, filling the accommodating cavity. He pumped his arms back and forth more vigorously, just to stay afloat.
After only a handful of seconds, however, the sweet sucking heat of Megan's mouth left him, and she surfaced a moment later, face glowing. She playfully spat a stream of lake water onto James' face, and by the time he had recovered, she was already halfway to shore.
Fueled by reckless determination, James chased after, smacking his arms down hard through the water. He couldn't see everything that Megan was doing, catching glimpses here and there as she reached the shore and scampered through the shallows toward the cabin. But as James reached the shallows himself and stood, he found Megan awaiting him on the steps, leaning back on her arms with her toned thighs splayed wide in unabashed invitation.
A hungry look in his eye, James emerged from the lake and walked deliberately up the slope, his eyes locked on hers. Megan nibbled her lip seductively, body glistening as if oiled. She said nothing as James approached, stiff cock leading the way like the prow of a ship. With each step, his penis bobbed, slick with water, as if it controlled his movements.
As soon as he was close enough, Megan rolled forward and grabbed his hips, emitting a guttural sound as her mouth enveloped him once more. James' cock was impressive, but Megan proved she had no trouble with it as she swallowed the shaft whole. She held him deep for several moments as James shuddered in bliss, tentatively settling his hands to her dripping wet hair. His cock pulsed in her throat as Megan's esophageal muscles rippled and squeezed him. She eventually pulled back, lips dragging tightly yet wetly along the shaft, and moaned softly after a contemplative swallow.
"Jesus," muttered James, looking down upon the woman who pleasured him.
Megan's tongue swabbed affectionately around the bulbous head of his cock. She kissed the tip, then smiled up at him. "It's been a while for you, huh," she remarked, as if already knowing the answer.
James nodded, head swimming. "Over a year."
Megan kept her soft green eyes locked on his as she licked up and down the length of James' shaft. "I'm willing to bet, after so long, you'll probably be up for a repeat performance or two," she whispered.
James' chest rose and fell as he heaved, his mouth slack. Every fiber in his body tingled with erotic pleasure. "I hope so."
She grinned. "I wanna make you come," she said sultrily, then playfully nipped the head of his cock with her teeth. "I wanna taste it."
James' head spun. Never had a woman turned him on so completely. "Oh, God," he muttered.
Megan giggled again, then attacked his cock, engulfing it hungrily, wrapping her lips tightly around the shaft and sucking hard. Her tongue rubbed against the underside of the head rapidly, making James squirm. He grunted and gasped, shaking and wincing at the sensations. His fingers dug into Megan's scalp, urging her on.
Back and forth, Megan pumped her mouth, moaning softly and yearningly, sometimes sucking just the first few inches of James' cock, sometimes taking him to the root and pressing her chin against his slick balls. He watched the gliding movements of her peerless lips as his penis disappeared again and again into her mouth. He had never believed that so simple a thing as a blow job could feel as delicious as this.
"M-Megan," he croaked eventually, once she had fallen into an urgent pumping rhythm. Her hands roamed from his buttocks to his thighs to his abdomen, short nails scratching here and there, electrifying the nerves in his body.
"Hmm?" she mumbled around his cock, looking up at him without removing her mouth.
James shuddered, his cock pulsing as his release neared. "I-I'm gonna come," he managed to stammer out.
For a moment, Megan paused, grinning around the tense phallus that filled her mouth. Her eyes flashed in the afternoon sun before she resumed her voracious ministrations, pushing and pulling with her mouth, streaking James' cock with frothy saliva.
"Oh . . . shit!" James cried, clutching Megan's head, his cock spasming between her lips. Every thick pulse of semen was heralded by the most incredible tingling sensation James had ever felt. Megan accepted each spurt eagerly, sucking hard and thrashing her tongue about the ticklish head. Her hands stroked and milked him, caressing his shaft and taut balls. Her throat rippled as she swallowed his seed.
James grunted, gritting his teeth as he held out as long as he could. Finally, however, he could take no more of the sweet torture, and jerked back, pulling his cock from Megan's mouth with a wet popping sound. He all but doubled over, holding her close as he fought to keep his balance. Megan murmured and moaned softly, running her hands all along his body, kissing his inner thighs, abdomen, and the base of his spent cock.
With a laborious sigh, James turned about and fell heavily upon his rump on the patio. Panting for breath, he fell back, arms and legs numb. Megan giggled affectionately, rolling atop his body and planting small kisses on his chest. He closed his eyes as he recovered.
"James?"
The sound of his name, carried upon the voice of his lover, seemed to emerge through a fog. "Yeah," he responded.
"You okay?"
He laughed euphorically and made the effort to lift his head and open his eyes. He stared into Megan's face. Her eyes shone lively; her lips were sticky and wet, and it wasn't because of the lake. A single bubble of milky semen decorated one corner of her mouth.
"I'm . . . happy," was all he could say.
Megan grinned proudly, then lifted up and straddled his waist. The insistent heat of her sleek pussy seared through James' cock, beginning to revive him. "Good," she said, beaming upon him, her wet hair sticking to her breasts and arms. "I liked doing that for you."
James ran his hands along her taut thighs to her waist as she rocked gently back and forth. "You're gorgeous," he said emphatically. "I don't deserve you."
Megan smiled fondly upon him. "Yes, you do," she responded, then bit her lip. "Besides, I'm being a little selfish. It's been a while for me, too."
James chuckled, then shifted his hips as Megan reached down between them and lifted his cock, rubbing the head against her slick heat. "Well," he said, pushing up with his hips. "I guess I don't mind being used."
Megan sighed, face going slack as his cock burrowed inside her pussy. She rolled her hips a little, working his full length inside her as it began to harden once more. A satisfied hiss was sucked in through her teeth. "Oh, baby . . . I'm gonna use you all night . . . ."

*****

He awoke alone in the middle of the night, climbing up from the grey fog of the nightmare that had visited him yet again. The absence of a warm body in his bed seemed appropriate to James, making him consider, for a moment, that what he had experienced had all been a dream. Just a vivid fantasy. After all, women had never thrown themselves at him; certainly not nymph-like beauties such as Megan.
The unmistakable aroma of cigarette smoke reached his senses, and he turned in bed, looking toward the open French doors. The silhouette of Megan's slender, naked body was outlined against the pale moonlight radiating off the lake. The sight was almost ghostly, surreal. He watched as Megan languidly brought the cigarette to her lips, as the tip flared brightly, then as she took it away and exhaled a plume of smoke.
He smiled. Maybe it wasn't a dream. "You make that look so sexy," he said.
Megan turned her head, shrouded in shadow. Her features were hidden from him as she spoke, but he was certain she smiled.
"Mind if I smoke?"
He chuckled and slipped from the bed. Hours of lovemaking made his joints snap and muscles ache, but it was a pleasant feeling, like that earned after a productive workout. He padded to the open doorway, feeling the cool night breeze wash over him. The scent of sex was conspicuous upon them both as he sat, curling his legs beneath him. "Only if you don't have another to spare."
Megan smiled, half her face glowing with the alabaster radiance provided by the moon. She offered her pack of cigarettes and a silver Zippo. James took one out and rang the lighter, inhaling smoke as the end of the cigarette burned. It had been years, since shortly after meeting Angela, that he had felt the satisfying tightness in his throat and the soothing rush of nicotine.
"You're an animal, you know that?"
James chuckled, blowing smoke. "Me? What about you?"
Even with the pale light, the blush on Megan's face was noticeable. She dipped her eyes, tapped ash off her cigarette. "Like I said, it's been a long time."
He looked to her sideways, smiling with more satisfaction than he had felt in years. "When I woke up, I thought you'd left," he said. He touched her naked thigh. "I'm glad you didn't."
Megan covered his hand with her own. "I feel comfortable with you," she said.



You shouldn't, James thought with dark abruptness, looking away. He pulled on his cigarette, stared out across the placid waters of the lake.
"You're thinking about her," Megan observed, reading his face.
James sighed. "Sorry."
She stretched out her legs, setting them upon his lap, while simultaneously guiding his hand up her body to her right breast. "Don't be."
James allowed himself to squeeze the firm mound, feeling a stiff nipple push against his palm. But arousal was not so easily triggered, given his thoughts. "I think I need to tell you something."
Megan lifted his hand and kissed his fingers. "You don't want a relationship," she said in a soft, distant voice.
He looked to her, brow furrowed. "Why do you--"
She laughed sharply. "No one fucks like that unless they're in love, or they think it's not gonna last."
His face slowly softened. "Yeah."
She smiled again, an almost sad smile. "It's okay," she said. "It really is. I mean, you already told me you're only gonna be here for a few weeks. I'm not an idiot, Jimmy. I knew what I was doing."
He laughed suddenly, a faint, nostalgic sound. "You called me 'Jimmy.'"
She grinned. "Is that okay?"
He squeezed her hand. "Only my grandfather really called me that."
Megan was silent a moment, smoking her cigarette and holding James' hand between her breasts. "He was really important to you, wasn't he?"
James nodded, inhaling through his cigarette. "My father wasn't the best in the world," he said after expelling a thick cloud of smoke. "He wasn't very nice to my mother, and not much better to me. I remember enduring nine months of hell out of the year when I was growing up, looking forward to the summers when I could come up here and go fishing with Gramps. He just had this way of . . . making everything go away. All the pain, all the bullshit. When I was here, the rest of the world just disappeared."
Megan watched his face in profile. "So is the pain going away now?" she asked at last.
He turned his head and gave her a somber smile. "Some of it."
She smiled back.

*****

He had resisted the idea at first, but Megan was a difficult woman to refuse. James was quickly discovering that she was a tenacious woman who brooked very few refusals.
"A movie?" he had asked, lamenting. "In town?"
She had laughed. "You make it sound like being around other people is a bad thing."
"I just . . . I came up here to be alone."
"Well," she said, straddling his lap that morning and gracing his lips with hers. "In case you haven't noticed, you're not exactly alone right now."
Resignedly, James gave in and allowed Megan to pick him up that afternoon in her bra-top Jeep. Driving into town, James hid behind his sunglasses and hoped that whatever minimal coverage his trial had received had not made its way to this little community. He need not have worried, he realized, once he and Megan laced their fingers together and strolled to the tiny theater in the lakeside town. What few people were out barely noticed them.
The movie they saw was showcased in a tiny venue, with barely twenty rows of well-worn and moth-eaten seats facing a flickering screen. The only other patrons in the theater were a small group of young men in baggy jeans and oversized tee-shirts who occupied the front row. They did not notice as, halfway through the movie, James and Megan abandoned casual kissing and groping for more serious play.
She breathed lustily into his mouth as she exposed his cock and stroked the stiff member with a skilled hand, then lowered her head to lavish his throbbing penis with her hungry lips and tongue. But after only a minute or so of her skillful oral ministrations, Megan lifted her head and straddled him, framing James' thighs with her own and lowering her steaming pussy onto his length. They both moaned at the union, moans which were drowned out by the cacophony of the film they no longer watched.
Megan pushed up her loose top, revealing naked breasts which James quickly attended to with his tongue. She hissed, riding up and down his cock, holding his head close and growling with pleasure when he bit her nipples and slid his fingers between the firm cheeks of her ass. Her first orgasm was heralded by a series of muffled cries and held-back moans, as James' cock stabbed repeatedly in her pussy, his finger probing just inside the entrance of her anus.
"Come with me," she whispered, smothering James' face with kisses, pumping up and down insistently. "Please, baby, come with me . . . ."
James fell back in the theater chair, looking upon Megan as she leaned back, uncaring to anyone who might observe them, bracing her hands upon his knees and spreading her legs wide, sliding her clenching cunt up and down his cock. She threw her head back in a silent wail as her orgasm tore through her, and the visual effect was too much for James. He grunted and sighed with pleasure when his cock erupted deep within Megan's womb, filling her with his seed.
They recovered together, laughing softly and sharing affectionate kisses, heedless to the wondering and jealous eyes of the four young men who filed out of the theater once the show was over. None of them would ever be able to remember what the movie they had paid for was about after the first hour.

*****

For the first time in two weeks, James awoke truly alone. The absence of Megan's warm body beside his was distressing at first, making James realize just how accustomed he had become to her presence. At the least, however, sleeping with Megan had apparently banished the nightmare.
He rose, showered and shaved, then set a sliced bagel in the toaster while sipping orange juice. Megan had left the afternoon before to visit her mother in the city, leaving James with the promise of returning the following day. James wanted to be ready for her when she showed. He found it ironic that, so close now to end of his 'free time,' he was looking forward to enjoying more of Megan's delights. Her explosive sexuality, he had discovered, was addictive, especially so for a man living out the last days of his life.
If I'm gonna go, might as well go with a bang, he thought wryly as he spread cream cheese across the toasted bagel.
The knock at the door made him frown. It wasn't Megan, of that he was certain; she never knocked anymore, and beside that, she almost never came through the front door. Warily, James approached the door, seeing the distorted figure of a man through the frosted glass. For a long moment, he paused, staring at the blurry man on his doorstep. A sense of anxiety crept into James' mind.
The man rapped his knuckles upon the door frame again.
Snap out of it, James berated himself. You still have a week.
He reached for the handle and slowly opened the door. "Can I help you?" he asked the skinny young man on the other side.
The young man smiled broadly. He wore a white shirt, yellow tie, and was extremely well-groomed. "I might ask you the same thing, sir," he responded with an obvious Texas twang. "Have you accepted the Lord Jehovah into your life?"
James groaned inwardly, his shoulders slumping. Now, how ironic is this? "Um . . . yes I have, thank you," he said in a way that was politely dismissive. He started to close the door. "Thanks for your concern."
"But, have you really?"
The tone in the young man's voice sounded subtly ominous to James, making him pause. He frowned upon the smiling face before him, his eyes narrowing. "What?"
"There are many who say we're living in the End Times," the missionary continued, gesturing with a small bible in his hand. "And if the end is coming soon, don't you want to know that salvation awaits you?"
James swallowed dryly, his mind whirling with thoughts. This can't be . . . no, it can't. I still have another week!
"I only ask for a few minutes of your time, sir," the missionary said. "Now, what are a few mere minutes when compared to the eternity of your soul?"
James looked away from the young man, feeling somewhat dizzy. "I think you should go," he muttered.
The young man leaned in slightly. "Pardon me?"
"Go!" yelled James, suddenly glaring at his visitor. "Get the hell outta here!"
The man shuffled back, a stunned expression on his face. "O-of course, sir," he stammered. "I'm sorry for troubling you."
James closed the door quickly, watching through the frosted glass as the figure on the other side retreated. He turned both locks and stepped back, conscious of the dryness in his throat and the slick feel of his palms. It took him a few moments to calm himself.
Get a grip, James. That wasn't what you thought it was. It was just a kid, just a damn holy roller looking to save another soul. Hell, you probably should'a talked to him. Death Row inmates always get to see a priest before they go to the chamber, right?
Suspicion crept back into his mind. Yeah, that's right. They do . . . .

*****

"What's wrong, Jimmy?"
He sat up in bed, dragging his hands down his face for a moment. The aroma of Megan's sex filled his senses; her flavor was still rich upon his lips. But even her sweet, seductive charms could not erase the nagging fear that had been prompted by James' earlier visitor.
"I just, um . . . I've got something on my mind," he grumbled, looking out through the French doors at nothing in particular.
Megan eased up, the blush from her recent orgasm still glowing on her chest and neck. She ran her hand across James' back. "Wanna talk about it?"
James sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. "I wish I could."
She frowned, moving around on the bed until she faced him. Her face was full of concern. "Thinking about your wife?"
He studied her face for a moment. God, she's gorgeous, he thought yet again. And I have to meet her now, when I'm so close to my own death. "I'm thinking about a lot of things," he said.
Her fingers touched his lips and chin. "I know you are. I can tell. Just don't let it ruin your life, okay?"
He laughed rudely under his breath. "It's already ruined."
"Oh, Jimmy, don't say that."
He took a deep breath, staring up at the ceiling for a moment before looking back to her. "You know, you're the only good thing that's happened to me since . . . well, since."
Megan smiled sweetly. "I'm glad. You've been pretty good for me, too."
He took her hand, squeezing gently. "Glad to know I can still do some things right."
She bit her lip sexily. "Oh, you definitely do, baby," she cooed, then suddenly rolled forward, pushing James onto his back. She straddled his legs and stared down into his eyes. "Now it's my turn."
She slid down his body until her face was hovering above his flaccid penis. Her hands roamed across his abdomen and gathered the soft member, lifting it toward her lips. She kissed the tip of his cock while staring into his eyes. "I dare you not to get hard," she challenged, then slipped her tongue out, dragging it wetly along the underside of his shaft.
James sighed, automatically undulating his hips. He felt the moist heat of Megan's mouth as it engulfed him, bathing his cock in sublime pleasure. Despite the torrent of fears and worries plaguing his mind, his cock began to stiffen, growing against Megan's massaging tongue. And as she pleasured him, the fears and worries slowly ebbed away.
"I don't even wanna try," he mumbled, settling his hands to her head.

*****

She brought up the topic later that evening, as they sat naked on the small patio, dipping spoons into a pint of Rocky Road. The air was cool, but not yet cold enough to necessitate clothing. James found he enjoyed the thrill of being naked outdoors with Megan.
"You know, when I caught Mike with that bimbo," she said after sucking her spoon clean. "I wanted to kill them both. I really did."
James swallowed his mouthful, tilting his head to observe Megan's face in profile. "I know what you mean."
"I bet," she said, apparently oblivious to the look James was giving her. She dug into the pint once again. "It's funny; you hear all about shit like that in the news, and you think, 'man, how stupid can they be? He cheated on you! Get over it!' But then . . . then it happens to you."
James nodded, regarding his spoon as if it was an alien object. "Yeah. It changes everything."
"Did you ever think like that?" she asked, turning her head toward him.
He laughed ruefully. "As a matter of fact, I did."
She sucked on her spoon in a way that, under any other circumstance, would have instigated an erection from James. "Ever wonder what would have happened if you acted on it?"
He ground his teeth. "All the time."
Megan lowered her spoon and settled a hand on his leg. "Baby, I'm sorry. You don't really wanna talk about this, do you?"
James let out a heavy breath. "Maybe I need to," he said. "I mean, except for one stupid psychologist, I haven't really talked to anyone about this."
She gazed into his eyes, her own full of compassion. "Only if you want to."
James laced his fingers together, balancing his elbows upon his knees. "It went on for about two years before I finally wised up," he said, then laughed ruefully. "All the signs were there; I just didn't want to see them. Other people had unfaithful wives. Not me. No, not James Mailer."
"Two years?" Megan asked, brow furrowed.
He sighed heavily. "Yeah, I know. How could I be that blind, right? But . . . we had a good life, all things considered. Nice house, modern furniture, two cars, great careers . . . if I accepted the fact that my wife was unfaithful, then all that would go to hell. I was such an idiot."
Megan stroked his leg reassuringly. "You weren't an idiot," she insisted. "You were comfortable. It's hard to let go after you've spent so much time making a good life for yourself."
James nodded. "Yeah," he said, his features darkening. "It was the perfect life. Or, at least, it looked that way to all our friends. Well, the ones who didn't already know about Angie's infidelity, anyway."
"They knew?"
"Some did," James admitted. "They tried to give me little hints sometimes. 'Angie working late again?' 'Oh, Angie's out of town? Never thought she'd have to travel so much with her job.' I guess I wanted to stay blissfully ignorant. Didn't want to give up the nice house, after all. It was sad, really; the facade of a good life was more important than the life itself."
"So what changed?"
James reached down between his legs, gathering a handful of pebbles. He tossed them out toward the lake as he spoke. "A little bundle of joy named Jasmine," he said at last. His lip twitched. "Except, she wasn't mine."
Megan caught her breath. "Jesus."
He laughed curtly. "Yeah. Funny; I had my suspicions about that, too, but I didn't want to believe it. Not until she had to go back to the hospital, just a few months after she was born. They needed blood tests from both Angie and I. That's when reality really smacked me in the face. There was no way I was Jasmine's father."
Megan's features contorted with emotion. "Oh, God, James--"
"That's when I snapped," he continued, interrupting Megan, his voice hard-edged. "I felt like such a fool. Worse, even, since I already knew the truth but I had decided to ignore it."
"What happened?"
James sighed, hurling the last of the pebbles into the lake. "She moved out," he said simply, his eyes glaring upon the still waters. "No good-bye, nothing. Took Jazzy and shacked up with her lover. Didn't even try to explain or apologize. A couple weeks later, I got the divorce papers. That's when it hit me: I had married a manipulative, selfish bitch."
He scooped up another handful of pebbles, and dropped them one by one into his other hand as he continued: "There was this sporting goods store I always went to. I guess I liked to think I was more like my grandfather than I really was. Never really went hunting or fishing, but I liked the idea of it. I used to watch that 'Man Vs. Wild' series every chance I got."
Megan managed a smile, but said nothing, waiting for James to go on.
James flicked a pebble out toward the lake, watching it bounce upon the ground before plunking into the water. "The day after I got the papers, I went to that store and picked up the biggest, nastiest, sharpest hunting knife they had. It was a real piece of work, with a ten-inch blade and jagged teeth on the back . . . ."
He finally looked to Megan, seeing the fearful expression on her face. His own softened. "I'm scaring you," he said.
"A little," she admitted, her voice faint.
He settled his hand upon hers tentatively, as if afraid she would pull back. But she did not. "I'm not a bad person," James said.
"I know you're not."
He took a deep breath. "I just . . . everyone has a breaking point, you know? That point when you stop thinking like a rational human being."
"I know."
His eyes sought hers. "I'd never hurt you."
Her face remained blank for a long moment as she studied him. "I've never told anyone this," she said at last. "Ted and I lived together. We had an apartment in a kind of rough neighborhood; it was cheap. Anyway, he kept a gun in the closet. After I found out about his second affair, I . . . ." She lowered her eyes, then sat up and wrapped her arms around her legs. She stared at nothing in particular as she continued.
"I remember pointing the gun at him while he slept," she said, her voice haunting. "I mean, I was right there, with the barrel about an inch from his temple. We'd been drinking that night, and he was passed out . . . I could have put the gun in his hand and made him pull the trigger. It would have been ruled a suicide, and I would've gotten away with it."
"But you didn't," James said.
She sighed heavily. "No. I didn't. But the next day, I threw all his shit out the window and texted all our friends, telling them what an asshole he was. Still, I really wanted to kill him. If I'd been just a little more drunk, I probably would have."
Hesitantly, James moved closer to her, until his side pressed against hers. His arm slipped around her slender shoulders. "I guess we have something in common," he remarked.
Megan laughed softly. Her eyes glittered as they looked up into his face. "Yeah. Guess so."

*****

Whatever anxiety James might have felt weeks before about venturing out into the world was absent when he and Megan stepped into the fifties-style diner a few days later. The closer the end of his 'safe period' loomed, the more reckless and flippant James had become. On the one hand, he understood that his death sentence would be carried out soon, possibly within just another couple of days. On the other, he no longer cared. He was happy to spend the last days of his life with such a beautiful vixen as Megan. His mind had fallen into a philosophical mode which he had never before enjoyed.
They took seats at the soda bar, easing onto buffed red velour stools before the salt-and-pepper colored Formica bar top. The young man draped in a white apron and matching hat took their order for two chocolate malts while surreptitiously admiring Megan's body. James wasn't bothered by the fact that Megan seemed to garner attention wherever they went; in fact, the reality that such a beautiful woman as Megan was hanging off his arm and no other's fueled his ego.
Once they had their drinks, however, James happened to notice a young man sitting alone in a booth against the window of the diner, picking at chili-cheese fries while holding open a well-worn bible with his left hand. The innocent, unassuming demeanor that radiated off him was all at once suspicious and enviable to James.



"Can you give me a sec?" he asked Megan.
Her brow wrinkled. "Sure."
James slipped from his bar stool and approached the missionary. As if he had been invited, he slid into the booth across from the younger man.
The missionary glanced up, his expression blank. He carefully dabbed his lips with a napkin, then set it aside. "Can I help you?"
James smirked. "That's how our last conversation started."
The young man barely flinched. "Yes. I remember."
"Of course you do."
The missionary took a breath and sighed. "Did you sit down here because you wanted to talk about the Lord's place in your life?" he asked. "Or do you want to be angry with me again?"
James' gaze flickered down. Every instinct he possessed told him the young man before him was nothing other than what he appeared to be. But suspicion was a compelling master. "It's been a difficult time for me," he said at last without raising his eyes.
"The Lord God understands that times can be trying, especially now. But his love and guidance can overcome any difficulty."
James lifted his head. "What about salvation?"
The missionary nodded with unlikely sageness. "Of course."
"No matter what I've done, who I may have hurt?"
"Of course," the missionary repeated.
James laughed sarcastically. "You make it sound so easy," he said.
The young man cocked his head with a slight frown. "Why shouldn't it be? God loves all his children, no matter their indiscretions. He forgave Saul, who was a murderer, after all."
James' eyes became hard for a moment. "But Saul was an Apostle," he remarked. "I'm just a man."
"So was Saul, before he became an Apostle." The missionary's eyes bore into James' own, even as the younger man smiled amiably. "No one is without hope for redemption."
James rubbed his hands together, shifting uncomfortably in the padded booth. "I've, uh, never really talked to a priest before."
The friendly smile didn't waver on the missionary's face. "I'm not ordained, sir. I can only make others aware of the flock, not help guide it."
James smiled crookedly. "Right," he said. "You take your orders."
The missionary thought for a moment, regarding James with assessing eyes. "If you like, you can speak with my minister," he offered. "He will be here on Monday."
James quietly considered the young man's offer. Monday . . . the day after my 'safe period' is over. How convenient. He swallowed dryly. "Sure," he said at last, his voice dry and scratchy.
The missionary smiled genuinely. "I'll be looking forward to it, Mr. . . ."
"Mailer." James said nothing more as he eased from the booth. He felt no compulsion to respond to the missionary's excitement, which, to James, was more than a little morbid. He shuffled his feet back to the counter of the soda fountain, rejoining Megan. A confused and curious smile decorated her sun-kissed face.
"What was that all about?" she asked. "You finding religion or something?"
James took up his malt and sipped hungrily, relishing the feel of the cold, sweet liquid in his throat. "I just, um . . . he stopped by the cabin a few days ago, and I wasn't exactly nice to him."
Megan leaned close, as if to share a secret. "He's a Jehovah's Witness," she said under her breath. "Those guys are creepy."
James shrugged. "Doesn't mean they can't have something interesting to say."
Megan leaned back, shaking her head in wonder. "Just when I think I got you figured out, you surprise me, James."
He chuckled, the tension draining away. He gazed upon Megan with a look that was borderline lecherous.
"What are you thinking?" she asked in a playfully guarded way.
James leaned closer and spoke in a voice meant only for her. "I'm thinking . . . that I'd really love to take you home and fuck you."
Megan's eyes smoldered and she nibbled her lip. Holding his gaze, she sucked seductively on her straw, finally releasing it with a lingering flick of her tongue. She smiled, slowly, arousal welling up within her. "Okay," she whispered.

*****

She panted beneath him, clawing the sheets with her short-nailed fingers, sweaty face contorted with pleasure as James pounded into her from behind, straddling her narrow hips. Megan's thighs quivered as she held them tightly together, pushing her hips up off the mattress to meet the deep thrusts of James' cock. Their bodies glistened wetly in the hot, humid air; the oscillating fans that cast a strong breeze across them could not diminish the heat generated by their bodies.
"Oh . . . God!" Megan grunted, just before her body tightened with yet another explosive orgasm. She wailed loudly, shoving up hard against James' hips, barely aware of the pulsing of his stiff shaft within her spasmodic tunnel. The liquid rush that poured into her womb only heightened her ecstasy.
James trembled over Megan's lithe body, relishing the release of his long-held passion. His cock burned within the sucking depths of Megan's pussy, spitting every drop of fluid he had to give. It felt as if his soul was being poured forth to join hers. He finally buried himself to the hilt within her and moaned, his last vestiges of strength devoted entirely to keeping his body from falling atop hers. Air escaped his lips amid shuddering breaths as he fought to keep his senses.
"Mmm, baby," his lover murmured, a thoroughly satisfied smile stretching across her deeply flushed face. Sticky, damp hair lay across Megan's cheek, strands fluttering as she exhaled heavy breaths. "Oh my God . . . ."
James shook with one last aftershock, then slipped out of her and rolled onto his back with a grunt. Stars glittered in his field of vision as he stared up at the ceiling. The sweet aroma of sweat and sex filled the small cabin, sticking to them both. He gulped for air, chest rising and falling deeply
Megan propped herself up on her elbows and regarded him with a dreamy smile. "You okay, Jimmy?"
He licked dry lips as his hands wandered aimlessly across his torso. "I think . . . I'm gonna have . . . a heart attack."
Megan giggled, biting the tip of her tongue. She snuggled close and kissed his cheek. "Not the worst way to go, huh?"
Mind inundated with euphoria, James laughed. "God, that'd be the best way."
She nuzzled his ear with her nose. "Baby," she whispered.
He managed to slip one arm beneath her slick body and hug her close. "Yeah?"
Megan nipped at his ear lobe. "You're the best fuck I've ever had."
He laughed again, then smoothed her hair back and kissed Megan's tender lips. As their pulses returned to normal, James stared into her eyes. "I think I'm in love with you," he said.
Megan's smile faltered, then vanished completely as she pushed up, staring down upon him. James wasn't sure if it was fear or alarm or something else that shone in her face. He immediately thought to retract what he had said, but Megan spoke before he could.
"No, you aren't," she said with quick words, looking away.
"Megan, I'm sorry. I-I don't know why I said--"
"You're leaving," she interrupted, crossing her arms over her chest and folding her legs together as she sat on the mattress.
James nodded dejectedly. "Yeah."
Silence descended upon them like a cloak. Megan's hair stirred with each pass of the fans, dancing across her naked chest and arms. Her eyes wandered across the walls.
"I told myself I wasn't gonna do this," she said at last, her voice distant. She looked to him with a pained face. "I didn't wanna get too close."
He touched her arm tentatively. "I know. I didn't, either."
Her breasts rose and fell slowly. "I really wish I'd met you under different circumstances, James."
Pressure welled behind his eyes. He felt a single tear seep out and roll down his cheek. "So do I."
Emotion washed over Megan's features. She uncurled her body and lay atop him, touching James' face, gazing into his heart. "It's not fair."
His trembling fingers touched her soft pink lips. "I want to stay."
Megan sniffled, then managed a smile before pressing her lips to his in a deep, soulful kiss.

*****

The morning sun crept slowly up from the horizon that Monday morning, chasing away the indigo of night and rousing the birds in their nests. James leaned against the frame of the open French doors, braving the slowly-retreating chill of the vanishing night as he watched the light fall upon the lake. He blew smoke in the air, flicked ash of his cigarette. The sense of peace that permeated his mind was strange, yet welcome.
This is the last day of my life, he thought with a rueful smile.
He took a last drag off the cigarette, then flicked it out toward the water. It bounced once upon the pebbly ground, then hissed quietly as it was snuffed.
Guess it could be worse. I could be looking forward to fifteen years of appeals and legal double-talk, none of which would do anything more than delay the inevitable. It really is better this way. At least I got to live, really and truly, before I died.
"Jimmy?"
He half-turned his head and smiled at the sound of Megan's sleepy voice. "'Morning."
The stirring of sheets and the faint creaking of mattress springs told him Megan was getting up. "Why are you awake so early?"
James rolled his shoulders, then smiled at the warmth of the sun as it bathed his face. "I always wanted to watch the sunrise," he said.
Dainty feet padded upon bare wooden boards behind him. Warm hands slid around his torso before Megan's body pressed against him from behind. He heard, then felt, her sigh against the back of his shoulder. She kissed the skin there. "You really are a romantic."
James chuckled. "Sometimes. Depends on the company."
Megan stepped around before him, as casually nude as he was and smiling as well, despite the lingering heaviness of her eyes. "I'll take that as a compliment," she said.
He brushed the backs of his fingers against her soft cheek. "It is."
She gave him a quick peck on the lips. "How about some breakfast?"
James chuckled. "You don't have to stay awake," he said. "To be honest, I was about to come back to bed."
Megan grinned. "Then I can bring you breakfast in bed," she said bubbly. "I've never done that."
He laughed wonderingly after her as Megan bounced on her feet to the kitchen. She flashed him a ready smile, dazzling teeth and glittering eyes, before busying herself with the mundanity of breakfast. James turned away from the doorway and stepped to the bed, slipping under the covers. He watched Megan's inscrutable face as she scrambled eggs and slipped a couple pieces of bread in the toaster. Occasionally, her eyes would flash up to him, but only briefly, accompanied by a small smile.
Finally, Megan approached the bed carrying a wicker tray laden with scrambled eggs, toast, bacon, and a glass of orange juice. She tittered and giggled as she sat it upon James' lap, then curled up beside him on the bed.
James took up knife and fork, then paused. A sad smile crossed his face. "You know, this is better than any filet mignon in a five-star restaurant."
Megan smiled sexily, scratching lightly upon his chest. "Eat up, baby. You're gonna need your strength."
James said nothing as he smiled. He dug into the feast before him, savoring every bite, gulping from the glass of orange juice now and then. Megan watched him with a small smile upon her face, until only crumbs lay upon the plate and only pulp sat in the bottom of the glass.
He emitted a small belch, covering his mouth, and smiled sheepishly upon Megan. "Sorry."
She smiled adoringly. "It's okay. I guess that means I'm a good cook."
"You're the best, baby," he said, then wiped his mouth with a napkin. He frowned. "What about your breakfast?"
Megan bit her lip sultrily and lifted the tray, setting it at the end of the bed. She pulled down the covers, exposing him, then slid her hand up his thigh toward his quickly-stiffening cock. "Yeah," she whispered sexily, stroking him slowly. She lowered her head a moment, licking away glistening bubbles of fluid as they seeped from his cock. "What about it?"
James chuckled, then stretched out, getting comfortable as Megan kissed and licked all around his groin. "Guess it's my turn to serve you, huh?"
"Uh-huh . . . ."

*****

Megan answered the door after the polite yet insistent knock, finding two men upon the landing before her. One was the young man she had seen in the diner; the other was older, on the edge of being considered elderly, clad in a short-sleeved blue shirt with a yellow tie. Both men smiled in an overly friendly way.
"Good morning, young lady," the older man said. "My name is Avery. Is Mr. Mailer available?"
Megan frowned, momentarily considering closing the door. The older man's use of James' formal name made her reconsider, and she looked back over her shoulder to where James sat just outside the French doors. "Jimmy?"
He looked up, then, noticing the two men in the doorway, pushed himself to his feet. For a moment, the color drained from his face. He stared, his features blank and unreadable. Anxiety made his heart palpitate, but only briefly, before a sense of resigned calm washed through him.
I guess it's time, he thought. He approached the door, stopping a few paces from the men, and addressed Megan, forcing out his most disarming smile. "It's okay," he said. "I asked them to come."
Megan nodded, stepping back to allow the men to enter. The older man regarded James with a grandfatherly look. "I am glad you have decided to accept salvation," he said.
James' difficult smile remained, even as he ground his teeth. "Can you give me a moment?"
"Of course," the minister said with all the patience of Job.
With a polite nod to his guests, James took hold of Megan's arm and led her outside.
"What's going on, Jimmy?" she asked as he quietly closed the door.
He smiled fondly upon her. "It's nothing," he said. "I just . . . look, I'm not all that religious, but sometimes . . . you know. I figure it couldn't hurt to talk to someone."
Megan screwed up her face. "I guess," she agreed reluctantly. "You, uh, want me to go?"
James shrugged and tried a casual laugh. "Maybe, um, you could grab some beer or something," he suggested. "This probably won't last long." A feeling of dread coursed through his mind as he considered his own words.
"Okay, sure," Megan said with a roll of her shoulders, apparently oblivious to the growing anxiety James felt. She lifted up to give him a quick kiss, and was somewhat startled when he kissed back with passionate meaning and finality.
For a long moment, James held her against him, enjoying the warmth and feel of her body, the sound of her breath as she panted softly in his ear. "I love you, Megan," he whispered.
She stepped back, face flushed and chest swelling as she breathed in. She brushed a stray strand of sun-kissed hair behind her ear and met his gaze. She seemed nervous, scared, perhaps even perturbed. "Uh . . . I guess I'll get that beer," she said awkwardly, then turned and began walking away, down toward the road which lead toward town.
James watched her go, berating himself for not having said something more poignant. Guess it doesn't really matter, he thought grimly. Last words are never as eloquent as you want them to be.
He inhaled deeply, then let it out before turning to the door. Okay, let's get this over with . . . .

*****

Megan's pace slowed as she returned along the road, stepping onto the gravel driveway of the small cabin. She watched the minister and the young missionary get into their dark blue sedan, thinking how much it looked like the typical government car always seen in movies. For a long moment, she stood motionless, watching the car back out and turn around, the weight of the six-pack hanging in the bag off her hand digging into her fingers.
The sedan's tires crunched on the gravel as it approached, and the car slowed briefly. Both the older man and the missionary regarded Megan with sad and – to her – apprehensive looks. But then the car was gone, turning onto the road and disappearing beyond the trees.
Her heart fluttering, Megan jogged to the door of James' cabin, pushing the door open. "James?" she called.
Silence was the only response.
Oh, no, she thought dreadfully. "Jimmy?" she called again, closing the door and stepping into the cabin.
"Out here." His voice came from beyond the French doors.
Megan sighed with relief and stepped to the doors. James sat off to the side, holding a cigarette. His face wore both concern, wonder, and relief. His gaze drifted out across the languid water of the lake.
"Are you okay?" Megan asked, sitting down tentatively beside him.
He chuckled softly. "Yeah, I think so," he said. "It wasn't a bad talk. I told them everything, and . . . you know what?"
"What?"
"He forgave me," James said, his voice caring a tone of quiet astonishment. He smiled upon Megan. "He actually forgave me."
Megan blinked once, her eyes round and wide. "Is that what you were looking for?"
James smiled. "I think so."
She smiled slowly, then touched his face. "God, you actually had me worried," she said. "The way you were acting . . . it was like I was never gonna see you again or something."
He leaned in for a little kiss. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to scare you."
Her face softened. "It's okay," she whispered, then grinned. "Want a beer?"
James chuckled. "Sure."
A quick kiss, then she hopped up. "Be right back."
James returned his attention to the lake as Megan retreated to the kitchenette. He smoked his cigarette in silent musing, watching a sailboat floating lazily on the water. He felt calm, almost relieved in an unusual way. Whatever his fate, James accepted it without reservation, without fear.
He heard Megan as she returned, smiled when she sat beside him once more. Silently, she handed him one of two open beers. They clinked once, then sipped.
"You're different," she commented after a moment.
He smiled and nodded. "Yeah, I guess I am," he admitted. "I'm happy. Strange as that sounds, I'm happy."
"Why would that sound strange?"
James sipped from the bottle again, then rolled it between his fingers. "I didn't tell you everything about what happened," he said. "I was afraid to, to be honest."
Megan contemplated her own beer. "I figured that," she said. "Guess that's why you wanted to talk to a priest, huh?"
James nodded. His smile wouldn't waver, no matter the turbulence in his heart. He watched the reflection of the sun as it rippled across the surface of the lake. "You know, when I came out here, I really didn't want to be around anyone," he said. "I just wanted to be alone, feel sorry for myself for a while in the one place where I was always safe."
"Do you?" she asked. "Feel safe, I mean."
His eyes were adoring and grateful as he looked upon her. "Yeah, I do. More than that, really. I think, for the first time ever, I'm truly content. And at peace with myself." he touched her leg, massaging the muscles above Megan's knee. "You're a big part of that."
She smiled back, eyes glistening. "I'm glad I could make you happy," she whispered emotionally.
His hand moved to hers, gripping it. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
He took a breath, watching the way their fingers intertwined. Megan, he realized, was so much more responsive than his wife had ever been. "If I wasn't going away," he said. "Do you think that, maybe . . . maybe you and I could--"
"Oh, crap," she interrupted with a dejected huff, looking to her watch. "I got you something else, and I forgot all about it. I left it in the kitchen. Be right back, baby."
James laughed under his breath as Megan rose swiftly to her feet beside him. "I'll be here," he said.



Megan smiled down upon him, the smile fading swiftly, replaced by emotion. Eyes welling with tears and nostrils flaring, she stepped into the cabin, checking her watch. She took a few steps, watching the blinking numbers as they counted the seconds. When she finally heard the heavy sound outside, she shuddered, squeezing her eyes shut to stem the flow of tears.
Finding her purse, Megan took out some tissue and wiped her eyes and nose. She sniffled back tears, composed herself, then took up the cell phone. Walking out to the back patio of the cabin, she gazed upon James as he lay upon his side, unmoving. The bottle of beer was still clutched in his hand, turned sideways and spilling the remainder of its doctored contents onto the ground. He almost looked as if he had suddenly fallen asleep, had Megan not known better.
She retreated back inside the cabin and pressed the speed-dial function on her phone, then pressed it to her ear. She forced herself to push away emotion as she listened to the buzzing on the other end before it was finally answered.
"This is Agent Ritter," she said in a businesslike tone. "I'd like to speak with AD Kretski, please."

*****

After weeks of wearing boy shorts and tight tops, the skirt suit felt cumbersome upon her body. Megan shifted uncomfortably in the chair as she waited for the Assistant Director in his office. It had been less than a week since she left Texas, yet, strangely enough, she missed the humidity. She had gotten sued to the stickiness of the air, the way the heat had soaked in, then oozed out in an almost sexual way. Coming back to Quantico was like stepping into the sterile environment of an impersonal laboratory.
AD Kretski emerged through the wood-paneled door with the briefest of glances to her, then settled into his leather chair behind the desk. He set a file before him upon the desk, perused it for a few minutes as Megan waited. Finally, he looked up, observing her through his wire-framed glasses.
"Excellent work," he remarked. "The Behavioral Sciences division will be interested to hear your full report."
Megan dipped her eyes. "Thank you."
Kretski closed the file and laced his hands together atop it. "Considering that this was your first field assignment," he said. "I'm even more impressed. But I'm also concerned. You obviously became very close with Mr. Mailer."
Megan barked out a rude laugh before she could stop herself, then cleared her throat and quieted again. "Yes, I did. I felt it was necessary, however, to learn all I could about his life, based on public documents and court transcripts. Insinuating myself into his life was the only way to really learn why an ordinary man would do what he did. I admit that I . . . developed an attachment to him. But don't worry, sir; I have a standing appointment with a therapist for the next six weeks."
Kretski's eyes narrowed slightly. "Good. I need my agents in top mental, as well as physical, shape."
She nodded emphatically. "I'll be fine."
Kretski pursed his lips in thought. "You know, I had my reservations about the FBI overseeing the Last Wish program. One more case load we didn't need, I thought. But, given your report, the benefits to Behavioral Sciences could be tremendous."
Megan nodded. "I thought so, too, sir."
The Asisstant Director leaned back in his chair, spreading his fingers across the leather top of the desk before him. "Pending review, you should be restored to field status within a few weeks," he announced. "Anything you'd care to add?"
Megan thought a moment. "May I be candid, sir?"
He nodded. "Of course."
She straightened for a moment in her seat. "I would like to be removed from future consideration in the Last Wish program."
Kretski frowned. "Your reason?"
Megan took a breath, then let it out slowly. "To be honest, sir, I don't know how many souls I can help save before I lose my own."
-finis-
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Jessica leaned against the doorway of her daughter's room, watching the tiny form upon the shadowed bed. The sweet aroma of warm milk permeated the air, mingling with the fragrance of rose incense wafting from the living room. The dichotomy of the two scents reminded Jessica of her life before and after the arrival of Baby Grace.
A single mistake, a fumbling, drunken decision made in the heat of the moment, and her life had been changed forever. For the better, to be honest; Jessica was more than capable of handling the financial stress of being a single mother, and the joys of rediscovering the world through her year-old child's eyes was nothing less than magical.
But damn it if she didn't miss sex.
Not that she lacked for attention; fifteen months after giving birth, Jessica was able to wriggle back into the same party dress she had worn that fateful Halloween night. She had often joked to friends that being half Chinese meant she never had to worry about losing her slim, girlish figure. It seemed that not a day passed in which she did not enjoy a flirtatious man's approach. Having a child, however, changed her reactions -- and those of any would-be admirer -- dramatically. Most men, she had come to discover, were leery of involving themselves with a single mother. Especially when the child was so young.
Jessica was not about to compromise her daughter's safety or happiness. She became more choosy, more discerning. She accepted the fact that her life was different now. No more carefree evenings dancing and getting drunk, looking for the night's next available partner. Now, it was quiet evenings sitting at home, with the baby thankfully sleeping through the night as Jessica lived a vicarious life through cable television.
With a last loving smile upon her child, Jessica closed the door and padded around the end of the couch. The bottle of Corona sat open and waiting, pulp from the lime squeezed through the bottle's mouth floating upon the surface of the golden liquid. Making sure the baby monitor was turned on and attuned to the right frequency, Jessica curled her legs beneath her on the couch and flipped open her phone. She had missed a call while bathing the baby, and it turned out to have been from her best friend.
"Hi, Kelly," Jessica said when the other end was picked up. "You called?"
"Sure did, mama," Kelly responded with her typical rasp. Men always found her voice sexy. "What'cha doing on Halloween?"
Jessica rolled her eyes. "Sure, rub it in," she bemoaned. "I'm looking forward to another fun-filled night of passing out candy to a couple hundred junior Wolverines and having all the parents tell me how cute Grace looks in her bunny rabbit costume."
"You know, it still gets me sometimes."
"What does?"
"How you just named her Grace. It was like, you were all set to name her after your mom, and then poof! You put Grace on the birth certificate. Like it just popped out of nowhere."
Jessica shrugged. "It kind of did. But now I wonder how I ever thought of calling her something else. I guess babies sometimes just name themselves."
"Maybe," Kelly admitted. "Anyway, about Halloween. Trick-or-treating will be done by, what, eight o'clock?"
"Something like that. Why? I can't go anywhere, Kel."
"Not even if you had a babysitter?"
Jessica sighed, reaching for her beer. She settled back into the corner of the plush leather couch. "I already asked Devin, but she's got plans. Go figure. What nineteen-year-old is gonna give up Halloween night to babysit? I even offered to pay her double."
"Well . . . ."
Jessica frowned in suspicion. "What are you thinking?"
"What if I got you a babysitter?"
Jessica grumbled under her breath. "You know how I feel about that," she said. "Day care is one thing. But leaving Grace alone with someone else . . . I gotta be careful."
"Even if it's my mom?"
Jessica exhaled a heavy breath. "Your mom smokes," she said pointedly. "Besides, I don't want to take Grace out of her comfort zone."
"Yeah, I know. But I already talked to her about it. You know how my mom adores you. She said she'd come over to your place, and she won't smoke inside."
Jessica chewed her lip. "Maybe. I don't know. Besides, I don't wanna get drunk and then come home."
"So, I'll keep an eye on you, make sure you don't get wasted."
"Yeah, right!" Jessica sputtered in laughter.
"Hey, come on. When's the last time Pocahontas went on the prowl?"
Jessica chuckled. Her Pocahontas costume had been tucked away in a box for almost three years, now. It was a decidedly more adult version of the garment depicted in the Disney movie, with a scandalously tiny skirt and low-necked top. With her long black hair in twin braids, Jessica looked the part of a sexy, brazen Indian queen perfectly.
"That's not fair, Kelly."
Her best friend chuckled. "Come on. You might even hook up. My mom said she'd watch Ellie all night if it meant you might get some action."
"Yeah, and that would be it. I get laid for one night, and then the guy finds out I have a kid."
"You'll still get laid," Kelly insisted in her deadpan, matter-of-fact way.
Another sigh escaped Jessica's lips. "It might surprise you, but sex is not the most important thing in the world."
"Neither is chocolate, but you still gotta have it."
Jessica chuckled. "Oh, well now you're making sense."
"Of course I am. So that settles it. You're coming out on Halloween."
"Okay, fine," Jessica finally agreed with a reluctant smile. "But I'm gonna be more careful this time, and so are you."
"Pfft! Yeah, whatever."
The conversation wandered off on other tangents for a while before Jessica finally hung up. She had finished her first beer while talking, and rose to get another before the start of one of her favorite shows, a medical comedy-drama that starred one of the sexiest men in America, at least as far as Jessica was concerned. Squeezing a lime into her second Corona, she settled once more into the couch, pulling the hand-woven quilt bequeathed by her mother just before breast cancer had taken her.
"-- Hey! This thing still works!"
Jessica frowned at the sound of the static-shrouded feminine voice. That's not coming from the TV, she thought, glancing around.
"How do you know it's working?" It was a man's voice, smooth and strong, despite the interference.
"'Cause the little light's on. Duh."
Jessica rolled her eyes, sitting up to grab the baby monitor. Shit, that's all I need. Picking up someone else's conversation. They told me this might happen with the cheap models, but I paid sixty bucks for this!
"Why do you even have a baby monitor?" the man's voice asked. "You don't have a kid, do you?"
"No, I got it for a friend of mine couple years ago. But she already had one." A wondering laugh interrupted her words. "Might as well hang onto it, just in case, you know?"
"I hope that's not a warning."
The woman laughed again. "No, I'm on the pill, and I'm gonna stay that way for a few more years at least. Besides . . . I mean, it's only our fourth date. I still, uh, believe in protection."
"Of course."
With a huff, Jessica pushed up from the couch, intending to sneak into her daughter's room to change the frequency on the monitor beside Grace's bed. But as she did so, the muffled sound of her baby's sleepy voice intruded upon the eavesdropped conversation. Nonsensical murmurs accompanied by a long, droning moan. The typical sounds elicited by Grace's infantile dreams.
Still, I should switch frequencies, Jessica told herself, hand upon the knob to Grace's room. I can't just listen in on someone else's conver--
"-- Thinking maybe we would just stay in tonight," the man's voice sounded once more. "It's already after nine."
"I know. I'm sorry. Work kept me late and--" The woman's voice was muffled for a brief moment before being replaced by soft moans and the unmistakable wet smacking sounds of passionate kissing.
Jessica's brow arched in voyeuristic interest. Hmm. Okay, maybe it wouldn't hurt to listen for just a few minutes . . . .
She returned to the couch, her eyes falling to the monitor as if she could watch the scene. The TV flickered in the background, but she was no longer paying attention. Taking up her beer, she grinned like a mischievous teenager, listening to the passionate drama unfolding through the monitor.
". . . Mmm, Vic . . . God damn, you're a good kisser," the woman was saying.
"Only as good as my partner," the man named Vic responded. More heated kissing ensued. Vic's lover was obviously becoming aroused. The sound of fabric moving was just discernible beneath her heated sighs. After a few moments, the woman gasped aloud, then cooed appreciatively.
Must be doing something right, Vic, Jessica thought with a giggle. What's he doing? Kissing her neck? Her breasts? Or maybe he's one of those typically direct guys who goes right for the honey pot--
"Fuck, yes," moaned the woman. "Bite 'em, baby. Bite--" she hissed loudly. "--yeah, like that . . . ."
Jessica nibbled her lip, feeling the warmth of arousal in the pit of her stomach. She rubbed her thighs together, just little movements that stimulated the suddenly needy swelling of her clitoris.
"Lay back, baby, let me do something for you," Vic said. Even through the filter of the monitor, his voice sounded strong and confidant to Jessica. A real man's voice. She imagined him tall, well-built, with dark hair and chiseled features, like a modern Rock Hudson or Christopher Reeve, leaning over a swooning damsel more than ready to give in to his attentions.
"God damn, you're sexy," the woman sighed. The sound of a body moving atop leather -- like that of Jessica's own couch -- was unmistakable. Jessica could just picture the unnamed woman reclining back, wantonly spreading her legs and staring up into the eyes of her lover. She giggled suddenly amid a brief sound of movement. "You like, baby? I shaved it all off, just for you."
Jessica chuckled, rolling her eyes. Oh, he's one of those guys, she thought, suddenly conscious of the sparse but tangled hair above and around her long-neglected sex.
"Hmm. Looks good enough to eat," Vic answered.
"Prove it."
Jessica felt her own pussy swelling and becoming more than a little slick as, for the following quarter hour or so, she was treated to the sounds of a firm tongue and talented lips caressing the obviously wet, intimate center of the lucky young woman's being. There was little dialogue to tell Jessica exactly what was going on, but her fertile imagination constructed the scene in her mind: the woman, stretched out across the couch, her legs spread widely and supported by Vic's strong arms. Jessica imagined dainty feet -- not unlike her own -- settled upon the shoulders of a sun-bronzed, Adonis physique while the man busied his tongue between the folds of a smooth-shaved pussy.
By the time the woman announced her orgasm with a long series of caloric gasps and hoarse cries, Jessica's hand had wandered beneath the waistband of her house pants, fingers stroking slick lips and a greedy, demanding clitoris. The TV was forgotten, and the beer sat neglected upon the coffee table. The ripe aroma of her own arousal filled the air about her like a cloud.
"I guess you liked that," Vic said at last, adding a confidant chuckle at the end of his statement.
"Oh, fuck yes," the woman replied. There was more kissing, more sighs and giggles and moans.
"Your turn," the woman said at last.
Oh, good girl, Jessica thought, feeling a twitch in her pussy. Returning the favor . . . .
"Don't do it just to please me," Vic said as the sounds of movement indicated, at least as far as Jessica was able to deduce, a reversal of the couple's positions on the couch.
"Baby," the girl said along to the sounds of thick coarse fabric -- denim, Jessica realized -- being dragged along skin. "I almost never get off from a guy going down on me. Trust me, you deserve what I'm gonna do for you. Just, um . . . you know, let me know when you're gonna get off, okay?"
"You don't want me to come in your mouth," the man observed.
"It's just . . . it's not the taste or anything, it's just . . . I don't know. Maybe, okay? But tell me first before you come."
Jessica clucked her tongue. She must be young, she thought. Probably had a bad experience giving head.
"I promise," Vic said. There was more crinkling of leather, then a long, drawn-out sigh from him. Jessica licked her lips, grinning, imagining a wet tongue sliding along what would have to be an impressive, swollen shaft. She wondered if Vic was circumcised or not. Personally, she had always preferred at least some foreskin on a man's cock. She was fascinated by the way it moved, sliding back and forth like a velvet sheath.
As when Vic pleasured his lover, there were few words to help Jessica construct the scene in her head as the woman gorged herself on Vic's manhood. Given the wet slurping sounds, the many gasps and moans and occasional hisses of pleasure, the accompanying muffled giggles and cooing sounds from the woman's cock-filled mouth, Jessica had no problem imagining the impressively-built Vic sitting like a king upon his throne, legs parted for the woman who knelt between them, her head bobbing furiously, lips becoming wet and frothy, one hand stroking the thick shaft while the other caressed swollen testicles ready to burst.
"Casey . . . Casey, baby, I'm gonna come." The desperation was telling in Vic's voice. He was on the verge of exploding, Jessica could tell. Bet he's hoping she'll take it in her mouth . . . .
But Vic's lover, Casey, gasped loudly with a wet popping and slurping sound which indicated the vacation of her mouth by Vic's cock. Loud wet smacking sounds filtered through the crackling monitor. "Come on, baby!" she urged hotly. "Do it for me! Come on!"
Jessica's fingers delved between the lips of her sex, into moist heat beyond, clutching tightly as she witnessed the arousing sounds of Vic's orgasm. She could imagine his impressive cock spasming in Casey's tight grip, spraying thick ribbons of semen in the air that would splash onto his lover's arm and pumping hand, upon his abdomen and perhaps even getting a little on the young woman's face. And she imagined his somewhat mild disappointment.
Grace's crying interrupted the affectionate giggles of sexual aftermath, compelling Jessica to withdraw her hand from within her pants and rise from the couch. As she headed to the bedroom door, she thought smugly, I would've let him come in my mouth.
*****
"That's wild!" Kelly exclaimed after Jessica had briefly related the story of the previous evening. The two women were shopping, as was their typical Tuesday afternoon activity when Jessica had a short day at the office and there were a couple of hours to kill before she had to pick up Grace from daycare.
"It was pretty surrealistic," Jessica admitted, looking over a selection of Donna Karan blouses on the discount rack. While she enjoyed a fairly impressive salary, Jessica had always been a frugal shopper. It was a habit learned during her years as a penny-pinching grad student.
"You know who they are?"
Jessica shook her head. "No, but I got the impression it was her apartment they were in."
"Well, she's gotta live close," Kelly commented, tossing back her wispy red hair. "Those monitors don't have a real great range."
"She doesn't live in my building, I'm sure of that. They're all families. But the next building over is all one-bedroom units. She's probably in one of those. I figure she's kind'a young. Maybe a college student."
"What about the guy?"
Jessica shrugged. "Only thing I'm sure of about him is that he's older. Maybe my age, maybe over thirty. But he's definitely not some dumb college frat guy."
Kelly chuckled impishly. "Bet you'd love to have a guy like that waiting in the wings when you need some," she remarked cattily.
Jessica groaned. "Sure. Some hot hunk to fuck when I can't stand being horny anymore, then send him on his way with a kiss on the cheek. Give him twenty bucks for cab fare."
Kelly grimaced. "Well, look who's gotten so cynical."
Jessica sighed, flipping through an endless rack of identical white cotton tops, not one of which was below a size eight. "You know, everything really does change when you have a baby," she said with more than a little frustration. "Most of it's good, like watching her grow, and watching her walk and learn and talk. But some of it really sucks ass, you know? Like not having a social life anymore. Don't get me wrong; I love Grace. Nothing on this planet will ever be more important to me than her. And that's why I feel so guilty about doing anything without her."
"Well, hey, I'd suggest bringing her out on Halloween, but I don't think the bars would let her in."
Jessica shot her friend a look. "Hey, I'm being serious here."
"Yeah, and so am I," Kelly insisted, turning to face her best friend squarely. "Look, I get it. You're a single mom. Ellie's the center of your life. That's the way it should be. I'd be that way, too. But damn it, Jessica! There's nothing wrong with the occasional bout of hedonism once in a while. You wanna be a martyr all your life?"
Jessica gritted her teeth. "I know what you're saying. And I know you're right. But that's not gonna stop me from thinking about every action I take, because everything I do is gonna affect Grace, too."
Kelly smiled supportively, taking Jessica by the shoulders. "You know when we were kids, and I'd come over? You remember how your mom was? All those lectures about doing the right thing and putting family first?"
Jessica nodded. "I believe in all that."
Kelly's smile was unwavering, but it was mitigated by the firm sense of maturity in her eyes. "I do, too, hon. But there's a lot to be said for sanity. You gotta cut loose once in a while, otherwise it's all gonna build up. And then it's gonna explode."
"You afraid I'm gonna explode?"
Kelly's face became serious. "I've seen it happen," she said. "Like, after you found out you were pregnant."
Jessica groaned. "Okay, look. I admit I freaked out. But that wasn't because I was pregnant, it was because of that deadbeat asshole who--"
"Jess! Jess!" Kelly exclaimed, fixing her best friend with a steadying look. "You forgetting I've been here all this time? I know it's not easy for you. And that's exactly why I need you to come out and let your hair down. You need this, Jess. You know you do. Otherwise you're gonna end up drinking yourself six feet under."
Jessica nodded reluctantly. "Like my mom, you mean."
Kelly gave her friend an apologetic look. "You know you don't wanna be a human sacrifice all your life."
Jessica's shoulders fell. "You always were my big sister."
Kelly beamed knowingly. "Yep."
*****
With the toys cleared up and the TV channel changed from kids' cartoons to something a little more adult-minded, Jessica kissed her daughter good night, tucking the flower-print blanket around Grace's neck and making sure the bottle filled with Pedialyte lay within reach. Closing the door to the bedroom, Jessica headed for the shower, sighing with relief as the city was washed away from her skin. She didn't bother with anything other than a loose cotton shirt after she dried off, and returned to the living room, eying the baby monitor speculatively.
But after a couple hours of somewhat entertaining programming, the monitor remained silent other than the occasional moan or murmur from Grace. Twice, Jessica checked in on her daughter, disentangling the infant from her blanket and retrieving the stuffed orange bear that had been tossed over the edge of the playpen turned crib.



Eventually, she switched off the TV and the lights, and took up the monitor on her way to the bedroom. It was after eleven, and while the Jessica Chan of three years before would have considered such a time to be the beginning of a night, the new Jessica was different.
The air was cool as it washed over her naked body when she emerged from the bathroom. Teeth brushed and hair down, Jessica slid beneath the covers of her four-poster oak bed, briefly thinking how ridiculous it was that she slept alone upon such a large mattress. She checked the monitor one last time, then snuggled herself around a large body pillow beneath the covers, enjoying, at the least, that simple comfort. The insistent approach of sleep was close at hand when she closed her eyes.
Faintly, through the monitor, came the creaking sound of a door being opened. "Come on, baby," echoed the familiar voice of Casey.
"Right behind you."
A coquettish giggle. "Ooo. I like the sound of that."
Jessica perked in her sleep, though her eyes remained closed. She listened peripherally to impassioned kissing, imagining the scene once more. Her fantasy image of Vic had him clothed in a dark silk shirt and tailored slacks, a glittering watch around his wrist and leather loafers on his feet. She imagined him with deep blue eyes. Maybe a small gold cross on a chain around his neck, which would sway enticingly during sex.
More crackling of leather beneath skin. Jessica eventually realized that Casey had gotten on her knees on her couch, and she imagined the young woman naked, back arched, gripping the back of the sofa as she pushed her hips out. Vic knelt behind her, licking her sex to get her ready, then stood, naked as well -- with the body of a god, Jessica was certain -- and pushed his cock inside her.
Jessica listened in amazement for over an hour, rolling onto her back and allowing fingers to dance madly between her thighs as Vic drew out one orgasm after another from the young and eager Casey. She wailed like a banshee with each tumultuous sexual explosion. Jessica figured the couple switched positions two or three times, but her impression was that Casey liked it from behind.
Finally, Vic announced his orgasm, accompanied by a gasp from Casey and the tell-tale snapping of a latex condom. Listening to the woman's giggling squeals as her body was undoubtedly pelted with dollops of spurting semen, Jessica convulsed in her own orgasm, imagining herself in Casey's place. She could almost feel the warm, heavy drops of fluid falling onto her back and buttocks, dripping slowly down her outer thighs.
Licking her fingers, listening to the ghostly voices of lovers who lay sated and cuddling, Jessica returned to the land of slumber, the heady cloud of her own pleasure mitigated by the knowledge that she was still alone.
*****
She pulled the silver SUV into a spot before the apartment complex' clubhouse, adjacent to which lay the mailboxes for the community. Jerking her key free of the ignition, and giving little Grace a smile and tickle to the infant's chin, Jessica stepped quickly from her car and marched toward the row of mailboxes. She hated leaving her daughter for even such a brief time, considering all the urban horror stories she had heard about carjackings and infants being tossed out the windows of stolen cars. But, within the community in which she lived, and being just a minute or so . . . .
She turned the key, opened the box. Two bills and a letter with the addresses hand-written. Jessica sighed inwardly upon reading her former lover's return address on the latter. Part of her hoped she would never hear from him again.
"Asshole," she muttered aloud.
"You too, huh?"
Jessica frowned, looking up from her mail. A pretty young blonde girl in a striped halter and boy shorts stood a few feet away, retrieving her own daily dose of bad news from her own mailbox. Before Jessica could respond, the girl continued.
"Guys can be pieces of shit sometimes, can't they?"
Jessica worked her jaw, regarding the letter in her hand. "Sometimes. But you can't say it's not our fault for getting involved with them."
The girl laughed. "True that," she said. "Like, why do we fall for the bad boy type to begin with?"
Jessica finally turned to face the younger woman. She wore an expression that was both parental and sympathetic. "A couple hundred psychologists have already tried to figure that out," she said. "They didn't have an answer, either."
The blonde rolled her eyes. "So we're screwed?"
Jessica rolled her shoulders. "If we're lucky. And then, if we're not."
The girl laughed loudly. "No shit, right?"
Jessica laughed as well. Feeling a moment's worth of good faith, she offered her hand. "I'm Jessica. Building seven."
"Really?" the girl asked, gracing her fingers over Jessica's own. "I live in building eight, right next door. My name's Casey."
A tiny knot twisted in Jessica's gut as she realized she was speaking with the lucky recipient of the one and only Vic's amorous attentions. Still, she managed to maintain her friendly smile. "Nice to meet you."
"So what's your bad news?"
Jessica made a sound, glancing to Jason's letter. She waved it briefly. "Deadbeat dad. You?"
Casey flashed her own correspondence. "Ex-boyfriend. Trying to win me back. Loser."
Jessica couldn't help herself. "You got someone better?" she asked.
Casey's eyes darkened for a moment before they dipped. "You ever meet Mr. Right?"
"If I did, I wouldn't be a single mother."
Casey lolled her head back and forth. "True," she muttered, then took a deep breath while radiating a lovestruck smile. "Well, I think I have. This guy's fucking amazing. He brought roses on the first date, took me someplace nice, and didn't even try anything. 'Course, that just made me want to jump him on the second date."
Jessica laughed. "Maybe that's what he wanted."
"Maybe," Casey agreed. "Whatever. It worked. He's not like most guys. He opens doors for me and everything. And he's got a cool job. He's the whole package, you know?"
Jessica allowed herself to smile. "Sounds like you found The One."
The blonde grinned and winked. "Could be," she said. "Well, it was nice to meet you. Gotta go."
Jessica watched the buoyant girl prance away, the warmth draining from her face. She looked back to the letter in her hand, while simultaneously anticipating yet another pathetic evening of cable television and perhaps another round of aural voyeurism. The jealous pang she felt regarding Casey's happiness only made matters worse.
Resignedly, she bowed her head and made her way back to the car.
*****
"My Dear Jessica,
I wish I could really explain myself to you and why I can't be there the way I probably should be. But it's not easy for me. I've got so much going on with grad school and work. I never thought I'd have to worry about being a father too.
I really want to be part of Grace's life. She's so important to me. I hope that eventually I can be active in her life, but like I said, I've got so much going on. It wouldn't be fair to her, or to you. I'd just end up hurting all of us. Plus, to be honest, I have a girlfriend now. She's very important to me too. I think I'm going to ask her to marry me.
As bad as I feel about all this, at least it's not like you're hurting for money. You can take care of Grace a lot better than I ever could. That's good. I figure she needs her mother a lot more than her father anyway. Still, I want to be involved in her life. Well, you know, as much as I can be. I hope you understand that if Julie and I get married and have a family, I have to think of them first and--"
Jessica crumpled the letter in her hand without reading the rest of it. With a sour taste in her mouth and the beginnings of yet another tension headache forming above her eyes, she cast the letter into the trash before joining her daughter on the floor before the TV. She sang along with Jack's Big Music Show, laughing and grinning the way a good parent would whenever her child made the effort to mimic what she heard.
"Even if it's just you and me, sweetheart," she said as she cradled her daughter in her arms. "You're gonna be the happiest baby ever."
*****
"Ma! Ma! MA!"
Jessica shot up from bed, her daughter's tortured screams tearing through the monitor on her bedside table acting like a dagger of anguish stabbing through her skull. Although befuddled from sleep, she jerked open the bedroom door, stumbling past the kitchen and through the living room before reaching Grace's door. Shoving it open, she found her precious little girl sitting up, pale little face glowing and glistening with tears. Jessica raced to the side of the pen and scooped her baby up, holding her close. The shuddering of Grace's fear vibrated between them.
"It's okay, baby, mommy's here. Mommy's here."
"M-ma . . . ."
Jessica held the trembling baby against her, squeezing her eyes against her own tears. The scene was one that had been occurring far too frequently in recent days. Whatever the source of Grace's onset of nightmares, Jessica prayed it would pass. Not for her own sanity, but for her daughter's.
As she rocked back and forth, feeling her heartbeat slow to normal, Jessica clutched baby Grace against her bosom, whispering reassuringly in the infant's ear, stroking and patting her back. Finally, she felt Grace sag, little hands sliding down along her arms. Grace was asleep once more, reassured of safety by her mother's presence. Carefully, Jessica set the baby back in the pen, covered her with the fleece blanket once more.
"I'll always be here, baby," Jessica whispered as she retreated toward the door. "Mommy's always gonna take care of you."
*****
Even just a few days before Halloween, the afternoons were still warm enough in the Southwest to enjoy getting a little sun by the pool. The water may have been too chilly, but Jessica had no intention of taking a swim. Especially since she had to keep an eye on baby Grace.
She thought it amusing, pushing the stroller along the polished and stained wooden planks that surrounded the apartment complex' Olympic-sized pool, how men ogled her in her black bikini, yet shied away from approaching her because of the baby's presence. She could see the way they made comments amongst themselves, then shook their heads forlornly. As if saying, "Damn she's hot. Too bad she's got a kid, or I'd be all over that."
In a way, Jessica was thankful for the mitigating presence of her daughter. Grace was like a brilliant, glowing, flashing "stop" sign that kept lecherous men at bay. Better than any cold look for discouraging unwanted attention. Still, a powerful part of Jessica's libido wouldn't have minded the attentions of some of the toned young studs that lingered by the pool in loose trunks, their six-pack abs proudly displayed.
Alas, she thought wistfully, making sure the shade on the stroller covered her sleeping child. She lathered up with tanning oil and wiped her hands before reclining back on one of the lounges with a dogeared copy of a Laurel K. Hamilton novel. Jessica wasn't so much interested in vampire fiction, but she enjoyed the sexual aspects.
Gently rocking the stroller with her foot, peripherally listening to some of the kids playing in the water, Jessica didn't notice at first the approach of the woman beside her until she heard her name called.
"Hey, Jessica. Mind of I sit by you?"
Jessica glanced up with a slight start, looking through the dark haze of her sunglasses at the lithe blonde in the tiny blue bikini. Casey dropped her towel on the lounge beside Jessica's. Her lightly-tanned skin glistened already with a film of coconut-scented oil. "Sure," Jessica said with a smile.
"Safety in numbers," The younger woman said with a conspiratorial nod which indicated the various young men about the pool.
Jessica grinned and laughed softly. "I'll protect you."
Casey laughed as well, kicking off her flip-flops and easing back onto the lounge. She sipped from a bottle of Aquafina. "Your baby's adorable," she commented. "How old is she?"
"Fifteen months," Jessica stated proudly.
The young blonde bit her lip longingly, staring into the stroller. "Sometimes I think I wanna have a baby so bad," she said. "But I'm not even out of college. 'Course, half my friends got knocked up in high school. It's almost like it's expected nowadays."
Jessica shrugged. "Well, I can't say I'm the best authority on precaution," she said with a meaningful look. "Grace wasn't exactly planned. But I wouldn't give her up for the world."
Casey smiled broadly. "See, that's the difference. Most of my friends who've got kids, they act like it's this big drain on their social life. All they do is bitch about how much fun they're not having."
Jessica inhaled deeply. "Yeah, it's a big change, but really, when it comes down to it, nothing's more incredible than watching a tiny little person growing up. It changes everything, and yeah, it's not always roses, but it really is worth it."
"Is her dad around?" Casey asked casually, then recanted with an apologetic look. "Oh, shit. That's right. Deadbeat."
Jessica shrugged sagely. "Like I said, she wasn't planned, and it was obviously too much to expect her father to step up. Guess some of it's my fault for fooling around with a guy too young for me."
The blonde frowned with a funny smile stretching her lips. "What's too young for you? I thought you were, like, my age."
Jessica laughed. "Let's just say I'm getting dangerously close to thirty."
"No way! I totally thought you were, like, maybe a year or two older than me!"
"Hopefully I can keep that up for another decade."
"Wow. Hey, good for you. Seriously."
Jessica blushed. "Thanks," she said, shifting with a bit of discomfort. She had never taken flattery well, even when it was honest. "So, um, how's your Mr. Right?"
Casey grinned, pale blue eyes flashing. "Mmm. Gets better every day. Fuck, I think I'm in love. I never thought any guy would make me feel the way Vic does."
No kidding, Jessica thought, reflecting on the evening before, when she had once more played the part of the clairaudial voyeur. He had you screaming for almost an hour last night. "That's his name?" she asked innocently. "Vic?"
"Yeah, that's him," Casey said dreamily. "Vic. Vic Pisano. God! Can you even imagine a sexier name?"
Jessica chuckled. "Oh, you got it bad, girl," she remarked.
Casey laughed, biting her lip, undoubtedly reminiscing about her lover. "Yeah, I guess I do. Never felt this way about any guy I ever dated. But Vic's really different. He's older than me, and way more mature than anyone I've ever been with."
"That definitely helps," Jessica agreed.
"So, what about you? You got a guy?"
Jessica's smile evaporated. "Guess you could say I'm still waiting."
Casey looked uncomfortable. "Damn. Almost makes me feel guilty for being happy."
The older woman shook her head with a disarming laugh. "Hey, don't feel sorry for me. My baby's way more important than any man. I figure, maybe I'll meet someone, maybe I won't. But it won't really matter either way as long as I can raise my daughter right."
Casey gave Jessica an inscrutable look. "You know, that's the coolest fuckin' thing I've ever heard."
Jessica rolled her eyes behind her sunglasses, but her smile remained. "Fountain of wisdom, that's me."
The blonde laughed. "Know what? I wish we'd met sooner. Specially since I'm moving out next week."
Jessica frowned. "Why are you moving out?"
Casey chewed her lip thoughtfully, looking uncomfortable. "Well, it's kind'a freaky. Like, freaky scary."
The furrow on Jessica's brow deepened. "What, you got a stalker or something?"
"No, nothing like that," the younger girl said, then sat up, swinging her legs to the polished wood planks below them. "Look, I don't wanna weird you out or anything."
Jessica suddenly glanced to her baby, asleep in blissful ignorance. She glanced back to Casey with alarm evident on her face. "Hey, if something's going on around here--"
"It's not a big deal," Casey insisted. "Well, not to you. It's just that . . . okay, I got this friend. She's a serious geek girl. Spends way too much time online. See, she found out that a girl got killed in my apartment a couple years ago. Two years ago on Halloween, to be exact."
Jessica's heart flipped in her chest and she sat bolt upright. "Jesus!" she exclaimed. "They ever find who did it?"
Casey squirmed, fidgeting with her hands. "Um . . . no. That's what kind'a freaks me out. Like, I don't think I'm in any real danger, but still . . . ever since I found out, I'm almost afraid to be alone in my own place. Good thing Vic's been staying over almost every night."
"No shit. I'd be afraid, too."
"It's a real shame, too," the blonde continued. "When I first checked out the apartment, it was perfect. Everything I wanted. Like, it felt like home. But now . . . I can't stay there anymore. I don't know if I believe in ghosts or anything, but ever since I found out, it's almost like I'm not the only one living there."
Jessica swallowed dryly. "Guess I can't really blame you for wanting to move out."
"Yeah," Casey said, then made the effort to brighten. "But, hey, I didn't wanna freak you out. Not like it happened in your building or anything."
Jessica nodded slowly. "Yeah. Right."
*****
"Oh! Look at you! You're scary!"
The young boy, maybe six or seven, grinned beneath the oversized goblin half-face mask he wore and expectantly held out the black nylon bag engraved with "Trick or Treat." Jessica dutifully dropped a couple of dum-dums into the bag, then smiled up at the boy's mother standing a few paces behind him on the landing.
"Say 'thank you,' Jeremy," the mother instructed.
The boy looked sheepish as he turned away. "Thank you," he muttered shyly. His mother rolled her eyes, then followed her son down the steps.
Jessica watched them depart. The sun was just setting, casting the sky in deep orange and crimson hues. A cool wind blew, carrying the scents of pumpkin pie and incense. Can't wait until I can take Grace trick-or-treating, she thought. She looked back, watching her daughter trying to dance in the cumbersome bunny costume while watching a DVD episode of The Wiggles. She laughed, fawning over the sight. Nothing could be cuter, she thought, than a clumsy baby in rabbit ears and a fuzzy cotton suit.
The sound of a car pulling into one of the spaces before her building brought Jessica's attention back outside. The doors of a champagne-colored Cadillac popped open, disgorging its passengers. Jessica groaned inwardly, yet with a smile, as a busty Elvira stepped from the passenger side, replete in a black gown with an NC-17 neckline that revealed the swell of her impressive breasts. The driver was an older woman who shared much of Kelly's Irish heritage, but was more conservatively dressed.
"Happy Halloween!" called Kelly as she advanced up the stairs toward Jessica's apartment.
Jessica laughed, meeting her best friend with a kiss on the cheek. "Wow. You look--"
"Like a complete slut," barked Kelly's mother from behind the busty redhead. "Since when did Halloween become an excuse to dress like a tramp?"
Kelly rolled her eyes, allowing her mother to pass into Jessica's apartment. "Times change, mom."
The older woman grumbled something under her breath, but her demeanor changed once she caught sight of baby Grace. "Ooo! Look at the cute bunny-girl!"
Grace squealed happily, jumping up and down before allowing Kelly's mother to pick her up. Jessica watched from the doorway, a relieved smile crossing her face. Beside her, Kelly settled a hand to Jessica's shoulder.



"See? Told ya. Everything's gonna be fine. Now, let's get Pocahontas out of the closet and go find some available vampires to hook up with."
Jessica laughed, feeling both a release of tension and a swell of excitement. She missed the days of carefree hedonism more than she thought she had. "Sure," she agreed with a firm nod. "Just give me a minute."
*****
Grace's absorption in an On Demand episode of Backyardigans made it easier for Jessica to slip through the door. She knew from experience that to say good-night to her daughter would only result in a bout of crying which Kelly's mother would then have to deal with. Grace was not yet at the age that separation anxiety would come into play on its own. Better to step out quietly and let her child be distracted by the wonders of instructional TV and the doting attentions of a woman whom Jessica could almost consider a mother figure herself.
Heading down to the car, Jessica felt more than a little revealed in the skimpy mini-dress of beige, taupe, and ecru that was the foundation of her Pocahontas costume. Even with the leather frill hanging from the crotch-level skirt, Jessica felt exposed. Her hair in twin braids hanging down over her breasts, face made up to look young and "sluttishly innocent" as Kelly had put it, Jessica was beginning to feel if a night of adult Halloween revelry was such a good idea.
"God damn you look hot!" Kelly exclaimed, stepping back to drink in her best friend's appearance. "Shit, girl, you almost make me wish I was lesbo!"
Jessica blushed, rolling her eyes. "I don't wanna stay out late," she insisted.
Kelly sighed, the very movement nearly exposing her breasts from beneath the black fabric of her costume. "Look, relax, okay? Mom's gonna take care of Ellie, I promise. The only thing you gotta worry about is the one that might be pushing up between your legs, got it?"
Jessica frowned. "What, is this only about getting me laid?"
Kelly stepped close and let her eyes smolder into her best friend's. "Got a problem with that?"
A weary laugh escaped Jessica's throat. "Don't take pity on me, okay?"
Kelly scoffed. "Pity? Fuck that. Just call me your fairy fuckmother."
Jessica arched a dubious brow. "'Fairy fuckmother?'"
"Yep. Okay, time for inspection. Breath mints?"
Jessica sighed, then tapped the little leather clutch she carried. "Check."
"Keys?"
"Check."
"Cell-phone?"
An inner groan. "Check."
Kelly smiled cattily. "Condoms?"
Jessica huffed, fixing her friend with a stare. "Check. Can we go now?"
The redhead only laughed, then grasped her friend's hand. "Sounds like you're ready to get your frontier plundered, Poke-a-hontas."
"After you, Whore-vira," Jessica shot back.
Kelly narrowed her eyes. "Ooo. Good one."
*****
The music started pummeling the two ladies as they made their way from the parking lot of the club to the front entrance. Gaudy glowing signs advertised drink specials and a Halloween prize for "sexiest male and female costume" above the marquee of the nightclub. Dozens of costumed patrons waited in line for their chance to get in as Kelly led Jessica by the hand, blatantly bypassing the line to head straight for the front. The bouncer at the door was a huge, burly man with a black shirt stretched across his thick chest and belly, beneath a bald head sporting a braided blonde beard.
"Hey, Tim," Kelly spoke in a flirtatious tone, sidling close to the bouncer. "I'm on the list. Elvira and friend."
Tim's thin brow arched for a moment as his eyes roamed over Kelly's impressive features. "There's a special cover charge," he said.
Kelly licked her lips seductively. "I'll pay you later, promise," she said.
Tim chuckled, shaking his head. "Go on, you horny bitch," he growled, giving Kelly's ass a smack with his meaty hand. He briefly glanced over Jessica, his eyes betraying interest. Soon, both women were through the doors and heading down a dark-painted hall toward the club proper. Behind them, the jealous protests of patrons waiting to be let in died away.
"What the hell was that all about?" Jessica yelled to her friend above the pounding bass shuddering in the air.
Kelly rolled her shoulders casually. "Nothing. Just a blowjob between friends," she said with a wink "Now, come on! Let's get loose! First round's on me, and if we do it right, we won't have to pay for another drink all night!"
Jessica took a breath as her best friend cast aside the dark curtain that revealed the chaotic, multicolored pandemonium of the nightclub beyond. A techno version of "Monster Mash" resounded in the air above a writhing mass of bodies upon the dance floor. Taking a breath to steel her nerves, Jessica stepped through the curtain.
*****
She was surprised to find that it only took a a couple of shots of Bacardi and a single Corona before Jessica gave into hedonistic impulses which had lain dormant for two years. Sashaying out to the dance floor, she no longer cared about the brazenness of her costume and instead gave in to the intoxicating music and the aroma of sweaty, aroused bodies. She danced with no one in particular and with everyone in general. Her movements were fluid but reckless, sensual but chaotic. The primal nature of her dancing was both inspiring and intimidating to others.
Kelly was lost in the crowd in short order. Jessica briefly noticed her carefree friend leaving the main floor, following the burly bouncer toward a dark door. She grinned ruefully, imagining a large-breasted Elvira on her knees servicing the bulky doorman. Bet he won't even last five minutes, Jessica thought. But her cynicism faded swiftly, replaced by sheer base enjoyment of the moment. She realized quickly that Kelly had been right: I do need this, Jessica thought.
Men approached, but she ignored them. Jessica was enraptured by the music, by the simple unadulterated hedonism of being watched and desired. Like a goddess come to Earth, she was aloof and uncaring, reveling in the basic pleasure of dance.
"Hey, sexy, looks like you had too much to drink!"
She barely heard the loud voice above the constant din, and turned to see a pudgy man clad in a black bodysuit, over which he wore a square white carapace emblazoned with the legend "Breathalyzer" and a pair of colorful painted-on dials. Over his crotch was a short length of white pipe. Jessica gave the man a dubious look.
"Get it? I'm a human breathalyzer!" cried the man, laughing. "Go on, blow me."
Jessica's eyes flickered down. "Well, if the pipe was bigger, I might consider it," she said, just loud enough that he could hear, then turned and strutted away. She was grinning as she left the rejected man behind, luxuriating in her cocktease status.
"Hey, Pocahontas! How 'bout a pow-wow?" called another man, this one clad in a Hellboy get-up.
She laughed. "At least you got the name right!"
Heady from all the attention and loosened from the alcohol, Jessica headed for the nearest bar, glowing like the flame within a Jack-O-Lantern. Even if she didn't deign to take up some lucky man on his libidinous offer, the attention was enough to inflate her ego.
"Corona," she announced when the biker-dressed bartender gave her an expectant look. "Dressed." She held out a five when the bottle was handed to her.
"My treat," came a voice, just before a strong, tanned arm came into view, the hand at the end of which covering hers which held the bill. Jessica glanced to her right, momentarily annoyed, but the sight of the arm's owner made her pause. He looked boyish but charming, handsome but not overly so. Clad in a short toga with a laurel rest upon dark curls, he looked like a Roman senator on holiday. His soft green eyes reflected the lights of the club, looking alert and disarming. He smiled upon Jessica, meeting her gaze. "I insist."
Jessica shrugged. "Sure," she agreed, slipping the five back into her tiny clutch. "But I'm not promising anything."
His smile was unwavering. "Neither am I," he retorted, then called to the bartender. "Skyy on the rocks with a twist." He set a twenty on the bar and leaned against the polished brass rail, facing Jessica.
"Let me guess," she said, admiring him briefly. He was well-built, but not obsessively so. The part of his torso which lay exposed revealed a chest just hairy enough to be attractive, but not so much as to invoke comparisons to Austin Powers. She smirked in amusement upon spying the sandals complete with leg straps. "Julius Caesar?"
He narrowed his eyes in bemusement. "Well, ol' Gaius wasn't exactly known as a lover, was he? I was going for Marc Anthony."
"Hmm. Didn't he commit suicide?"
"He died for love," the man said with a wink.
Jessica laughed softly, finding herself warming up to the man. "There are worse reasons, I guess."
The man mocked a frown. "Ouch. Cynical much?"
Jessica tittered. "Maybe," she admitted.
"So, do you just want me to call you Pocahontas all night?" he asked baitingly.
She blushed and offered her hand. "Jessica."
His fingers were strong yet delicate against hers. "Raymond," he introduced, holding her hand just a touch longer than would be considered casual. "Are you here with anyone?"
Jessica glanced around briefly, not really expecting to see Jessica in the sea of more than two thousand partiers. "Came here with a friend," she said. "God knows who she's doing now."
Raymond chuckled, taking his drink from the bartender and leaving a few dollars for a tip. As if it was natural, the two of them moved away from the bar to allow others to crowd in, and found a small table nearby. "Let me guess: she's the wild child, and you're the quiet, mousy librarian type."
Jessica sighed with a smile. "Used to be the other way around," she said wistfully.
He cocked his head in interest. "So, what happened? Or is that too personal a question for a first date?"
She arched a speculative brow. "First date?" she asked.
Raymond's eyes darted down. "Sorry. Getting ahead of myself. Must be my overly optimistic nature."
Jessica tilted back her bottle, regarding Raymond with a wary, yet appraising, eye. "Must be," she said guardedly. "We don't even know each other yet."
He smiled cattily. "'Yet,'" he repeated over the rim of his glass. "Key word."
Now it was Jessica who blushed. "Oh, so you want to get to know me," she said, unconsciously moving closer to Raymond along the edge of the small elevated table. "Or do you just want to see what's under my dress?"
He fixed her with a level look. "Yes."
She laughed, rolling her eyes and looking away, if only to hide her rapidly-growing attraction to Raymond. "You're pretty smooth, aren't you?"
He shrugged. "Not for me to decide," he said simple, then sipped his drink again. "See, one of three things happens when I meet a beautiful woman. One, she remains nothing more than a sex object. Two, she opens her mouth and says entirely the wrong thing and suddenly, she's not so hot anymore. Or three . . . ." His eyes sparkled briefly beneath the flashing strobes of the club. "I follow her to a table in the middle of a crowded bar and forget about the rest of the world."
Jessica bit her lip, betraying at least a hint of the arousal that was beginning to make her tiny beige thong darken with moisture. "So, am I just a sex object, or have you forgotten about the rest of the world?"
He blinked for effect. "The rest of the what?"
Her cheeks darkened even more, and she cast her eyes down, feeling a warmth spreading out from her lower abdomen, making her nipples stiffen beneath the flimsy fabric of the dress. "Okay, you're being just a little too smooth."
He smiled and leaned back slightly. "I could always switch to crude locker room jokes," he said. "I'd hate for you to think I'm perfect."
Jessica said nothing for a long moment, content to study her suitor's face and admire his soft and exceedingly kissable lips.
"So, you didn't answer my question," he prompted after a moment.
"Which was?"
"Why you aren't the wild child anymore."
Jessica's enjoyment faded, if only just. "Life changes," she said. "Good job, more responsibility, got a little older, had a baby. You know. Life changes."
Raymond's eyes didn't lose their lustre as he read her face. "Boy or girl?" he asked at last.
She smiled with parental fondness. "A girl. She's a little over a year old now."
"And . . . the father?" Raymond asked probingly.
Jessica sighed. "Elsewhere," she said.
He nodded with dark sageness. "Seems to be the case more and more these days."
She shrugged with a hint of discomfort, but she also felt an almost cathartic need to share her feelings with this man. "Yeah. Funny. Never thought I'd be one of those girls."
"And what girls are they?"
She met his eyes with a momentarily harsh look. "Accidental single mothers."
He nodded, regarding his drink thoughtfully. "Not a person on this planet who hasn't made a life-changing mistake," he said. "But I've always found that chance favors the outcome."
"Meaning what?"
He looked up again, eyes piercing into hers. "Meaning," he said pointedly. "That some accidents aren't accidents at all. They're events that are supposed to happen, leading to outcomes that, overall, are for the better."
Jessica's fingers fidgeted along her bottle. "This is an awfully serious discussion for a first date," she said.
Raymond smiled broadly. "So let's dance."
*****
There was something about him that drew out a maelstrom of reactions from Jessica, from pure arousal to guarded wariness. Raymond was the sort of man she had longed to meet, not just since the arrival of her daughter into the world, but since Jessica had been a teenager pining for Mr. Right. Raymond was an intelligent man, of that there was no doubt, and intelligent men, in Jessica's experience, came in one of two varieties: arrogant and manipulative, or, rarely, understanding and patient. She wondered from which mold her seductive beau had been cast.
The instinctual decision had been made in Jessica's mind by the second song on the dance floor; whatever the events of the evening yet to unfold, she wanted it to end naked and sweaty in bed with Raymond. Near-desperate yearning, aggravated by her aural voyeurism of Casey and Vic's sex life, buffeted like a battering ram against an increasingly quelled inner scream that urged restraint.
By the third song, Raymond had drawn her close, swaying against her to the slow but primal beat of some industrial house music. His breath was warm and sensuous in her ear, just before she felt his lips and talented tongue trail slowly down the side of her neck. She did not protest when his arms encircled her, one hand sliding up along her belly toward the sensitive undersides of her breasts, the other slipping between her thighs. A gasp flew from her lips, lost in the hazy air when his fingers pressed up against her sex, massaging with gentle surety. The single layer of fabric was sticky with moisture, a sure sign of her arousal which Raymond had no trouble reading.
Abruptly, however, Jessica spun around, facing her imminent lover, face slack and flushed. "I wanna go," she said, voice hot and needy.
His eyes searched hers for a moment. He nodded in understanding. "It's late. Baby girl needs you."
Jessica smiled, smoldering with her urgent sexuality. "Baby girl's asleep," she said, her voice audible only to him. "And my bedroom's on the other side of the apartment."
It took him a moment to understand. "Oh," he said, then smiled. "Should, um, should I follow you?"
She cupped his face, then leaned in, brushing her damp lips against his. The kiss was brief but sensuous. "Yes, you should," she whispered.
*****
Finding Kelly was surprisingly easy, Jessica discovered, once she realized that the reason a crowd had gathered around one of the dance floors was because everyone was watching Elvira "getting down." Jessica rolled her eyes once she broke through the crowd, witnessing the stripper moves of her best friend upon the floor. The Elvira costume did little to conceal her rolling breasts as the redhead moved about, and contrasted with the flashes of intimate pink flesh which Kelly displayed.
The crowd applauded Kelly's efforts once she was finished, and the busty woman bowed effusively, face and cleavage flushed. Upon seeing Jessica, she squealed loudly and assaulted her best friend with a tight hug and numerous kisses.
"Hey, pokey-girl, where ya' been?" she asked drunkenly.
Jessica sputtered against the outpouring of toxic fumes from Kelly's lips. "You're trashed," she commented with more than a hint of annoyance.
"Bet'cher ass," Kelly drawled, then laughed again. She noticed Raymond standing patiently in wait, and murmured approvingly. "Ooo. Hey there, stud."
"Uh-uh," Jessica said, supporting her best friend. "He's with me."
Kelly breathed out. "Fucky luckin' you," she bumbled. "Gotta friend?"
"I'm thinking more about getting you home," Jessica said, worried.
"Fu' that," she sputtered. "Ain' goin' home. Wanna party."
Jessica huffed in annoyance. Leave it to Kel to ruin my night, she thought, glancing toward Raymond with an apologetic look. He seemed to understand, for he nodded and raised spread hands, as if to ask, "what can you do?"
"Coming through!"
The commanding voice compelled those still in control of their senses to part before the bulky bouncer as he waded through the sea of bodies. Others were shoved aside. Tim looked upon Kelly with a tired but knowing look, then shifted his attention to Jessica.
"Let me take her home," he suggested, then read Jessica's protective expression. "Look. I've known Kelly for a couple years. You can trust me. I ain't gonna do nothing but get her some coffee and hold her hair back when she decides to sing to the porcelain microphone, okay?"
Jessica struggled with an internal dilemma for a moment, glancing from Kelly to Tim to Raymond. For over an hour, she had been anticipating being alone with her new admirer. But now, she faced the dilemma of taking care of her friend -- as she had done many times before when Kelly was in such a state -- or remanding her over to a man who was as much a stranger as Raymond . . . but from whom she felt similarly trusting vibes.
"My number's in her phone," Jessica said at last, guiding Kelly into Tim's strong arms. He lifted her with ease, curling the drunken, now incoherent girl against him as easily as lifting an infant. "Call me if anything happens, okay?"
Tim smiled and nodded. "I don't take advantage of women," he said matter-of-factly. "Don't worry about her. Go on, enjoy yourself. Let me worry about Kelly."
Jessica smiled reluctantly and nodded. She pushed up on her toes to plant a kiss on Tim's cheek. "Thanks."
*****
It surprised Jessica how swiftly she let go of her worry for her best friend, but something told her Kelly was going to be fine. For whatever reason, she trusted Tim the bouncer to watch over her friend. With that decision firmly in place, she looked forward to time alone with Raymond, feeling both a sense of wonderment and incredulity at the the idea that, of all places, she might have met the sort of man she had been searching for at a nightclub on Halloween night.
Stranger things have happened, she thought as she drove home, feeling only a pleasant buzz from the alcohol she had consumed. She had given Raymond her address and phone number, just in case he lost her on the way.
She pulled into her assigned space before the apartment building and ambled up the stairs. Kelly's mother was awake, seated on the couch, watching vintage reruns on TV Land. She gave Jessica a crooked smile.
"I'm gonna bet Kelly ain't with you."
Jessica shook her head sadly. "No, but she's in good hands."



The older woman pushed up from her seat. "Let me guess: big guy, bald head, braided beard?"
"Yeah," Jessica confirmed with a worried frown.
Kelly's mother laughed darkly. "I like Tim. Okay, I feel better." She rubbed her hands together, facing Jessica. "I put Ellie down around nine-thirty. She fussed a little bit, but she's been sound asleep since ten. Ain't heard a peep through this thing." She held up the baby monitor.
Jessica took the device, turning it over in her hands for a moment before setting it on the breakfast bar between the kitchen and tiny dining area of the apartment. "Thank you," she said sincerely. "Really."
The middle-aged woman took Jessica's hands. "Honey, I love you like a daughter," she said. "Always have. Things are gonna turn out right for you some day. Trust me."
Jessica smiled sheepishly. "I almost feel bad for paying you to babysit."
"Well, you better not!" the woman exclaimed, then she laughed. "Oh, one more thing. Some girl named Casey came by after you left. Had a little gift for you."
Jessica turned, noticing the basket on the kitchen counter. It was a harvest basket, filled with various summer sausages and cheese. Jessica smiled.
"Guess she figured you might be in the mood for some meat tonight or something."
Jessica echoed the laugh and took out the three folded twenties from her purse. "Thanks again."
The older woman winked. "Any time. Just take care of yourself, and that little one in there. Ain't nothing more important than the next generation. 'Cause, some day, they're gonna be looking out for us."
Jessica nodded in agreement and watched the doughty woman leave, gently closing the front door behind her. With Kelly's mother gone, Jessica raced quickly through the apartment, tidying up a bit here and there. She dabbed on some fresh deodorant and used the toilet, taking care to keep herself clean between her legs. Experimentally, she slipped a finger between still-wet folds and tasted her own nectar.
God, I hope he shows up--
The knock at the front door was soft and subdued, just as Jessica had specified so as not to wake the baby. She felt a jolt of excitement as she headed through the spacious apartment to the front door. A quick glance through the peep-hole made her giggle at the sight of Raymond still with the laurel on his head. Smoothing her hands down her tight dress, she turned the knob.
"Hi."
His eyes drank her in, making no effort to conceal his interest. "You know, I have to admit I was a little worried."
"About?"
"About this being your address. Like, maybe you'd changed your mind or something."
She gave him a seductive look. "Something you'll learn about me," she said, pushing the door open wider. "Once I make up my mind, I'm not about to change it."
He matched her look. "Neither am I," he said, stepping past her and glancing around briefly within the apartment. "Wow. Nice place. Never really liked the looks of these apartments from the outside, but I like what you've done here."
Jessica barely heard Raymond's words, fixated as she was upon the implied promise of intimate coupling. Without a word, she stepped around him and pressed her body against his, settling her arms upon Raymond's shoulders. "You mind if a girl's a little direct?" she asked.
Raymond's chest swelled as he breathed in. "Not at all."
She smiled sexily, then leaned in for a kiss the had them both moaning softly. Hands roamed across bare and barely-covered skin. Finally, Jessica pulled back. "Good," she said breathily. "Because I wanna fuck you."
Raymond made the effort to control himself as Jessica pivoted away. He watched her from behind, his eyes predatory. "Talk about coincidence," he said. "I've been thinking about tasting you all night."
Jessica allowed herself a small smile, enjoying the act of drawing out the pleasure she would soon be enjoying. She headed to the kitchen, glancing to the baby monitor on the breakfast bar briefly before eying the bundle Casey had left. "Care for a snack?" she asked over her shoulder.
"Depends," Raymond responded. "Is it hot, wet, and juicy?"
Jessica smirked, opening her silverware drawer and taking out a long, sharp knife. "Well, I could heat it up, I guess, But I usually prefer my meat raw."
Raymond chuckled in a low tone behind her. "Me, too."
Jessica's smile remained, becoming sultry as she reached into the gift basket. She took down a cutting board from the wall above the sink and pulled out a summer sausage from the gift basket. Behind her on the breakfast bar, she heard the faint moaning of her daughter through the monitor.
"Mind if I ask you something, Raymond?" she asked, passing the razor edge of the knife easily through the sausage.
"Go ahead."
"Does it bother you at all that I have a daughter?"
His voice seemed closer when he responded, but Jessica didn't turn around. She heard Grace moaning again through the monitor, but it was a faint sound, such as the baby often made while sleeping.
"Why should it?" Raymond asked rhetorically.
Jessica shrugged. "It's just that, most guys I meet seem to be a little put off when they find out I have a baby girl."
"I'm not like most men."
She grinned, feeling that familiar swelling in both her chest and between her thighs. "I know. And I hope you don't take it the wrong way when I say that kind of scares me--"
"MA! MA!"
The sudden loud and insistent scream of her daughter through the monitor made Jessica whirl around instinctively with the intention of bolting toward Grace's bedroom door. But she gasped as she found herself staring abruptly into the face of Raymond, who had apparently approached silently behind her. The expression on his face was one of shock and barely-registered pain. His right arm was raised high above his head, fist clenched tightly about the hilt of a folding knife with a wickedly serrated edge.
For a long moment, Jessica stared into Raymond's face, and he into hers. Eventually, their eyes drifted downward, falling upon Jessica's hand, still clutching the long sharp knife which was now buried deep into the center of Raymond's chest. Blood had already begun to soak into the toga, turning pale white into deepest crimson.
"Oh, Jesus," muttered Jessica, letting go of the grip of the knife. Raymond stumbled, mouth working as if to speak, but no words issued forth, only blood which bubbled over his teeth and dripped out from between useless lips.
It took Jessica a moment to understand what had happened. She watched as Raymond toppled back, futilely clutching at the knife in his chest. But he was already dead before his brain registered the fact; nothing he could do would save his life. The kitchen knife had sliced through his heart, while the blade in his own hand fell to the floor, unsatisfied.
With an anguished cry, Jessica stumbled over Raymond's still-twitching body toward Grace's room, throwing open the door. In a matter of moments, she had her daughter in her arms, holding the crying infant close, feeling delicate little arms clutching her neck.
"It's okay, baby, it's okay," Jessica cooed, patting Baby Grace's back. "Mommy's here. Mommy's always here."
"M-ma . . . ."
*****
By the time the various men and women in their uniformed coveralls had left, removing the body and taking whatever evidence they needed, Jessica felt dramatically sober. She sat staring at the TV, holding her daughter against her bosom. Grace had fallen asleep in short order, and had not awakened no matter the activity in the apartment.
Detective Davidge thanked the crime scene investigators as they left, standing in the doorway of the apartment. The information he had been given already had him feeling as if something more had happened than that which the evidence showed. Typical Halloween night, he thought cynically.
Carefully, he stepped around the edge of the couch and stood before Jessica, watching the alluring woman in her sexy little Pocahontas costume as she rocked gently back and forth. "You okay?"
Jessica glanced up, dark eyes swollen and red. "Should I be?"
Davidge shrugged, then pulled the coffee table further from the couch and sat down upon it. "Guess that depends on your point of view," he said.
"H-he was gonna kill me," Jessica stammered.
The detective nodded. "Looks that way."
Her anguished mind could not resist the question. "Why?"
He sighed. "Well, it's probably too early for speculation, but the knife your attacker had on him looks like the same knife that was most likely used to kill a young lady in this same complex, exactly two years ago. Could be that this Raymond Atwood guy was a serial killer."
Jessica stared at the detective in wonder. "I got the idea he'd been here before. Something he said," she mused, thinking about the bizarre consequences of the night. She shivered, thinking how lucky she had been to have been holding the knife just when Grace had screamed, and how she wouldn't have even had the knife out if not for Casey's gift basket, whom she would not have met if not for the baby monitor, the same monitor through which Grace had screamed, saving her mother's life . . . .
"Miss Chan?"
Jessica gave the detective a weak smile. "Just thinking about all the coincidences," she said.
He smiled back. "Someone once told me there's no such thing as coincidence. Just plans other people make and don't tell you about."
Jessica nodded numbly. "Chance favors the outcome," she muttered, repeating Raymond's strangely philosophical words.
"Well, fortune was definitely on your side tonight," Davidge agreed.
She managed a small laugh. "I should just be happy that Grace and I are safe."
The detective frowned in a wondering way. "Grace?"
Jessica nodded. "My daughter's name. Why?"
Davidge chuckled dryly. "Like you said, coincidences. Grace Mathews was the name of the woman who was killed two years ago tonight."
Jessica stared blankly at the detective for a long moment, then looked down upon her daughter. Baby Grace was awake, with wide dark eyes staring up at her mother, little mouth stretched by a knowing smile that seemed far too mature for a child.
No such thing as coincidence, Jessica thought in amazement, then kissed Grace's forehead.
-finis-
(Thanks for reading. Please don't forget to vote and/or leave a comment below, and make sure to read all the other contest entries as well. Happy Halloween!)
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Stacy eased herself onto the bus stop bench, nervously glancing up and down the darkened street. This Halloween night was cool, wet, sticky; rains had recently fallen, making the street shine and glisten. The cars that passed by ripped through the thin film of water upon the asphalt, leaving misty spray in their wake which coasted along on a gentle breeze. The glowing neon within the windows of small dive bars advertised various domestic brews even as the dull, muted music from within advertised desperation, depression, and a dulled hope for something better. Stacy could sympathize.
She held her cell phone like a devoted believer clutched a cross, staring at the tiny dark window. After a few moments, the window came alive with light and a chime filtered through the humid air. Quickly, she called up the new text message.
"Looking forward to tonight. See you soon."
Stacy closed the phone with a heavy sigh and pushed it into the front pocket of her loose jeans. She rubbed her hands together, keeping a wary eye on the street. On the corner, a pudgy Hispanic girl in clothes two sizes too small gave her a challenging look as she pushed out her barely-constrained breasts. Stacy looked away. Across the street, a lean young black man paused as he walked with overconfidence, smoking a blunt and giving her a speculative look. Stacy tore her eyes from him as well.
She lit a cigarette, exhaled harsh smoke from her lungs. She really didn't like smoking; she hated the way it clung to her hair and soaked into her clothes. Reverting to her former habit was both a defense mechanism and a way to pass the time. At least she was doing something.
"Hey, got another one?"
Stacy glanced up from her innocuous study of the cracked sidewalk. The querying voice belonged to a slender young blonde, late teens, clad in the tiniest denim cutoffs imaginable and a tight sweater top. Her skin was pale, almost alabaster, earned from too much time spent indoors during the day and only venturing outside at night, yet still, she was pretty. Almost innocently pretty, in fact. Her face was smooth, drawn, with a narrow mouth and pink lips, dark eyes magnified by adroitly-applied mascara.
"Sure," Stacy said, taking out her pack. The blonde leaned over, providing a choice view of her barely-covered derrière to the passing motorists as she tucked the cigarette between soft lips and allowed Stacy to light her. Straightening, the blonde breathed out slowly, expelling a cloud which drifted through her as much as around her.
"New around here?"
Stacy nodded. "Yeah."
The blonde smiled cynically and sat upon the bench. "What'cha gonna do, right?" she asked philosophically. "Life beats the fuck outta ya, and you got about three seconds to figure out what to do. Ain't too hard to decide, really. Live in a shelter and get raped by the 'Good Samaritans,' or make a little money sucking dick and tell yourself you're doing all right."
Stacy stared at the girl in profile, nodding slowly. "Is that how it is for you?"
The blonde turned her head, seeming so much older than her features should allow. "I been to the shelters," she said grimly.
Stacy averted her gaze. "I'm sorry."
The blonde laughed. "Don't fucking feel sorry for me, chick. I don't know you, and you don't know me." She pulled on her cigarette and exhaled again. "'Sides, ain't like it don't happen all over the place. I ain't never known a chick that's never been raped. That's life, you know? Guess that's how we're supposed to be strong or something."
Stacy frowned empathetically. "Maybe."
The two women fell into silence, casting greyish smoke into the air which quickly disappeared. On the other side of the street, a maroon sedan slowed, the driver's face barely visible through a rolled-down window. His gaze panned across the pair seated at the bus stop bench, and he seemed to make a decision. The sedan continued along the street for a moment or two before it made a U-turn and rolled up along the curb before the bus stop.
The blonde cast a weary look to Stacy. "You want him?"
Stacy fidgeted. "Um . . . ."
The other girl smiled disarmingly. "You really are new at this, huh?" she asked rhetorically, then continued. "Don't sweat it. I'll take him." She stood, approaching the edge of the street as the car came to a stop. Stacy watched as the lithe blonde leaned upon the passenger-side door, speaking briefly with the man inside. After only a few seconds, she opened the door and slipped inside. Briefly, the blonde cast a look back to Stacy, an enigmatic smile decorating her face.
Then the car was gone, peeling away on sticky wet streets. Stacy watched after until the faint glow of the tail lights vanished around a corner.
*****
"So, uh, what's your name?" asked the pudgy man behind the wheel of the maroon sedan.
"Kylie," the blonde girl answered.
He smiled, giving her an appraising look. Kylie smiled back and casually unzipped her sweater top. Her breasts were small but firm, almost perfectly spherical and capped with light-toned pink nipples. Flicking her fingers across them, Kylie grinned as the rubbery protrusions swelled and hardened. The man behind the wheel licked his lips in arousal, dropping a hand to his crotch and rubbing.
"Need help with that?" Kylie asked demurely.
The man laughed nervously. "Uh, sure."
Kylie massaged her breasts more wantonly, giving the man a sultry look. "Tell me what you want, baby."
The man returned his attention to the road before him as he navigated dark neighborhood streets. "Well, um . . . I really just want a b-bl . . ." He sighed in frustration. "A b--"
"Blowjob?" asked Kylie.
The man's face flushed. "Yeah."
Kylie slid closer, leaning across the console between the seats. She brought her face close to the man's ear, flickering her tongue out to tickle it. "Want me to suck your cock, baby?"
He shuddered. "Yeah."
Kylie smiled.
*****
Bobbing her head rhythmically in his lap, Kylie massaged the stiff tube of flesh with talented lips and tongue, tasting the seepage of pungent, tell-tale fluid upon her tongue. The pudgy man writhed in the seat, legs parted as wide as the confines of the car would allow, his hands spread across the back of Kylie's neck and her shoulders.
"Oh, fuck, you're good at that," he muttered, opening his eyes and looking down upon ethereal blonde hair which glowed beneath the stark lights of the grocery store parking lot. The wet sucking and slurping sounds made by her eager, tugging mouth only enhanced his pleasure, giving him the impression that the girl sucking his cock truly enjoyed what she was doing.
Kylie's only response was a muffled and apparently agreeable moan. Her hand deftly manipulated his balls, rolling the fleshy sacks in her slender fingers.
"Oh, shit! Oh, shit!" In short order, he began pumping his hips up and down, careless of the streetwalker's comfort, wanting only to get off. His cock tingled electrically in the hooker's mouth, swelling to the limit of stiffness before erupting. He gasped and spasmed, moaning loudly and shaking as the talented prostitute sucked every last drop of essence from his straining dick, laving the head of his cock with massaging swirls of her tongue.
She finally lifted up, lips pursed closed and decorated with a slimy film of semen. She smiled upon her client, who returned the look with dreamy satisfaction. He laughed euphorically. Kylie merely straightened, languidly removing her hand from the man's wilted cock. She licked her lips, swallowed, breathed out, then licked her sticky lips again.
"Got a cigarette?" she asked.
*****
Stacy was still seated upon the bus stop bench when Kylie returned, holding a cigarette which trailed a wispy line of smoke behind her. She gave the brunette an amused look as she sat once more. "No takers?"
Stacy blushed and smiled in embarrassment. "A couple offers," she admitted.
Kylie shifted, facing the newcomer directly. "I know what you're thinking," she said. "'How the fuck can I do this? How fucking pathetic do I have to be to sell myself?' But it ain't like that."
Stacy met the other girl's gaze. "It's not?"
Kylie shook her head vehemently. "Think about it. You've fucked before, right? Sucked dick before. The only difference now is that you're giving it up to some guy you don't know. But that really ain't that important, when you think about it."
Stacy frowned. "Isn't it?"
Kylie scoffed. "Look, the way guys think, all chicks are whores. Buy you dinner, bring you flowers, all that shit, and all they're thinking is that you're gonna be so fucking gracious that you'll at least suck 'em off."
Stacy was quiet, thinking back to her senior year in high school, then her undergraduate days. Thinking about all the men and boys she had dated, and all the sticky fumblings in the back seats of cars, in movie theater seats, in the bedroom of her first apartment. And then she thought about Bruce, patient, kind, and mature Bruce.
"Not all guys are like that," Stacy said at last.
Kylie shrugged, looking out at the wet road and smoking her cigarette. "No, probably not," she agreed. "But it's like, when you pick a card from the deck, how often are you gonna get the king?"
Stacy managed a laugh. "Not too often," she said.
Kylie turned back to the brunette with a comradely smile. "You want a little advice?"
"Sure."
"Okay, this is how it is," the blonde said. "Don't think about it, except when you're doing it. These guys don't give a shit about you, and you don't care about them."
Stacy nodded. "Okay."
"Use every trick you got, and get 'em off fast. But be nice about it, 'cause you don't know when some asshole's gonna pull a knife or gun or some shit."
Stacy swallowed nervously. "Got it."
"And, seriously, don't fuck without a glove. You can't trust nobody. I mean, nobody. And . . ." she paused, eyes cast down. Her lips worked silently, face clouding with painful memory.
"And?"
Kylie lifted her gaze, boring into Stacy's soul. "I'm just saying, it's gonna happen. Some guy's gonna get rough, or you're gonna get cornered by some pimp or something . . ." she drifted off momentarily, then forced a smile. "It's like any job, you know. There's gonna be parts about it you don't like. But you're gonna do it, 'cause that's the job."
"Is that how it happened for you?" Stacy asked bravely.
Kylie cast a wan look to the fresh-faced brunette. "Honey, that's how it happens for every bitch who walks the streets. Just a matter of time."
*****
It was a big white truck that pulled up before the bus stop bench the second time, the kind with a crew cab. Kylie stood and approached the rolled-down passenger window and spoke with the man inside. After just a few words, she looked back to Stacy with a catty smile. "He wants us both," she said.
Stacy felt a sharp, hot stab of anxiety course through her. "Both?"
Kylie chuckled and held out her hand. "Sink or swim, honey," she said. "Come on, it's cool. I'll be with you."
Reluctantly, Stacy stood and stepped to the truck as Kylie opened the door. The blonde slid in, sidling close to the driver, and Stacy followed, settling upon the bench seat and closing the door. The driver of the truck was a skinny, gangly man who looked to be in his thirties. The cab of the vehicle smelled of spilled beer and cheap cologne.
"Damn, you babes are pretty hot," he remarked, looking over both Kylie and Stacy appreciatively. "Guess it's my lucky night."
"Lucky for the right price," Kylie said meaningfully.
The driver laughed dryly. "Don't worry 'bout that shit," he said. "I got the cash."
*****
His name was Darren, and he stared at Stacy as she unsnapped the simple peasant blouse she wore. Kylie snuggled against him in the back seat of the truck as it sat along the edge of a city park, running her hand up and down his narrow body.
"Yeah, baby, lemme see those tits," Darren growled, eyes glowing in the dim light.
Stacy managed a smile, pulling the garment away and allowing her naked breasts to meet the cool night air. Her nipples puckered and stiffened instantly, though she was unsure if that was only because of the cold. Part of her, she realized, found the entire scene arousing.
"God damn," muttered Darren, his gaze falling lustily upon Stacy's partial nudity. "Damn things gotta be D-cups."
The brunette's eyes met Kylie's, seeking encouragement. The blonde smiled back while her hands wandered to the top of Darren's jeans, pulling gently at the fabric. She motioned for Stacy to join her, and the busty girl did, pressing herself to Darren's right side. Tentatively, she ran her hand up the skinny man's thigh, awkwardly cupping his genitals through the denim. The outline of the man's bulge was prominent.
"Yeah, that's it. Take it out, ladies. I wanna see you fight over it."
The girls exchanged a wan look, rolling their eyes, but together, they moved down the man's body toward his crotch. Kylie pulled on the zipper as Stacy separated the fabric, revealing the distinctive, musky smell of a man's groin. Stacy wrinkled her nose at first, figuring Darren had been wearing his jeans all day. But it wasn't her place to comment on his hygiene.
Two pairs of hands extracted a relatively long, stiff cock from the fly of Darren's jeans. The tip of the pink head was already glistening with moisture. Darren sighed in pleasure at the fluttering contact of two different sets of feminine fingers. Stacy felt a jolt of naughty excitement, glancing around briefly. Never had she thought she would ever take money in exchange for sex, and in the back of a truck beside a city park, no less. The scene was deliciously depraved, further enhanced by Kylie's presence.
"I want first taste," the blonde declared, settling her hand upon Darren's hairy balls. Stacy said nothing as she wrapped her own hand around the hard, warm shaft of the man's cock, watching with interest as Kylie slipped out her tongue, sliding it wetly around the sensitive head. Darren groaned, his hands wandering over the backs of the two girls.
"Suck it, baby," he commanded, pushing slightly on the back of Kylie's head. "Take it as deep as you can."
Kylie tilted her head, looking up at Darren while continuing to lave his cock with attention. Giving the john a predatory look, she spread her lips around the head, steadily pushing down, engulfing him whole. Stacy watched in amazement as her fellow prostitute's lips easily snuggled the base of the man's penis. She massaged Darren's legs as the man trembled, enjoying the bliss of having his cock massaged by rippling throat muscles.
"Fuck yeah, baby," he moaned. "Swallow that fucking dick."
Taken out of context, Stacy thought, the man's words would have been laughable, even comical. But at the moment, they were true praise, albeit in a less than genteel way.
Kylie bobbed up and down, making Darren's penis shine in the dim light, taking him into her throat now and then and making the lucky man shiver each time she did so. His hands continued to roam, finding one of Stacy's heavy breasts and seeking the blonde's own cleavage beneath her sweater top. Stacy fought against the automatic urge to recoil from the man's calloused touch, reminding herself that she was supposed to allow his advances. She was getting paid, after all.
After a minute, Kylie slipped her mouth from Darren's cock, stroking it slowly with her hand. "Your turn," she said to Stacy with a wink, sitting up and unzipping her top. Stacy took a breath, staring at the wet eye of the penis before her. She had never gone down on a stranger before. Sex before had always been something that occurred after a few dates. But that life was gone.
Settling her mind into the pure mechanical mode of what she was doing, she took the cock into her mouth, feeling it throb against her lips and tongue. Kylie had sucked away most of the musky flavor, leaving only the bland, familiar essence of flesh. The hand caressing her right breast suddenly squeezed, pinching the nipple. Stacy flinched slightly, hearing Darren's ragged breathing and figuring she was doing all right.
His manhandling of her breast, however, was becoming rough and painful. She shifted, moving from the seat to the floor between Darren's legs, looking up upon him and Kylie. He grinned, reaching for her hair. "Yeah, that's it. I wanna watch you suck me."
Beside him, Kylie had a small smile on her face. Her breasts were exposed, small round mounds with pink nipples which stuck out aggressively. Stacy noticed that Darren's other hand had curled beneath the blonde, pressing fingers up against the denim covering her pussy.
"Why don't you take off the shorts, baby, while she blows me," Darren suggested to Kylie. Without a word, Kylie nodded and lifted up in the seat, shimmying the ragged denim down her lean thighs. Stacy resumed her ministrations on the man's cock, bobbing up and down rhythmically. She found herself watching Kylie, admiring her taut body. As the blonde dropped her shorts to the floor and sat back, unabashedly spreading her legs, Stacy could not help but eye the girl's lightly-stubbled sex. For the first time in her life, she found another woman sexually attractive.
"Whoa, baby, don't get me off just yet," Darren warned, settling his hand upon Stacy's head, stopping her.
She looked back to him curiously, then understood and slid his cock out of her mouth. "Sorry."
Darren chuckled. "Hey, I don't mind the enthusiasm," he said, then scooted up. Stacy had a condom in her hand, tearing open the wrapper as Stacy's stroking hand kept Darren ready. With a sultry look, Kylie lifted up and extended one leg over Darren's lap, straddling him and facing Stacy. Deftly, she rolled the condom down Darren's cock, then rubbed the head against her moist slit. Stacy watched from her advantageous viewpoint as stiff penis met slick pussy and was slowly engulfed.
"Oh, fuck, that's tight, baby," the man moaned, pushing up with his hips.
Kylie responded with only a soft moan, though it sounded practiced. She kept her eyes on Stacy's as she bottomed out, working her hips and squeezing Darren inside her with her inner muscles. Mutely, she guided Stacy's head with her hands toward their conjoined sexes.
Stacy's heart fluttered with excitement, inhaling the rich aroma of the blonde's pussy. Her tongue slipped out first to tickle Darren's balls, but quickly moved up toward Kylie's protruding clitoris, peeking from beneath it's pink hood. Kylie sighed, easing back, lifting her legs to plant her feet on either side of Darren. Slowly, she began riding up and down the stiff column of flesh. Darren's hands crept up around her, cupping her barely-bouncing breasts.
Stacy watched from between the lovers' thighs, keeping her tongue outstretched to taste Kylie's essence trickling down Darren's cock. Each time Kylie descended, Stacy suckled her clit like a baby lamb, savoring the flavor of another woman. If nothing else about the situation turned her on, the act of licking another woman's pussy for the first time in her life had her own juices running.
Darren began groaning and gasping after only a handful of minutes, signaling the onset of his orgasm. Almost rudely, however, he grabbed Kylie by the waist and lifted her off him, making his near-to-bursting cock slide free of the blonde's swollen tunnel. "Not yet," he gasped, giving Stacy a speculative look.
Kylie wiped her brow, looking momentarily annoyed, but she understood and accepted the man's intent. She nodded to Stacy, who once more looked nervous.
Don't think about it, Stace, the brunette told herself. Just do it. Get it over with.



Kylie lay down on the broad back seat of the truck, invitingly spreading her thighs and smiling up at Stacy as she urged the brunette to get atop her in a sixty-nine. Stacy trembled, anticipating this new sensation, not even minding the lecherous presence of the man who was paying them for the privilege of enjoying their bodies. Shucking her shorts and getting into position, Stacy sighed at the contact of a tongue against her clit, eagerly pressing her mouth against the blonde's nearly-smooth pussy.
"That's fucking hot," Darren muttered, lining up his cock with Stacy's pussy. With a steady push, he invaded the busty woman, gripping her hips. Stacy grunted at the invasion, but Kylie's flickering tongue kept her aroused and wet, making Darren's progress easier. She sucked and licked all around Kylie's sex, panting against the hot, wet folds. The blonde squirmed under her, licking as avidly as Stacy at the brunette's distended clit, and cupping the heavy breasts which brushed her abdomen.
Abruptly, however, Darren jerked his cock free with a grunt, hastily tearing off the condom with an audible snap. As the young women writhed beneath him, he masturbated furiously, staring at the full round ass before him and the flushed face of the blonde beneath. Watching the two girls so avidly pleasuring each other heightened the intensity of his orgasm. He shook and groaned loudly, showering Stacy's upturned ass with thick streaks and drops of cum. Some of it splashed against the brunette's pussy, dripping down toward Kylie's thrashing tongue.
He sagged back against the door of the cab, watching as the women finished each off amid gasps and moans and satisfied sighs. He told himself he would have to pick them up again.
*****
A quick trip into the bathroom of a convenience store to freshen up, and Stacy and Kylie were back at the bus stop with three new twenty-dollar bills in their pockets each. Stacy felt a strange sort of detached amusement about what had transpired just half an hour before.
I'm a prostitute now, she thought wonderingly.
They sat together on the bench, watching a few cars roll by. A police sedan passed, the officer within narrowing his eyes as he beheld the provocatively-dressed girls. Kylie gave him an exaggerated wave and smile.
"They can't do nothing unless they actually catch us," she told Stacy. "To be honest, most of them don't really care. They're mainly looking for dealers, not walkers."
Stacy nodded, saying nothing. Her mind was still on the scene in the truck, fucking a stranger while enjoying her first girl-on-girl experience. Now that the orgasmic high had faded, she felt . . . cheap.
"What's wrong?" Kylie asked.
Stacy glanced to the blonde – it was hard to think of her as a friend – with a sheepish smile. "Don't you ever wonder about . . ." She paused, formulating the words in her head but failing. "I don't know. Maybe it's that Catholic upbringing."
Kylie scoffed. "You too, huh?" She eased forward, elbows on her knees, subconsciously, she scratched at her left wrist beneath the sleeve that covered it. "Hell, that's probably half the reason I ended up like this."
"What do you mean?"
The blonde inhaled deeply, staring out across the street. "My folks were pretty religious," she revealed. "We all had to read the Bible during breakfast, and prayers every night before bed. My dad beat the values of pure fucking morality into us with a belt if we ever did the slightest fucking thing wrong. And if that didn't work . . . ." She trailed off, working her hands together, then forced out a smile.
"Did you run away?" Stacy asked gingerly.
"Fuck yeah, I did. Soon as I could. I had to get outta there. Mom knew what the fuck he did to us, but she never did or said nothing." She scratched again along the inside of her wrist, this time pushing up the sleeve. Stacy caught a brief view of a long, red scar running the inside of the blonde's forearm.
"You said 'us,'" Stacy prompted.
Kylie nodded, staring at nothing. "I got a kid sister. Been trying to find her, actually."
Stacy looked around. "You think she's here?"
The blonde's shoulders sagged and she huffed in exasperation. "Why not? She's as fucked up as I am. I just feel so bad about leaving her. But I knew if I stayed, Dad was gonna kill me sooner or later."
So how is this better? Stacy wondered, but she didn't voice her question.
"Hey, enough of this shit," Kylie said abruptly, pushing to her feet. "I know a place we can score some booze. I feel like getting drunk."
*****
A vintage convertible rolled past, half a dozen costumed partiers inside yelling and laughing on their way to the downtown clubs. Stacy watched them with a sad, nostalgic smile, thinking she should be the one heading to a party, she should be gaudily dressed in some sexy costume, she should be thinking of nothing but having fun. It was Halloween, after all.
Instead, I'm sitting on a bus bench, encouraging guys to offer me money to fuck them, she lamented. How the hell did I get into this?
She took out her cell phone, sourly staring at the blank screen. A press of a button, and the screen lit up. She wrinkled her nose as she read the time, taking a tentative sip from the half-pint bottle of cheap whisky. 11:43. Seventeen minutes till midnight, she thought heavily.
The green sports car pulled up at the corner, and before it came to a full stop the passenger door was already opening. Kylie stepped out quickly, an annoyed look on her pretty face. She wiped her mouth on her sleeve, giving Stacy a wan look as she approached.
"What happened?" Stacy asked worriedly.
Kylie shrugged, remaining standing. She took out her cigarettes and lit up. "You know, I don't fucking care why guys wanna get their dick sucked," she said rudely. "The last thing I wanna hear is some long, pathetic explanation about how some dude's wife doesn't give it up anymore. So go divorce the bitch, if you ain't happy." She puffed smoke, pacing back and forth.
Stacy relaxed somewhat. "I guess some guys want to make themselves feel better about picking up a girl like this."
"Sure. Fine!" Kylie exclaimed. "But don't fucking waste my time telling me about it! Fuck, I was with that guy for almost a whole fucking hour, and the goddamn blowjob only lasted like, ten fucking minutes!" She scratched at the scar again, this time pushing up the sleeve.
Stacy watched the agitated girl. "What happened?"
Kylie looked annoyed. "Didn't I just fucking tell you--" she began, then stopped, seeing where the brunette's attention was focused. She looked to the scar, and her anger faded visibly. Tiredly, the blonde sagged back onto the bench, digging her own bottle of whisky from the pocket of the sweater. "Look, it ain't no big deal."
"Why'd you do it?"
"'Cause life sucks, that's why," the blonde shot back acidly. Her features softened in an instant, however, as if she wanted to take the words back. She studied Stacy's face. "Why you wanna be my friend, anyway? None of the other girls even try to talk to me anymore. It's like I don't exist to them."
Stacy shrugged. "They probably don't see you like I can. 'Sides, shouldn't we girls stick together?"
Kylie laughed softly and sipped again from the bottle. Although half the contents had already been drained, she looked unaffected by it. "Yeah, well, I ain't gonna stick around too long. Soon as I find Jenny, we're taking off."
"You ever think about looking somewhere else for her?" Stacy suggested.
Kylie snorted derisively. "Like where?" She gestured around her. "This is the world, hon! If I ain't gonna find her here, I ain't gonna find her anywhere!"
"There's a lot more than just this street, Kylie," Stacy said firmly.
"Yeah. Whatever." She tilted the bottle back, guzzling the remainder of its contents. Casually, she tossed the bottle to the curb, watching it shatter. "Fuck. I ain't even buzzed. Must'a watered that shit down."
Stacy was about to speak when her cell phone chimed. She glanced down, noting the time. Midnight. Right on the dot. She sighed. Her eyes drifted down the street, spying an oncoming black SUV. "Look, all I'm saying is that Jenny might be somewhere else. Maybe even someplace nice."
Kylie cast a sidelong look to the brunette. "This world ain't never been nice to me or Jenny," she declared. "No, she's gotta be here."
The black SUV approached, coming to a stop at the curb before the two women. Kylie regarded it for a moment, but made no effort to rise. She glanced to Stacy with a thin smile. "Your turn?"
Stacy nodded, her expression inscrutable. "Yeah, actually," she said, sounding almost sad. She stood hesitantly, only peripherally recognizing the figure through the SUV's tinted windows.
"Cool," muttered the blonde, getting to her feet as well. "I'm gonna take off. Maybe I'll find Jenny tomorrow."
Stacy swallowed dryly. "Maybe."
"See you around," Kylie called, effecting an exaggerated smile as she walked backward along the street. "I'm here every night." She turned about and thrust her hands into her pockets, hips swaying as she walked. With every step, she faded away until eventually, she vanished into the cool, misty air.
I know, Stacy thought heavily, then reached for the door of the SUV.
The man behind the wheel was older, distinguished, with salt and pepper hair and a short, grey beard. He said nothing as Stacy climbed in the passenger side, although his nose wrinkled slightly at the aroma of sweat and sex which wafted from her.
The driver pulled away from the curb, aiming the broad front end of the vehicle down the street and away from the seedier side of town. Stacy watched the rear-view mirror, hoping for a glimpse of the young woman about whom she worried.
"Some spirits aren't ready to leave just yet," the older man finally said, his voice deep and fatherly.
"I know, Walter," Stacy admitted. "It's just so sad. She thinks she can actually find her sister. How long is she going to keep wandering, before she realizes Jennifer has already passed on to the other side?"
"As long as it takes," Walter responded. "Although I suspect, when Kylie realizes she's dead, that will facilitate things."
Stacy stared at the ceiling of the SUV as amber swathes of streetlight passed across her. "Is it always like this?"
"You mean, depressing, worrisome, frustrating?"
"Yeah."
Walter smirked as he navigated the city streets. "I told you when you started, Stacy, that the world of the paranormal is not about finding answers."
Stacy pursed her lips, thinking. "Maybe I'm not cut out for this."
"I would disagree," Walter said. "You already have the gift of seeing the dead. You just have to remember, the spirits of the deceased are not complete people. They are like scratchy old records, spinning round and round, saying the same thing over and over. Kylie may have seemed like a real person tonight, but she wasn't."
Silently, Stacy nodded, watching the world go by and wondering, over and over:
I wonder if I'll know when I'm dead . . . .
-finis-
(Thank you for reading, and Happy Halloween. I encourage you to read all the other contest submissions, and feel free to vote and leave a comment below.)
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* * * *
"Andy! Package pick up!"
I was halfway across the warehouse, approaching the flapping double doors to the hardware department, when I heard my manager's nasally, irritating voice. I contemplated a moment about continuing on my way and forgetting I'd heard him, then reconsidered. Part of my job was to help the department store's customers, after all. Even at the age of nineteen, I had cultivated a responsible work ethic.
So instead of heading toward hardware with my pallet jack loaded with power tools, I stopped and called back. "What is it?"
"TV," he shouted through the chaotic, overstocked expanse of the warehouse. His office was right beside the customer pick up bay. "One of those big Sonys."
I groaned. Goddamn it, I thought. Those things weigh a ton. But it was too late to do anything but follow my obligations. Leaving the pallet jack parked to one side of the warehouse's main aisle, I trundled toward the grey doors of the pick up area. Roy met me with a ticket in his hand, and I turned toward the electronics section of the warehouse, dragging a dolly behind me. The immense, sixty-inch television in the box was nearly as tall as I and thrice as wide. I had earned a pretty impressive build over the previous year through hauling, stocking, and loading various kinds of merchandise, but the big-ass projection TVs were behemoths. They weighed more than my almost two hundred pounds.
It took some leverage, but I managed to settle the box on the flat jack and guide the monster out through the doors. I read the customer's last name on the ticket. "Fontana?" I called.
The woman was already striding toward me, clad in slim-fitting blue jeans and a loose white blouse. Had I only seen her from the neck down, I would have sworn that body belonged to a girl my age. Not that she was overly wrinkled, or unattractive in the face by any means, but the faint lines at the edges of her eyes and around her mouth, along with her short black hair, bespoke to me a more advanced age. But not, you know, too advanced.
"Wow, it looks a lot bigger in the box," she commented, her voice smooth but a little raspy. She proffered a little glittering-eyed smile. "I hope it fits."
I had never seen eyes like hers before. They were a crystalline blue, like the faintest refraction of that color through a prism. At once eerie and alluring. I probably stared for a moment too long, because she gave me this coy little look and wink before turning toward the door.
"Come on. I'm parked right outside."
I didn't respond. Words failed me. In a single instant, a woman who could potentially have been old enough to be my mother had turned me on. My soiled and dusty jeans felt constrictive.
Mrs. Fontana led me through the automatic sliding glass doors of the pick up area toward a large white truck parked along the curb. The numerous bracelets around her wrists tinkled lightly when she jerked the tailgate down. She looked to me with a moment's concern. "Are you going to be able to get it up there?"
Something compelled me to be brash. "Oh, I can always get it up," I said, maneuvering the mammoth boxed television in line with the truck. All that was needed was to get the edge of the box over the tailgate. After that, it was just a matter of leverage and strength to slide the damn thing onto the bed.
Several minutes later, after using straps to secure the television in the truck bed, I stepped off the tailgate and, as a courtesy, lifted it back into place. I had been aware of Mrs. Fontana's eyes upon me the entire time, and caught a few catty grins from her as I worked. Her attention was predatory but arousing.
"Can you really?" she asked me once my work was done.
I frowned, confused. "Can I always what?"
She pushed her lips out, just a little, in a way that was poutingly seductive. Her eyes all but literally sparkled. "Get it up."
Instantly, the intimidation factor took hold of me. I felt embarrassed and challenged in ways I had never before experienced. Averting my eyes, I responded with a simple, stock answer.
"Um, looks like you're ready to go,"
"Maybe," she said. Her voice held a sensual, teasing edge. "But maybe not entirely."
I could not say anything more as I watched my casually sexual customer open the door of the truck and climb in behind the wheel. I think I caught a glimpse of a mischievous, naughty smile in the rear view mirror before Mrs. Fontana started the truck and ambled away from the curb.
It took a few minutes before my half-swollen erection shrank behind my jeans.
* * * *
Every Wednesday, I always went for a couple of dogs from Trudy's Red Hots in the mall's food court. Weighing half a pound each and loaded with sliced tomatoes, spicy mustard, diced onions and pepperoncinis, each one was a meal by itself. Considering how hard I worked, it took two of the damn things to fill me up and keep me going for the rest of the afternoon.
As usual, I took a table away from the middle of the food court, beneath a large fake tree of some kind. I liked the seclusion, so that I could enjoy my meal without feeling on display. I was still pretty shy at that age, with only a small group of friends and not much in the way of confidence to endear myself to girls.
"Oh, hi, it's you."
With a mouthful of food, I glanced up to see the same woman I had assisted just two days before. She had looked good in tight jeans, but even better in a denim skirt and soft red halter. A few bracelets adorned each wrist, and a copper bangle was wrapped around her upper left arm. I did not see those too often, and the presence of it made her seem a bit exotic.
I thought to speak, but figured Mrs. Fontana wouldn't appreciate seeing what I was chewing on. She apparently thought my predicament amusing, because she laughed and raised a hand.
"It's okay. I seem to have a knack for catching people at odd moments. I do it to my kids all the time."
I finally managed to swallow and set down my red hot in the little paper-lined basket. "Hi again," I said back. "Um, how's the TV?"
She smiled while rolling her eyes. "Permanently stuck on ESPN," she said ruefully. "My husband's a sports nut. Do you watch sports?"
"Uh, yeah, sometimes." Yeah, you're a great conversationalist, Andy, I berated myself.
"Only sometimes?"
I shrugged. "I like soccer," I told her. "Not much of that on TV."
"I bet your girlfriend's happy about that."
Now, even at nineteen, I could tell a loaded statement when I heard one. Mrs. Fontana was probing, of that I was certain. But her mention of kids and a husband made me reluctant to prolong the flirtation. I was bewildered.
"She might be," I said. "If I had one."
She arched a single, finely-detailed brow. "No girlfriend? I find that hard to believe."
The reddening of my cheeks was palpable. "I guess I'm kind of shy."
Mrs. Fontana tittered. "A handsome young man like you shouldn't be shy. Girls should be throwing themselves at you."
I laughed. "I wish."
Her smile was mysterious, contemplative, maybe even scheming. "Personally, I've always preferred the shy types as opposed to the cocky ones. Shy men always seem to have more to offer, once you get down to it."
I did not have a reply to that. My eyes had wandered to her smallish breasts, noting the pronounced nipples making creases in the fabric of her top. "Maybe," was all I could say.
She sort of half-laughed at my comment, then made a thoughtful sound. "What's your name?"
"Andy," I responded.
"It was nice seeing you again, Andy," Mrs. Fontana said, then stepped away with a swish of her hips.
* * * *
With the advantage of hindsight, I should not have been so surprised to see Mrs. Fontana later that afternoon. At four-thirty-something, I was leaving the store through the passenger pick up area, ripping off my gloves and lumbar belt. The bus which would take me toward my parents' home lay beyond the parking lot and a few blocks down Washington Avenue. I was just nearing the edge of the lot when a little blue VW Bug, one of the new ones, cut me off. The passenger window lowered with the faint whir of a tiny motor.
I frowned, leaning down and looking in. There she was, Mrs. Fontana, behind the wheel and smoldering a look over the rim of a pair of sunglasses perched atop the tip of her nose.
"Need a ride?"
I felt both aroused and uneasy. "I, uh, usually just take the bus."
"No car?"
I scratched the back of my head self-consciously. "Working on it."
"Not exactly efficient, is it?"
"Well, the bus gets me close enough."
And then came the loaded question. "Wouldn't you rather go all the way?"
The foolish bravado returned. "When the opportunity presents itself."
Mrs. Fontana's eyes panned over me with the precision and assessing ability of a laser. "Get in."
* * * *
Girls my age were easy to talk to. I shared interests with them, of course: tastes in music, popular culture, the politics of college life. With a woman at least twice my age, however, I felt like a child. I sat quietly in the passenger seat of Mrs. Fontana's car, my earlier bravado absent for the moment. I didn't know what was going to happen, or even what I wanted to happen.
"So, what degree are you majoring in?"
The question jolted me, since it came firing through the silence after almost a full minute inside her car. But I was glad for it. The subject was an easy one for conversation.
"Um, history," I said. "With a concentration in Mediterranean civilization."
"Interesting," she said, briefly flashing me a smile. "Not very practical, though."
I felt a little defensive. "I want to be a teacher."
Her eyes twinkled when she looked to me again. "Not much money in that."
I frowned. "Not everything's about money."
Now Mrs. Fontana shrugged. "If you say so."
I looked around as she drove through a large public park. We were not exactly close to where my apartment complex lay. "Um, where are we going?" I asked. "This isn't my part of town."
"Not mine, either," Mrs. Fontana said. I caught the catty smile at the corner of her mouth again. She kept her eyes on the road, eventually finding a large tree with limbs hanging over a small parking lot near a closed-down gift shop. Upon the sculpted greens around us, families with young children played and ran and laughed.
I shifted uncomfortably as she stopped under the tree. She put the Mercedes in park but left the car idling.
"So, um, what are we doing?" I asked.
She turned in her seat and leaned close to me, left hand settling upon my upper thigh. She stroked up and down as she spoke. "Well," she said. "You're just going to relax and stretch out. I'm going to give you a blowjob like you've never had before."
A tremor passed through my body, carrying currents of anxiety and arousal. I couldn't find the words to respond, but my body was doing enough talking on its own.
Mrs. Fontana cooed as she placed her hand over the denim outline of my cock. I sighed as she groped and massaged me. But I was a little nervous, even uncomfortable. I could tell the car's windows were tinted, but just how tinted were they? There were easily a dozen people within a hundred feet. The risk of being caught was tantalizing, I admit, but also daunting. And, on top of that concern--
"You're married."
The words just blurted out, the way an idea is suddenly launched to your lips the moment it's hatched and you've had a few drinks.
Mrs. Fontana kept her hand where it was, but stopped groping. She turned her face to address me, looking both condescending and amused. "Why should that bother you? He's not here."
I swallowed thickly, mouth dry. My mind listed back and forth, like a galleon on rough seas, between desire for what this woman was offering and fear that allowing her to continue would cause more trouble than pleasure. My brain was somewhere in mid-list when I responded.
"I guess it doesn't bother you."
She must have taken my comment as derision, because she took her hand away and sat up. The sultry look on her face vanished, replaced with stoic impassiveness. "Perhaps I figured wrong, Andy. Maybe I should just take you home."
Panic slashed its way through my chest. "I'm sorry," I said hurriedly. "I've just never, um, met someone like . . . I mean, it's not like this is a regular thing for me, you know."
Mrs. Fontana stared for a moment, making me think how idiotic my words sounded. But as I was internally berating myself, she suddenly sputtered with laughter, slapping her hand back onto my leg and shaking her head. "You're right," she conceded. "And this isn't quite normal for me, either. I suppose I was making too many false assumptions."
I managed to awkwardly match her smile. "Um, it's okay. I'm just not used to, you know, a girl -- I mean, woman -- coming onto me like that."
She chuckled softly, making her eyes glitter. "Not too often a woman twice your age comes along and just randomly offers to suck you off."
My laughter was a relief, an ice-breaker. "Honestly, it'd be pretty nice if it was."
Mrs. Fontana leaned closer once again, sliding her hand across the top of my jeans. "So, can I assume you wouldn't mind if I continued?"
My cock began growing beneath the dirty, dusty denim covering it. "I, uh, I guess not . . . but, um, I've been working all day and, um, I sweat a lot when I work and--"
"Again, it doesn't bother me, so it shouldn't bother you."
I trembled as my cock swelled beneath her kneading fingers. "You serious? I mean, you just wanna suck me off?"
Seductively, exaggerated for effect, she passed her tongue across her upper lip while narrowing her eyes. "I take it that surprises you."
I laughed curtly. "Well . . . yeah."
She insinuated herself even closer, so that the exotic, spicy scent of her perfume wrapped around me and I could feel her breasts pressing against my arm. Her soft, ripe lips parted slowly in an alluring smile. "I'm not some little college-aged girl, Andy," she said flatly. "I'm a woman. And I know what I want."
My dick was bunching up almost painfully in my jeans, making me squirm and flinch. "I'm just not used to that."
Her smile was as patronizing as it was enticing. "You're young," she said while unbuckling my jeans. "You have a lot of wonderful, delicious things to experience yet."
I couldn't say another word as Mrs. Fontana unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. I automatically lifted my hips, allowing her to push them down to mid-thigh. My cock was heavy and thick, bouncing across my lower abdomen. The smell of musky sweat blossomed in the air, making me concerned. But Mrs. Fontana didn't seem the least bit fazed. In fact, she inhaled deeply through her narrow nostrils while wrapping her cool, slender fingers around my shaft and balls.
"Now that is a beautiful cock," she said in admiration, eyes fixated upon what she held. "Long and thick, but not too much of either. Just nicely above average and perfect for all the right uses."
As if providing proof of her statement, Mrs. Fontana leaned over, first licking, then parting, her lips. She made a sort of hungry, animalistic growling sound that became muffled once soft, slick, caressing lips spread across the head of my penis then slid down the shaft.
I could not help but groan. I could count on one hand how many blowjobs I had enjoyed before that day, and none of them could have compared to what I was now experiencing. I felt nothing but blissful wet warmth. She held about half the length of my dick in her mouth, drawing the essence from the shaft and seepage from the slit, for about a full minute which felt like blessed eternity.
Then she started to bob.
Sucking, pulling, pumping with both her mouth and hands, a woman old enough to be my mother was treating me to the most incredible sexual experience of my life.
I wish I could have lasted longer.
Maybe two minutes passed, I figure, before the lightning rush of orgasm tore through me. I barely had time to gasp as I punched up my hips, driving my cock like a piston between the amazing, massaging lips of my lover. And, to my surprise and gratitude, Mrs. Fontana didn't stop as my cock pumped and gushed in her mouth. Indeed, she muttered a muffled moan of approval upon tasting the eruption I fed her.
It was a novelty for me, having a woman who allowed me to ejaculate in her mouth. The closest I had come was jacking off against a girl's tightly-pursed lips. The pleasure was intense. Mrs. Fontana kept sucking and pulling, swirling her tongue around the head of my dick, making me groan, gasp and wince. Just when it became too much to bear, she slipped her mouth off me, lower lip somewhat glazed with a frothy film, and slowly, firmly, stroked my still-swollen shaft. A thick, glistening bauble of cum seeped from the tip of my cock, shimmering like a clouded diamond. She quickly lapped it away.
I watched her face in profile. Mrs. Fontana looked proud of herself. Satisfied, even. She licked and smacked her lips a few times before speaking again.
"I'd almost forgotten how much a young man comes," she muttered, softly fondling my spent and satisfied cock.
"Wow."
She looked to me, giggling. "'Wow?'"
I laughed back, euphoric. "That was incredible."
Mrs. Fontana bit her lower lip. "Never had a girl let you come in her mouth before?"
I shook my head. "I never felt anything like that before."
She gave me a fond look and petted my softening shaft before easing back behind the wheel. "As I said, you have a lot of wonderful things to learn."
* * * *
I was still in a daze when the Mercedes drove away from the house. The most amazing thing had just happened to me, and it felt as if I had been shoved back through the looking glass into the world of the mundane.
My mother wasn't home yet; she worked nights at the liquor store on Wednesdays, Thursdays and Fridays. I wouldn't see her until about ten o'clock. Of course, she had left a list of chores for me to do tacked to the little billboard hanging just inside the front door. I gave her two hundred dollars in rent every month and took care of the "guy stuff" around the house. Not a bad arrangement, I guess. My mom recognized me as an adult and gave me my own space.
There was a crock pot full of beef stew filling the house with tantalizing aromas, to which I helped myself after taking out the garbage and finishing the shelving on the back deck for mom's plants. Then I headed to the garage to work on my ongoing, and beloved, project.
Pieces and parts lay upon shop mats around the primered body of a 1973 Dodge Dart Swinger. I was glad mom humored me with the use of the garage while rebuilding the classic car. It had not been my first choice for such a project, but it had been cheap and in reasonable condition . . . especially for five hundred bucks.
The Swinger had been working when I drove it away from the old man who sold it to me, but only just. It needed a lot of work, but that was what I was prepared for. I didn't know all that much about cars, but after taking the car apart piece by piece and cleaning everything, I knew what still worked and what needed replacing. A manual for the venerable two-seater included detailed plans and blowups, which helped immensely.
I just had to put the damn thing back together.
* * * *
I assumed that brief liaison with Mrs. Fontana would be the end of it. As much as I had enjoyed the pleasure she gave me, reality told me it had been a one-time thing. She was either a slut or she was getting back at her husband for fooling around with his secretary or something. Chances were, I'd never see her again.



"Hey, Andy! Some lady here to see you!"
The call from my coworker Melvin came across the warehouse as I was rearranging the third tier of toolbox shelving. Instantly, my heart leapt as I thought, is it her?
I scrambled down the side of the shelving column, dusting myself off upon landing on the floor. Melvin watched me with a bemused smile.
"Don't think it's like that, man," he said. "I think she's your aunt or something."
I shot him a look. "I don't have an aunt," I said. Well, the only one I did have was seven states away at any rate. Leaving Melvin behind, I pushed open the door to the customer pick up area to find Mrs. Fontana standing there, a smirk decorating her pretty face. She wore a peasant blouse and matching skirt, showing off lean, long legs.
"I thought you might be hungry," she said casually, as if we had seen each other just that morning. She held up a brown paper bag I recognized as coming from Trudy's.
I gingerly accepted the bag, feeling more than a little tongue-tied. "Uh, thanks. Um, what--"
"See you around," she trilled casually, turning on her heel and heading for the door. I wasn't sure what to make of the little exchange. Did she mean "see you around" as an implication of meeting up later? Or was it just a brush-off?
I could have gone after her, I suppose. But if this was a game, I had to play it. And if it was not, then I would just make an idiot of myself for chasing after an older woman So I watched her leave, admiring the swish of those experienced hips.
"Now that's a fine woman," Melvin commented, almost startling me with his presence.
"Yes, she is," I agreed, then looked down in the bag as Melvin ambled away. Atop the food lay a pair of silky beige panties and a note.
"You'll have to put these on me later."
My heart flipped and my groin swelled. I couldn't wait for my shift to be over.
* * * *
By the time four o'clock came, anticipation over what was in store for me had me nearly shaking. I found myself distracted throughout the last half of my shift, but not to the point where I was unable to perform my duties. I was simply consumed by desire to perform in other ways.
To say my libido was overwhelmed would be like saying a beaver dam was overwhelmed by the Mississippi. The unique combination of sexiness and mystery, of promise and uncertainty was making my head swim. In short, for the first time in my life, I was being seduced.
"Yo, man, where you going in such a hurry?" Melvin asked me as I started to bolt out the sliding glass doors.
I hesitated, looking back with a sheepish smile. "I just have something to do."
He nodded with a funny grin. "Uh-huh. Something?" he asked. "Or someone? That wasn't you're aunt earlier, was it?"
There were two parts of my brain that wanted to respond, the part that wanted to brag, and the part that wanted to keep Melvin guessing. Thankfully, the second part won out. "No, it wasn't," I confirmed.
"Yo, Andy, hold up," he cautioned, approaching. The look on his face was grim.
"What?"
"Just do yourself a favor," he said. Melvin clapped my shoulder. "Go on and hit that. Have your fun. But don't get serious. 'Cause trust me, man, she ain't."
I frowned. "You know her?"
He grinned, flashing his gold tooth. "Wish I could lay claim to ass like that," he said. "But I don't know her. I know bitches like her, though. They're called cougars, and believe me, man, they act like them. So watch out for the claws."
His words were confusingly encouraging. I just nodded and told Melvin I'd see him tomorrow. I then returned my attention and libido to what I hoped was a thoroughly pleasurable imminent future.
* * * *
But almost half an hour later, I was still waiting for Mrs. Fontana. Too many times, I would see a car of similar color and shape to her Mercedes, but it would roll by as I sat in the summer sun on the curb near where Mrs. Fontana had found me the day before. It was finally the discomfort of heat and sweat that compelled me to rise and jog down to the bus stop, just in time to catch my ride home.
I was dejected and angry when I went through the door. The day-old beef stew did little to assuage any of the hungers screaming for satisfaction, and doing my chores was nothing but frustrating. But there was still the car to occupy my time.
The function of mechanical thinking was a welcome relief that allowed me to temporarily push Mrs. Fontana to back of my brain. Having to line up gasket seals and affix them perfectly in place was precision work, one which required all my concentration.
The sun was hovering above the roofs of the houses across the street, telling me it was getting close to nine o'clock. When a set of headlights flashed upon me as I was tightening some bolts on the engine, I expected to see Chuck step out of his own vintage P.O.S.
But Chuck didn't drive a Mercedes. And he certainly never had legs like the ones I saw.
Both excitement and consternation fought for prominence in my mind. I was angry that Mrs. Fontana had apparently stood me up, but also aroused by her presence. My emotions were apparently telling, because Mrs. Fontana stopped a few feet from me, her carefully-trimmed brow narrowing in a frown.
"You don't seem all that happy to see me," she remarked, looking me over. I had stripped to the waist due to the heat, which left my chest bare and sweaty. I guess she liked what she saw, because a smile started pulling at the edges of her mouth.
I wiped my hands. "Thought you were picking me up after work," I said.
She arched a curious brow. "I don't recall telling you that."
My shoulders rolled, and I realized she was right. The note, after all, had only indicated later. "I just figured, since you picked me up after work yester--"
Her piercing, exotic eyes stopped me. "Don't make assumptions about me, Andy. I'm a very busy woman. I have numerous responsibilities that I have to satisfy before I can even begin to think about you."
Her words came out carefully enunciated and blunt. I felt like I'd gotten a speech from my own mother, which left me irritatingly chastised. "Right. Didn't know I was so far down your list of 'things to do.'"
She crossed her arms. "I thought you would be more mature than this, Andy."
I huffed. "You know, you talking to me like I'm eight years old sure doesn't help much."
"Then maybe you shouldn't act like it."
My teeth ground together as I held my anger in check. "What do you want from me?"
She chuckled. "I thought that was obvious by now."
A heavy sigh slipped from my lips. "I guess I just don't understand."
Mrs. Fontana softened visibly. She lowered her arms and approached me, the click of her heels echoing in the garage. That predatory look returned to her eyes. "It's very simple, Andy. I want you. Is it really that hard to accept?"
My mouth was drained of moisture as Mrs. Fontana traced random patterns on my chest and flat abdomen with a fingertip. The predictable response once more made my jeans constrictive.
"It's just, um, different," I whispered, voice breaking.
"Good different, or bad?" she asked casually, finger traveling down to the edge of my jeans.
"I-I'm not sure . . . ."
She laughed softly, cupping my bulge and massaging insistently. Her hand slid further down, gently squeezing my balls. She watched my face all the while, appearing amused at my reactions. "Well, let me help you make up your mind. Are we alone?"
I blinked, somehow able to concentrate on the moment. I found the wall clock hanging in the garage. "Uh, yeah, for about an hour."
"Good," she declared, popping the top of my jeans. Deft hands released the zipper and slid my jeans down to mid-thigh. My cock was hard and ready when it sprang out, and Mrs. Fontana's hands found it quickly, making me shudder.
I groaned in response, once more lost to the insistent command of my libido. I watched the seductive older woman before me as she dropped to a squat, legs fanned wide to make her skirt ride up. But not enough; the treasure between her thighs remained hidden in shadow.
A wicked smile stretched her glossy lips as Mrs. Fontana extended her tongue to swipe the head of my penis. She licked up and down the shaft, alternately watching my face and concentrating upon the object of her oral attention. A car rolled by on the street outside the garage, reminding me that we could be seen.
"Um, maybe we should move," I suggested nervously.
"You're room?" she asked.
Hell, no! That place is a mess! "Um, maybe just out of sight . . ." I trailed off, indicating the half of the garage that couldn't be seen from the street.
With a last lap of her teasing tongue, Mrs. Fontana rose. "If that would make you more comfortable," she said, stepping to the closed trunk of my car. Just before she stepped out of view of any wandering eyes on the street, she unsnapped her wraparound skirt and let it fall, giving me a glimpse of a heavenly firm, round, and very naked ass.
Coquettishly, she eased her naked cheeks onto the closed trunk and crossed one leg over the other. She seemed to be waiting for something.
"Well?" she asked.
I blushed, remembering. My hand slapped to the back pocket of my jeans, where I had stuffed the beige-toned panties she had given me. With a smile, I took them out, holding them aloft.
Mrs. Fontana giggled like she was my age. "Come over here, then," she directed, beckoning with a single curling finger.
I stepped around the back of my unfinished car, eyes wandering over my mature lover's toned and alluring body. Her skin shimmered in the dim light of the garage's single bulb, showing a few drops of perspiration here and there. Even at the time of night, it was still close to ninety degrees.
"So, uh, should I put these on you now?"
She stared at me with a catty expression, slowly spreading her legs. I was transfixed by the sight before me. Nude from the waist down save for her heels, Mrs. Fontana was a lewd work of art. The tendons of her inner thighs stood out like guide rails pointing the way toward plump, hairless vulva framing the dusky wings of intimate flesh beneath a swollen clitoral hood. Only the tiniest wispy swirl of light-toned hair lay above her clit, like the tiara of a princess. The aroma of her expensive perfume mingled with the basic, feral scent of feminine arousal.
"Not yet," she said. "I think turnabout is fair play, don't you?"
Unable to think beyond my desires of the moment, her question confused me. "What?"
She giggled, supporting herself on her arms. Her slim heels hooked onto the bumper of the Swinger. She was obviously comfortable in her brazen nudity. "Do you know how to go down on a woman?"
My heart jumped to the back of my throat before I forced it back down. ". . . maybe?"
Her amusement remained. "Come here, Andy," she ordered. "Get on your knees. I'm going to make you intimately familiar with a woman's pussy."
I did as she bade, lowering to my knees between her spread thighs. As close as I was, mere inches from her fragrant sex, the aroma was stronger, sharper, sweeter. In the ghostly amber light of my steamy garage, the inner lips of her pussy took on the shape of butterfly wings, with the darker, wetter opening to her vagina completing the illusion.
Her hand slid down over those sleek lips, prying them apart with a soft wet sound. "Now, you don't want to go for the jackpot right away," she instructed. Her eyes flashed impishly. "Well, sometimes you can, as a tease."
I suddenly came to understand my role in this game. "Where do I start?"
She grinned. "Inner thigh," she said. "Just . . . little kisses and licks. Make your way up, but not too fast."
I followed her directions, leaning in for the left leg first. There was a tiny beauty mark there that seemed as good a place to start as any. Mrs. Fontana cooed, lightly petting the top of my head as I licked and nipped further up her thigh. Her skin tasted vaguely salty and a little sweet. As my mouth and nose neared her pussy, the lips seemed to swell. Or maybe that was just my imagination.
I finally reached her lips, caressing the soft edge of it with my tongue. Mrs. Fontana trembled and clutched a handful of my hair.
"Lick the outer lips," she urged in a heated whisper. "The thick parts there."
The sleek, extended labia of her pussy brushed the corner of my mouth as I licked with the flat of my tongue along the salty-sweet fleshiness of her vulva. Her thighs spread wider, giving me better access. I licked up and down, switching to the other side. I started feeling something I could only think of as liquid silk against my tongue each time my tongue touched the bottom of her opening. She was getting more and more wet.
"Suck me," she whispered. I looked up past the tuft of hair above her sex to her reddened, impassioned face. "Suck my lips into your mouth," she continued. "Lick inside."
My jeans were painfully constrictive now, but I did as Mrs. Fontana desired. The way she responded to the apparent talent of my mouth was incredibly arousing, at least as much as if I had been inside her.
Looking up at her near-painful expression, I pressed my mouth to her needy sex, sucking those fleshy, slippery lips into my mouth. My tongue swiped between them, into the quick of her pussy, and I finally tasted the real essence of her, that tangy, sharp, oily sweet nectar. Mrs. Fontana moaned and pushed down against my face. Her heels fell to the floor and she planted her feet on my shoulders. This opened her up even more, making her pussy all but gape.
"Put your tongue inside me, Andy," she directed. "As deep as you can."
I smiled first, then extended my tongue and stabbed deep into her sex, shoving my nose against her clit. I wiggled my tongue around inside her, feeling her inner muscles flexing in an effort to grasp it. I did it again and again, making Mrs. Fontana gasp and writhe. Both her hands pulled at my head, holding me in place. She began rolling her hips, bucking against me, until the lower half of my face was glistening from her fluid.
Abruptly, she pushed me back, staring down with a feral expression. "Stand up, Andy. Show me your cock."
I was too turned on to do anything other than be her sexual robot. I shoved to my feet quickly, almost ripping open my jeans to expose my penis. A deep sigh left me when it was finally released, and again when Mrs. Fontana reached for it with both hands.
"You almost made me come, Andy," she told me as she pulled me toward her.
"I would have kept going," I said, as if to apologize.
She laughed softly under her breath. "No. I want this inside me when I come. I want your cock fucking me when I come."
Oh, those words! Coming from an older, obviously wealthy woman like Mrs. Fontana, they were so deliciously naughty and incredibly inspiring. My dick jerked in her slender fingers, seeking the moist heat between my mature lover's thighs. The trunk of the car put her at just the right height, and I grabbed her slender thighs, preparing to shove home. But she stopped me with her hands against my abdomen.
"Slow, Andy. Put it in me . . . slowly." She touched my chin, my lips, and smiled blushingly. "Remember, you're a little bigger than the average man."
I smiled back, then looked down, watching the head of my cock pushing against her flared lips. Mrs. Fontana's heat seared through me, lighting my nerves on fire. We both watched, and groaned in unison as my cock was gradually swallowed up inside her. Her inner muscles gave way to my intrusion, then relaxed and started massaging along my length. With the last inch, I thrust as deeply as I could, making Mrs. Fontana gasp painfully.
"What's wrong?"
She eased me back just a little, wrapping her lean legs around me. "Cervix," she explained simply. She smiled, face flushed and shimmering with sweat. She pulled her blouse loose, then drew it over her head. Though on the small side, Mrs. Fontana's breasts were round and firm, capped with dark, thick, and very stiff nipples. Slipping a hand behind my neck, she lifted herself until our sweaty bodies were pressed together. I easily supported her weight, my hands gripping her slippery buttocks.
"Now fuck me, Andy," she insisted between licks and sucks of my lips. "Try to last as long as you can."
I'll try, I thought. But I'll be surprised if I can go even a full minute . . . .
With her ankles locked behind my back, fingers laced about my neck, Mrs. Fontana was able to swing back and forth, my hands gripping her ass acting as a guide. I had never had sex standing up, had never even contemplated it. Doing so involved more than simply inserting tab A into slot B. I had to maintain my balance, and the bursts of passionate breath on my face was distracting. Whether Mrs. Fontana planned it that way or not, the position certainly helped stave off my orgasm even as she stiffened, face grimacing, pussy sucking and clenching at my cock. Even I could tell she was coming.
She vibrated against me as if a police officer had snuck into the garage and zapped her with a taser. Her body quivered against mine, nipples stabbing into my chest, vaginal muscles clenching then relaxing with aftershocks. Her sweaty forehead rest upon my shoulder; I felt hot puffs of breath snaking rapidly through the hair on my chest.
Finally, Mrs. Fontana raised her euphoric face, glazed eyes beaming upon mine. "You didn't come."
"No," I blurted. "But I'd sure like to!"
She laughed, then smothered my mouth with a steamy kiss, while disjoining us. Her feet settled to the ground. "I'm sure you are, young man," she purred, before dropping to a squat and engulfing me with her mouth. I moaned, gently holding her head in my hands as she bobbed and licked along the shaft, lapping up her own creamy streaks of fluid. No girl I had ever known would consider tasting herself on my penis after sex.
"How do you want me, baby?" she asked at last, rubbing her cheek against my erection. "Maybe doggy?"
I shrugged, ready to agree to anything if it meant me getting off. "Sure."
With a devilish grin, Mrs. Fontana stood once and turned about, planting her hands on the trunk of my car and pushing her spread legs up onto her toes. She arched her back deeply, allowing some of the garage light to illuminate the swollen lips of her pussy. The powerful, heady aroma of her excitement filled the air between us. She looked at me over her shoulder. "Come on, tiger. What're you waiting for?"
Just admiring the view, I thought, then lined up my cock, settling my hands to her hips. Again, I watched as my penis disappeared past soothing pink lips and into the eager cavity beyond. Mrs. Fontana bit her lip, eyes fluttering closed as I buried myself once again, then pulled back. I pushed in and out, slowly increasing the tempo until my hips slapped against her taut, barely-quivering cheeks.
My lover began panting and moaning yet again, inspiring me to fuck her as hard and sure as I could. I wasn't thinking of her pleasure, to be honest, but it seemed to me that my selfishness was not noticed. No sooner than a few minutes later, she was shoving back against me hard, panting and gasping, sweat dripping from her face to the dirty lid of the Swinger's trunk.
I felt her clenching once again, signaling her second orgasm. The knowledge that I was making her come again heightened my own outpouring of orgasmic bliss. My cock burned and throbbed inside her, releasing every jet, drip, and dribble of seed I had to give. My orgasm was so strong I swayed on my feet and had to sag over Mrs. Fontana's heaving body, slapping my hands to either side of her on the trunk.
I was suddenly aware of the term "afterglow." Having sex with my few previous girlfriends had been satisfying, but never so pleasurably draining. I felt like laughing and crying all at once. I was both ready to take on the heavyweight champion and collapse onto the floor. For several moments, not a single coherent thought entered my mind. Just the jumbled images triggered by sporadic and overloaded neurons.



Clarity finally entered my mind, corresponding with the normalcy of my heartbeat. I pushed up and stepped back, taking Mrs. Fontana's hand as she turned around.
"Now," she said dreamily. "You can put the panties on me."
I chuckled, finding the pair of silk panties. I knelt before her, and Mrs. Fontana stepped into them. Her sex was ripe and saturated with our mingled fluid, but she did not seem at all put off. Once the cool, smooth fabric was settled snugly around her hips and against her sex, I stood.
She gave me a soft, but long kiss, then slipped her lips from mine and picked up her top and skirt. I suddenly felt self-conscious with my jeans halfway down my thighs, and jerked them up.
"Walk a girl to her car?" she asked.
"Uh, sure," I said, following Mrs. Fontana to her Mercedes. She approached the driver-side door then turned and gave me an expectant look.
I frowned. "What--"
"A gentleman always opens doors for a lady."
I felt chastised. "Oh, right. Sorry," I said, reaching for the handle and pulling open the car's door. "I kind'a thought that was old-fashioned."
"It is," she agreed with that catty smile of hers. "But some old fashions should be kept new, don't you think?"
I nodded. "Yeah. I'll work on that."
She caressed my face over the frame of the window. "It's all about respect, Andy," she told me. "A good man treats a woman like a princess in public, even as he fucks her like a whore in private."
A chuckle escaped my lips. "I'll remember that."
"Oh, one more thing," she said as she got behind the wheel.
"Yeah?" I asked, leaning on the frame of her door.
Her unearthly blue eyes flashed. "Call me Dee."
I smiled. "Okay . . . Dee."
* * * *
I felt like Marc Anthony returning from Egypt the following day as I strode through the doors to work. Considering how high my nose was thrust into the air, I'm surprised I didn't trip over my own feet. The secretaries in the hub office could tell there was something going on, but I wasn't the type to brag. Mrs. Fontana -- Dee -- told me that a gentleman doesn't brag. He lets his confidence speak for itself.
Melvin, of course, was also quick to notice my improved mood, and shook his head with a knowing smile as I entered the warehouse. "I ain't gonna ask if you got some, man," he said. "'Cause I'd be really surprised if you didn't."
I grinned in response.
"You gonna see her again, stud?"
My grin faltered. "To be honest, I really don't know. I think so, but--"
"Lemme guess: she's calling the shots, right?"
I shrugged sheepishly. "Yeah."
Melvin laughed and slapped my shoulder. "That's part of the game, my man. Enjoy it while it lasts."
* * * *
At lunch, I found myself searching the crowds in the food court. It seemed there were slender, older women with short black hair everywhere, yet not a one of them was Mrs. Fontana. Back at work, I kept hearing faint echoes of my name reverberating through the warehouse, making me think someone was calling me to tell there was a woman waiting for me at package pick up.
But the workday passed without a visit from my new obsession. Dejection rose in my heart once again as I trundled toward the bus stop, but I wasn't angry. Just disappointed.
City buses always have a certain smell, the stink of dirty bodies mixed with diesel fumes and mold. The closer the Swinger came to being finished, the more exaggerated the smell was each time I set foot on a bus. I still had at least a good six weeks, I figured, before the Swinger would be finished. Six weeks of enduring that stench five out of every seven days.
It was going to be a long summer.
* * * *
The box lay out of sight near the front door of the house, behind the low hedge my mother cultivated. It was a plain box, having obviously been used to hold something else at some point. The shipping labels had been blackened out with marker, and a piece of plain white paper was taped to the top. "For Andy."
Inside, I set the box on the table and cut through the tape sealing it with a knife from the cutlery drawer. Within was a hand-written note settled atop something wrapped in tissue paper.
"My Dear Andy,
I'll be around at eight o'clock to pick you up. Shower, shave, and otherwise make yourself presentable. I want to see how well you clean up. Make sure you wear both items I've included in the box.
P.S. You won't be coming home tonight, so be sure to pack whatever you need for tomorrow.
Dee."
My heart was pounding by the time I finished reading the note. I couldn't help but wonder what delicious variations my mature lover would be introducing me to this night. I had already masturbated that morning, remembering the evening before. Going out to the garage, I swore I could have smelled the lingering traces of our coupling. Mrs. Fontana's sexuality was a very palpable thing, present even when the woman herself was not.
My excitement over the carnal enjoyment I was sure to experience became tempered as I took out the other items in the box. Wrapped in tissue was a pair of silk boxers in the darkest red I had ever seen. Not exactly intimidating, but they were not what made me hesitate.
It was the thick, purple plastic ring with some kind of small, oval device attached to it. I didn't have to be a genius to figure out where it went. I'd heard of cock rings before, but had never actually seen one. There was another note beneath the device: "The bullet goes underneath, cowboy."
I figured the polished metal object in a little plastic sheath was the "bullet." Holding it up, I had to wonder if my penis would fit through the opening, which was only about two inches across. But the ring was somewhat stretchy, though not much.
"Jeez. What am I getting myself into?"
* * * *
I showered, shaved, applied fresh deodorant. Standing naked before the mirror in the small bathroom across the hall from my room, I felt more than a touch self-conscious as I considered the cock ring. I wondered what the "bullet" was for. Weight? Was it supposed to make my dick stick straight out, instead of curving up, or something? Not to brag, but it would take more than a few pounds to do that, and the little silver bullet didn't weigh more than an ounce.
My curiosity bade me pushed against the protruding part of the bullet. I nearly dropped thing out of startlement when the whole thing started vibrating. It took only a millisecond to understand.
Cool.
Pressing the bullet again turned it off, and I lowered the ring toward my crotch. The first few tries to get my dick through the aperture were almost painful. Then I took a moment to think and applied some of the hand lotion on the sink. Working it into my cock was like masturbating, and it didn't take much for my dick to start its journey toward full raging thickness. I didn't want that.
About a minute of thinking about old, naked, unwashed nuns killed Andy Jr's rise to power, and I set about, as clinically as I could, to fitting the silicone ring. With my penis soft and slippery, I had to work the ring back and forth to push the head through, then the spongy tissue of the shaft. It wasn't exactly comfortable, but once I got a few inches through the ring, I was able to push the ring all the way to the base and position the bullet correctly. Just for experimentation's sake, I turned the little vibrator on.
Wow. Um . . . damn, that's different. But good different.
My cock responded to the stimulation by thickening and angling up. The pressure of the cock ring increased as I hardened, but it wasn't exactly painful. Maybe a little uncomfortable, but the vibration felt strangely sexy against the base of my dick and my balls.
Penis leading the way, I returned to my room and eyed the articles I had placed on my bed. I only one set of "good" clothing, consisting of black slacks made to resembled silk and a matching blazer. I had only worn it once, and that had been to my Uncle Jeff's wedding the year before. I hoped it still fit across the shoulders; at the time, I had only been working at the department store for a couple of months, and did not enjoy the broad shoulders and trim waist I sported now.
To my consternation, the silk boxers felt deliciously caressing, like the tongue of a nymph, against my erection. Between them and the cock ring, I was sure to have an erection all night. Anxiety mounted as I pulled on the slacks, then the only good dress shirt I owned. Serendipitously enough, it was dark purple as well, as if made to match my genital decoration.
The socks and shoes were a little difficult to don, considering the obstacle of reaching past my swollen erection. But I managed, and finally slipped on the blazer. Though a bit more snug across the shoulders than I remembered, it nevertheless fit. Looking at myself in the mirror, I decided against wearing one of my three ties. None of them matched, anyway.
I stared at my reflection, then checked the time. 7:49 pm. I smiled at myself.
Go get her, tiger.
* * * *
Mrs. Fontana arrived right on time, just as the sun was setting. Her punctuality was no surprise. I was fairly certain she would always be wherever she wanted to be, when she wanted to be there, regardless of obstacles.
She did not call me, or honk her horn. She did not need to, since I was watching the street through the lacy curtains of the front family room window. The moment her headlights blared as she turned into the driveway, I was taking out my keys and reaching for the door. I had left a note for my mother explaining that I was staying over at a friend's house, without naming the friend. As the good son I always wanted to be, I had fixed Mom a plate for breakfast, shrouded in plastic wrap, in the fridge. All she had to do was pop it in the microwave for two minutes.
I headed out toward the Mercedes after locking the door. Beyond the headlights, I could just make out Mrs. Fontana's catty face. I was unsure as to whether she was impressed or not. For my part, I was self-conscious about the very obvious bulge my groin made against the slacks.
The passenger door popped open as I approached, and I slid into the leather-clad seat after tossing my duffel in the back. My eyes wandered over Mrs. Fontana with appraisal; she wore a shimmering, charcoal-grey silk gown that revealed just enough of her well-toned legs.
"My, you do clean up nicely," she commented, reaching across the seat divider to grope my swollen erection. She smiled. "And you followed my instructions."
"Wasn't easy, putting that thing on," I told her.
Her eyes flashed as she cast me a smile. "It'll be worth it, baby. I promise."
I looked her over. I don't doubt it.
"Tonight is my treat, Andy," she said as she navigated the streets of the city. "But I want you to be in charge of things." She handed me a glossy black credit card.
I gingerly accepted the thing, turning it over in my hands. "Why?"
"Because a man needs to be financially responsible, at least as far as appearances are concerned. Whatever we do, wherever we go, you're paying."
I frowned. "With your money?"
She smiled at me again. "Not tonight, it's not."
"Um . . . is there a limit?"
Mrs. Fontana snorted with laughter. "Not with a black card," she said. She shot me a meaningful look. "You could buy a nice-sized Pacific island with that thing."
I slipped the card inside my jacket. "I hope we don't meet any real estate agents, then."
Her response was a breathy laugh as she drove toward downtown.
* * * *
The place was definitely out of my league. I had heard of Buchanan's Steakhouse, and knew enough to understand I couldn't afford anything on the menu. The ritzy establishment occupied most of the ground floor of the St. Peter hotel and was known as the place to be for politicians, local celebrities, and anyone else looking to bask in the glow of the radiance of the elite.
I knew I was woefully underdressed for the restaurant even before the car stopped in the valet's circle. Even the red-vested employees of the hotel looked better dressed than I. Mrs. Fontana stepped out, compelling me to do the same, and handed off the keys before stepping around to take my arm.
"Shall we?" she asked.
I shuddered nervously beside her. "I've never been in a place like this," I said.
"Then you had better pay attention."
Right. I took the lead, as I figured Mrs. Fontana wanted me to, and approached the broad glass doors of the restaurant. Just looking through to the lobby beyond stirred the butterflies in my gut. A suited man opened the door for us as we approached, and I thankfully had the presence of mind to allow my lover to step through first. She gave me a little knowing smile that told me I was off on the right foot.
"Good evening sir, madame," intoned the well-fed man standing beside a podium. There was an attractive girl about my age in a slinky black dress who gave me an appraising once-over as she stood behind the podium, but she said nothing.
"Good evening," I responded after a pregnant pause.
"Table for two, I presume?"
You see anyone else? "Uh, yeah."
Mrs. Fontana squeezed my arm briefly, as if signaling that I had done something wrong. But her expression wasn't telling. I felt a little perturbed on the way to the table. The man in the suit escorted us past several secluded booths while the comely young hostess followed with menus. The tables, I noticed, were set with crisp white linens and cloth napkins folded in the shape of swans. There were candles everywhere, casting some spicy-sweet fragrance in the air and making everything seem moody and dramatic.
Arriving at an unoccupied table bordered on three sides with real wood paneling, the man in the tuxedo took away two of the four wine glasses and place settings, standing back while the hostess set the menus on the table. He then passed off the plates and glasses to the silent girl and indicated for Mrs. Fontana and I to sit.
"Chef Michael highly recommends the poached salmon almondine," he said once we had taken our seats. "It pairs exceptionally well with the Siegrist Sonnenberg Riesling."
I had no clue as to what he just said, so I merely nodded and thanked him.
"You will be served by Giorgio, Rudi, and Paul this evening. Enjoy your meal."
The moment he left, I leaned across the table. "What did I do wrong?"
Mrs. Fontana looked amused. "Enunciation, Andy," she said. "You need to learn to speak more succinctly."
I frowned. "Like, how?"
"Try saying 'yes' instead of 'yeah.' Pretend you're James Bond or something."
My frown remained. "I don't have to do the accent, do I?"
She chuckled softly under her breath. "No, you don't have to do the accent."
A man about halfway between mine and my lover's age approached the table, clad in a white jacket over white shirt, shimmering black tie, and a long apron that nearly brushed the floor. He looked very professional. "Welcome to Buchanan's," he said in introduction. "I am your server, Giorgio.
"Good evening," I said carefully, making an effort to sit up straight.
"The Maitre'D mentioned our features this evening, I'm sure," he continued. "I must say the poached salmon almondine is perfection. It is a generous portion of fresh-caught poached wild salmon, stuffed with our unique mixture of almond foie gras. For an appetizer, I would suggest the jumbo shrimp ceviche, made with Tres Generacions silver tequila and the freshest ingredients."
I blinked. I was in way over my head. I'd be happy with just a cheeseburger and fries, the bigger and greasier the better--
"I think we would like a minute, Giorgio," Mrs. Fontana said, saving me from certain embarrassment.
He nodded and took a single step back, joining two younger men clad in dark red coats. "Signal when you are ready. I will be available," he said, then departed with the other two in tow.
"Feeling overwhelmed?"
"Maybe just a freakin' little," I huffed. "Why did you bring me here? Everyone's looking at me like I'm wearing a Wal-Mart suit."
She half smiled. "Well, it's obviously not Armani. As for why I brought you here . . . I need to see what I'm working with. There are only two months left until the end of summer."
"What does that have to do with anything? What, am I like a pet project or something?"
"Andy," she said in a soft but firm tone. "I can teach you a lot of things, if you're willing to learn. But not all of it is about how to fuck."
Confusion would be too weak a word to describe what I felt. ". . . why?"
Mrs. Fontana shrugged. "Why not? You're getting a degree in history, right? What's more historical than learning the rules of etiquette?"
I had to nod in agreement with her logic. "Okay. Makes sense. I guess I'm just . . . well, you said it. Overwhelmed."
She settled her elbows on the table and made a table out of her fingers for her chin to rest upon. The candle flame was reflected in her pale blue eyes. "By the end of the summer, you won't be."
* * * *
My lover patiently and efficiently explained the menu to me, educating me on just what terms like Riesling, ceviche, and foie gras meant. I grimaced at the explanation of the latter. Why would anyone want to stuff salmon with goose liver?
After some brief coaching, I raised a single finger in the air, which Mrs. Fontana assured me would summon the waiter. After about twenty seconds, he appeared as if he had been beamed down from the Enterprise. I ordered a bottle of the Riesling and, following my lover's suggestion, an appetizer of bacon-wrapped zuccini medallions. Mrs. Fontana told me I was to do all the ordering.
She explained everything about fine dining as we went along, preparing me for every stage of the meal. From the French onion soup to our entrees -- I ordered a New York strip, which I was strongly urged to have cooked medium rare -- I was educated in the steps and nuances of upper echelon etiquette. Though I faltered a little, Mrs. Fontana was quick to save me, jumping in when necessary.
I have to admit, everything was damn good. The wine took a little getting used to, since the only wine I'd enjoyed previously had been cheap sparkling wine at my uncle's wedding. My steak was so tender I didn't even need a knife to cut into it. The blood oozing from within made me hesitant, but not wanting to risk my lover's disapproval, I dug in.
"I trust everything was near perfection, sir?" Giorgio asked once his assistants had cleared everything away.
"Complete perfection," I said, remembering Mrs. Fontana's instructions.
"Coffee, honey?" my lover asked, punctuating her query with a meaningful stare.
"Uh, sure," I agreed.
"Our cappuccino is unsurpassed through the city, sir," Giorgio bragged.
"Sounds good to me."
As Giorgio left the table, Mrs. Fontana gave me a funny look as she reclined in her seat. I felt her right foot questing up the inside of my thigh. "You catch on quickly, Andy," she praised.
I smiled and shrugged. "I want to do good."
Her eyes smoldered. "Oh, you're doing very good," she assured me.
* * * *
I was a little surprised when the check came. Delivered in a polished black binder a little larger than a standard paperback, my eyes bulged upon seeing the price for our meal.
"Holy shit!"
"Andy!"
I bit my lip at Mrs. Fontana's chiding bite, but nevertheless pointed at the check. "You see how much this is? It's, like, more than half my paycheck!"
"Andy," she said sternly, eyes glaring. "It doesn't matter, remember?"
I swallowed back any further words and just nodded, taking the black credit card from my jacket. I set it in the binder, which Mrs. Fontana said I should set at the outer corner of my side of the table. Giorgio was quick to swoop out of nowhere and snatch up the binder.



"How much are you going to tip?" my sophisticated lover asked.
I shrugged. "I don't know."
"I'll tell you how much. Fifty dollars."
"You serious?"
"That's a little over twenty percent of the bill," she informed. "And in a place like this, it's an insult to tip anything less. Giorgio's service was impeccable, wouldn't you agree?"
Again I shrugged. "Okay. Sure. But all he did was talk. The other guys did most--"
"Andy."
"Yeah?"
She narrowed her eyes.
I sighed and corrected myself. "Yes, I meant."
"Andy, no one comes to a restaurant like Buchanan's because the food is good. They come here because they can afford it. Trust me; no one else here tonight cares how much anything costs. Now, when he comes back, he will ask if there's anything else he can do for us. Tell him you would like a bottle of champagne sent up to our room."
"'Our room?'"
She grinned mischievously. "Yes. Our room."
* * * *
With Mrs. Fontana's arm wrapped around mine, I felt something like a male escort as we headed away from the restaurant and into the lobby of the hotel in which Buchanan's resided. I noticed quite a few May/December couples, both older women with younger men and older men with younger women, in the bar outside the restaurant. The women, most around my age or a little older, were all stunning, and the men looked like models from the cover of GQ. There were more "normal" looking pairs as well, from twentysomethings to sixtysomethings, and every one of them obviously had money.
The elevator attendant said nothing as we rode to the fifteenth floor of the hotel. Mrs. Fontana gave me naughty smiles and winks, suggestive of delights to come in the imminent future. My cock swelled obscenely against my pants. It was a good thing the attendant had his back to us.
Once inside the richly-furnished room, which was dominated by a massive king-sized bed framed by four intricately carved posts, Mrs. Fontana strode purposefully toward the wide-open floor-to-ceiling window that dominated most of the opposite wall. A little bistro table framed by two low-backed wooden chairs sat before the window, and she pulled out one of the chairs and sat down, looking upon me sultrily.
"I want to watch you take your clothes off, Andy," she informed.
I smiled nervously, locking the door and stepping into the room. "Okay . . . ."
"Do it slowly," she directed. "Take your time. First, the shoes."
I started toward the bed, with the intention of sitting down on the edge to remove my shoes by hand. But she stopped me.
"No. Step out of them. First the left, then the right. And don't kick them away. Set them at the end of the bed."
Why should that matter? I thought, then pushed it from my mind. Guess it must mean something.
So I did as Mrs. Fontana wanted, stepping down on the heel of my left shoe and slipping my foot from it, then doing the same with the right. I bent and retrieved them both and set them at the end of the bed.
"Good," she said with a sultry-eyed smile. "Now the jacket. Just slip it back off your shoulders and let it slide down your arms. Catch it before it falls."
Again, I followed her instructions, but getting the jacket to just slide down my arms wasn't easy. I finally worked them off, feeling my face get red under my lover's attentive gaze. I didn't catch the jacket before it crumpled to the ground, and cursed under my breath.
"That's all right, Andy. Go hang it up."
I was starting to get a little annoyed. But, biting back any comment I might have made, I took the jacket to the small open closet by the entryway and slipped it onto a hanger.
"Now, as you come back, undo the cuffs of your shirt, then unbutton it. Slowly."
I was sour-faced at first as I strode slowly back into the room, working the cuffs of my sleeves loose. But upon seeing my lover and the smoldering expression upon her face, I suddenly understood. Mrs. Fontana was actually telling me how to seduce her. With that realization, annoyance turned to excitement, which mounted with every button I popped.
"Nice," she commented, cheeks beginning to glow. She parted her legs, making her skirt slide up those svelte legs. "Very nice."
I finally got the shirt undone and pulled the tails from my pants. Rakishly, I let it slip from my shoulders and fall to the floor. Mrs. Fontana neither chided nor corrected my actions. She was clearly becoming aroused.
I wore no undershirt, so the next article to be removed were my slacks. Keeping my gaze locked on Mrs. Fontana, and enjoying being the center of her attention, I let the pants fall to the floor. I stepped out of them, moving closer to my lover.
She licked her lips, gaze transfixed upon the outline of my cock. It stood out starkly against the silk boxers.
"Do you want it?" I asked her, following a brief epiphany concerning my role. It had suddenly dawned upon me that I really was the one in charge. While I followed my lover's directions, I held the controlling hand. That realization changed everything.
"Yes," she whispered, eyes still locked on my crotch.
I slipped my thumbs beneath the waistband of the silk boxers and moved them down a bit, exposing the pubic curls above the base of my cock. "Are you sure?"
She emitted a soft, shuddering, half-laugh, half-sigh. "Oh, you're good at this."
My ego swelled. I pushed the boxers down a bit more. My cock was fully erect, kept down only by the elastic waistband. The base of my penis was visible. "Like you said, I catch on quickly."
She licked her lips, parting her legs widely. As the hem of her silky dress slid all the way up, I could tell Mrs. Fontana was not wearing panties. The dusky lips of her sex flared out beneath her carefully-trimmed thatch of downy hair. "Oh, you do," she breathed. "You deliciously do."
I let the boxers fall to my feet. My cock bounced out toward her, aimed at her face. Standing proudly before her, I let my lover assess me with her lustful eyes. Her own slowly traveled up my body, drinking in every inch before coming to rest upon my face. "What do you want, baby?"
I smiled. "Anything you want."
She breathed in deeply, lowering a hand to pet her dampened pussy. "No, Andy. Tell me what you want me to do. Take control."
The butterflies returned, but only briefly. For whatever reasons, our roles had suddenly been reversed. I was the dominant one, now. So I reached for Mrs. Fontana's head and pulled her toward my needy cock.
"Open your mouth," I directed.
* * * *
Well over an hour later, I lay panting upon the bed, staring up through a field of tiny supernovas at the gently-spinning ceiling of the hotel room. The air was thick with the primal scents of sex. Mrs. Fontana sat astride me, my cock still buried within her and only somewhat softened thanks to the still-vibrating cock ring. I managed to lift my head and look upon her. She leaned back with her hands braced upon my knees, body sheathed in sweat to match my own.
With a blissful sigh -- she had enjoyed more than twice as many orgasms as the two she had coaxed from me -- she eased off me, letting my cock slap wetly to my abdomen. Glistening with streaks of semen mingled with my lover's own orgasmic juices, my cock was like a newborn, shriveled and dark and sticky.
Accompanied by a deep, rumbling moan from somewhere within her body, Mrs. Fontana settled herself between my legs on the spacious bed and languidly, lovingly, licked up our mingled fluid from my dick. While doing so, she gently eased the cock ring up the semi-wilted shaft. I felt a sudden release of pressure when the device slipped past the head, which was engulfed by my lover's questing mouth. I shuddered as she cleaned me.
My hands caressed her short, thick hair, voicelessly telling her how much I appreciated her attentions. But if she thought to revive me for a third go-around, she was going to be disappointed.
Thankfully, she made her way up my body, kissing and nipping affectionately before settling comfortably on my side and resting her cheek to my chest. Apparently, she was as spent as I.
"I can't believe how good I feel," I muttered, eyes covered beneath heavy lids.
Mrs. Fontana sighed contentedly. "You and me both," she whispered.
I managed to curl an arm around her warm body. "I don't know why this is all happening . . . but I'm really glad it is."
The fingers of one hand lightly scratched my chest. "You're going to make a wonderful lover and husband someday, Andy."
Fatigue and the miasma of euphoria kept me from responding, or even thinking about her words. I had no alternative but to surrender to the insistent lull of a very satisfied sleep.
* * * *
That wasn't the last time Dee and I would enjoy a night in a hotel. Over the course of the following several weeks, I met with her many times, and always on her terms. She would leave me notes in cards and packages sent to the store or my home, instructing me in what to wear or do. But, more and more as our relationship progressed, I took the lead in both social and sexual situations.
Her tutelage included more than just the intricate variations of sex. She taught me about wine, fine food, etiquette, art and other subjects of interest to the upper class. I kept wondering why she made the effort to transform my blue-collar, low-class sensibilities into more refined ones, but I never questioned her.
Heeding Melvin's advice, I didn't let my emotions cloud my relationship with Dee. That was not an easy thing to do, of course. At my age, great sex was tantamount to love. But the vast difference in our ages allowed me to stay emotionally distant from Dee. I knew she wouldn't leave her husband for me, nor did I want her to. I was acutely aware that I wanted a girl my own age, and thanks to Dee's tutelage, I was certain to give any girl I met more than she expected.
The Swinger enjoyed my attention whenever I was not either with Dee or at work. Mrs. Fontana seemed interested in my project, and I suppose I probably bored her with the details of rebuilding a 340 V6 engine. Still, she encouraged my completion of the classic car, even going as far as to insist on paying for parts I needed to get the car in top condition. She even sprang for a forest-green paint job once the restoration was complete.
Driving the Swinger back home on a Saturday afternoon, after inspection and registration, Mrs. Fontana cast admiring glances around the interior of the vehicle, commenting that it reminded her of the cars her father drove when she was a child.
"Although," she added as she pulled up the loose denim skirt covering her upper thighs. Brazenly exposing her naked pussy, she stroked the fleshy lips while giving me a dreamy expression. "I never wanted to fuck in any of my father's cars."
I smiled, reaching across the space between the car's bucket seats and replacing Dee's hand with my own. She sighed as I started fingering her. "Maybe I should find a nice little place to park," I suggested.
"That's what I was thinking," she murmured, pushing down against my hand.
* * * *
Early in the second week of August, on a Saturday, I awoke before Dee in yet another expensive hotel room. Making my way to the bathroom, I splashed some water on my face and stared at my reflection. The previous evening had been a marathon bout of sex, with Dee acting fervent, almost desperate, as if that night had been the last we would share together. The memories of that night would linger with me for the rest of my life.
Returning to the room, I found Mrs. Fontana sitting up in bed, the sheets barely covering her legs. She sported a small, almost sad smile as she watched me approach the bed.
"You're an incredible man, Andy," she told me.
I smiled self-consciously. "I've had a good teacher."
Her eyes glittered. "I have one more gift for you."
I shook my head. "Please don't --"
"I insist."
I sighed. "Okay. What is it?"
She cocked her head, regarding me wistfully. "I sent all the details in a message to your phone," she explained, then sighed. "God, you look good naked."
I casually touched my semi-erect penis. "Morning sex?" I offered.
She chuckled. "As wonderful as that sounds, I'm sorry."
I crossed my arms for want of putting them anywhere else. "This is it, huh?"
An inscrutable look crossed her face. "You're not surprised."
I shrugged, grinding my teeth. "You kept mentioning the end of summer," I said. "Figured it wasn't gonna last."
"Not in this sense, no," she confirmed enigmatically. She smiled philosophically. "There's a party on the seventeenth, at the house. My house. I'd like you to be there."
"Your house?" I asked in alarm. "Like, um, where you live with your husband?"
She tittered. "Yes, that one. Don't worry, Andy. Everything's going to be fine."
"If you say so . . . ."
"Just remember everything I taught you, Andy. Don't disguise what you do, but impress us with who you are."
I breathed in. Right . . . .
* * * *
Dee's last present to me consisted of instructions to a tailor, where I was fitted for a new suit. The older gentleman I spoke with was very patient and polite, humoring my questions and offering much-needed suggestions. He informed me that I essentially had my pick of the store, thanks to Mrs. Fontana. He never asked what association I had with the woman.
In the end, I chose a dark blue silk suit with a pale white shirt and silk tie. I was told that it would be ready by the seventeenth, which was when the tailor had been told to have it available. Leaving the store that afternoon, I was left with a niggling feeling of anticipation, even anxiety. After months of being the "other man" in a wealthy older woman's life, I was suddenly informed that I would be meeting her husband -- and, ostensibly, the rest of the family -- and to "impress" them with who I am.
Was I just some kind of project for Dee? I wondered. And now she's gonna show me off like a prize horse?
I needed another perspective on the situation. Thankfully, I knew just where to find it.
Melvin always worked Saturdays, I knew, and I managed to catch him at a lull between stocking the warehouse and delivering packages. After telling him I needed to talk, he told the other guys in the warehouse that he was taking a break. We headed around the back of the store to a weather-warped picnic table, upon which Melvin sat before lighting up a cigarette.
"So how's that grade-A prime pussy you been hitting?" he asked with his usual aplomb.
I chuckled, hands in my pockets. "More or less over," I answered.
He nodded. "Knew that was coming."
"It wasn't like a huge breakup or anything. I just sort of knew."
He smiled ruefully. "Then you're one up on me," he said. "The cougar that got me, I just couldn't let go. Pussy that fine, you want it all the time, you know?"
"But you eventually let go, right?"
He chuckled darkly. "Nope. Bitch took out a restraining order on me."
I shook my head. "I don't think I'll have to worry about that."
"Something else going on, ain't there? Else you wouldn't be talking to me about this."
I hesitated briefly, wondering if it was such a good idea to clue Melvin in. But I really needed his advice. "There's a party on the seventeenth," I shared with him. "At her house. Her husband's gonna be there. Hell, I figure the whole family, bunch of friends are gonna be there."
"So why the hell does she want you there, right?"
"Right."
Melvin shrugged. "Got me, man."
I sighed. "I feel like I've been set up for something," I said, kicking the ground. "All this stuff she's been teaching me, about clothes, food, wine --"
"Sex."
I laughed. "And sex," I agreed. "But why? What's it all for?"
He pulled on his cigarette. "Guess you're gonna have to go to the party and find out, man."
* * * *
I had asked for the seventeenth off from work, mainly so I wouldn't be in a rush to get ready after work. Early that afternoon, I picked up my new suit and the tailor asked me to put it on just to insure the fit was right. Damn, I have to admit it looked pretty good on me, accentuating my broad shoulders and narrow waist. With the black leather shoes and my new haircut, I looked like I should have been attending Harvard instead of the local junior college.
I cleaned up the car, then showered and dressed in the new suit. Dee wanted me at the house by seven o'clock, and in the interest of insuring I'd get there on time, I left early just in case I lost my way.
I shouldn't have worried.
The house lay upon a hill just outside the city, like a castle overseeing the peasantry below. There were searchlights fanning back and forth from the front lawn as if they were celebrating a new nightclub opening or a massive sale at a car dealership. Approaching the mansion, I pulled into a line of cars being admitted through the gate of the property. The building beyond was fully worthy of the title "mansion." Three stories tall, with columns supporting a broad portico that looked like the entryway to the Louvre.
Man, I'm in way over my head, I worried as my little rebuilt Swinger rolled toward the gate. I was fully expecting to be turned away.
The car ahead of mine was let through, and a large, muscular man with a military crew cut beckoned me forward.
"Invitation," he prompted through my open window.
Droplets of sweat oozed to the surface of my palms. "Uh, I wasn't given one. Maybe this isn't the right place--"
"Name."
"What?"
The gate guard looked annoyed. "Your name."
I swallowed dryly. "Andy Breckenridge."
He smiled suddenly, his entire demeanor changing. "Mr. Breckenridge," he said in a more upbeat tone. "I apologize for my rudeness. Here."
"That's okay," I said warily, accepting the silver-colored card he handed me. What the hell is this?
"Just put that in the front window and look for the silver sign. It will be in the first row. Have a good evening, Mr. Breckenridge."
"Uh, thanks," I said, then rolled the card forward. Okay, this is getting really weird. I go from being peon to friggin' guest of honor just because of my name? Oh, jeez, look at these cars. Lexus, Mercedes, BMW . . . holy shit, a goddamn Ferrari . . . .
The silver sign the guard had referred to sat before an empty space in the first of six rows of cars. Another muscular, uniformed man motioned me in, then opened the car door after I cut the engine.
"Good evening, Mr. Breckenridge," he said as if addressing a head of state.
Bewilderment almost took away my sense of balance as I stepped out, but I managed to keep my composure. "Good evening," I responded, regarding the man's open hand.
"Keys, sir. We'll keep an eye on your baby."
I smiled in an effort to conceal my awkwardness. "Sure. Right. Sorry, it's been a long day."
"Then it's time to relax," the man said, indicating the cobblestone walk which lead to the front doors.
"Right."
Men and women, mostly middle-aged, milled about the broad yard. Some stood around a large stone fountain depicting a trio of nude women pouring water from gourds. Others were making their way toward the house. I saw a group of guys about my age hanging around in a group, smoking cigarettes and watching me. It was obvious they were making rude comments and jokes, probably about me and why I had the obvious privilege of parking my P.O.S. Dodge in the "silver space." I could just about hear them saying, "what's so special about him?"
I ignored them, allowing my feet to lead me to the house. I nodded to anyone who came within ten feet of me and received similar salutations in return. The smell of money was thick in the air, trailing off expensive suits and dazzling jewelry.
Ahead of me at the door, a short man in a black suit with a nose three times too large for his head was admitting the guests. Beyond the open doors, I heard big band music and the din of a hundred conversations.



"Welcome to Fontana Manor," the short man said with a thick northeastern accent. "Who am I announcing?"
I shifted on my feet, cleared my throat. "Um, Andy Breckenridge."
He smiled broadly. "Very good to be meeting you, sir," he said, then stepped forward with me to the top of a broad set of stairs. Before me lay a huge ball room, at the far end of which was a twelve-piece orchestra. A massive crystal chandelier floated high above the floor, glittering in the light of numerous wall sconces around the room. There were some people dancing, but most stood around talking and holding various glasses.
A great amount of attention was centered around a beautiful young woman about my age, who sat on an elevated chair near the band. Most of those around her were men of all ages, and she was blushing at the attention.
Suddenly, the short man beside me called out in an unexpectedly booming voice: "Mr. Andrew Breckenridge."
And everyone stopped.
And looked.
Oh, shit.
Someone clapped lightly, which then spread throughout the crowd before dissipating. The stunning young brunette in her elevated chair was staring at me, lips curled in a little smile.
I was handed a flute of champagne before starting down the steps. As I reached the bottom, I saw Dee walking briskly toward me, a grin splitting her face. "Andy! Darling!"
Thank God, someone I know!
Dee kissed me on each cheek, then stepped back to admire me. "Very, very nice," she praised. "Not too stuffy, not too casual. You have excellent taste."
I blushed. "So, the suit's okay?"
"It's perfect. She'll love it, just like I know she'll love you."
I frowned. She?
"Don! Don!" she called, waving over a man about her age with bright silver hair. He approached with as broad a smile as Dee sported, leading with an outstretched hand.
"So this is the young man you've been cultivating," he said with a wink while shaking my hand. "Dee has told me some very good things about you."
My eyes bulged slightly as I shot Mrs. Fontana a look. I wondered what, exactly, she had shared with her husband. I managed to return the man's smile and his grip. "Nice to meet you, Mr. Fontana."
He winced, shaking his hand. "Hell of a grip there, son," he chuckled. "But please, call me Don."
I nodded slowly. "Sure thing . . . Don."
"Gotta make the rounds," he said, and stepped away. Dee was shaking her head with a bemused expression on her face.
"Shall I put you out of your misery?"
I gulped the champagne, wiped my mouth. "God, please."
Dee took my arm and directed me toward the beauty in the chair. "It's very simple, Andy," she said. "Everything we have done has been leading up to this. I have given you the keys to all the doors, now all you have to do is unlock them."
"I don't understand."
"Look around you," she urged. "Money, money and more money. But there are disadvantages to being wealthy, especially if you're born into it. She's going to need a more grounded and level head to keep her from being a spoiled brat. We've done our part, now it's up to you."
"'She,'" I repeated. "Who is 'she?'"
Dee indicated the woman on the throne-like chair. "My daughter, Julianna," she said proudly, then gave me a meaningful look. "Today is her eighteenth birthday. It's her coming of age. Come to think of it, it's your's as well."
I nodded with a small laugh. "No kidding."
"Now. We've given her what she wanted, and now we're going to give her what she needs."
My throat was dry as I swallowed again. "Me?"
Mrs. Fontana smiled and fixed the lapels of my suit. "Go get her, big boy," she said.
I slowly turned away from Mrs. Fontana and approached her daughter. She was joking and laughing with a couple of guys my age who fawned over her, obviously attempting to woo the young beauty. But in a moment of clarity, I realized I had the key, as Dee had said. I was favored.
So, as confidently as I could, I stepped toward the chair, eyes locked on Julianna's. She had the same ghostly blue eyes as her mother She smiled and even blushed slightly at my approach. I stopped, bowed, and offered my hand.
"Andy Breckenridge," I said by way of introduction.
Julianna took my hand with a smile and rose from her seat. "I know," she said, her voice smooth and soft.
"Happy birthday," I wished her as we walked to the dance floor.
That was the first of many birthdays we would spend together.
-finis-
(Thank you for reading. Please don't forget to vote, and leave a comment below if you wish. Feel free to add me to your favorite author's list if you enjoyed what you read today. I am always working on something new for Literotica.)
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* * * *
In the culinary field, there were few who could match Anthony Leach. Though English by birth, he had gained fame in the United States, where his gastronomic masterpieces had been hailed for their sensory perfection for decades. Working in – and in some cases, owning – some of the finest venues for his craft, Anthony was the grand old man of his field. Such as Emeril and Booby Flay tossed sauté pans in his shadow.
Even in retirement, his reputation was well known. Some say he had become a touch senile, for he always invited the finest chefs in New York for a Halloween repast that was beyond measure. They asked him, "why Halloween?" His response was, "all the other good holidays were taken."
The kitchen of his house was the envy of any four-star gourmet restaurant, with the finest stainless steel appliances, walk-in freezer and cooler, and enough counter space to prepare a dozen meals at once. The cabinets were filled with all manner of fresh spices, many of them rare and expensive, and every form of cooking utensil and container. A master of the unusual when it came to cuisine, his guests could always look forward to something delightful and different, from fresh conch served with a cilantro-chile bean salsa to delicate puffer fish sushi, the fish in question residing peacefully in their tank until he needed them.
"But not this year," he had said to one of his guests several days before, when he had sent out invitations. "I am going classic this Halloween. I am preparing a true carnivorous feast. No vegetarians allowed." He had ended his declaration with a wink.
His young wife – just under half his age and the fourth woman to bear the coveted title of Mrs. Leach – had spent the previous days in assisting her husband and happily so, for she was a culinary professional herself and her restaurant – and skill – had both benefited from association with the famed chef.
This year's feast was to be absolutely unique, Anthony had decided. The meat had to be prepared carefully, to maximize both its fatty content for flavor, and the lean, strong muscle for tenderness. He wanted to insure this was the best bird he had ever prepared. Normally, he did not prepare the entire thing, but he desired complete perfection, both literally and figuratively. So not jus.t the breasts and thighs, but also the whole of the legs, the neck, belly and even head.
"Sandra, be a dear and get me the skewers?" he called to his wife as he sliced thigh meat. The aromas wafting from the baked flesh were all but intoxicating in their headiness.
His wife did not answer with words; she knew better, Anthony knew, than to speak when he was preparing a masterpiece. He always trusted her to assist him with professional decorum, knowing he did not mean his mannerisms as any sort of rudeness.
Leaving the thigh meat for a moment, he returned to the stove where simmered a trio of sauces which included his patented spicy mole, a creamy lemon butter sauce made with Franciscan Chardonnay, and of course, the world famous Anthony Leach D'Avola demi glace, which enhanced the flavor of any red meat.
Adding the last touches of spices to the various sauces, he set them on low heat just as the door chimed. While he was certainly wealthy enough, and his house large enough, to afford a butler, Anthony Leach had always considered servants to be the mark of pretentious laziness.
Wiping his hands, he walked briskly from the kitchen through the hall to the front door, opening it wide with a grin. He gasped slightly as a small carved pumpkin was thrust in his face.
"Boo!"
Anthony stepped back with a chuckle, making room for his first pair of guests, Mr. and Mrs. James Polk. One of the most infamous food critics of the late twentieth century, Polk had once offered the following unique appraisal of Anthony's skill in the kitchen: "I will forever be happily resigned to the fact that I shall never have anything detrimental to say about Mr. Leach. He takes culinary risks others would shy from, yet masters them with unique aplomb."
Polk and his wife were nearly of Anthony's advanced age, but they had entered into their sixties with graceful aplomb. Dietitians and plastic surgeons were, of course, to be thanked for that. The dutiful Mrs. Polk offered a hand glittering with diamonds and other gemstones for the master chef, who kissed her fingers politely.
"I can always count on you to maintain the spirit of the season," Anthony remarked as his first guests entered the house. He set the miniature jack-o-lantern on the secretary within the hall.
Polk sniffed the air and crinkled his brow in wonder. "Is that pork I smell?" he asked, then all but looked upon Anthony with a fawning expression. "Oh, please tell me you are serving your award-winning bacon-wrapped scallops!"
Anthony chuckled with a wink. "Your keen nose betrays you," he said. "In fact, I am preparing the most delicious bird this evening."
"Ah. Duck?"
"You will have to wait and see," Anthony said as he took his guests' coats. "Go on and fix yourself a drink in the parlor. The others should be arriving soon."
Leaving the Polks as they headed down the hall, Anthony returned to the kitchen, inhaling the scents of his creation upon stepping through the door. For a moment, he savored the aromas, before resuming his preparations.
The thigh meat was finished and layered, and he was just setting the poached, fluffy pieces of breast meat in place when the chime sounded again. The guests this time were Representative Alfonso and his second wife, who offered congenial salutations along with a bottle of fine Chilean wine.
"Ah! Cabernet," Anthony remarked. "And a 1993, no less. Fine choice."
Alfonso smiled and clapped the gastronome's shoulder. "I may have no skill in the kitchen, but I know a good wine."
"You certainly do," agreed Anthony. "Please, to the parlor. I am almost finished, and there are yet more guests to arrive."
When he was interrupted for the third time, it was by the DeRenzos, famed owners of a small but exclusive chain of restaurants in their name. Not only the patriarch and his wife arrived, but also their comely young daughter, Nichole. Anthony bent low to kiss the young woman's hand as they were introduced.
"I must apologize," he said to the family before departing for the kitchen once more. "Normally, my wife plays the host, but I have put her to work, slave driver that I am." He winked disarmingly. "Go on and mingle. The meal will be ready in short order."
Everything was finished by a quarter before nine o'clock, the optimum time for such a sumptuous feast in Anthony's opinion. He needed his largest serving cart, upon which he arranged the various serving platters, keeping everything carefully organized so as to maximize both the aesthetic appearance of the meal as well as to preserve its natural harmony.
But all was not yet ready, though Anthony remained mindful of his guests.
"Is it ready?" asked Polk as Anthony reappeared in the parlor, carrying a silver serving tray.
The aged gastronome chuckled. "Not quite," he responded. "But I have brought an appetizer. A teaser, if you will, of the sensory joy to come."
The guests surrounded him in a semi-circle, looking eagerly upon the items displayed upon the tray. Thinly-sliced slivers of braised meat dominated the center, arrayed in a rather suggestive fashion with a single blossomed radish at the top. The aroma was rich and suggestive of rosemary.
"What do you call this?" asked the statesman, leaning over the platter.
"This one is Rosemary's Lips," Anthony said to Alfonso. He took a cocktail fork and stabbed one of the slender pieces. "Perhaps the sweetest part of my wonderful bird."
He looked to the young DeRenzo daughter, who stared back with the blushing demureness of a young doe. "To the fairness of youth goes the first taste."
The girl smiled sweetly, cheeks reddening as she was suddenly made the center of attention. "If you insist," she whispered, delectably leaning forward and parting lush red lips.
"I certainly do," Anthony replied, slipping the savory tidbit onto the girl's tongue. He watched as the Alfonso daughter experimentally chewed, then beamed. She swallowed timidly.
"It's delicious," she declared.
Anthony grinned proudly. "Of course it is," he said, handing the platter off.
Mr. DeRenzo stepped conspiratorially close to the master chef as the others sampled and commented on the appetizer. "A tad suggestive, don't you think? The way that dish was laid out, well . . . it somewhat resembles a, um, woman's area, if you know what I mean."
Anthony chuckled. "Do you think that was accident?" he asked rhetorically. "What sweeter part of a woman is there?"
DeRenzo smirked and nodded. "Too true," he agreed. "Well, I had better sample some of it myself before it is gone."
Anthony glanced to the kitchen door. "If you can bear another short wait, I will see if my wonderful wife has another tantalizing appetizer for our bunch."
The other man's eyes sparkled. "Then I won't keep you."
Returning to the kitchen, Anthony checked the ovens and the sauces, deciding all was nearly ready. He took up another serving platter, carefully transferring the finely-ground contents of a steel bowl into it. Surrounding the pate with crackers, he returned to the parlor.
"I did not think those sweet lips would sate you enough for the time being," he said to his guests as the platter lead the way into the room. His comment resulted in sedate chuckles from his finger-licking guests.
"So what is this?" asked Mrs. Polk, eying the new dish speculatively.
"My finest pate," Anthony replied. "Finely-minced liver, with orange peel and ginger, mixed with my own secret seasoning." He winked to the matronly woman. "I dare say it will not last until the main course, but it will satisfy and leave you begging for more."
"Ooo . . . ."
Anthony stepped back, prideful heart beating as his guests all but set upon the new treat like vultures upon a fresh kill. His return to the kitchen was scarcely noticed. The pate was all that occupied them, inspiring more moans, murmurs, and comments of approval.
Once more within the center of his abode, the room within which his skill was honed, Anthony clapped his hands and took a deep breath. This will be the finest feast in all of history, he thought. It is nearly a shame it can be enjoyed by only a few.
Ah, well . . . .
"Sandra, is the table prepared?"
His wife said nothing, but he took her mute expression as confirmation.
"Then let us impress our guests, shall we?"
Together, Anthony Leach and his wife entered the dining room, the far wall of which opened into the parlor, where mingled the chef's guests. They turned with gluttonous anticipation upon hearing the cumbersome rolling of the large cart. Eyes widened and mouths watered. Everyone wanted to know what awaited them beneath the large sheet covering the cart.
"If we are ready, ladies and gentlemen," Anthony prompted loudly. He rubbed his hands together in anticipation.
"Good God, man, what have you got under there?" asked Polk, eyes glimmering widely.
"In the artistic sense, the most unique and incomparable dining experience you will ever enjoy," Anthony responded with a proud glow. "But if you prefer technical details . . . sixty-two pounds of salaciously sumptuous meat, after the bones were removed. But that is not counting my famous asparagus au gratin, acorn squash mashed potatoes, and of course, my own Black Forest cake."
Mrs. DeRenzo's eyes bulged. "Did you say 'bird?' What sort of bird?" she asked. "Ostrich?"
Anthony frowned with a wry smile and shook his head. "I would not do such a thing," he declared. "Such gangly, ugly things, ostriches. No, this is the finest bird my adoptive country could hope to produce. And --"
With a flourish, he gripped the sheet and whipped it away, trailing steam and allowing the rich, bountiful aromas to roll through the air. The feast in all its glory was fully revealed to Anthony's guests.
"-- I have my beautiful wife to thank for the inspiration."
Eyes once filled with salivating expectation for a memorable feast now became horrified and morbid as they witnessed the sight before them. While the flesh had been denuded from the bone and prepared in various ways, the platters upon which the meat lay had been carefully laid out to mimic the position of a human corpse in repose. The arms and legs looked inauspicious enough, and could have passed for finely-prepared pork tenderloin.
But upon the central large platter lay the poached breasts of Mrs. Anthony Leach, the flesh puffed and glistening, nipples darkened and delicately flowered, sitting like tiny red roses upon the meat. Beneath those fleshy mounds were the various organs, darkened from roasting and prepared in numerous ways, but laid out in familiar patterns. Even the chitlin-like intestine wound a serpentine path beneath a bulging, haggis-like stomach and between stewed kidneys simmering quietly in bowls of broth.
The only thing not revealed was the head of the dead woman. But where it would have lain existed a large steel dome over a platter.
"I-Is that," began the young DeRenzo girl, pointing with a shaking hand. "Is th-that--"
Anthony looked to where the young woman pointed and smiled. "Oh! Of course! I cannot forget the best part!" He reached for the domed lid and lifted it away. "Head cheese!"
Men and women alike swooned and balked, stumbling away. Several regarded Anthony Leach with abject horror. They backed slowly away, inching for the door.
Anthony watched them, frowning in confusion. How could they not admire my greatest creation? My most delectable feast?
He stepped around the table, plaintively approaching those who now back-pedaled down the hall. "You're not leaving, are you?" he cried. "What about desert?"
"Desert?" shrieked Mrs. Polk, recoiling in terror.
"Of course! Chilled brains. Utterly fantastic!" Anthony kissed his fingertips. "I know they may not sound very tempting – brains are an acquired taste, I understand – but I have prepared them according to an ancient Borneo recipe. It took days, but they are perfect! As sweet and malleable as jelly!"
Mrs. Polk gasped and fainted, but was fortuitously caught by her husband, who dragged his wife swiftly down the corridor. In short order, everyone was gone, leaving the front door gaping open. The squealing of tires soon sounded from the large driveway of the house. Forlorn, Anthony watched from the stoop as his guests fled. His heart sunk heavily, even as he shook an angry fest in the chilly air.
"Well, the Devil take you, then!" he snarled viciously. "Just remember that I offered to share my wife with the lot of you! Now I'll have to eat her all by myself!"
Anthony huffed, perturbed, returning to the now-quiet dining room. The rich aromas of the would-be feast swirled about him as he took his seat at the head of the table. His face became sour and drawn. Absently, he touched the polished silverware flanking the plate before him, then let out a heavy sigh and straightened.
"It appears it is just you and I tonight, my dear," he said aloud, looking to the large cart upon which his wife-cum-feast lay. "That seems to have become the norm for us lately, hasn't it?"
Sandra, of course, did not respond. Anthony stared at the darkened flesh, noting the way his wife's lips, during baking, had become puffed and juicy in a way they had never been in life. Casually, he removed a plug or Gruyere cheese from one of the nostrils and popped it into his mouth.
"I suppose it is true, what they say," he remarked wistfully. "Genius is never appreciated by the masses. Where would we be without that first brave soul who deigned to dine on lobster? Or almonds? Or any number of other potential gastronomic disasters? We would be in culinary hell, that's where." He eased back and stared at the ceiling.
"Of course, the only drawback to all this," he mused at last, casting a wistful glance to his erstwhile wife's honey-glazed face. "Is that I can't ask you for my cigar after dinner."
-finis-
(Thanks for reading. I hope I haven't ruined anyone's appetite for the Halloween season. Please don't forget to vote, and feel free to leave a comment below..)
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* * * *
"This is gonna be fucking awesome!" Derek declared, bouncing jubilantly in the passenger seat of the vintage sedan. "I've wanted to go to Zombie Stomp for, like, forever!"
Steve rolled his eyes, but he had to admit he was excited as well. The stresses of working forty hours a week on top of a full load of classes demanded relief. Only two months into his senior year, and he was already looking forward to winter break. But a Halloween weekend away from work and school was the next best thing.
"Gonna be some hot fucking chicks there, man," Derek continued, the gleam of his ruddy cheeks showing even through the white vampire face makeup he wore. He slapped Steve's shoulder. "Even you could get laid."
Steve scoffed. "Yeah, but I won't need to get a girl drunk, first," he said meaningfully, indicating Derek's obvious pudginess. Even with the shimmering red vest, his best friend's stomach was obvious.
Derek grinned, running his hands up and down his thick body. "Hey, I ain't fucking fat. I'm husky."
Steve chuckled. "You know, for every fifty pounds of excess weight, you lose an inch on your dick."
Derek snorted. "I got inches to spare, man."
"Uh huh. I've seen you in the showers after practice."
"Dude! You been fucking checking me out? Don't tell me my best bro's a fag!"
"You wish," Steve drawled.
"Don't count on it, dude. I ain't jumping no fucking fence."
Steve laughed, shifting in his seat. He had decided to go for a tribal savage motif in his costume, which consisted of a makeshift loincloth draped with leather tassels and feathers, similarly-decorated strap-up sandals and abundant body paint. He maintained an impressive build, due to being a wide receiver as opposed to Derek's role of linebacker, and hoped that would help him attract female attention.
He kept pace behind a long row of cars which, ostensibly, were headed to the same destination. As far away from everything as the old quarry lay, it was unlikely any of the cars were headed anywhere else. Indeed, as they approached, the cars slowed almost to a crawl. Police cruisers were parked to either side of the road, flanking a checkpoint. Steve and Derek both exchanged slightly worried looks; while they had not been drinking, both young men carried fair amounts of marijuana on them.
"Dude, this is so fucking fascist," Derek commented.
"Relax," Steve calmed. "They're probably just checking IDs. Look – you can see the lights of the quarry."
"You better be right, dude."
Car after car inched forward, and as Steve edged the rebuilt Ford Galaxy toward the checkpoint, he saw not a police officer, but a pudgy, bearded man in a white T-short displaying the bloody Zombie Stomp logo. The cops stood off to the side, sipping coffee and generally keeping to themselves. Apparently, Steve figured, they were present due to past incidents of violence erupting at the annual concert. Their visibility alone was a powerful deterrent.
The rotund man in the T-shirt waved through the car ahead of them and indicated for Steve to stop.
"Twenty-one and over only, guys," he said, shining a flashlight upon the two young men after Steve had rolled down the window. "I gotta check ID."
"No problem," Steve answered, quickly producing his driver's license. Begrudgingly, Derek did the same. The pudgy man checked them both, looking closely at Derek's made up face. Satisfied the two men were of age, he stepped back.
"Enjoy the concert, guys."
"Thanks."
"Happy Halloween, fascist dude!" called Derek before a sharp slap from Steve had him wincing and clutching his shoulder.
"Asshole," muttered Steve.
"What!" snapped Derek, massaging his arm.
"Just don't get us thrown out."
Derek said nothing, distracted instantly as Steve rolled the car into the grassy field that served as the venue's parking lot. A bevy of scantily-clad pirate wenches giggled as the car passed, making inaudible comments about Derek's obvious gawking of them. One of them flashed the majority of her upper thigh before they were out of view.
"Dude!" Derek exclaimed. "Chick fucking wants me. I can tell."
"Yeah, right," Steve commented, parking between a pair of large SUVs. He cut the engine and palmed the keys with a grin. "You ready?"
"Fuck yeah!"
* * * *
The broad expanse of the old limestone quarry was filled with a literal sea of people more than twenty thousand strong. Four stages occupied each corner of the venue, belting out rap, hip-hop, rock and metal. The air was heady and thick with the aromas of sweat, cigarettes, pot and alcohol, kept potent by the hazy cloud hovering between the towering walls of the quarry. While Halloween came during the first chill of approaching winter, the mass of bodies, glowing lights, and humming electronics increased the temperature noticeably.
"This place is fucking huge!" Derek proclaimed as he and Steve followed the crowd through the gates. The broad path sloped down toward the quarry proper, affording a brief overview of the entire venue. The four stages flashed with various lights and the minimal sort of cheap props indicative of low-profile bands. For, while Zombie Stomp was a much-lauded event, it was open only to local bands. For many, it was the first stepping stone toward national and, hopefully, world-wide exposure.
"Look at this, Steve," Derek urged as he tapped the glossy program he had picked up at the gate. "Slammin Sammy is gonna be on the metal stage at ten. Bad ass. I saw those fuckers at the Naked Iguana couple months ago. They fucking wail."
"Hmm." Steve was not as interested in the various bands as he was in his surroundings. Halloween brought out the slutty nature in every girl, he noticed. Regardless of motif, the aim for feminine costumes seemed to be to reveal as much bare skin as possible. Not that Steve was complaining.
"Whoa! Dude!"
Derek's exclamation recaptured Steve's attention. He looked first to his friend, then to the pamphlet his best friend was reading.
"Check this: 'Zombie Stomp was first envisioned to celebrate the anniversary of the death of William Adler, madman and sociopath, who is believed to be responsible for the deaths of over twenty people before he himself perished in 1899. A wealthy patriarch of the community, Adler's vicious and perverse habits were never fully revealed until many years following his funeral. In 1944, with the passing of his daughters in a fire that destroyed the family mansion, the real story began to emerge. A collection of letters and diaries written by the daughters described instances of kidnapping, rape, sexual perversity, and even incest.'" He lifted his head, giving his friend a knowing look and crooked grin. "Dude screwed his own daughters. That's fucking sick."
Steve wrinkled his nose. "And we're celebrating this guy?"
Derek chuckled, picking up on the pamphlet where he had left off. "'Zombie Stomp is a celebration of all things perverse and free. While unquestionably an inglorious, unrepentant madman, William Adler nevertheless embodies the spirit of hedonism and total loss of inhibitions. We, the organizers of Zombie Stomp, like to think the spirit of William Adler looks down upon this festival with approval from the Adler Family Mausoleum which can just be seen above the northern face of the quarry.'" He finished with a grin, directing his eyes toward the northern end of the quarry. But the darkness of night and the haze in the air obscured the view.
"Okay, before we get creeped out, I wanna get a beer and maybe find a couple chicks to smoke a blunt with," Steve declared.
"Sounds like a plan," Derek agreed, folding the program and stuffing it in his back pocket. He shook out his black cape and leered at a pair of young women passing by.
"Alright," said Steve, clapping his hands together. "The mission is pussy. Carnal knowledge, on the premises. Got it?"
Derek looked around with a lecherous grin. "Not yet, but I guarantee I'm gonna get it."
Steve rolled his eyes, but he was already looking around for possible prey. Confident that his mostly-revealed and very toned body would gain him abundant attention, he was happy to find his confidence confirmed in the eyes of speculative feminine onlookers. With a cocky smirk, he clapped his best friend upon a meaty shoulder. "Then let's go get 'em, Crackula."
"After you, Tribal Thunder."
* * * *
The music was infectious, as it often is in such a large venue. Even though the majority of the music was not exactly what Steve would enjoy on a regular basis, in the context of being surrounded by thousands of writhing, sweaty bodies, with the aroma of a hundred different perfumes mingling with marijuana and alcohol, Steve found himself enjoying the thunderous beats and enthusiastic lyrics.
Like a freakin' orgy, he thought, wandering in the periphery between the rock and metal stages. Derek, he knew, was worming his way toward the metal stage in anticipation of hearing Slammin Sammy. Steve didn't worry about being split from his friend. They both had their cell phones, and had already agreed to meet back at the car at two a.m., come what may.
The first beer down and a second half-finished, Steve found a spot near a bank of port-a-potties, away from the chaotic crush of revelers. He was glad he had included the small leather pouch as part of his costume; it was useful in carrying his ID, money, and the little plastic bag containing three rolled joints. Having seen numerous others openly smoking spliffs and bowls without fear of arrest, and with just enough alcohol in his system to make him reckless, he took one of the carefully-rolled cigarettes out, tweaking the ends before tucking it between his lips. He lit it, puffed a few times to pull the flame in, then inhaled deeply.
Holding the bittersweet essence in his lungs for a few seconds, Steve exhaled slowly, smiling at the rich aroma of Hawaiian-grown weed. The smile lingered as he surveyed his surroundings like a conquering soldier. Women glanced his way, some giving appraising looks, others rolling their eyes or giggling in veiled embarrassment.
Then, as if materializing like a vampire from a cloying mist, she was there in the crowd, striding meaningfully toward him. Clad in a snug black dress with the neckline plunging to her navel, she was an alluring blonde, hair swept back and free, smooth, pale skin glistening with the sheen of the night. While slightly-built and possessing narrow measurements, Steve was instantly attracted to the almost feral, wanton look in her glittering green eyes.
"Give a girl a toke?" she asked boldly, keeping her shoulders back to accentuate the near-nudity of her chest.
Steve smiled in his best "suave" way. He was always a little intimidated by girls who were more forward than he, but the alluring charms of the blonde beauty before him made him make the extra effort to match her cool approach.
He held the joint between thumb and forefinger, letting his eyes wander down the girl's lithe body. "Only if you tell me your name," he answered, returning his gaze to her eyes. He felt a stirring in his gut, traveling swiftly down to his groin, upon noting the light array of freckles across her cheeks and nose. Freckles had always been a weakness to Steve; they evoked impressions of hometown life and demure innocence. But it was already apparent that the blonde before him was neither small town nor innocent.
The corner of her mouth curled. "Vicki," she responded with a lick of her soft, kissable lips.
Without bothering to hide his admiration for the girl, Steve handed the joint over. She puckered her lips before pulling on the illicit cigarette, eyes closing while she inhaled. She held it for several seconds after passing the joint back, then slowly let the smoke filter out, trailing up like the thick grey fingers of a skeleton over her face. She smiled upon Steve.
"How about me?" asked another voice, bidding Steve to divert his attention from the blonde and look to his right. A sultry redhead smiled back, clad in a dress to match the blonde's. Her freckles were even more pronounced and abundant.
Two girls? thought Steve with a brief moment of anxiety.
"It's okay," Vicki said. "This is Becky. We share everything."
He glanced back to her with an obvious expression of interest. "Everything?"
"Yes," confirmed the luscious redhead, gaining Steve's attention once more. She framed the joint in Steve hands with slender fingers and took it away, locking his gaze as she drew upon it with as much suggestive sexiness as the blonde. "Everything."
He smiled through both excitement and anxiety. "I like the sound of that."
Becky emitted a deep, throaty chuckle. "I bet you do."
"What's your name?" asked Vicki, sliding just a little closer.
"Steve."
"Good name," replied the blonde. "It means 'crown.'"
He chuckled. "I doubt I'm gonna be a king any time soon."
"Maybe not," remarked Becky as she took another hit, then passed it to Vicki. "But I think you just might deserve royal treatment."
Steve's smile grew even more. "I always enjoy being pampered," he declared, then gave both young women a meaningful look. "But I also like giving as much as I get."
The blonde and redhead exchanged sly smiles and nodded to one another, making a voiceless agreement. Finally, Vicki gave the joint back to Steve and curled her arm around his. "Come on. Love Puddle is gonna hit the stage in a few minutes. You like them?"
Steve shrugged. "Sure," he said, accepting Becky's hand in his. I'll go anywhere you honeys want . . . .
* * * *
He had to admit, for an unsigned band, Love Puddle was pretty good. Their music reminded Steve of old Smashing Pumpkins tunes he had heard often as a young boy. The four members of the band all wore plain, cyan-colored doctors' scrubs and had their faces made up to depict bloodstained mouths and sunken, zombie-like eyes.
The pair of beauties flanking him made Steve's ego soar, especially once he noticed the appraising looks men gave them. A few ventured to flirt with the winsome blonde and redhead, but they responded with cold, curt replies, clinging to Steve like devoted slaves to a master.
Still, despite the strange and sudden devotion of the two women, Steve was still startled when the blonde, Vicki, slid her hand up the inside of Steve's thigh to cup the weight of his cock and balls through the loincloth. He gave her a wondering, aroused look, which she returned with a sly smile.
And there, in apparent obliviousness of the people surrounding them, she slipped around before Steve and lowered herself to a squat, legs splayed widely. Smiling upon the growing bulge hidden behind a single layer of cloth, she peeled the waistband down, fully exposing Steve's hardening dick to both the revelers around them and Vicki's appraising gaze.
This is nuts, thought Steve, glancing around. But it seemed no one caught on to what the slender blonde was doing, at least not right away, save Becky, who only grinned and winked.
The warm firmness of Vicki's tongue brought his attention back to the eager blonde. She smiled up around an open mouth as she licked and lapped along the length of his engorged shaft, making it glisten. But the smile faded after several seconds, replaced by an expression of wanton desire as she spread her lips around Steve's cock and slid them all the way down the shaft.
Steve groaned, staring down in stupefaction as Vicki's lips caressed the base of his cock, her nose brushing the soft dark hair of his lower abdomen, her chin pressed against his balls. He felt her jaw moving, tongue massaging, and the fluttering of her throat around the head of his sensitive phallus. He swayed slightly, more light-headed than if he had guzzled a case of beer, and touched her head.
Lost to sexual delirium, Steve noticed a few interested eyes watching what Vicki was doing. A man clad in a pirate's costume gave a thumb's-up. A girl looking like a slutty Alice in Wonderland stared with astonished eyes, her mouth hanging open.
A hand touched his chin, gently urging Steve to look to Becky. She smiled sultrily and offered her lips for a taste. Steve moaned into her mouth as they kissed, and all the while, Vicki's mouth never let go of his cock.
Finally, the blonde slid her talented mouth from Steve's cock and rose. Giving him an impish look, she tucked his still-engorged penis back into the loincloth.
"Come on," whispered Becky in his ear, her voice just audible above the musical din.
He frowned. "Where?"
"Some place we can be alone," answered Vicki, taking his hand.
* * * *
With the absence of pounding music and the crunch of human bodies, Steve's senses gradually adjusted to normal levels as he followed Vicki and Becky along the rear of the quarry, behind the stages and various band vehicles, to an old iron gate the blocked the way out. There was the faintest of paths beyond the gate, which was otherwise overgrown with thick vegetation.
"Where are we going?"
The girls paused, exchanging a glance, before Vicki turned back and pressed herself against Steve's body. "How kinky are you?"
Steve searched her face, alcohol and marijuana making him both bold and relaxed. "I'm willing to give just about anything a shot."
She slid a bare thigh around his, then directed one of his hands between her thighs. Steve's libido surged as he felt slick, pliable flesh and just the faintest trace of hair. "I'd like you to give this a shot," she purred, then kissed him fiercely.
"Come on, hurry!" Becky urged, standing beside a now-open iron gate. Without further thought, Steve followed the winsome redhead through the gate, towing Vicki behind.
The narrow trail lead upward, following the craggy face of the cliff that was the other side of the quarry's northern wall. Away from the heat of humanity and electronics, Steve shivered at the drop in temperature and the buffeting winds. Only the promise of enjoying the delights of two sexy, willing women allowed him to endure the cold. He only hoped they were going somewhere enclosed. The fear of "shrinkage" became suddenly and embarrassingly real.
Becky climbed with the agility of a cat, almost effortlessly following the tiny winding trail up inclines of almost forty-five degrees in places. Steve stumbled behind, figuring his two imminent lovers were gymnasts. They certainly seemed to possess the bodies of athletes. With the wind whipping at her clothes, and Steve's vantage point of behind and below, he was treated to several inspiring glimpses of Becky's naked rear and the plump, shadowy sex just beneath.
The climb was thankfully brief, resulting in the three of them standing above the massive concert below. The contrast of raucous revelry below on one side and calm, windswept hill on the other was startling.
"Here we are, baby," Becky cooed, gesturing with her arm toward a structure a little further along the crest. Surrounded by thick vegetation and standing beneath the heavy boughs of a broad-limbed elm was a weathered stone edifice that looked like a small cathedral. Simple columns flanked a heavy, eroded door composed of iron and stone, beneath a large, engraved panel that read, "Adler."
Steve suddenly blanched, feeling more sober than if he had never touched a drop of beer. He suddenly cursed Derek for having read him the history of the sociopath for whom Zombie Stomp had been held. "You . . . wanna go in there," he said hesitantly.
"It'll be cool," Vicki whispered in his ear before giving the lobe a quick, teasing lick. "The three of us, naked together, getting down and dirty."



"It's a mausoleum," Steve pointed out.
"So?" quipped Becky, hands on her hips. "You afraid the dead guy's gonna come to life?"
Steve abruptly chuckled. "No. Guess not."
The redhead smiled catilly, then casually pulled her dress over her head. Illuminated by the glow of light from the concert, the pale skin of her naked body took on an almost ghostly sheen. Ripe breasts pushed upward toward the midnight sky, capped with thick cherry nipples that puckered in the chill. The nest of orange-hued hair between her thighs looked like fire above what Steve was certain was an appropriately volcanic sex. "So," she said. "Let's go."
Trepidation vanished from the young man's mind, especially upon looking to Vicki, finding her equally nude, trailing the dark dress behind her. While not as pale as Becky, she was equally alluring with her long, free-flowing hair and sparsely-furred Venus mound. With sultry smiles, the girls turned and let their swaying hips and gently-bouncing cheeks entice Steve into following.
Metal grated and stone ground with a faint shower of pulverized dust, but the door to the mausoleum opened, allowing the girls entry. Steve felt a chill trickling down his spine just as he braved the doorway, making him pause. But the flare of matches within, slicing through the darkness, helped assuage his nervousness.
He stepped into the amber-illumined sanctuary as the naked girls applied fire to numerous candles set around the interior. The chamber was just spacious enough in which to move around, dominated by a massive stone sarcophagus, a rectangle of darkly-stained stone the size of a dining room table meant for eight. The walls to either side glistened with humidity-glossed stone, their features lost in flickering shadow.
Steve wrinkled his nose at the dank aroma of the tomb, but the morbidity of his surroundings was more than tempered by the pair of nubile, nude seductresses which faced him. Leaning against the edge of the sarcophagus, they gave him hungry looks.
"Ready for us, stud?" asked Becky. Beside her, Vicki curled her tongue across smooth, even teeth. Her eyes were fixated upon the young man's groin.
Steve's chest swelled. He hooked his thumbs in the elastic band of the only garment keeping him modest and let it fall around his ankles. His cock sprang out, swelling in thickness. "What do you think?" he asked in return.
Becky grinned. Vicki heaved a wanton breath. "I think I'm hungry," the blonde growled, aggressively stepping forward. She cupped her hands to either side of Steve's face and pulled him into a desperate kiss, urging him further into the mausoleum. He stumbled, trying to maintain both the kiss and his footing, and found himself being turned about. He grunted slightly as he was pushed against the nearly frigid stone of the sarcophagus.
"Up," Becky commanded simply, eyes mirroring the flickering candle flames. Steve winced at the cold, but did not hesitate to scramble atop the cold slab of stone. Becky crawled up with him as Vicki pushed his thighs apart and resumed what she had begun at the concert. Steve sighed in pleasure, ignoring the chill of the stone beneath him as Vicki engulfed his cock to the root once more. But now, an extra dimension of stark sexuality was added as Becky straddled his face in a squat, the fleshy pink lips of her pussy splaying wide.
"Eat me," she whispered heatedly, then uttered a guttural groan as Steve eagerly complied. The taste of her, he found, was both bitter and sweet, more toward the latter end of the scale than the former. She was fresh, clean, surprisingly so given the events of the night. Steve moaned into her slick genitals, licking and sucking voraciously as Vicki mimicked his enthusiasm upon his cock.
Becky grinned, watching the blonde as she bobbed her head up and down thoroughly swallowing Steve's cock on each plunge. Unable to resist, she lowered herself to a sixty-nine atop the young man, rolling her hips over his face as she licked a random trail down his lower abdomen.
"You want a taste?" Vicki asked, releasing Steve's penis and stroking the slick length with her hand.
Becky licked her lips. "Of course." She stared into the blonde's green eyes as the cock the other girl tilted toward her face slid into her mouth. They locked their eyes for a few moments as Becky suckled the throbbing column of flesh, tasting the essence seeping from the pliable flesh. The man beneath her shuddered, then groaned when Vicki added to the sensations by laving his swollen balls with her tongue and lips.
The stale air was filled with the wet, carnal sounds of sucking licking, moaning and sighing. Steve began jabbing his hips upward, driving his cock to the hilt in Becky's mouth as his own efforts upon her swollen labia faltered. The redhead popped her mouth off the straining phallus, and Vicki was quick to grab it, squeezing the base.
"Uh-uh," Becky teased, moving off of Steve's body. The panting young man groaned in mild frustration.
"I was gonna come," he gasped.
"And you will," Vicki declared, lifting herself onto the sarcophagus and straddling his hips. The slippery, heated lips of her pussy caressed the head of Steve's cock. "Inside me."
He groaned again, but this time with a smile as the blonde impaled herself upon him. Her eyes fluttered in ecstasy as every inch was pulled within her rippling tunnel. She smiled upon Steve with adoration, reading the sublime pleasure in his face while undulating back and forth. Her gaze switched to Becky, who was also smiling, and the redhead leaned toward the blonde for a deep, sensual kiss.
"Oh, man," moaned Steve, pushing up inside Vicki.
"You like that?" Becky asked after breaking the kiss. "You like when I kiss her?"
"Fuck, yes."
Her eyes flashed devilishly. "How about if I suck her nipples?" she asked, then lowered her head, brushing back brilliant red hair so Steve could get a perfect view of her tongue curling around the nipple of Vicki's left breast. She puckered her lips around it, sucking it into her mouth, making the blonde gasp in delight.
"Goddamn, that's hot," declared Steve in a breathless voice.
"Does that turn you on, baby?" cooed Vicki, grinding back and forth, mashing her needy clit against the young man's lower abdomen. Her face glowed with brilliant rouge, signalling the onset of an orgasm. "You gonna come?" she panted.
Steve winced, squeezing Vicki's hip in one hand and gripping one of Becky's firm cheeks with the other. His hips punched up off the now sweat-slicked sarcophagus repeatedly, hammering his cock deep within the writhing blonde. "Fuck!"
"Do it, baby!" Vicki cried hoarsely, even as she shuddered through an orgasm which had her gasping, almost choking for breath. Her body bucked, back arching deeply. A hand came up to hold Becky's head close to her breast, the redhead sucking ardently all the while.
Steve and Vicki cried out simultaneously as their bodies were wracked with intense pleasure. He could feel every pulse of his penis, wrapped snugly in the grasping, gripping funnel of Vicki's pussy, as every surge and spurt of semen gushed from deep within his body to fill hers. Steve's entire groin burned with the intense sensations, which proved almost painful as Vicki continued to ride the wave of her own release.
"S-s-stop," Steve begged, pushing his hand down firmly on Vicki's thigh in an effort to make her cease her motions. Finally, the blonde stopped moving, her face slack and eyes closed as she relished the afterglow.
Beside them both, Becky chuckled. She leaned down to kiss Steve, slipping her tongue around the edges of his mouth. "We're not done yet, baby," she whispered in a way that was both sweetly promising and darkly foreboding. But Steve was all but incoherent, head spinning, body tingling.
He barely registered what was going on as Vicki eased off his semi-erect cock, leaving it cool in the algid air. But his attention was diverted back to his momentarily-spent penis as both girls affectionately licked, lapped and sucked his fluid-smeared member, murmuring and giggling all the while. He stared at their cream-slicked tongues, their blissful faces, their enticing eyes when they kissed, sharing the flavor of his seed. Never had Steve seen anything so incredibly erotic.
With a naughty look, Vicki climbed atop the sarcophagus even as Becky bade the young man to slip off. The blonde lay back on the carved stone slab, legs splayed widely open. Her swollen sex glistened with a mixture of sexual fluid. Thick white semen oozed from her puffy slit.
"My turn, Steve," Becky said, bending over the sarcophagus, bringing her face close to Vicki's seeping pussy while spreading her legs and pushing her hips up in invitation. Steve needed no further hints to know what the redhead wanted.
His cock, having shrunken somewhat after his first orgasm, was quickly revived by the sight of such an enticing target. Wispy, fiery curls of soft pubic hair peaked from between her taut legs. Steve found the sight erotic, more so than if the cute redhead had shaved away her somewhat unique sexual beauty. Taking his cock in hand, he stepped close to the girl, rubbing the already wet head of his dick between Becky's sweet, sugary lips. The redhead groaned as she was penetrated, but did not stop in her ardent licking and sucking of Vicki's vagina.
Although he could not directly see what was happening, the mere idea that a wanton redhead as beautiful as Becky would so eagerly lap up the oozing cum from her friend's recently-fucked pussy had his libido spiking dramatically. The effect was heightened when Becky lifted her head and glanced back to Steve as she bucked against his pounding thrusts.
Chin and lips glossy, smeared with mingled semen and vaginal fluid, Becky gave Steve a dreamy-eyed look. "Make me come," she demanded, before noisily returning to her cunnilingual feast. Vicki gasped and sighed repeatedly, pressing a hand against the back of Becky's head, urging the redhead to devour her. She stared at Steve's face, offering an expression of pure, unadulterated desire.
Soon, both women were groaning and shaking, all but thrashing in the throes of orgasm. The small room was filled with their cries of passion, whereas Steve just kept pumping away, spurred on by the uninhibited antics of his lovers.
"Oh, fuck, I'm gonna come," he announced, feeling his cock swelling within Becky's caressing tunnel.
"Give it to us!" cried Vicki, pushing Becky back. Both girls quickly fell to their knees on the grimy stone floor, staring up at Steve as he stroked his tensing cock. The held their mouths open, tongues outstretched.
Steve trembled at the kinky, erotic sight. This was the sort of thing he had only seen in porn, but now, inexplicably, a pair of hot, uninhibited women were wantonly awaiting the taste of his orgasm. With such stimulation, it took only a few more firm, squeezing strokes of his cock before he erupted.
Jet after jet of potent seed lanced from the slit at the tip of his cock, spattering onto proffered tongues, succulent lips, and fine, unblemished cheeks. The girls both giggled and cooed at the weight and aroma of semen which decorated their faces. Steve squeezed out the last few bits onto the tips of both Becky's and Vicki's tongues, then let them pass his cock back and forth, suckling, licking and kissing it. He swayed on his feet, stumbling back against a cold, grimy wall.
The girls both looked to him with shiny, glossy chins and lips. Dollops of thick white cream clung to their cheeks. They regarded him with the cool sexiness of black widows.
"Are you all done?" Becky asked with an exaggerated pout.
Steve snorted with laughter. "Maybe for now," he said. "But if you wanna give me some time . . . ."
The two young vixens kissed, mouths pressed passionately together. Vicki broke the kiss quickly, however. "I wish we had more to give," she said with indifferent wistfulness. "But it's past time for us."
Steve grimaced, but nonetheless nodded in understanding. "Yeah, I figured," he said. "Just a one-time thing, right?"
Vicki and Becky shared another quick look. It was the redhead who spoke first, returning her attention to Steve. "Guess you have us both all figured out," she said.
Steve shrugged. "I didn't fall of the truck yesterday, you know."
Becky leveled her gaze upon the young man with an unmistakably predatory expression. "Can you guess what's going to happen now?"
A chill stabbed through Steve's chest as the two women rose, facing him. Their faces seemed to darken, while their eyes took on an inhuman, unearthly glow. A stray gust wound its way through the body-heated confines of the mausoleum. The candle flames flickered wildly, making the shadows dance across the walls. And for a brief, stupefying moment, that same chaotically dancing luminescence revealed plaques on the walls to either side of the large central sarcophagus. Set above upright crypts, the plaques were embossed with the names of those who had entombed within several decades before.
Rebeca Adler, Steve read in anxious wonder, before his eyes darted swiftly to the other. Victoria Adler. William Adler's daughters.
Oh, shit . . . . his gaze returned to the two young women, who had taken positions beneath the engraved placards which, presumably, bore their names.
Intimidated by the now feral faces the girls wore, Steve stooped quickly, gathering up his loincloth. He rose slowly, backing toward the door. "Um . . . it, uh, was a lot of fun, ladies, but I gotta get going--"
"You're not going anywhere," Vicki breathed threateningly.
"Daddy needs you," added Becky.
Steve blinked, feeling the abrupt dryness of his mouth. "'D-daddy?'"
"Of course," replied the redhead with a broad grin, revealing a pair of extended fangs. "That's really what this was all about."
Vicki chuckled, taking a single step closer to their unnerved lover. "And you thought this was all about getting off, didn't you?"
"Uh . . . pretty much," Steve answered, nearly reaching the mausoleum's door. The air was chillier.
"Sorry to, uh, burst your bubble, Stevie," Becky chided, snapping her hands out, finger extended and sprouting long, blade-like nails. "But like my sister said, you aren't going anywhere."
Steve swallowed thickly, fear fully taking root within his brain. As Vicki sported her own clawed hands and both women advanced, he turned with a stumble, hoping to race out of the decrepit old structure and leave all this madness behind.
His foot slipped.
He gasped in startled panic.
The girls leapt, snarling and screeching like harpies.
Steve's cries of anguish, pain and shock lasted only a few moments, confined within the mausoleum's interior and nullified from the outside world by the now howling wind outside.
* * * *
Derek huffed in disgust, perched atop the hood of Steve's car, staring at the glowing screen of the cell-phone in his hand. He had sent more than half a dozen text messages to Steve in the previous few hours, and had called thrice. But his best friend had yet to respond, and the sun was just beginning to cast its gentle and normally sublime glow across the land.
The massive lot upon which the concert's revelers parked their vehicles lay largely empty, leaving only a few vehicles. Most of them contained partiers who had wisely chosen to sleep off their inebriation in the back seats.
Derek had no need of sleep to counter the effects of alcohol; he had become tiredly and rudely sober after the concert was over and the beer vendors had all packed up. More than that, Derek had failed in his quest for carnal knowledge. The closest he had come was a brief make out and grope session with an obviously drunk young woman, which left him supremely frustrated.
Midway through composing yet another lengthy and angry text message to Steve, he was interrupted by the same pudgy, shaggy-haired man who had checked their IDs at the venue's entrance.
"Yo, dude," the man called, crossing the parking lot toward the row of vehicles in the employee-only section. "You waiting on somebody?"
Derek glanced up, perturbed. His white face paint had begun to dry and crack, and his eyes were red from the consumption of beer and pot. "Yeah. My supposed best fucking friend. It's like he fucking vanished off the damn planet."
The concert employee looked wary. "Hope he wasn't hit by the Zombie Stomp curse."
Derek frowned. "The what?"
"Did you get one of the programs at the front?"
"Yeah."
"Then it's all in there."
Derek begrudgingly reached to his back pocket, taking out the folded-over, wrinkled program. "What the fuck you talking about?"
The other man's face was drawn and somber. "Just read it," he said. "It'll tell you all about it. To be honest, I just wanna get the fuck outta here." To punctuate his words, he strode toward a relatively late-modeled sedan and jerked open the door. Derek watched him drive away, once more noticing a pale face upon the man. He then looked down at the tri-folded glossy pamphlet he held.
He read through the majority of it quickly, remembering the story as he had relayed to Steve. Then he flipped the program over, finding more of the story.
'It's a morbid fact that, every year at Zombie Stomp, someone goes missing. We call it the Zombie Stomp Curse. Maybe it's real, maybe it isn't. But since no bodies are ever found, it's probably just and urban legend. Still, be careful and don't walk the concert grounds alone.'
Derek frowned, enduring a quick shock of anxiety which coursed through him. No way. Couldn't happen. It's bullshit, just stuff they made up to get some exposure.
Yeah, that's it.
He crumpled up the pamphlet and tossed it to the ground. He wondered how long he was willing to wait before reaching under the frame of the car for the spare key and heading home.
I'll give him another hour.
* * * *
Standing unabashedly naked atop the apex of the quarry's northern wall, Victoria and Rebeca Adler held hands as they gazed upon the remnants of the annual party below. Neither evidenced any discomfort at the chill wind whirling around them.
"He was a good one," Vicki said with a small smile.
"A very good one," Becky agreed, absently lifting a hand to lick away the streak of blood upon it.
"Do you think it will finally be enough to awaken Daddy?"
Becky breathed in deeply, buoyant breasts rising, then falling. "We can only hope," she said morosely, then cast a sidelong glance to her sister. "Because I really don't want to spend another sixty-five years like this. I mean, coming alive for only one day out of the year is really rather annoying. We barely have time to get caught up with what's new anymore."
Vicki nodded in assent, narrowing her eyes against the growing radiance of the sun on the horizon. "We had best be inside," she said, taking a step back and tugging gently on Rebeca's hand. But the redhead did not budge.
"Rebeca," Vicki voiced firmly.
The other woman nodded curtly, then allowed herself to be directed back to the mausoleum. She gave her sister a sheepish smile.
"Sorry," she said. "But sometimes, I wish I could watch the sunrise."
Vicki passed an affectionate, caressing hand down the redhead's face as the pair moved toward the open door of the crypt. "Soon, dear sister," she said prophetically. "Soon."
-finis-
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I find it funny that the same music which makes you cringe when you start hearing it in the department stores after Thanksgiving can conversely give you a warm, nostalgic smile in different circumstances. Christmas, since I became an adult and stopped thinking of the time of year as the ultimate in material wish fulfillment, was a time for reflection. Sure, New Year's Eve was traditionally about making resolutions in regards to the past indulgences of the year, but Christmas just seemed the perfect time for slowing down, taking your life in stock, and being grateful for what you have and who you are.
This Christmas, I had agreed to help out my great uncle Jerry at his little hometown bar called The Whiskey Shallow. I had some experience as a bartender, having filled in at the restaurant where I worked throughout college in that capacity. To be honest, it was a pretty easy gig. Most of the patrons wanted nothing more complex than a cold bottled beer or a Jack and Coke. For those few times when some college coed or career barfly ordered a Sex On The Beach or a Long Island Iced Tea, I had a dog-eared copy of The Bartender's Bible to help me along.
The onset of Christmas naturally meant a surge in business as men and women enjoyed an additional night off during the week, or otherwise sought refuge from irritating in-laws and relatives who had come to visit. Being a bartender, I quickly realized, meant being a good listener and junior psychologist. People seem to think that standing behind a bar and slinging drinks for eight hours meant you were somehow in tune with the collective subconscious or something. At the least, I can attest to learning a few things about the human condition by being one of the only sober individuals in a room full of drinkers.
Jerry gave me a piece of advice which he urged me to take to heart. "You have to wear a coat of 'I-know-what-the-fuck-I'm-doing' when you tend bar, kid," he told me in his gravelly voice. "Otherwise, they're gonna eat you alive and your tip jar's gonna have the bite marks to prove it."
So I did my best to be as arrogant as a young pitcher just brought up from the minors, and what I didn't know, I faked. Being a weekend alcoholic during my undergrad years helped. So when the cute blonde in the breast-hugging top bounced to the bar with that slightly inebriated, wicked gleam in her penny-colored eyes, I was ready to play her game.
"What you want this time?" I asked.
"I want a blowjob," she retorted with a swipe of a firm pink tongue across pearly teeth.
"Isn't that my line?" I quipped, immediately wondering how wonderful those lush pink lips would feel.
She bit her lip seductively. "Maybe later, stud," she answered, giving me a quick once-over. "If my plans fall through."
I rolled my eyes, but reached for the Bailey's behind me. "Nothing turns a guy on more than being second-best," I drawled, taking up a shot glass.
The girl giggled. "Well, technically, you'd be my first choice for a guy, but I'm after pussy tonight," she revealed wickedly, tossing a glance over her shoulder toward a brunette at a table behind her.
The sudden, intense image of those two coeds going at it resulted in immediate swelling beneath my jeans. I tried to focus on pouring the beige-colored liquid. "Nice," I managed to say.
"It will be," the girl responded, slapping down a five-spot and taking up the shot after I had topped with whipped cream. She gave me a playful wink. "Would it help if I told you I'll be thinking about you when I've got all this thick, sweat cream in mouth?" she asked rhetorically before prancing back to the brunette.
I couldn't come up with an answer. I could only shake my head and try to think of old naked nuns in order to cancel the surge in my libido.
A low chuckle drifted toward me from halfway down the bar. Close to midnight on Christmas Eve, the Whiskey Shallow had started to empty out, leaving just the die-hard drinkers and those with nowhere left to go. I wasn't sure to which category the hoary old man with his barely-trimmed grey beard belonged as he nursed his third Glenlivet on the rocks.
"What's so funny, Felix?" I asked him, scooting down the bar and taking up a towel to dry some glasses sitting on the drain rack.
"Blowjobs," he commented, his crinkled old face showing his age as he smiled. "You remember your first one?"
I laughed under my breath. "Yeah," I said. "High school."
Felix sputtered, thick red lips flapping through his facial hair. "I was a quiet kid in high school," he revealed, then licked his lips and smiled with a fond memory. "Even after, too. Girls didn't do things like that back then. Well, not like they do now. It was a good girl/bad girl thing, you know?"
I chuckled. "Good girls didn't, bad girls did?"
Felix grinned, showing stained teeth. "No. Good girls just didn't brag about it."
I smiled. "But they still did, huh?"
He sighed wistfully. "At least one did," he mused aloud. He stared at nothing in particular while his mind clipped the cartwheel backward in time. "She was a real catch, but I didn't know it at first. The all-around good girl, Miss America wrapped up in soft brown hair, rosy cheeks, and a pleated blue skirt."
"What was her name?" I asked, polishing glasses. The majority of the remaining patrons – including the gallivanting blonde and her imminent lesbian lover – seemed content to keep themselves entertained for the time being.
"Rose," Felix answered, a faint twinkle lighting up the corner of his eye. "Went to high school with her, but didn't really know her. She was quiet, like me. Anyway, I shipped out to Korea in '51. Spent two tours over there as a supply clerk with a MASH unit. Guess I came out lucky, not being on the front lines and all. Least I didn't have any nightmares or horror stories when I came home."
"Good thing," I said, for lack of anything more profound to say. I watched Felix tilt the glass back, as the lights in the bar refracted like golden sunshine through the facets of the tumbler and the ice within.
He set the empty glass on the bar top and pushed it slightly toward me. "Got back home just in time for the first snowfall in '53." He shook his head with a sad smile. "Christ. How long ago was that? More than a half a century, now."
I refilled the old man's glass and slid it back before him, waiting for him to go on. His little story had me intrigued.
"Anyway," he continued, cradling the glass in gnarled hands. "I saw her one day at the library. I was going to school, then, just like you, furthering my education. Wanted to be a businessman." He gave me a wink. "You know, do something respectable."
I smiled, waiting.
He inhaled through thick nostrils, regarding his drink with a distanced eye. "She was like an angel," he said. "Putting away the books in the Civics section. I offered to help with some of the higher shelves, and she just smiled, thanking me with those deep blue eyes. Now, I was never a ladies' man, but something about her just compelled me. We got to talking, and before I knew it, I was inviting her out to the soda stand after work for a milkshake."
Felix touched his lips to the scotch. "She said she had a beau she was waiting for, a soldier in Korea who was due home after Christmas. I respected that, I really did. I was a gentleman. Honestly, I never figured anything more than sharing a chocolate shake would happen between us."
"I'm guessing that's not the end of the story," I said, prodding him when he took another sip.
Felix chuckled knowingly. "Be pretty boring if it was, wouldn't it?"
I nodded.
He sauntered on with his tale. "Well, we agreed to catch a flick at the drive-in that weekend. I tell you, I had the most Christian motives in mind when I picked her up. I had this '48 Mercury I bought cheap. It wasn't much, but it was a set of wheels, and that was all that mattered. Rose was wearing a blue country skirt and a blouse, a shawl over her shoulders . . . not the kind of get-up you'd expect from a girl with anything other than pristine motives in mind."
"Appearances can be deceiving," I commented, stepping away to pop open a trio of beers for the cocktail waitress.
"You ain't kidding," Felix said when I returned, picking up as if only a second had passed between us. "I don't know what did it, but soon as I cut off the car and we started watching the movie, Rose was cuddled up against me, tucking herself under my arm like we were going steady. She said I was a 'nice guy,' that she could 'trust' me. Always figured that was a code, you know."
I laughed. "Yeah, I know. Nice guys always finish last."
"If they finish at all," Felix added with a dark glimmer. His face softened. "But it turned out I was wrong."
He sipped again from his drink, then took up the pack of cigarettes before him and lit up. Thick grey smoke billowed out from his lips, preceding the words that followed. "I just about jumped through the roof of the car when she put her hand in my lap. And it wasn't on my leg, either."
I chuckled. "Didn't think she'd be that forward, huh?"
"Christ, no!" he exclaimed, then sucked on the filter of the cigarette. "But I wasn't no dummy. Hey, a girl as sweet and cute and virginal as Mary wants to pet my johnson, I ain't gonna stop her."
"Hell, I wouldn't, either."
Felix grinned, sipped his scotch, smoked his cigarette. "Next thing I knew, she was getting my belt undone and popping the buttons. I couldn't do anything but let her go on with what she wanted. Didn't even look around at the other cars, to see if anybody could see what was going on. Part of me figured I might scare her off if I said or did anything, and the other part of me knew I didn't have any experience in such matters, so I'd best play it cool and see what would happen."
"I guess that worked out for you."
"In the best way," Felix muttered, almost to himself. "I don't mind saying I was harder than the Rocks of Gibraltar when she pulled it out. Damn did her warm little hand feel good. It could've been fifty below outside the car for all I cared. For the first time, my pecker got to know a hand other than mine." He chuckled and puffed on his cigarette, flicked it over the ashtray on the bar before him. "But I wasn't prepared for what she did next."
Felix sipped from his glass and licked his lips. "The way she was huddled against me, I could only see the top of her head, the way the part zig-zagged back and forth. But then she sort of moved, sliding down in the seat and lowering her head. I didn't even know what she was doing, that's how green I was. But, I tell you . . ." he sighed heavily, tilting his head back, aged cloudy eyes fluttering toward the ceiling. He lowered them and gave me a look. ". . . It was heaven."
I nodded. "Always is."
Felix let out a sharp laugh. "Bet you do," he remarked. "Good-looking kid like you, bet you've had your pecker sucked more than a few times. Casual as a handshake these days, ain't it?"
I shrugged. "Maybe."
"Well, it was a novelty then," he said bitingly, jabbing a twisted, dried finger onto the stained bar. "The kind of thing that rates highly on the scale of unexpected pleasures. And trust me, it was ten times that novel, that pleasurable, when Rose first took my rod in her mouth."
He fell quiet, considering his drink and smoking his cigarette. I felt a little chastened. The intimation of his words was that my generation didn't revere certain pleasures the way his did. And we didn't. Felix was right; a blowjob these days was as casual as a handshake. I had dated girls who had set the rules up front: "I'll suck you off, but no fucking, okay?"
Hot in one sense, but not so much in another. The mystery, the challenge, had been removed. There was no sense of wonder, hope, or possibility. The impression I'd always had was that a movie and a bucket of popcorn rated a standard cocksucking. Expensive dinner turned that into a topless blowjob. Maybe fingering, or cunnilingus in trade. For my generation, sexual favors were all about making a deal.
"Christ, what an incredible feeling," Felix said, remembering. "Warm, wet, sucking and pulling like a waterspout over a lake in tornado season. And she was making little noises, too, whimpering and moaning, like she was doing something she needed to do. I was in awe, let me tell you, completely in awe, watching her head bob up and down, that soft brown hair bouncing."
He paused, draining the rest of his scotch. He slapped the glass down and wiped his mouth, before a smile stretched his lips. "I remember thinking I wasn't sure if I should warn her when I was going to . . . you know."
I nodded. His story had elicited memories of my own, making me realize the comparisons.
"I shouldn't have worried," he continued, pushing from the bar and slipping his legs to the floor beneath the bar stool. "She took it all. Every damn drop, and kept going at it to make sure she got every damn last little bit. That was a special thing, kid."
I gave him an amused look. "Did you fall in love?"
He nodded, accompanying it with another wink. "Yeah, but it wasn't because of a blowjob." He stepped back. "I gotta drain the lizard. Tell you more when I get back."
* * * *
Jerry was going over the inventory in the back when I stepped through the door from the bar. He gave me a curious smile as I took up a bottle of water from the little cooler. "How's it going out there?"
I shrugged, speaking flippantly. "People having fun, girls flirting, old man telling me about the good old days. The usual."
My great-uncle's features darkened somewhat. "Old man?"
I nodded. "Felix. I got the feeling he comes in a lot."
Jerry pursed his lips. He was best described as a toad of a man, his back arched and limbs somewhat twisted by arthritis. Still, I had seen pictures of him as a man my age, and had to admit he had been more than a little good-looking in his youth.
"He's been here a while," he said sourly.
I could read the cloudy expression he wore. "Is he trouble?"
Jerry made an effort to smile, though it was obviously fake. "No. Not really. There's just some history, is all. But it's been a long time."
I drained the rest of the water, thinking there was more my grandfather's brother wanted to tell me. But I refrained from pushing the issue. I knew Jerry well enough to understand he would tell me something if he felt I needed to know it. The fact that he remained silent told me his association with Felix was casual at best.
But I wasn't sure I believed that.
* * * *
A short list of drinks awaited me when I returned to the bar. Two cosmopolitans, a line of Patron shots, and several bottles of beer. As I finished popping the tops of the latter, sending the cocktail waitress on her way, my attention returned to lonely old Felix.
"Saw her again the next night," he continued, picking up his tale where he had left off. "It was strange, watching that angelic, pretty young thing come to the door after what she had done for me. I met her father, shared a beer with him. He liked me, I could tell, mainly because I was a soldier and was going to college. Guess he figured I'd make good husband material."
He chuckled under his breath, looking lost for a moment as if he had forgotten where he was. But clarity returned quickly enough. "Told me to take good care of his little girl. 'Only one I got, son,' he said." Felix dipped his eyes. "He called me 'son.' Only my old man ever called me that."
I watched him from the corner of my eye while pouring a couple pints of Blue Moon. Felix' temporary look of self-admonishment vanished under a forced smile. "Anyways, I took Rose out to dinner. We talked a little bit about ourselves. She mentioned the guy she was waiting for again, but . . . didn't seem to me like she was waiting all that seriously. In fact, we never spoke about him again. Not that night, and not once over all those weeks leading up to Christmas."
By the way he paused, I could tell he was leading up to something. I watched the scant few others in the bar, most of them clustered around one of the two dart boards. They weren't paying either me or Felix any heed.
"Christmas Eve," the old man breathed, speaking the words with reverence that seemed uncommon coming from him. "It hadn't even been two months, but it figured me and Rose were as good as engaged. Her family liked me, mine liked her. All that was missing was the ring."
"I took her out to the Big Ben," he said, intoning the name of a venerable steakhouse on the edge of town which had seen better days. "We took a little walk out in the park after dinner. Rose liked the lake, you see, which was right on the edge of the park. Told me that water was her element. She wrapped herself around my arm like a ribbon, silky smooth and cool at first, but then warmer and warmer. There wasn't much snow falling and the wind was gone. Just pure Yuletide scenery. Kind'a magical, really, like God wanted to make everything right, just for us. Wasn't another soul around, either, which suited me just fine."
"Don't tell me you two got frisky in the park," I commented dryly.
Felix tossed out his rakish, "gotcha" grin. "Would'a been a hell of a scandal if anyone caught us. Good girl like Rose, soldier boy like me . . . but like I said, there wasn't another soul around. Just me and Rose and the snow and stars. And back then, the stars looked a lot brighter at night."
He took another sip and puffed on the cigarette, regarding it for a moment as if he expected to have been smoking something else. "Anyway, we got to this little picnic table, out past Old Man Tree. Boughs were so thick with snow some of them touched the ground. Cold as it was, though, it didn't feel like it. Maybe that's because of the way Rose and me were holding each other, kissing like bandits afraid of the posse coming down on us. Then, just for a second, she pushed me back, those round cherubic cheeks glowing like an elf about to offer up a present. Which, I suppose, she was.
"Now, I don't know how many perfect pairs of breasts you've seen in your life," he continued. "And I'm talking real ones, not that fake silicone crap. Real, honest-to-God perfect breasts. The kind that float on a girl's chest as if she was treading water. That kind. Round and firm, with just a few freckles right in the middle like dots if cinnamon sprinkled on a cappuccino. And creamy white, too, like fresh milk, with bright little cherries on top. Puts any birthday sundae to shame, let me tell you."
I smiled at Felix' descriptions. The man should have been a writer, I figured. Hell, maybe he was.
"I'd been raised to treat a woman with respect, you know," he went on after another puff of his smoke. "Not to dive in like a starving man who's never seen a feast. Not that I had; well, a feast like that, anyway. Still, I kept my military decorum and took my time, admiring the gifts before me. And boy, did I admire them. Eyes, hands, fingers, lips, tongue . . . I admired the hell outta them."
A snicker escaped my lips. I took the bottle of scotch from the shelf and gave Felix another shot on the house. He tipped his hand as if touching the brim of a hat.
"That really got the little firecracker going," he said with a fond sigh. "She had this dreamy look in her eye, and told me she had something to give me. I had something I wanted to give her, too, but I don't think we meant the same thing. Anyways, I let her give it up first." He winked knowingly, making me roll my eyes. But I was enthralled by his story.



He started to speak, then paused. "A difficult thing, trying to put words to something so perfect and new. I mean, how do you describe snow the first time you feel it hit your cheek? How do you describe rain when all you've known is the dessert?"
I started to answer in some flippant way, but Felix cut me off. "The answer is, 'not well,'" he said, then smiled. "What Rose and I shared that night is special. I think I ought to leave it at that."
I nodded. "Maybe you should."
With a heavy, groaning sigh, the old man straightened in his stool, then pushed back and slid heavy, aged feet to the floor. He took the down-filled parka hanging off the back of his chair and slipped it on, in the process giving me a glimpse of a single red rose in the inside breast pocket. But it disappeared quickly enough as the thick lapels slapped to his chest.
"I feel like I need to round it out," Felix said, as if in afterthought. He hesitated by the bar, weathered old fingers tapping the rim of his glass in contemplation.
"Maybe you can tell me the rest Saturday night," I offered.
He shook his head beneath a cloud of dry, silvery hair. "We went for a drive around the lake in my car," he said, voice hollow and distant. "But that's a story for a different life, I think."
Leaving me with that last, cryptic phrase, Felix stepped from the bar and headed toward the door. The burst of algid air that accompanied his departure swept through the bar like the obnoxious breath of Old Man Winter. Even the inebriated, salacious blonde and her brunette girlfriend shivered through the shield of inebriation.
I caught their eye as I glanced away from the door. "Closing time," I announced.
* * * *
Half an hour later, the bar was empty as I went through it, switching off the lights. The speakers still played a medley of classic Christmas tunes intermingled with more contemporary ones. Bing Crosby bled into Elvis, Brian Adams into U2 and then more recent fare. The only lights that remained on where the green, gold and crimson orbs glowing in the front windows.
Leaving behind the strong aroma of cigarettes and cheap perfume, I stepped through the small kitchen, bidding Juan, the dishwasher, a good night before opening the door to the office. My great-uncle Jerry sat slumped in his chair before a glowing computer screen awash with multicolored ribbons of light. I gently nudged him awake with my hand on his shoulder.
"Wh-what? I wasn't gambling! It was just cards!"
I chuckled, stepping back. "Relax, Uncle Jerry," I said.
He blinked, coming awake. Passing a parchment-like hand over his face, he groaned and shook himself back to consciousness. "What time is it?"
"Two-thirty. Time to go home."
He nodded, smacking dry lips and grimacing. "We got any fresh coffee?"
I glanced back to the little white Coffee-Mate in the nook behind the office door. "Define 'fresh.'"
He grumbled, grey mustache twitching. "Just give it to me."
I poured him a cup, tossed in two creamers and a spoonful of sugar, then stirred the mixture before giving it to him. "That Felix is a hell of a story teller," I commented as I handed Jerry the cup.
His eyes looked tired and dark beneath a wiry brow. "Told you stories about the good old days, huh?" he quipped.
"I guess," I answered. "More like an old man basking in the glory of his youth."
"Is that what he called it."
My great-uncle's deadpan and grave reply made me rethink my earlier assessment of his relationship with Felix. I took a chance. "You know him, don't you?"
Jerry soured, saying nothing as he sipped his bitter, lukewarm coffee. In a flash, I went through all I knew about my grandfather's brother. He was the youngest of three, and being in his mid-seventies, was of the right age to have served in Korea . . . .
Christ, I thought as a revelation occurred to me.
"There's two ways you can know anyone," Jerry said before I had a chance to voice my suspicion. "By association, and by reputation. I never knew Felix personally."
"But you knew him by reputation," I said, prodding.
Jerry nodded. "Only once I came back home after the war," he confirmed tiredly. "Two days after the new year. I had a lot to look forward to. A clean life away from war, my family, a job . . . ."
"Rose?" I offered carefully.
His eyes flashed with suppressed anger mixed with regret. But like Felix, Jerry's eyes faded into reticence quickly. He nodded. "Yeah. Rose. My Rose."
I fell silent, not sure what to say. I felt like an unwitting mediator between a pair of crotchety old men too wrapped up in their own narrow views of the world to risk clashing them together.
"I guess he gave you a real nice story," Jerry went on. "All about true love and first times and all that bullshit."
I frowned. "'Bullshit?'"
Jerry showed crooked yellow teeth as he laughed mirthlessly. "I'm betting the way he painted things, it didn't come across that he raped my fiance."
I recoiled, feeling a distinct tightness in my chest. "What?"
"You're a bright kid, but you're still naive about some things," my great-uncle said blandly. "Did he tell you what happened when they went for a drive around the lake?"
I blinked, feeling numb. "No."
"The car went off the road, ended up in the lake," Jerry informed with a hard edge to his voice. "I figure they'd been fighting. Maybe she tried to jump out. Nobody knows for certain . . . except that Felix swam out, and she didn't. They found her the next day, still in the car."
I swallowed thickly, shivering as a chill ran down my spine.
Uncle Jerry suddenly turned away, alertness compelling him to finish the day's books. "Ah, who the fuck knows anymore? After fifty-six years--"
"Was there an investigation?" I managed to ask.
He paused, half looking over his shoulder at me. "Yeah. No fault. That's what they found."
"So . . . maybe it was just an accident."
"Depends what you call an accident," Jerry said in an acidic voice. "Was it an accident that I got assigned to a patrol that kept me in Korea three months longer than my tour? Was it an accident that some goddamn supply clerk comes home in time to seduce my Rose away from me? Or was it just a fucking accident that I fell in love with her in the first place? You tell me, because you got about as much insight into the works of God as I do."
To say that I felt Jerry's pain – vicariously at best, I admit – would be an understatement. "I wish I could," I said at last.
"Yeah," he scratched out through a dry throat. "Me, too."
* * * *
Only three hours into Christmas day, and I felt like I was carrying the weight of two different worlds upon my shoulders. On one side was balanced that of the strange old man, Felix, and on the other, the supposed betrothed of his lover, my great-uncle Jerry. Two men, two worlds, and not a satisfactory conclusion for either.
I made an effort to push those worlds behind me as I exited the service door of the bar. A new blanket of snow had filtered down from the heavens, riding the slightest of breezes so as to land like a gentle blanket upon the land. I managed to shed a smile at the simple pleasure of catching a few flakes of snow on my tongue, and told myself that the heaviness of the evening would be gone by the time I awoke in the morning.
I suppose it will ever be a question of chance or providence that I happened to glance to the front door through which the patrons came and went. Perhaps I'll never know.
But there, just to the side of the doorway, away from traffic, lay a single red rose, partially covered with the fresh, pure flakes of Christmas snow, petals glowing gently with an innate crimson radiance. My immediate thought was that it had somehow fallen from Felix' coat, but how could that be, unless he had taken it out upon exiting. My eyes searched the myriad tracks leading to the parking lot, where they degenerated into greasy sludge. If the old man's feet had gone that way, I had no chance of following.
So I bent and took up the rose and carried it to my car. I set it upon the passenger seat and drove home, whereupon fatigue bade me forget about it as I stumbled into my parents' house on the edge of town. Once inside, I delved carefully through darkness so as to avoid awakening the others, and made my way quietly to bed.
That night, I dreamed of snow and iced-over lakes, of passionate gasps and cries, of forlorn groans and painful wails.
* * * *
The little television in my room at my parents' house flickered as I came awake. Apparently, I had left the device on a local station, which was broadcasting the noon news as I awoke.
". . . city workers this morning discovered the frozen body of an elderly man, tentatively identified as Felix Lautner, 77 on the southern shore of Lake Shannon, in Old Tree Park. Cause of death is as yet unconfirmed, but suicide is not being ruled out since the body was found sitting up and there was no evidence of foul play. Results of a toxicology screen are pending."
I blinked my foggy eyes awake, the reality of the news anchor's words slicing through the miasma like a woodsman's saw. The camera angle changed, showing a black and white photograph obviously taken a good half century before floating on the screen beside the anchor's head. It depicted uniformed men from the era standing amid snow-laden banks, looking toward a car being dragged out from the waters of the lake.
"The discovery of the body, and the apparent name of the deceased, comes on the fifty-sixth anniversary of the death of Rosemarie Anne Carter, who, along with a then twenty-one-year-old Felix Lautner, drove into Shannon Lake on Christmas Eve. Miss Carter drowned, but Lautner survived, giving rise to a flurry of rumors surrounding the tragedy. Despite being absolved of any wrongdoing in the death of Miss Carter, Felix Lautner's innocence was never completely accepted by the community--"
I jumped out of bed, needing not to hear anymore. I rushed to pull on my clothes and dashed to the bathroom down the hall, ignoring the intoxicating scents of gingerbread and roasting turkey, the excited laughter and squeals of my sister's and cousins' kids. I didn't bother shaving, just brushed my teeth and fixed my clothes. I rambled down the stairs, pausing briefly as I caught my mother's eye as she stood in the kitchen along with my grandfather and great uncle Jerry.
Beyond them, the small television on the kitchen counter flickered quietly, showing the same newscast I had been watching.
"Honey?" my mother asked tentatively, smiling crookedly. "Are you all right? I'm sorry if the kids woke you, but it is Christmas--"
"It's fine," I said, trying to appear calm. I shot Jerry a brief look. His features were like the face of David, as always. Stoic and unreadable. But I could see a quiet storm swirling behind his eyes, a tumult of conflicted thoughts.
"Well, you want some breakfast? You're a little late for pancakes, and too early for turkey, but I could make you an omelet, I guess."
"I can feed myself, mom," I said, touching her arm. I leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks for letting me sleep in."
She smiled, the way only a mother can, conveying a sort of chastising forgiveness. Then she looked past me toward her uncle. "I have a feeling you two have something to do," she said sagely, then touched my cheek. "Dinner's at three."
I nodded. "Thanks, mom."
* * * *
I had expected yellow crime scene tape stretched across stakes hammered into the ground, perhaps surrounding some kind of tape outline in the snow. But the only things that marked where Felix' body had been discovered were trampled snow and a vague depression wherein, I figured, had been found the old man's body.
The scene was eerily tranquil. A few boats bobbed lazily on the surface of the lake; joggers in their best winter workout garb circumnavigated the edge of the lake. Less than a hundred feet away, a happy young couple held hands as they stared out over the still winter waters, faces rosy and noses red, eyes aglow with love.
I looked down at where Felix had been found, imagining him seated as he slowly froze to death, staring out at the lake in which, more than half a century before, Rose Carter had drowned. What had he felt as he died? Remorse? Regret? Or maybe just the simple pain of survivor's guilt mingled with the sense of acceptance?
I'll never know, I thought, holding the single red rose in my hands. In my periphery, Uncle Jerry appeared, stone-faced as always, narrow eyes staring out across the lake. "You think Felix would appreciate a gesture like that?"
A weary sigh escaped me. "Yeah, I do," I answered, then looked sidelong to my great uncle. "You still think he raped her?"
Jerry didn't speak, but I could see his jaw muscles working beneath leathery old skin.
"You ever think, all this time, he was telling the truth?"
"I considered it. But, like I said, what does it matter anymore? It's been fifty-six years, now."
"Then maybe it's time two old men finally came to terms with their grief," I said in a tone I had never used with my grandfather's brother before.
He gave me a look that would normally have been a prelude to some condescending diatribe about age and experience and "knowing the ways of the world." But it didn't come. Instead, it seemed, an old man who had always lived his life alone, who had always been the dour old curmudgeon throughout my entire life . . . for a moment, he appeared to become human.
"I hated the man," he said in a strangled voice, forcing the words out. His eyes reddened, then watered. "I thought I always would."
"I know."
He sniffled once, making a supreme effort to hold back tears which had been welling inside for more than five decades. "Jesus, what the hell am I supposed to do? I'm too old to change my mind now."
I fidgeted. This was new territory between my stony old great uncle and I. "I don't know what to tell you," I said. "I don't have another fifty years of experience and life wisdom under my belt to even qualify to tell you what to do. But, maybe it's just me being young and stupid and not knowing squat about anything . . . it just seems to me that there's no use being angry anymore. Felix is dead, Uncle Jerry."
He nodded sagely. "Yeah, he's gone, and so is my Rose, and I still don't know what the hell happened between them. For the longest time, I just wanted to believe he took advantage of her, abused her, even killed her. It was a hell of a lot easier than to think the woman I wanted to be my wife had fallen in love with someone else. Easier to use that as an excuse to stay miserable for the rest of my life."
I was quiet for a moment, looking down at the rose in my hands, when an epiphany fell upon me. A smile pulled at the edges of my mouth as I held up the rose before Jerry. "Tell me if I'm wrong, but you're life isn't over yet."
Jerry frowned, looking first to the rose, then to me. I didn't know what was going behind his eyes at that moment, but I could have sworn I saw at least a flicker of life in there somewhere. Hesitantly, he accepted the rose, holding it like Arthur when presented with the Holy Grail.
"What the hell am I supposed to do with this?" he asked as I stepped away.
"I don't know," I called back as I made my way up the bank. "It's your rose, not mine."
~finis~
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* * * *
I stared at Kit with a mixture of disbelief and intrigue following her suggestion. "You want to what?"
She giggled, sitting back in the hand-me-down recliner in my apartment. "I'm serious. Earth Day is all about nature and the environment, right?"
I crossed my arms with a smirk. "So you want to walk around naked to raise awareness," I said.
She grinned. Kit and I had been best friends since middle school, back when she was a gangly, pimple-faced kid known to everyone as 'Katie.' Her new nickname had blossomed along with her beauty during high school, as she emerged more and more from her shell. Now that we were both in college, Kit's natural sexiness was an occasionally alarming thing.
"Look, Kevin," she said in that tone that told me she had already made up her mind and was not about to change it. "Professor Avery said that he would give extra credit for the final if we did something 'truly original, creative and effective' to raise awareness over a particular issue. You may not need an extra twenty points, Mr. Four Point Oh, but I'm borderline."
I cocked my head. "But isn't this a little crazy?"
She gave me a sarcastic look. "When have I ever done anything crazy?"
"Exactly. You don't do crazy things. I'm the one who goes cliff diving, and hang gliding, and goes to nude beaches."
"Yeah, I know. Crazy Kev," she grumbled. "Anyway, about my Earth Day idea," she prompted.
"We could never do it," I said. "There's this thing called public indecency. You want to get arrested and thrown in jail with a bunch of butch lesbians?"
She actually seemed to consider the idea. "Don't they have any lipstick lesbians in jail?"
An exasperated huff escaped me.
"You're so cute when you're frustrated," she said with a laugh. "Why are you so against this, anyway? You're the exhibitionist. I'd think you'd take any opportunity to let your personality hang out for all to see."
She had a point there. As high school seniors, Kit and I and several of our friends went to a nude beach on the Gulf coast for Spring Break. No one else was willing to take it all off except me, and that first exploration into the world of exhibitionism had been exhilarating, to say the least. I had since made that nude beach something of a second home from May to September, heading down there just about every weekend.
That simple affectation had seen the end of many a relationship, and, I always suspected, kept Kit from being more than just a friend. I simply knew, after the way she looked at me that first time, that she would never accept a nudist lifestyle, even if it was occasional. Kit was just too conservative.
Until now.
I fixed her a look. "It can't be done. Not legally, anyway."
Kit grinned and lifted up in the chair as she reached for the phone in her back pocket. "Au contraire," she quipped, tapping on the screen. "Read this."
I caught the phone with suspicion blooming in my mind. Kit had saved what appeared to be part of an article from some government website. I started reading as Kit waited patiently . . . for about fifteen seconds.
"Basically, what it says is that any individual or agency can, quote, 'adopt alternative or objectionable clothing or even lack of clothing for the purpose of demonstration.'"
I gave my friend a wan look. "Why am I not surprised that you memorized it?"
"Just that part," she said, getting up from the recliner. "Seriously, we can do this. And I'm not just pushing for it 'cause I got a wild hair up my but to do something freaky. I mean, think about it. If a hot naked chick asked you to sign a petition to save the whales or something, you wouldn't even think twice."
"Okay, I see your point," I said with a laugh. "But if we're really gonna do this, we'd have to submit an official permit request to whatever government agency handles that kind of thing, and it would probably help to get Professor Avery to sign off on it, too."
A new, excited grin flashed across Kit's face. "So we're gonna do it?" she asked with all the hopeful energy of a child half her age.
"Just . . . think seriously about it first," I cautioned her. "Something like this will probably make the news. There'll be people who will take pictures or video of it. Ten years from now, is this gonna cause a problem?"
Kit soured a moment, and started to speak, but held back. For a moment, cold rationality appeared to take precedence over her exuberance. "All right, I get what you're saying," she admitted at last. "But this isn't like making a home-grown porn flick or anything that gets leaked out. Famous people get naked on beaches all over the place, and it doesn't hurt them, so why should it mean beans to a couple of college students?"
"That's the other thing," I told her. "If we want this to be taken seriously, we're gonna need more people willing to . . . go au naturale. The more we get, the better chance we have."
Kit thought a moment. "Well . . . I bet I could get Deanna to do it," she said.
The suggestion made me arch an eyebrow. I knew Deanna. While I did not consider myself a breast man, I was nevertheless impressed by her endowments, especially since she had a penchant for wearing tight clothing of rather thin fabric. "It can't just be girls, you know. I might be able to ask a couple of my friends, too."
Kit shot me a warning look. "Just not Bill, okay?" she asked with a look of disgust. "The dude's, like, your height but three hundred pounds. I'd probably heave if I saw him naked."
I frowned. "To be honest, I think Bill would be perfect," I said with a bit of annoyance. "It would be awfully hypocritical if we only wanted skinny naked people asking for signatures."
Kit looked suitably admonished. "Okay, okay . . . you're right. But he better not hit on me. He smells like bean burritos."
I couldn't help but chuckle. "I'll make sure he showers first."
"Now, about the location," she prompted.
"It would have to be a place where there are no kids," I insisted.
She smirked knowingly. "I know just the place."
* * * *
It shouldn't have surprised me that Kit had already scouted a location. She never did anything halfway, and if she told me she "had an idea" about something, that usually meant she had already begun planning it.
Under her direction, I drove us to one of the malls in the city, which lay just off the main inner loop. It was a busy place, having been built up just a few years earlier with a new string of outdoor shops on two concrete levels. The fact that the area was so public made me both nervous and a bit excited. How could we parade naked around here?
We parked, then headed toward a broad set of stairs that lead to a theater on the second floor of the outdoor mall. I understood instantly why Kit had selected the place. The theater served alcohol, and it was framed by a bar to one side and a comedy club to the other; all three of the establishments had age requirements of twenty-one and up. The three businesses formed a nice open courtyard which was only visible if you went up the stairs.
As far as controlling the environment for our little demonstration, this was pretty choice. There wouldn't be any families, certainly no kids, and for the most part, people heading to one of three establishments that served alcohol would be less likely to be disgusted or appalled by the sight of naked men and women than if they were to, say, be going to church.
"So, am I smart, or am I smart?" Kit asked proudly as she stood in the middle of the courtyard.
I shook my head with a smirk. "Yeah, yeah, you're a friggin' genius," I told her, then snapped my fingers. "If you can convince all three of the business owners, not to mention the property manager, to go along with it."
She suddenly pecked my lips with her own. "That's your job," she said, jabbing her index fingers at me. "You're the pitch master. Write something up that'll knock their socks off, then we can pitch it to them together." She effected a bad but somewhat recognizable New York accent. "We'll make 'em an offah they can't refuse."
For a moment, I just stared at Kit, wondering once again, as I often had throughout our years of friendship, if there was the possibility of something more between us. Kit had almost always had a boyfriend, and I had always been the consoling friend when those relationships came to an end. And while we had seen each other naked at various times, the most we had ever done was kiss, and those had always been fairly chaste. Still, every time her lips touched mine, it made me wonder.
But we saw life differently; in fact, I always assumed that eventually, we would go our separate ways, with Kit settling down with a husband and kids in suburbia and me buying an old camper van to cruise the country.
I banished those wandering thoughts as I focused on the task at hand. I took a deep breath and thought for a minute. If we pull this off . . . .
I couldn't help but grin.
* * * *
Even with the benefit of several speech classes and the gift of natural charisma, I still felt the butterflies tickling my stomach whenever it came to delivering any kind of proposal. Given the circumstances in which I was about to speak, I was doubly nervous. But I knew I would make it work. What I didn't know was how the idea would be received.
Through a string of phone calls and email that spanned several business days, I had managed to coordinate the presence of the property manager for the mall, as well as the business owners in question, to a single afternoon on Friday, about two weeks before the Earth Day event.
"Would you stop with the jitters?" Kit asked me in a hushed voice as we waited in the lobby of the theater. The place opened at five o'clock, and was therefore perfect for a three pm meeting.
I stopped my pacing and gave Kit a sheepish smile. "Just going over the presentation in my head," I said. "I think better when I pace."
"Well, you're making me nervous," she protested.
I chuckled. "No I'm not. You're already nervous." I looked her over. Kit wore a short denim dress with snaps down the front that hugged her slender figure nicely. I had specifically requested that she wear it.
She inhaled deeply, staring at me. "Okay, so what. This is my grade, buster."
My eyes narrowed. "That's not what this is about," I said. "Whether you get an A or a B in this class, you're still gonna graduate cum laude. So this grade doesn't really matter."
"Says you," she shot back.
I approached her with a single step. "What's going on?" I asked. "Why is this so important for you?"
Her narrow shoulders rose and fell as she breathed. Her eyes were dewy as she looked up at me. "It just is," she said, her voice sounding more timid and genuine than I had ever heard. "This can be something really . . ." she paused a moment, eyes darting away as she gathered her thoughts. ". . . something really special. Really memorable. That one thing that I can always look back on and say I did it right."
I frowned. "By being naked in public?" I asked.
Kit huffed and rolled her eyes. "I really hope, by the time this is over, that you'll understand why I wanted to do this."
Behind me, I heard a man's voice. "Mr. Landry? Are you ready?"
My eyes were still on Kit. "I hope so, too," I told her.
* * * *
". . . which is why the importance of Earth Day is something that can't be ignored. Every year, awareness grows and the exposure increases. Everything now is 'green.' Green cars, green energy, green food, green businesses. Any business that supports green agendas is a step ahead of the game. And we aren't asking for anything other than the use of your space. No donations, no investments, nothing. All we basically want is your blessing to solicit signatures for a petition to make Earth Day a nationally-recognized holiday. That's it."
I finished my presentation and Kit switched off the PowerPoint in the small theater. The lights came back on, illuminating the seven people seated in the front row. Five were middle-aged men; two were middle-aged women. They all looked, at the best, somewhat interested and at the worst, annoyed that they had sacrificed an hour out of their day for this.
"Mr. Landry," said Charles Jimenez, the property manager of this part of the mall. "That was a very, um, compelling show. I agree that Earth Day is an important celebration. I'm just a little confused about something. You could have done all this through email. Why gather us here together?"
Throughout the presentation, I had suppressed my nerves, but now they came raging back like an inferno in my belly. I made the supreme effort to remain as casual, confident, and professional as I could as I faced the seven people in the audience.
"Because there's a hitch," I said.
They exchanged glances. One of the women spoke up. "I hope you aren't going to ask for money," she said.
I chuckled. "No, as I already said, all we want is the use of the courtyard space," I told her. I glanced to Kit, who stood off to the side, having been in charge of the PowerPoint. She looked back to me with an expression of both nervousness and excitement.
"It's how we want to use the space that requires a little extra . . . understanding," I said, and motioned to Kit.
My friend hesitated only briefly, then stepped toward me with light clips of her shoes on the polished wooden surface of the small stage. All seven pairs of eyes in the audience were on her as she approached the end of the stage. With more casualness than I would have expected, and even a bit of burlesque flair, Kit jerked apart her blue denim dress amid a rapid series of popping brass snaps and shrugged the garment from her shoulders. As I had asked, she wore absolutely nothing beneath.
I held back chuckles as eyes popped and breaths were held. The intent gazes of seven men and women were riveted to my sexy friend's beautiful body, as I hoped they would be.
"Earth Day is about nature," I stressed. "It is about looking past the trappings of technology and civilization and getting down to the basics of humanity. What better way to illustrate this than by appearing as we were naturally intended?"
For several moments, the seven members of the audience alternately stared at Kit's naked body and exchanged curious looks. Most of the men squirmed in their seats -- for various reasons, I assumed -- while one of the women smiled thinly and the other narrowed her gaze in a contemplative way.
"Are you saying that you are both going to be, um, like this?" asked the second of the two women. She was the part owner of the comedy club, I knew.
"There are going to be six of us," I said. "And yes, we intend to be naked."
"I'm not sure about this," said one of the men. "I mean, hey, nice view, but what about the legal aspect?"
"We've already been approved for the permit," I said, holding up the paperwork. "So long as we conduct ourselves appropriately, we are not breaking any laws. This building is more than a thousand feet from any school, and there won't be any children coming around. We will even have a representative of the police department on hand to keep things orderly."
Another man laughed. "So this is legal?" he asked incredulously.
I nodded. "In this context, yes."
Murmurs and comments rumbled between them. Kit glanced back to me, her cheeks ruddy with what I knew to be a combination of excitement and nerves. I gave her a wink; she smiled and winked back, remaining where she was, proudly nude with her hands on her hips. I had to hand it to her; for my straight-laced friend, the fact that she had gone even this far was a surprise. I could not help but admire her nude beauty. Kit was one of those women who truly looked better without clothes. She possessed lightly tanned skin, toned limbs, a flat stomach, and by far the most incredible ass I had ever beheld upon such a slightly-built woman.
"What kind of benefit can we expect from this?" asked the female co-owner of the comedy club.
I was ready for this. In fact, I had hoped for such a question. With a quick nudge to Kit, I sent her back to the rolling trolley upon which my laptop had been set.
The lights dimmed again, and the towering screen behind me was filled with the image of hundreds of naked men and women walking along an avenue in the mid-day sun. "Have any of you have heard about the Nude Day celebrations in San Francisco?" I asked rhetorically. "The most recent was last year, and literally thousands of participants turned out. More importantly than that, but businesses along the streets where the parade was held enjoyed as much as a three hundred percent increase in revenue, just for the single day the celebration lasted."
Raised eyebrows and favorable nods were exchanged by my audience, and I continued. "While we don't expect such a dramatic response, it can hardly be expected that your businesses would suffer. Once word gets out, it will be the talk of the town. You'll enjoy greater exposure, higher revenue, and earn for yourselves a place in the history books as the most progressive businesses in city history."
I stepped to the end of the stage and gave them my best penetrating look. "Now tell me, how much is that worth to you?"
* * * *
"Holy shit, you did it!" squealed Kit as we left the theater half an hour later. She jumped into my arms and pressed her lips to mine in one of the most soulfully sincere kisses she had ever given me.
I tried not to think that the tips of my fingers, as I cupped her denim-clad cheeks, were within an inch of her naked genitals. "I guess you can say I was inspired," I told her. "You were magnificent."
She made a "pfft!" sound and rolled her eyes. "All I did was take my clothes off."
"Which tipped the scales," I said, looking into her eyes. "This was both of us; we did this together."
For a moment, Kit's soft pink lips parted moistly and she gave me a smile of pure affection. Then she pushed away and hopped down, landing on her feet. "We're gonna do a lot more together," she said with a wicked smile.
Now it was my turn to roll my eyes.
* * * *
With everything in order -- permission from the business and property owners, permission from the city, permission from the police department, and all other attendant sundries taken care of -- all that was left was the waiting game. Kit and I went to our Sociology class every week but shared none of the details with our classmates concerning our upcoming Earth Day event. That was not an easy task for Kit to fulfill, since she was often in the habit of bragging. And in fact, those fellow students of ours who had shared classes with Kit before took her reticence at discussing our Earth Day event as some kind of threat; obviously, if she was hiding something and not bragging about it, it must have been something really, really good.
If they only knew.
As the fateful weekend loomed closer and closer, the anxiety accumulated, compounded when I received a call from one of the local television stations.
"Hello?"
The voice of the woman on the other end was breathy and energetic. "Hi! May I speak with Kevin Landry, please?"
". . . I'm Kevin," I said guardedly.
"Oh, good! Mr. Landry, my name is Theresa Cortes with KWAC Channel Twelve Action News. How are you doing today?"
I chuckled. "I'm doing just fine," I said. "How are you?"
"Just peachy," the woman said with an airy laugh. "Mr. Landry, I'm guessing you know why I'm calling."



"I have an idea."
"Well, we got wind here of your group's planned demonstration, and I was wondering if you had a moment to share your thoughts with us."
"What do you want to know?"
"I would think the obvious question is about the nature of your demonstration," the woman said. "Our understanding is that you and your group plan to be, eh, how shall I say it--"
"Naked?"
She laughed through the phone. "Thank you for not making me come right out and say it. So, it's true?"
"Absolutely," I said. "We have all the permits and everything."
"Ah, okay . . . um, Mr. Landry, I have to ask, what brought you and your group to decide to conduct this event in this way?"
"Why not?" I asked in return. I found myself speaking very fluidly, more comfortably than normal. "Environmental awareness is something we think everyone should get into. But not many people, it seems, are willing to show their support. So why not put ourselves out there, expose ourselves, if you will, and garner some support? When it all comes down to it, I think this is a classic case of the ends justifying the means."
There was a pause on the other end. "That's . . . a very interesting way to put it, Mr. Landry. May I ask you a question?"
"Sure."
"I'd like to cover the event with my camera crew, if that would be alright. Of course, we would, um, edit our footage accordingly."
A laughed spilled from my lips. "I think you would have to."
"Right. Of course. But, um, I'd like an exclusive interview with you as well," she said. "Would that be alright?"
I thought about it for a moment. "Well, this wasn't originally my idea, so I think it would be best to interview my partner in this as well."
"Oh, sure! What's his name?"
"Her name," I corrected.
* * * *
It was a surreal moment, to be certain. The six of us stood at the bottom of the stairs leading up to the courtyard. For the following four hours, we would all be naked in a public environment. The imminence of the situation had me almost visibly trembling with both excitement and apprehension.
I turned about and addressed the others. Apart from Kit, there was her friend Deanna, a pale-skinned redhead with impressive breasts; Tanya, a slender girl with mixed Black/Hispanic/Asian heritage who wore her kinky jet hair in tightly-rolled dreadlocks; and Letty, Hispanic and petite, with long dark hair that reached past her waist.
On the male side of the coin was myself and my lifelong friend Bill, who was so round and stout that he looked like a hairy, life-sized teddy bear. I had to hand it to the guy for being so willing and exuberant about the experience that was about to unfold; he had to know that most women did not exactly find him attractive, yet he was willing to let it all hang out -- literally -- for this event.
"Last chance to back out," I offered, looking the others over.
They all exchanged glances. A few nervous giggles floated through the air. Kit was ruddy-faced with anticipation. But no one backed off.
"Okay. Let's go."
We headed up the steps, which seemed to me to have doubled in length over the previous few weeks. I lugged the folding table, Kit carried a box filled with Earth Day awareness fliers, Letty hefted a large sign on an easel, and Bill toted a large plastic tub in which we would all place our clothing and valuables. Lastly, Tanya had a case of bottled water and some snacks. We had everything we needed.
I had feared that there would have been some sort of advanced warning to the locals, and that a crowd would have gathered in anticipation of seeing a group of college kids naked. But aside from a few dozen people milling about before the opening of the theater, there were only two people awaiting us, standing out from the crowd thanks to a very prominent uniform on one's behalf.
Charles Jimenez approached with a wary smile. "Kevin," he said, offering his hand when he was a few paces away. He indicated the tall man beside him. "I was just going over the basics with Officer Paden."
I shook hands with Mr. Jimenez and smiled at Paden. I had known him for years, when he was just the older brother of one of my friends. He had been hesitant about being our security for the event, but I knew he had long had the hots for Deanna and the temptation of seeing her in the nude was too powerful for him to resist.
"You really want to do this, Kevin?" he asked me.
I laughed and set down the table. "Do you?"
He just rolled his eyes, but helped us get set up. I could feel the nervous tension in the air. The girls kept looking around at the meandering crowd, who had no idea as to what was about to unfold, and shared crooked smiles.
"All right," I said at last, looking upon the table with its fliers spread out. The large sign was already garnering attention, with the words "EARTH DAY 2013" in large, neon green letters, surrounded by flower stickers.
Kit's face was glowing with excitement. "Ready?"
The others all watched me, waiting for a cue. No one wanted to be the first to get naked.
I gave my friend a nod, then casually pulled my shirt over my head. I could already feel eyes upon me before I even reached for the waistband of my shorts. As soon as those dropped to the ground, leaving me in nothing but tennis shoes, there were some gasps and muffled comments.
Those were drowned out by a noticeable hubbub of interested comments as the girls disrobed. Like me, they had chosen to wear clothing that was quick to come off and on. And off it all came, with the girls' faces becoming more and more red as they stripped down. Dozens of pairs of eyes drank in the sight of four naked girls and two naked men. Most of the attention, of course, was on the girls.
"Earth Day two thousand thirteen!" yelled Kit, bouncing up and down on her white Skechers. Her small but firm breasts jiggled nicely. As was her norm, she had shaved off her dark pubic hair, leaving her mound smooth and bare. Kit was one of those women with rather prominent labia, which were noticeable even when she stood.
"Whoo!" echoed Deanna, large, milky round breasts wobbling like moons in orbit. I had always wondered if she was a natural redhead, and my suspicions were now confirmed by the rather abundant orange-hued tuft of hair between her thighs. "Increase Earth Day awareness! Sign our petition to make Earth Day a national holiday!"
A look toward Paden had me chuckling. His eyes followed Deanna's movements with interest and longing. Judging from the way she winked and grinned at him, she was well aware of his attraction for her.
"Earth Day! Earth Day! Earth Day!" chanted Bill, gloriously nude in all his impressive roundness. He grinned as he clapped along with his words. Tanya and Letty joined him, also clapping and calling attention to themselves.
I was mildly surprised to see that Tanya had both of her dark, chocolate-colored nipples pierced with glittering silver hoops, and a matching ring dangled from the hood of her clitoris. Like Kit, she was smooth-shaved. In contrast, Letty's skin was lighter in tone but still had that natural bronzed tint to it. Her pubic hair was trimmed to the shape of a 'V.' Tattoos covered her right arm from shoulder to elbow in a sleeve, and another -- a classic sacred heart surrounded by barbed wire -- decorated the flesh above her petite breasts.
The milling crowd cautiously gathered closer, broad grins upon many a face. The presence of a uniformed officer gave as an obvious measure of legality, telling the crowd that what we were doing was okay.
"What's going on?" one man asked as he stepped forward from the crowd.
"We're raising awareness for Earth Day," Kit responded, as casual as could be in her nudity. I was impressed with how natural she acted. "Do you know what it is?"
"Uh . . ." His eyes wandered down Kit's lovely form. "I've heard of it . . . ."
She handed him one of the leaflets from the table. "Here," she said. "Some light reading for you. Basically, Earth Day is about our environment, our resources, and the impact we, as individual human beings, have on the planet. Would you like to sign our petition to make Earth Day an official US holiday?"
The man chuckled, glancing around at the buffet of nude flesh. "Honey, I'll do just about anything a hot naked woman asks me to do," he said, taking Kit's offered pen.
She grinned as the man signed. "Thank you! Happy Earth Day!" She moved on to the next, clipboard in hand. The rest of us followed suit.
A middle-aged woman approached me with another, younger woman whom I assumed was her daughter in tow. "Is this some kind of naturist campaign?" she asked me.
I smiled. "Not so much naturist as environmentalist," I told her. Over the woman's shoulder, her daughter, who was about my age, was rather timidly trying to sneak glances of my crotch. "We're raising awareness for Earth Day."
Her eyes drifted down my torso for a moment before popping back up to my face with a wry smile. "Oh, you're raising something, all right," she commented, then took the pen I held out for her.
Off to one side, Bill was laughing along with a small group of people as they signed his clipboard. Tanya and Letty seemed to be working in tandem, not minding the ogles and comments their naked bodies earned from the men and women around them.
And, of course, there were the pictures. Some people just stood back, snapping shots of us without coming forward, others wanted pictures with a hot naked girl . . . or guy. I posed for a few myself, including one with a couple of gay men who made some almost embarrassing comments. They, of course, signed my clipboard.
Within half an hour, we had over thirty signatures, accounting for around half of the people we saw in the courtyard. Not a bad percentage at all.
"Looks like we're a hit," I said to Kit during a lull in the activity.
She grinned. "You're loving this, I know," she said, looking me over briefly. "Not that I'm complaining about the view. You always did look good naked."
"Now, don't start giving me ideas," I warned her.
For a response, Kit simply arched an eyebrow and made a noncommittal noise before brushing her smooth hip against my leg and stepping away.
* * * *
After the theater and comedy club opened for business, the crowd grew exponentially. Some had already learned of our presence, and had come to see what the fuss was about, but others were shocked -- some pleasantly, others with genuine affront -- when they saw us. A couple of people approached Officer Paden to demand to know why we weren't being arrested.
"They have the right to be here," he said to them. "I'm here to make sure everything remains orderly."
"It's disgusting!" one woman cried before she dragged her husband back to the steps. "God made us ashamed of our bodies for a reason!"
Such reactions were in the extreme minority, though. While not everyone approached us, they at least looked, and our clipboards became filled with signatures. The six of us became more comfortable in our nudity, to the point where I sometimes forgot that I didn't have pockets or some other place to put my pen.
A few somewhat rowdy men exited the bar at one point and jeered at the girls, begging them to "Flash that gash! Flash that gash!" But a couple of menacing steps from Officer Paden put an end to that.
And then, of course, Theresa Cortes and her cameraman showed up, about two hours into it. The large shoulder-mounted camera was difficult to miss as it appeared above the top of the stairs, especially once the light snapped on. Theresa Cortes herself was very professionally dressed in a white skirt suit, with her hair elegantly coiffed and makeup touched up. She saw me right away and all but plowed her way through the crowd to get to me.
"I didn't think it would be hard to find you," she commented, not bothering to conceal her interest in my dangling penis. She smiled up at me and offered her hand. "I'm--"
"Theresa Cortes," I said. "WMAC Channel Twelve Action News. I know."
Her teeth glowed perfectly. "My reputation precedes me!" she exclaimed with a short laugh I was sure she had practiced many times before. "Quite the turnout," she commented with a quick look around. "You picked a choice location."
"That was all my co-organizer's doing," I said, beckoning to my partner in crime. She bounded over with a grin, sliding up beside me.
"This is Theresa Cortes, the reporter I told you about. Miss Cortes, Katherine Arlington."
"Call me Kit." My friend gave me a dubious look. "They're gonna show this on the news?"
"Oh, it'll be blurred out," interjected the cameraman quickly. The broad grin on his face was obvious. He could not seem to take his eyes of Kit. "I mean, they'll be blurred out. Your, um, your, uh . . . parts. I mean, they'll pixelate everything. Well, not everything, just the good parts. I-I mean--"
"Just get them from the shoulders up, John," Theresa said in an annoyed voice over her shoulder.
"Yes ma'am."
"Uh, this isn't going to be live, is it?" I asked.
The reporter's eyes bulged. "Oh, hell no!" she blurted, then laughed. "Last thing my producers want is your big dick swinging back and forth on everyone's TV. Even if it is blurred out."
Beside me, Kit snorted in mirth. "Might get your ratings up," she commented.
Theresa arched a brow as she once more ogled my penis. "In a more liberal time, maybe," she said, then shot me a smile. I forced a smile back, feeling some heat in my cheeks. The way this woman spoke about me was the way I had heard most guys speak about women. It felt strange to be a physical object.
"Okay, so, you ready to do it?"
Her question snapped me back to the moment. "I'm sorry?" I asked, but then her question filtered through and I blushed with self-admonishment. "Oh, sure. Let's get this show on the road."
* * * *
After the token preening to make sure her hair looked just right, Theresa faced her cameraman as the four of us stood off to the side of the courtyard. Our Earth Day table was still swarmed, yet there was enough attention given to Kit and I as we awaited the reporter's interview. A small group kept their distance, watching through either eyes or camera lenses, as Theresa began.
"Good evening. Earth Day has been around for more than forty years," the reporter informed, holding her microphone in that 'on-the-scene' way as she spoke to the camera. "But it's passage every year rarely involves much fanfare for our city. In this age of green technology and supposed awareness, it seems ironic that little attention is paid to the one day out of the year in which the planet we live on is given due credit. Well, today, we have a group of people who are trying to change that, and bring the literal naked truth to the rest of the world."
Not bad, I thought, feeling impressed by Theresa's words. Not bad at all.
John the cameraman followed Theresa as she moved so that Kit and I -- from the shoulders up, of course -- came into view. "Kevin Landry and Katherine Arlington, local sociology students, have put it all on the line to raise awareness -- and more than a few eyebrows -- for what they consider to be a day worthy of making into a national holiday. Tonight, they have shed both clothing and convention to get their point across."
She turned to me, eyes piercing in a way that was both businesslike and flirtatious. "Mr. Landry," she said. "What compelled you to come up with an idea like this? Appearing in the nude in a public environment is a little extreme, don't you think?"
I surprised myself with how ready I was to answer the question. "Well, I have to give credit where credit is due. The idea wasn't mine; it belongs to my friend Kit, here."
Kit stared at the camera like a doe before the headlights of an onrushing truck. "Hi," was all she said.
"But, an idea takes a lot of work to make it happen," Theresa said.
I nodded. "Yes, it does," I agreed. "And we have put a lot of work into it. For us, Earth Day isn't just a fad or convenient catch-phrase. We really feel that, to go forward as conscientious Americans, we need to take into account the needs of our environment, not just ourselves."
"It certainly seems you're making an impact here," Theresa said, and at her prompting, the cameraman panned back and forth across the courtyard as she continued. "In fact, as far as I can see, a very big impact."
That she glanced briefly to my crotch as she spoke that last line did not escape me. Suddenly, I felt an undeniable urge to best the reporter at her own game.
"Well, we definitely wanted to jack up interest concerning Earth Day," I said.
The corners of her mouth curled as Theresa realized what I was up to. "Doing so in public without clothes? That's certainly a different stroke."
I shrugged. "It's bringing attention to the issue, isn't it?" I asked rhetorically. I gestured around at the crowd behind me. "I doubt we'd have as much of a turnout if we didn't, you know, sweeten the pot. A bird in the hand being worth two in the bush and all that."
Kit suddenly pinched me, almost making me wince, and I did my best to suppress a smile.
"So how many signatures have you gathered for your petition?" Theresa asked, her dark eyes beginning to smolder. I suddenly wondered if my rhetoric had been misconstrued as verbal foreplay. Or maybe she was aroused by a challenge.
"Last I checked --" I glanced to Kit. "-- we had about four-fifty or so."
Kit nodded. "Sounds right. I know I've gone through three sheets on my clipboard, with forty signatures per sheet."
"That's very impressive," the reporter commented, eyes once again dipping to my crotch. I didn't know if she was doing that in the hope of getting a rise out of me, or if she was trying to make me falter by calling attention to my nudity.
"As I said, it was all Kit's idea," I said, slipping an arm around my friend's narrow shoulders. She melded into the hug much more willingly than I had expected, settling a hand to my chest. "She's always trying to get me in trouble."
"But he loves it," Kit remarked.
Theresa's confidence suddenly seemed to waiver, her eyes darting between Kit and I. But then she mustered herself and effected that professional smirk of hers. "So, do you see this is the beginning of a yearly event? National Naked Earth Day?"
"I don't think we want to be those kinds of pioneers," I said with a chuckle. "Maybe someone else will be inspired for next year, and Earth Day will be more than a three-hour carnival on a Sunday afternoon. All we wanted to do was give today the prominence it deserves."
"Through nudity."
"Absolutely," I said without hesitation, and winked at the reporter. "Got you down here, didn't it?"
She glared back for a moment, but the smile stretching her mouth was genuine. "It did indeed," she said, then turned to face the camera. "And is that what it takes to draw attention to a yearly event that, around the world, is celebrated by more than a billion people? Why are we, in this city, content to give Earth Day little more than a nod to those few environmental lobbyists who bother to petition for recognition?
"Standing with these students, before these businesses whose owners have so bravely offered their space, I can honestly say that I am proud to have been at least some small part of an event which I am certain will grow significantly in the near future.
"This is Theresa Cortes, for Channel Twelve Action News."
The light switched off, for which I was glad, and a sudden chorus of applause rose from the crowd nearest us, which grew and multiplied rapidly throughout the entire courtyard. More than simply being naked in a public place, the gesture made both Kit and I blush deeply.
"That was some pretty good writing," I said to Theresa. "I mean, the opening and conclusion. Pretty poetic stuff."



The woman batted her eyes. "Thank you. I--"
"I wrote it," said John the cameraman with a smug look on his face.
Theresa's face fell instantly. I looked to John and offered my hand. "Good stuff, man. You should be a writer."
He shrugged sheepishly. "Eh, you know. It's kind of a hobby--"
"And it's a wonderful hobby," Theresa interjected with more than a little rudeness. "You're the next Stephanie Meyers. Shouldn't you get back to the van now?"
The cameraman grumbled under his breath, stole a last longing look at Kit, then turned and trudged away.
Theresa flashed her teeth once more, her face softening as she addressed me. "Sorry about that," she said. "Sometimes he forgets he's just the cameraman. I wanted to ask you something, if you don't mind. A couple of little details to fill in the blanks."
I rolled my shoulders. "Sure. What do you need to know?"
Theresa glanced around, then seemed to find what she was looking for. "Let's go over here, where it's not so noisy," she suggested, gently taking my arm.
My initial response was to resist; her pushy demeanor was increasingly turning me off. But I allowed the reporter to steer me aside anyway, after giving a quick look to Kit and hoping I conveyed an 'I'll be right back' vibe. But Kit just frowned in distaste, crossing her arms over her perky breasts.
Theresa led me around the corner of the comedy club, to a breezeway that overlooked the parking lot below. Wind rushing past the building made the air suddenly ten degrees cooler.
With only a quick glance around, Theresa suddenly pressed herself against me, right hand snaking around my cock, fingertips tickling my balls. "Here's the deal," she said. "You guys are done at eight o'clock, right?"
I stammered. "Uh, right," I said, placing my hands on the woman's shoulders. But why I did not immediately push her away I would never understand. Certainly, the woman was attractive, even if it took industrial-strength makeup to get her face to look so smooth.
"I'll be in the van downstairs doing post-production. I'll send John away for coffee or something at about a quarter after eight. Should give us around forty-five minutes to have a little fun."
I frowned, cleared my throat. "Uh, fun?"
Theresa grinned and tugged on my cock. "Fun," she emphasized with a dance of her stenciled eyebrows.
I had to admit the way she was fondling me felt pretty damn good, and where we were fed right into my exhibitionist fantasies.
"I bet I can do things to you girls your age can't," she declared heatedly. "You know that trick about tying a knot in a cherry stem?"
"Yeah . . . seen that at a dozen sorority parties," I said.
Her eyes bore into mine. "I can make a rope ladder," she declared, then passed her tongue across her upper lip.
Despite my aversion to the woman, there was something about her that was actually starting to turn me on. Maybe it was some sort of basic primal male urge to take a woman like this and fuck her the way I wanted, to dominate her. She had such a strong personality, part of me would love to put her in her place, so to speak.
But I resisted. Once again, I realized, I was being addressed like a slab of meat.
"Sounds nice," I said, then stepped back, jerking my now half-erect cock from the woman's grasp. "But I, uh, should really get back to the others."
Theresa lifted her right hand and dragged her tongue up her index finger in a very suggestive way. "Eight-fifteen," she reminded me, then turned sharply on her heel and marched away.
I let out a deep breath, stared down at my cock like it was a friend who had betrayed me. Thankfully, the chilly breeze was having its typical effect, and after a few moments, I headed back around the corner to rejoin my fellow students.
Kit saw me approach and watched me with a scowling face. "What was that about?" she asked with more than a little acid on her tongue.
"Just, uh, filling in some details," I said, avoiding her gaze.
She stepped before me, so close that I had no choice but look at her. "Was one of those details getting her phone number?" she asked bitingly.
I met her eyes, reading anger and jealousy. This was something new coming from my lifelong friend. Kit had occasionally professed disdain for someone I dated, but had never reacted this way. The fact that she seemed genuinely insulted touched me, and made me react as if I had done something wrong and needed to apologize.
"Look, she came onto me, but I'm not interested, okay?"
Kit's glare slowly softened. "She came onto you?" she asked, her voice noticeably less grating now.
I huffed. "Yeah, she did. Look, it's no big deal. I walked away."
A small smile grew across Kit's soft pink lips. "You turned her down?" she asked slyly. "Miss hot TV reporter babe comes onto you, and you turned her down?"
I cocked my head, feeling momentarily insulted. "Believe it or not, just because I'm a guy doesn't mean I'm willing to fuck just anything," I growled, then brushed past Kit and snatched up my clipboard.
* * * *
Despite that bit of awkwardness, the night went well. During the last hour, it became obvious that word had spread across the city about our group's presence, for more and more people showed up with the definite purpose of seeing the truth for themselves. The six of us posed for more photos during that time than during the previous three hours put together.
That the crowd in and around the bar was becoming more inebriated was illustrated when a tall man in a gold-colored shirt approached Tanya and tried to grab her crotch when his buddy raised the camera. She slapped his hand away and delivered such an incredible and inspiring rapid-fire angry monologue, jabbing her finger in his face, that the guy backed off sheepishly as if she had pointed a gun at him. Our buddy with the badge stepped in eventually to nudge the man away.
"Might be time to go," Paden said to me once the episode was over.
"Just another half an hour," I said to him. "But if it starts to get rowdy, we'll pack it up."
Paden gave me a rueful smile, shaking his head. "Don't know how you pulled this off, Kevin," he said, then raised a fist to bump. "Kudos."
I laughed softly beneath my breath. "It was all Kit's idea," I said.
"Well, I gotta hand it to you," he said. "Wish I had a girlfriend like her."
"Nah, she's not my girlfriend," I said.
He raised an eyebrow. "You sure about that?" he asked, then stepped away.
His question perturbed me, compelled me to glance toward my friend, the girl -- the woman -- I had grown up with, who knew everything about me. At that moment, she was laughing and smiling as she interacted with men and women, so deliciously and casually naked and obviously comfortable in her own flesh. Her skin glowed, her cheeks shone with natural rosy hue, her eyes glittered.
Then, for just a moment, she turned her head and her gaze met mine. The expression on her face faded, yet the gleam in her eyes remained. And in that instant, as our eyes were locked, I lost track of everything else around me. The freight train I had always wondered about came barreling through my brain.
* * * *
It was several minutes past eight o'clock when we realized our time was up. We were all simply having too much fun. However, Paden gave me a look and tapped his wrist, prompting me to look for my phone and check the time. It was eight-oh-seven.
"If I can have everyone's attention!" I shouted, cupping my hands around my mouth. Scores of faces turned my way.
"As much as I hate to say it, our time's up," I announced, which was met by a rather gratifying chorus of 'aw . . .'
"We'd like to thank you all for coming out to sign our petition, and for celebrating Earth Day with us!"
"Happy Earth Day!" Kit yelled, and her cry was repeated by the others and even by some in the crowd around us.
"How'd we do?" I asked as we all gathered around the table.
"I filled almost six pages," Kit proclaimed proudly.
"Almost seven for me," said Deanna. She grinned wickedly. "Chalk it up to fire crotch power."
"Five for me," said Tanya, whose report was echoed by Letty.
"Well, I got just a couple over four pages on mine," Bill said. "But, hey, I was spreading the manliness. Nice to know the chubby-chaser nation is still alive and well. I got two phone numbers. Does that count?"
"Only to you," I said with a laugh.
"I guess someone's getting lucky tonight," quipped Kit with a quick glance my way.
Bill grinned. "Hell yeah," he said. "Not bad for a fat guy who smells like burritos, huh?"
Kit rolled her eyes, but she laughed nonetheless. "You know I love you, Bill baby."
"Uh-huh."
"Well, I got a proposal," informed Deanna with a strange note of pride.
Kit's eyebrows danced cattily. "Don't you mean proposition?" she asked.
The redhead smirked. "No, a proposal," she insisted. "Some old Mexican guy wanted to take me away to his villa in Acapulco."
Kit rolled her eyes. "Only you," she quipped.
We did a quick tally, coming up with a total figure of a little over eleven hundred signatures. That was much more than I expected we would get. When I announced the number, the girls all squealed and hugged. I don't mind saying that the sight of four naked women pressed together in a group hug did wonders for igniting certain fantasies in my brain.
But Officer Paden butted in. "Much as I hate it," he said. "But you gotta get dressed now. The permit expired ten minutes ago. Don't make me arrest anybody for public indecency."
"Oh, pfft!" Kit exclaimed, sticking out her tongue. But Bill already had the tub open with our clothes inside, and we all quickly grabbed our garments and belongings.
"Kit," I said as I slipped on my shorts.
She looked up, smiling, after slipping a long, loose white T-shirt over her head. It covered her like a dress. "Yeah?"
I just smiled at her for a long moment. "Thanks."
She stared back, then approached me and reached for my hands. "So, have you figured it out, yet?" she asked.
Her question made me frown, briefly, but before I could answer, the others were swarming around us with suggestions of going to eat at Denny's, going into the comedy club or the bar, or whatever else they could think of to pester us with. Just like that, the moment was gone.
I dismantled the table as Kit gathered up the sign. The others grabbed what they could and we all descended en masse down the stairs, heading to our cars. We bid farewell to Paden, who told us, predictably, that it had been "his pleasure" to watch over us for the evening. Watching as he and Deanna stepped aside, I did not doubt his sincerity.
We tossed the table and sign in the back of Tanya's SUV, and with another round of hugs and handshakes, she, Letty and Bill took off, leaving Kit and I in the parking lot.
Still clad in just her long T-shirt and sneakers, Kit gave me a beaming smile. "I think I finally understand why you like being naked so much," she said.
I chuckled, my gaze inadvertently darting around. "It's kind of addictive, isn't it?" I asked, but as I did so, I noticed the Channel Twelve news van, parked not too far away from where we stood. The sliding side door was partially open, showing just a hint of the interior. The windows were heavily tinted, hiding everything else.
"What is it?" Kit asked, then followed my gaze. I could hear the drop in her voice. "Oh."
"It's nothing," I said, returning my attention to my friend.
"'Nothing,' huh?" she asked, a challenging tone in her voice. Her eyes hardened with suspicion as she searched my face. "Is she waiting for you?"
I sighed heavily, started to speak, but Kit interrupted me with a single short, loud, barking laugh.
"She is! Holy shit, Kevin, that bitch is actually waiting for you?"
"Whether she's waiting or not, I don't care!" I exclaimed, but Kit was already turning away in a huff, stomping toward her car.
"Kit!" I called. But she only waved her hand dismissively over her shoulder.
I stood upon the blacktop, fuming. I shot a look toward the news van, just as it opened and Theresa Cortes stepped out, an arrogant smile on her face. She beckoned with a finger.
But really, my choice had already been made. I didn't give the other woman another moment of my time, and ran after Kit.
There's no fucking way I'm giving up on this, I told myself.
Just as Kit was opening the door to her car, I was there, slamming it closed. She jumped back, startled, and gave me a frightened look.
"Now look," I growled at her. "Just because I didn't say no to her doesn't mean I said yes. She can wait all God damn night for all I care because I'm not interested in her, and if you would have given me half a chance to explain, you'd already know that!"
Kit stared back, wide-eyed and gape mouthed. I had never been so emotional around her.
"You said, when this whole thing started, that you hoped I would understand why you wanted to do this."
Kit nodded slowly. When she spoke, her voice was soft, timid. "Do you?"
I let out a deep breath, calming myself. "We've been best friends since seventh grade, Kit," I said. "For ten years, we've done just about everything together."
"Just about," she echoed meaningfully.
I felt my heart beginning to pound, and it wasn't from the exertion. "Why go through all this, if you just wanted to . . . to . . . ." I huffed in exasperation.
Her soft pink lips parted in a mischievous smile. "Because sometimes, Kevin," she said, taking a step closer. "You need to show someone, before you can tell them."
I frowned. "Show me what? Tell me what?"
She reached for my shirt, tugging gently. "I wanted to show you that I accept certain things about you," she said. "So I could tell you how I feel."
"What 'certain things?'"
"This," she said, gesturing around us. "What we did tonight. This is part of your world. You love going to nude beaches and walking around your apartment naked. You love being carefree, and spontaneous, and just a little bit reckless. I wanted to show you that I could be all that, too. And you know what?"
"What?"
She grinned broadly. "I had the time of my life," she said, staring up at me.
My heart was hammering now, and I figured Kit's was doing the same, the way her eyes were trembling and how she gripped a handful of the fabric of my shirt like she needed to hang on.
"So what did you want to tell me?" I prompted her at last.
"Something that I think -- I hope -- we've both been wanting to tell each other for a long time."
I inhaled deeply. Is this really happening? I wondered.
"But not here," she said, abruptly backing off. With a wicked smile, she reached for the car door again. "Follow me."
She was inside her car before I could blink, leaving me discombobulated for just a moment. Right! I thought, and bolted toward my car.
* * * *
Kit had always been the type to drive just a few miles below the speed limit, but now she was weaving in and out of highway traffic, goosing the speed limit as if she was channeling the spirit of Carlo Abarth. I actually had to struggle to keep up with her.
What the hell is she doing? I wondered with alarm. She's acting like me!
I followed her, several car lengths behind, as she switched to the north-bound highway. By the time she took the exit at O'Connor, I already knew where she was headed: Wonderstone Park.
At such a time of night during the week, the three-hundred-acre park would be practically deserted. It was a fairly popular place on the weekend for kids to go to and make out, but on a Monday night it was as devoid of human habitation as some pristine alien planet. The only lights were the headlights of our cars; the glow of the city faded away as Kit drove further through the winding roads framed by mesquite trees and red oaks.
Finally, she parked in the lot beside the four-acre kite field, and I pulled in on the right side of her car. Her lights switched off, I heard her car door slam, and the following moment, Kit's naked body flashed in the light of my headlamps as she ran out into the field.
What the--? I switched off the lights and jumped out of the car. The brilliant radiance of the moon rained down upon the vast open field, making Kit's naked body glow with an alabaster hue. She was about fifty or sixty feet out when she stopped and turned to face me. Even at that distance, I could tell she was grinning.
So this is what she wants, I thought, peeling off my shirt and shucking my shorts. Okay. Leaving my clothes beside the car, I jogged out into the field.
Kit laughed and turned, running from me. I was glad for my adventurous life; I possessed an impressive amount of stamina. It helped, of course, that Kit wasn't really trying that hard to get away from me.
Despite the chill in the air, our exertions nearly had us sweating by the time I caught up with her. She was grinning and glowing, her exquisite body fully outlined in the moonlight.
"Is this part of what you wanted to show me?" I asked as I came up to her.
She nodded, licking her lips. Then with a movement that startled me, Kit jumped into my arms, wrapping her arms and legs around me. I could feel the heat of her sex against my lower abdomen. Without a word, she pressed her lips to mine, giving me the most incredibly passionate kiss I had ever enjoyed. She moaned and sighed into my mouth, sucking my lips, searching for my tongue with her own. Arousal charged through me, making me erect. The head of my cock tapped against Kit's firm cheeks.
She drew back, face impassioned. "There's something I want to tell you before we . . ." she smiled. "I want to tell you something, Kevin."
My hands smoothed up and down her back. "What's that?"
Her eyes burned into mine. "I'm in love with you," she whispered. "I think I always have been."
I smiled, my heart fluttering. "You were right," I told her. "That is what I've been wanting to tell you for a long time."
She smiled sweetly. "I just suddenly woke up one day and realized that I wanted to be with you. But I had to show you -- and myself -- that I could be part of your world, your life."
"You picked a pretty memorable way to do it," I said with a laugh.
She nodded. "Yeah I did, didn't I?" She kissed me again, emitting a yearning moan, and squirmed against me. "I want you," she whispered as she broke the kiss.
"Right now?"
"Uh-huh. Right now, right here."
She pushed back and uncurled her limbs, settling to the grass. Face blazing with passion, she lowered herself to a squat before me, bringing her face in line with my erection. Her hands ran up and down my thighs. "Finally," she whispered, gazing upon my cock.
Her lips parted wetly, and she pressed them against the tip of my penis, slowly sucking the head into her mouth. I trembled, letting out a moan of pleasure. Kit engulfed me slowly, taking half my length into the warm recess of her mouth, then stopped, sucking the flavor from my dick. Her hands caressed my thighs, my abdomen, then delved between my legs to cradle my swollen balls. Everywhere she touched left a tingle upon my skin.
She finally slid back, gazing up at me. I had no words, no way other than through the expression on my face to convey how incredible I felt at that moment. It dawned on me that, for the first time in my life, this wasn't just sex. This was making love.
"I'll do anything you want, baby," Kit whispered up at me, lips fluttering against the head of cock with each word. "Anything you've ever wanted a girl to do. I mean it."
I swooned, almost falling over, but steadied myself by lowering to my knees. I touched Kit's face. "That goes both ways," I said. I let out a sudden, small laugh of wonder. "God, I love you."



Her eyes glistened, and she shuddered with a deep breath. "You have no idea how good it feels to hear you say that."
We kissed again, and I gently eased Kit onto her back in the grass. Her hands were all over me, running from my shoulders to my ass and everywhere in between. She cupped my face and kissed me eagerly, wantonly. I left a cooling trail down her neck and breasts as I nipped and licked my way down. Kit sighed in passion beneath me, parting her thighs as I hovered over her abdomen. The fragrance of her need drifted to my senses, fresh and enticing.
I positioned myself between her thighs, admiring the beauty of her sex. Kit possessed sleek, bright pink lips that curled out beneath her clitoral hood, already moist with anticipation. I kissed her smooth-shaved mound first, then pressed my mouth the junction of her thigh and pelvis, where the tendon stood out. Kit hissed in pleasure, squirming in the grass beneath me.
Slowly, savoring every moment, I licked up and down her wonderfully fleshy folds, getting a taste of my lover's passion. I sucked one, then the other into my mouth, massaging them with my lips, then slowly slid my tongue past her silky curtains and into the heated tunnel of her sex.
"God, oh God yes," Kit panted, gripping my hair. She splayed her legs wide, lifting her feet from the ground to open herself up as fully as she could. "Eat me, baby . . . ."
So I did, licking deep within her increasingly wet pussy, bracing my hands on her inner thighs. Kit's flavor was incredible, unlike that of any woman I had tasted before. Rich and sweet, with a hint of bitterness and a touch of something almost spicy. It was like licking candied ginger. It only changed -- becoming even richer -- when I covered her clitoris with my mouth and sucked.
She shuddered and moaned once I did that, her body twitching and breath coming out in staccato gasps. Kit lifted her radiant face and stared down at me, mouth slack and eyes heavy. "D-d-don't stop," she begged heatedly.
I managed a smile but kept sucking, swirling my tongue in a massaging motion around her clit. Our eyes were locked as I brought her closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, she gasped loudly and let her head fall back into the cool grass, and erupted in orgasm. "Oh, God!"
Kit thrashed as she came, and I hung on, drawing it out for as long as she could stand it. Her pussy literally gushed, and I slipped my tongue down for a taste of an even sweeter fluid.
Suddenly energized, Kit pushed me back and sat up, hissing like a feral woman in heat. She kissed me deeply, sucking her own flavor from my lips. "Your turn," she panted, wrapping her hands around my cock. Leaving my mouth, she doubled over and slid her lips down my shaft, sucking ardently. I leaned back on my hands, legs folded beneath me, and watched as Kit enjoyed herself.
She sucked and pulled, stroking my shaft in time with her bobbing head. Her lips were like silk soaked in rose oil, her tongue a massaging rod encased in velvet. From her soft muffled moans and urgent movements, it seemed she was determined to make me come.
She paused for a moment to uncurl herself and get on all fours. "You can get off more than once, right?"
I nodded vehemently, my cock as hard as it could possibly be, glistening from her mouth. The cool night air washed over it, making me tremble. "Definitely," I managed to say.
Kit grinned. "Good," she responded. "'Cause I wanna taste it."
I groaned as she went back down, using just her mouth now. She bobbed and sucked, pulling with her lips on each upstroke, eagerly working me towards an eruption. As my breathing became shallower and I started rolling my hips with my impending rush, Kit mewed excitedly, knowing I was about to burst.
And burst I did, grunting and trembling in intense pleasure as my cock swelled and pulsed and began ejaculating into Kit's mouth. A long, slow moan escaped her throat as she tasted my seed, and she sucked gently to get it all. I gasped at the heat and sensations coursing through my groin, feeling every nerve at the tip of my cock tingle as every drop of fluid was spent in Kit's mouth.
I fell back, panting, and Kit stayed with me, suckling softly and running her hands around my torso. The world tilted this way and that as I stared up at the inky sky. The moon blazed overhead, its face smiling down upon us.
Then Kit was atop me, kissing my neck, my face, my lips. I could just taste the residue of my orgasm on her tongue. "Jesus, you're incredible," I told her once I had found my voice.
She grinned. "We're incredible," she corrected. "Together."
I nodded and smiled. "Together forever?"
Her eyes flashed. "Sounds good to me," she said, then straddled me. The heat of her damp pussy seared through my penis. I was still fairly hard, and returned rather swiftly to full erection as Kit reached back to position the head of my cock at the entrance to her pussy.
"Forever," she whispered as she slowly impaled herself, eyes fluttering closed as drew inch after inch into her body. I groaned, my groin still tingling from the recent orgasm. I could feel every ripple of Kit's inner muscles along my shaft. The feeling was maddening.
For a moment, once I was seated deeply within her, Kit sat still atop me, eyes closed and mouth slack. Her vaginal muscles twitched and pulled, sucking automatically on my cock. Then, slowly, she began rocking back and forth, placing her hands upon my chest. Her eyes opened and she gazed upon me with a look of pure passion and rapture.
"Can we just . . . do this . . . for the rest of our lives?" she asked with a heady smile.
I reached up and massaged her firm breasts, pinching Kit's small nipples, making her catch her breath. "I sure wouldn't mind," I managed to say.
She gazed upon me with adoration and affection as she rolled her hips, massaging my shaft inside her. "Why did we wait so long, Kevin?"
I eased up, spreading my legs and slipping an arm around Kit's slender waist so that we remained together, and kissed her. "I don't know, but we're not gonna stop now."
She giggled. "Oh, hell no," she affirmed, lacing her fingers together behind my neck. Her feet planted on the grass to either side, she moved up and down, staring into my eyes as she impaled herself again and again. I lowered my head and teased a nipple with my tongue before sucking it into my mouth. She hissed when I nipped at it with my teeth.
I rolled forward, placing Kit on her back, then straightened, holding her lean taut thighs far apart. Kit clawed at my chest for a moment before I started thrusting roughly inside her, and then she fell into a series of gasps and moans and gentle cries. There was just enough light that I could see the way the pink petals of her pussy flared around my cock. Her clitoris glistened like a freshly-revealed pearl.
Kit moaned and panted as she came again, her vagina clamping down so hard on my cock I couldn't move. She shuddered in ecstasy for several moments, then suddenly surged up and pushed me over until she was on top yet again. This time, she squatted over me, hands braced on my abdomen. Her hair was sweaty and tangled around her face as she rode me.
"Come with me," she demanded, eyes blazing with lust. "Don't hold it back. Come with me!"
I grunted and gripped her hips, thrusting upward each time she descended. Her cheeks smacked against my hips over and over. Her pussy sucked on my cock, practically spasming all the while. I alternately watched the erotic sight of my cock being swallowed again and again and Kit's beautiful impassioned face.
"I'm gonna come, baby," she whimpered, face pained.
I nodded, and felt the flood gates beginning to weaken within me. Just as Kit began heaving with yet another orgasm, I pushed myself up onto my hands, thrust deep inside her, and joined her in orgasmic bliss.
My head fell back and my arms trembled as every ounce of energy passed from me, through my penis, and into the woman I loved. Kit growled in pleasure, gasping and moaning all through her own ecstatic explosion. I felt her inner muscles milking me for every last drop of fluid, making my cock burn.
Finally, my strength was gone and I collapsed onto the ground, Kit atop me. We gasped for breath, clumsily touching and petting one another. I was incoherent; I'm sure I babbled something, and maybe Kit did as well, but it was lost to post-orgasmic shutdown.
Eventually, the chilly night air roused our sweaty bodies. I realized we were both shivering; the temperature must have dropped a good ten degrees or more.
Languidly, Kit lifted her head, brushing strands of hair away from her eyes. She looked drunk, and I figured my own expression must have matched hers.
"Take me home," she whispered, then smiled. "Your home."
I smiled and kissed her.
* * * *
It was just before ten when we stumbled through the door of my apartment. Neither of us said a thing; we did not need to. Sharing tired, satisfied looks, we headed to the bathroom and flicked on the light. Laughter sputtered forth as our true appearance was revealed to us. Scratch marks adorned my body, from my shoulders to my back to my outer thighs. Kit's knees were red. Mud was smeared across our feet, hands, and buttocks. We were consummate messes.
Beneath the warm spray of the shower, Kit and I soaped each other up and shared numerous long, loving kisses. I loved the way her body felt against mine. Despite being so slender and athletic, Kit actually felt soft against me.
Clean and toweled, Kit crawled into my bed while I mixed us a couple of rum cocktails in the tiny kitchen.
"Babe!" Kit called. "You gotta see this!"
"See what?" I called back, taking up the glasses and heading to the bedroom.
"We're on TV!"
My eyes darted to the TV in my bedroom as I crawled onto the bed. Kit had tuned in the Channel Twelve news, and there we were. The footage from the interview with Theresa Cortes had been edited, but still . . . .
"Look!" exclaimed Kit with a giggle. "You can totally see my nipple!"
I chuckled. "God, I hope your parents aren't watching."
The color drained from her face for a moment. "Oh, shit," she breathed, then laughed. "Nah. They watch Channel Four."
The clip ended with Theresa delivering her cameraman's eloquent conclusion, then switched back to the news studio. The anchorwoman sat smiling at the camera. She was a middle-aged woman who had been headlining the news for as long as I could remember.
"Well, that was a revealing piece," she commented, then glanced beside her. The camera pulled back, showing Theresa Cortes, looking as professional as ever.
"It certainly was, Angie," the reporter said. "One thing I have to hand it to those kids is that they were bold enough to risk public scrutiny by doing something like this." Her eyes drifted to the camera. "Kevin and Kit, wherever you are right now, let me just say that I admire your conviction. I certainly won't be forgetting Earth Day anytime soon."
The camera focused on the anchorwoman once more. "Well said. Up next, Steve Brown has the latest from the NBA--"
Kit flicked off the TV and rolled atop me. "So," she said, looking ungodly sexy with her damp hair framing her fresh-scrubbed face. "You sure you wouldn't rather have spent the night getting some from the Action News girl?"
I ran my hands up Kit's body, admiring the natural luster of her skin. In the soft light of my bedside lamp, she looked like a golden idol. "To be honest, I never considered it for a moment," I said. "Not seriously. I knew I already had something better waiting for me, if I was smart enough to realize it."
Her features softened. "I've been waiting for you for a long time," she said earnestly, then corrected herself. "No, that's not exactly true. I've been waiting for . . . for me to realize I could be part of your life. That what you wanted was what I've always wanted, too."
My brow furrowed. "You mean that?"
She nodded. "I mean it, Kevin. I'm in love with you. I don't ever want to be away from you."
I traced a random pattern on Kit's stomach, making her giggle softly. "You know, your parents don't exactly approve of me," I said.
She shrugged without hesitation. "They'll just have to get used to it," she said. "I've been living their life long enough. I want my own life, now. And I want it with you."
I smiled, took her hand, kissed her fingers. "I want it with you, too."
She bent and kissed me tenderly, then straightened with a deep sigh. "God, I can't believe everything that's happened today."
I chuckled. "Seems like a weird dream, doesn't it?"
She laughed. "Yeah, it does."
"You know what I think?"
"What?"
"I think," I said as I sat up and gathered Kit in my arms. I settled my gaze upon hers. "That I'm never going to forget Earth Day for as long as I live."
She nibbled her lip. "'Cause it's the first day we made love?"
I gave her a meaningful look. "'Cause it's gonna be our anniversary now."
Her eyes became liquid, and she kissed me deeply.
-fin-
(I hope you enjoyed this little romantic tale. Please leave a vote and comment below if you wish, and don't forget to read all the other submissions to this year's contest. Happy Earth Day.)
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* * * *
Three Months Ago . . . .
Writhing upon the bed, clutching handfuls of cotton sheets, she panted into the pillow. Dress pushed up past her waist, back arched and hips lifted off the mattress, she reveled in the feel of his tongue as he serviced her from behind. He licked from her swelling clit, up through swollen pink folds, to her puckered anus, then back again.
"Oh, yes, give it to me," Melissa whimpered.
Ryan's response was a knowing chuckle. He gripped handfuls of her full, pale cheeks and pushed them apart before thrusting his tongue deep within Melissa's tunnel. His lover gasped, pushed back against his talented tongue.
He straightened, positioning himself behind her. His cock was fully engorged, throbbing with anticipation. "You're going to get it, all right," he declared, before shoving inside her, almost to the hilt.
A ragged cry escaped Melissa's lips at the sudden invasion. She started to push up onto her hands, but Ryan shoved her back down, a restraining hand at the back of her neck. His thrusts became harder, rougher, making her body tremble with each pounding intrusion.
"Is this what you wanted?" he breathed in her ear as he leaned over her. He nipped at her lobe. "You wanted to get fucked?"
But she could only grunt in response, wincing repeatedly.
He took her reticence as compliance, and lifted up, gathering a handful of long, thick dark hair. She gasped again as her head was pulled back, and struggled to compensate. His loins slapped against hers loudly. The cloying aroma of sex swirled through the air.
Abruptly, Ryan pulled out, cock shiny with his lover's fluid, and rolled her onto her back. She stared up at him with a mixture of arousal and apprehension. His body was impressive, nicely muscular, bearing the scars of a hard-lived life. Melissa usually found him rakishly sexy, but there were times, such as now, that he all but frightened her.
Spreading her thighs wide with his hands, Ryan descended upon her sex, sucking a mouthful of slick, pink flesh. She gasped loudly and ground against him. But after only a few moments, he was once more spearing roughly inside her, sinking his cock all the way in before pulling it almost all the way out. Melissa panted for breath, especially given the way her legs were pushed back with her knees nearly at her shoulders.
He suddenly began driving into her faster and faster, leaning upon her body, smacking his hips against hers. She grimaced through it all, even as her body began to respond. Her vaginal muscles squeezed and clenched his cock. When she came, she could only gasp and thrash, her world spinning in random circles.
Awareness barely returned to Melissa when she realized Ryan was straddling her chest now. The fragrance of her orgasm was strong upon his offered cock. She normally did not enjoy the taste of herself, especially when it was so pungent, but she offered no protest when he took her head in his hands and slipped his cock into her mouth. Brow furrowing at the flavor that soaked into her tongue, she nonetheless suckled him, allowing him to use her mouth as he had her pussy.
A thankful sigh left her mouth when Ryan pulled back, sliding down her body to position himself between her legs once more. He entered her with ease and smothered her body with his own, rutting and rolling atop her body. Melissa clutched him with arms and legs, winced as she felt his teeth nipping her neck.
At last, he pushed himself up on his arms, looking down upon his lover with an almost wild, feral look as he savagely thrust into her again and again. She could not meet his gaze, and squeezed her eyes shut, waiting for the end.
When he finally came, bellowing his release to the world, she trembled beneath him, glad that it was over.
* * * *
She was taking longer in the shower than usual, Ryan noticed. He personally preferred not to shower after sex; the lingering aromas, the stickiness of the skin, the slowly-fading taste in his mouth were all part of the experience. Melissa had commented on that a few times, but had learned to accept it during the few months they had been dating.
A frown decorated his face when she finally emerged, not only clean, but dressed as well. A sheepish expression blanketed her fresh-scrubbed face.
"I thought you were staying," he said.
She took a breath, casting her glance aside. "Ryan . . . it's too much."
"What do you mean, 'too much?'"
Melissa fidgeted in the doorway of the bathroom, fingers playing along the strap of her handbag. "It's like . . . every time we make--" she huffed, corrected herself. "Every time we have sex, it gets rougher and rougher."
He smiled roguishly. "I thought you liked it rough."
"Sometimes," she admitted. "But, babe, it's honestly starting to scare me. You leave bruises and marks on me. Some of my friends think you're hurting me."
He looked insulted, but also concerned. "Am I?" he asked, sitting up in the bed. "Am I really hurting you?"
She softened, stepped to the edge of the bed. "You don't mean to," she said in a small voice. "At least, I don't think you do."
Ryan fell quiet a moment, looking down at the rumpled sheets. "I get carried away sometimes," he said, then gave Melissa a sympathetic look. "I'm sorry, but I don't think I can help it."
She shook her head sadly. "I don't think you can, either." She leaned across the bed to place a tender kiss on his lips, then straightened and turned to the door. "Good-bye, Ryan."
He said nothing as she left. He listened to her sniffles, the click of her heels across the floor, the opening and closing of the creaking door. With a heartfelt sigh, he reached for the pack of cigarettes by the bed and lit one up.
Another one bites the dust, he mused.
Now . . . .
"Excuse me, sir, but we've got a problem."
Martin Milton looked up from his desk in the small, wood-walled trailer. He was a heavyset man, and despite his ruddy face and naturally gruff appearance, his clothes belied a life used to indulgence. "I don't like hearing things like that, Billy."
The young man in his inexpensive suit shifted uncomfortably as he stood in the doorway. "I know, sir, but the main crew just called in. They, uh --" his features twisted slightly as he tried to conceal his mirth. "They've got something in the way."
Milton sighed in annoyance. "Don't tell me some tree-hugging cunt got herself tied to a fucking tree or some shit."
Billy twitched. "Um, well, actually, sir . . . that's pretty much exactly what's happened."
"God damn it!" roared Milton, rotund frame lurching up behind the desk. "Fuck those God damned fucking hippie mother fuckers!"
Billy fidgeted, waiting for his employer's tirade to subside. He had seen enough of them over the years to know how to deal with them.
After nearly half a minute of expletive-laced ranting, Milton pinched the bridge of his nose and took several deep breaths, letting each one out slowly. Finally, his smallish eyes opened. "You didn't call Richard, did you?" he asked in a forcibly calm tone.
"No, sir," Billy answered. "This might be something you want to see for yourself."
Milton frowned, chubby face souring. "The fuck's that supposed to mean?"
Billy just waited.
Finally, Milton sighed and reached for his cowboy hat. "This better be worth the trip."
* * * *
The Jeep rumbled to a stop upon a freshly-turned dirt path more than a mile from the logging company's base camp. Bulldozers and cranes sat quiet all around, their chipped and weathered yellow paint standing out in stark contrast to the lush green of the forest. The air was a bit cooler here than in the base camp, but no less humid. With the onset of spring, the air had become thick and cloying. Milton hated it. At least in his home state of Texas, the heat was not quite as oppressive as it was in these Georgia foothills.
He followed his assistant from the Jeep, trudging up an incline just steep enough to make his feet ache in his expensive boots and the air to torture his lungs. Ahead, the assembled company of loggers were gathered at the edge of the forest, forming a semi-circle before a large, stately old pine. The tree was easily twice as broad as any around it and towered well over a hundred feet in height.
"All right, what in the fucking hell's got you all lollygagging up here?" Milton roared, gaining the attention of the crowd of men. Most gave him curious smirks and chuckles, and stepped aside as the company boss approached. "We ain't got time to mess with some tree-hugging cu--"
But Milton's caustic words slipped away as the assemblage parted, affording him the view that had captivated his men.
She stood against the rough bark of the tree, head held high in defiance despite the fact that her wrists were confined by crude-looking manacles. The chain attached to them wrapped around the impressive girth of the tree, with an obvious amount of slack that would allow her to sit if she so desired. Yet she stood, almost as if proud of her predicament.
But it was not to her apparently haughty attitude that Milton was attracted. It was her state of dress. Or rather, undress.
She was fully nude, and obviously comfortably so. Her skin was a rich bronze, contrasted by long, flowing golden hair that hung free around her head, only partially obscuring the view of perfectly-formed, full round breasts that sat high and proud on her chest. The hue of the hair on her head was perfectly matched by the golden thatch that covered her pubic mound. Even her eyebrows were of the same, sun-kissed color. She stood nearly as tall as most of the men ogling her, with obvious but not unseemly musculature just beneath the skin.
"--unt," Milton finally finished, after drinking in the sight before him. He made no effort to conceal his interest in the nude nymph. Never had he seen such a beautiful woman, not in print, not in his fantasies. Even Martin Milton, gruff as he was, found himself stunned.
To his credit, however, he made the supreme effort to regain his composure. Stepping forward from the throng of men, he approached the woman. "All right, sweetheart," he growled. "Nice twist going jaybird, but it ain't gonna help you none. We own this land, and all you're gonna do is get your pretty blonde snatch thrown in jail. Bitch and moan and tell me I'm the fucking devil for--"
Her words interrupted him. "You own nothing," she spat. "Not even your soul."
Milton chuckled, slipping off his hat to wipe his brow. "Well, ma'am, you're right about that. God owns my soul, and I been a good Christian all my life. But I ain't in the fucking mood to talk religion with you." He straightened and cast a look back over his shoulder. "Get some fucking bolt cutters over here and cut these fucking chains!"
"They have already tried," she said in an even tone. "No tool of man can cut these chains."
Milton turned back to her with a tired and annoyed look. "Hope you don't mind me proving you wrong."
One of the loggers stepped forward, not bothering to hide his admiration for the naked woman's body. "Uh, Mr. Milton, we tried cutting through them. Damn things must be titanium or something."
Milton scowled. "So get a saw!" he snapped. "Or burn it! Or cut down the fucking tree!"
Billy darted up. "Sir, they've already tried everything," he said. "And they can't cut down the tree when she's chained to it."
Milton snarled. "It's just fucking chain!" he cried. "Cut it off! I'm not gonna get behind schedule because some pot-smoking hippie fucking bitch wants to save the God damned planet!"
"Not that easy," said another man, coming forward with a jig saw in hand. He was older, seasoned. "I got the strongest fucking blade on this thing, and it didn't do beans to that damn chain. Just made a shitload of sparks."
Milton regarded the deformed blade on the jigsaw, then convulsed in anger. "Fuck!" He lurched toward the naked woman, slapping his hands to either side of her head upon the tree. Surprisingly, she did not flinch, staring back undaunted.
"Okay, playtime's over, bitch," Milton hissed. "You got yourself in these chains, you can get out. Pull the key outta your cooch or ass or wherever the fuck it is, but get it out. If you can't reach it, tell me where it is and I'll get it."
She remained impressively calm. "I did not place these chains upon myself, and there is no key. I desire freedom as much as you wish me gone, but there is only one way to release these bonds. Although, given your intentions here . . . I cannot say I am all too willing to be freed just yet."
Milton hung his head, allowing himself a choice view of the woman's perfect body. Her skin was absolutely flawless, he noticed; not a mark, blemish or birthmark to be seen.
"You know, honey," he said at last, lifting his head to meet her gaze. "You really should have thought this whole chaining-yourself-naked-to-a-tree plan out. I've got a dozen men and more right behind me that probably haven't seen pussy like yours in a really long time, so unless you want to have a really bad day . . . ."
But even in the face of the threat of rape, the blonde woman only smiled. It was a cold, wicked expression. "Any man who attempts to touch me without my consent will wish for an eternity in Hell before I am through with him," she hissed.
Milton chuckled darkly. "Just empty words, darlin'," he said.
She glared back. "Try it," she said harshly. "I have enough of my powers left to make good on my threat."
The pudgy man's brow furrowed in confused irritation. "'Powers?'" he asked. "What the fuck you talking about?"
She avoided his question. "It is not me you should be concerning yourself with," she said. "It is the one named Steven."
"Oh, I get it," chuckled the rotund man. "Got yourself a partner, huh? I'm guessing he's out there spiking marked trees, maybe gonna do a Rambo run on our equipment in the middle of the night? Not gonna happen, babe, 'cause we--"
"No," she said, cutting him off. "He will kill you. All of you."
Milton cocked his head, glaring. "Now you're crossing the line, girlie," he growled. "I don't take lightly to threats."
"It is not my threat, but his," she responded. "He has taken some of my power, and it has corrupted him. I know not how long it will take before he finishes the transformation, but I do know that he despises you even more than I do, and that hatred will make him come after you and your men. The only way to stop him, and free me, is to slay him." She let her words sink in, then glanced around at the other men. A cruel smile stretched across the woman's lips as her eyes returned to Milton's. "And I see none among you, especially yourself, capable of such an act."
Milton's face twisted in anger. He bushed himself back and once more pinched the bridge of his nose. "I got no time for this shit," he remarked at last. He turned away and shouted. "Billy! Get Richard on the horn! We gotta get someone out here and fast!"
* * * *
Heavy hands dragged down his face as Ryan Welch sat on the edge of his bed. He could still feel the effects of the previous night's alcohol that yet lingered in his body. He licked sticky, yet dry lips and looked around the bedroom of the small trailer which he called 'home.' A fan warbled in an open window; the cheap version of air conditioning. A musty aroma lingered in the air.
He reached a tired hand to the stack of unpacked cardboard boxes beside the bed which served as a nightstand, took up a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. The metal cap of the Zippo rang open before he flicked a flame to life. He sucked in nicotine, snapped the lighter closed, and fell back on the bed.
Gotta stop killing yourself, Ry, he told himself. Melissa's not coming back. None of them ever do.
The phone beside the cigarettes chirped.
Ryan groaned and made the effort to sit up once more. He reached for the offensive device. What now? he thought.
A message awaited him. He tapped the screen to call it up, held the phone to his ear.
"Ryan, it's Brett. We need to pull you from your normal rotation. Looks like there's a situation we need you to check out. Look in your email. Call me if you have any questions."
He slapped the phone to his thigh, noting the time. It was almost noon. Figures, he mused. I get a few days off, and they want to call me back in. They're almost as bad as the Army.
With a grunt, he pushed up from the bed and headed to the desk, the only other piece of furniture he owned other than the cheap wooden stand upon which sat the TV. He tapped the fingerpad on his laptop, making the screen flash alive. A few clicks and he was in his government email account. He stooped to read what had been sent him, eyes darkening before an amused smirk stretched his lips.
A naked woman tied to a tree, he thought. What is this? 1968?
The address given him was around eighty miles away.
He headed to the bathroom for a shower and shave, then dressed in his Fish and Wildlife Service uniform. Given the humidity of Georgia, he chose the shorts and short-sleeved shirt as opposed to the more formal uniform. Lastly, he clipped the badge and his pistol in a simple leather holster to his belt. Taking up his Mountie-esque hat, he headed to the door.
* * * *
It was after two in the afternoon when Ryan's government-issued truck arrived at the logging company base camp. A large wooden sign, the size of a small house, proclaimed "Milton Logging and Land Clearing," in massive red letters against a yellow backdrop. Beneath that, it read, "Professionalism and Efficiency Since 1994."
The base camp consisted of a series of rather simple-looking trailers. Numerous vehicles -- mostly trucks and Jeeps -- sat parked around the trailers. There were large flatbed trucks, tractor rigs, and other pieces of heavy machinery sitting around. More than a dozen men were collected beneath a pair of large tents with the sides removed. They watched as Ryan's government truck rolled in. Some of them were already grinning in anticipation.
Finding the office for the site was simple enough; it was the largest trailer and had the word "OFFICE" painted in red letters on the side. After parking, Ryan headed up to the steps and rapped on the door.
A slender man in a white polo answered the door and instantly smiled in relief. "Oh, good," he said, stepping back.
Ryan chuckled. "Nice to meet you, too."
The man blushed and held out his hand. "My apologies," he said. "It's been a long day already. I'm William Kitchen, assistant to Mr. Milton. Call me Billy."
"Ryan Welch," answered Ryan, shaking Billy's hand.
"That better be that God damned Fish and Wildlife guy!" roared a voice from beyond an open door.
Ryan cocked an eyebrow and glanced to Billy. "Mr. Milton?"
Billy nodded. "He's, uh, a little obnoxious. He's from Texas."
Ryan frowned. "So am I."
The slender man awkwardly glanced away.
"Well, God damn am I glad they sent someone out here today," grumbled Milton as he wobbled into the room. Ryan couldn't help but be amused by the man's obvious Texas swagger. He even wore a bolo tie. "I'm Martin Milton. This is my operation."
Ryan nodded. "I gathered that. Nice big sign you've got out there."



Milton grinned. "Gets your attention, don't it?" he barked, but the smile faded. "They tell you what my problem is?"
Another nod. "I understand you have a naked woman chained to a tree. I'm guessing it's not a morale boost for the men."
"Fuck no it ain't!" spat Milton. "Huffy bitch thinks she can stop my operation. Wants to save her fucking forest. I ain't got time to mess with it. I want her the fuck out of here."
Ryan remained composed in the face of Milton's repugnance. "Have you tried cutting the chains?" he asked.
"Shit yeah we tried it!" Milton huffed in frustration. "Jigsaws, miter saws, bolt cutters . . . even tried cutting torches. Damn chain's too tough. Either that, or I got shitty tools. Bitch says she ain't got a key and I didn't see no key holes on them anyway."
Ryan took a breath. Of course this wouldn't be easy, he lamented. "I was told something about a collaborator?"
"Yeah, some guy named Steven," Milton answered. "We ain't seen him yet." He suddenly snapped his fingers. "Billy! You hear from the marking crew yet?"
Billy shook his head. "They haven't reported back."
"Fucking great," growled Milton. "Now my marking crew's up in the woods having a fucking circle jerk and I'm getting behind schedule."
"So, you haven't heard from some of your men, and there's an unknown, possibly hostile, insurgent in the area?" Ryan asked carefully.
Milton narrowed his eyes. "You military, huh?"
Ryan shrugged. "Served a few tours."
"Doing what?"
"Doing whatever an Army Ranger is told to do."
Milton grinned. "Well, all right," he said. "Now we got us a bad ass. Good, 'cause that bitch chained to the tree says her partner is gonna wipe everyone out."
"Really."
"Yeah, but she was talking all sorts of funky shit. She ain't right in the head. Hot as hell, but about as stable as a one-winged duck in a windstorm."
Ryan took a moment to let everything filter in. "I'll need someone to take me to where she is."
"Hell, I'll take ya."
* * * *
Ryan could understand the reason for all the fuss as soon as the woman came into view. She was, indeed, the most stunning woman he had ever seen. He had to admire both her beauty and bravery for subjecting herself to the situation . . . if, indeed, she was here of her own free will as Milton assumed.
"Not bad on the eyes, huh, son?" Milton asked as they exited Ryan's truck. Since revealing that he, too, was from Texas, Ryan had apparently made a new best friend.
"You could have at least put a blanket on her."
Milton snorted. "We tried. She refused."
"No one's touched her, I hope?" Ryan asked.
Milton looked offended. "I don't run that kind of operation. My boys are good boys."
"Just checking," said Ryan, starting for the tree.
The blonde woman uncurled herself from a seated position and stood as Ryan approached. She watched him with scrutinizing eyes that assessed every part of his body she could see.
Stopping several paces away, Ryan removed his hat. "Afternoon, miss," he said. "My name's Ryan Welch. I'm with the US Fish and Wildlife Service. You look like you're having an interesting day."
"I am certain it will prove memorable," she responded.
"So how long do you plan on staying up here like this?" Ryan asked. "Between those heavy chains, wild animals, and the dangers of exposure, you're taking quite a risk."
The woman's fierce green eyes narrowed. "As I explained to your hog-bodied companion, I am not here by choice," she said, then allowed herself a small smile. "As for the animals and the effects of nature, I have nothing to worry about that."
Beside Ryan, Milton was quivering. "'Hog-bodied?'" he sputtered. "Did you just call me a fat ass?"
The woman responded with only a haughty look.
"You little fucking--"
"Mr. Milton," Ryan said quickly, placing a restraining hand on the heavy man's shoulder. "Why don't you let me handle this?"
Milton glowered, then let out a heavy sigh. "Fine. Do your thing. I'll wait by the truck."
"Good idea," Ryan said, watching as the logging company owner grumbled his way back to the government truck. He returned his attention to the blonde woman and took a few steps closer.
"Colorful fellow, isn't he?"
She regarded Ryan with a small smile. "I have endured his kind for ages. They are all the same. Oppressive, insulting and afraid of their own shadows."
"'Ages?'" Ryan quipped, moving closer as he began to inspect the chains. "You can't be more than twenty-five, if that."
Her eyes wandered over his face as he stood before her. "If that is your belief."
He held her gaze a moment, seeing nothing but clarity in the woman's eyes. Then he directed his attention to the manacles and chains. "So what's your name?" he asked, taking up a length of chain.
"Una," she responded.
"Interesting name. Sounds European."
"I suppose it could be."
Ryan turned the chain over in his hands. It was heavy and rough, with no two links alike. It looked like a tenth-grade metal shop project gone awry. The manacles appeared equally shoddy. He noticed several recent marks on them, faint furrows into the metal caused by various tools. "Hard to see how these chains are so tough," he commented. "Given enough time, the right tool could cut right through them."
"No tool of man can sunder these bonds," Una said.
Ryan glanced back to her face. "You always talk like you're from the Lord of the Rings?"
She frowned. "I do not know who that is."
Okay, she may look sane, but I'm betting there might be some schizophrenia going on here, Ryan thought, following the chain to the manacles. As he touched one of them, Una raised her arm to make it easier. It slid down off her wrist. Ryan frowned as noticed the fresh raised welt on the inside of the woman's wrist. "What the hell is that?"
For the first time, Una's features fell. She looked ashamed. "That is a rune of dominance," she explained, then raised her right arm so that the manacle upon it also slid back, revealing a similar welt. "And this is a rune of transference."
"They look fresh," Ryan said, gently taking the woman's hand. He touched the skin beside the first welt. The mark was about an inch across and possessed the tell-tale signs of a burn.
"As of very early this morning," Una confirmed.
He met her gaze, seeing a hint of weakness there. "Who did this?"
She sighed heavily. "His name is Steven. He is the one responsible for all this. And for much more to come."
"Did he kidnap you, bring you up here?"
"He . . . took me against my will, yes," she revealed. "I was blind to his motives. I let my guard down."
"I've had that problem once or twice myself," Ryan said, giving Una a little smile of sympathy. "Sounds like you know him."
Her features hardened. "Not as well as I believed."
"So, what's the story? How'd this happen?"
She stared off at nothing for several seconds, contemplating what to say and how to say it. When she finally spoke, there was a tremor of vulnerability in her voice.
"I tell you this only because of your nature, though you may not understand it yourself," she began, returning her attention to him.
He frowned in mild confusion at her words, but said nothing, allowing Una to continue.
"I knew Steven when he was just a boy," she recalled. "His family, at one time, lived in this area. They were wholesome folk who lived in harmony with the land. I met him one day, when he had fallen and hurt himself, and gave him some healing. He would come to find me after that day. He . . ." she trailed off, smiling in fond remembrance. "He was a very exuberant boy. Later, when he had grown, I took him as a lover. It is not common that we do so, but not forbidden, either."
"What do you mean by 'we?'" Ryan asked.
She regarded him a moment, studying his features. Her own were stoic. "My kind," she said simply.
". . . which is . . .?"
Her expression did not change. "My kind," she repeated.
Ryan let out a defeated breath. "Okay. Go on."
"I know now that I should not have indulged him. But there are times in which one of my kind is simply unable to ignore her own needs. So I loved him, and loved him often. I suppose he assumed too much, because he wished to make me his bride. Try as I might to explain it to him, he could not understand why that would be impossible. He took my refusal as spurning. I did not see him again after that day."
Una hung her head and brought her hands together, massaging them with a faint rattle of chains. "Until yesterday."
"Go on," Ryan prompted. "What did he do?"
She drew in deeply, blinking her intense eyes as they drifted across the forest. "I saw him when he arrived, making a camp for himself in the forest. I did not recognize him at first, as it had been three decades and more since he left. But then he came to my tree --" she glanced at the trunk around which she was chained. "-- and called for me. I could not ignore the excitement I felt once I recognized him. Although he was aged, he was still the same man I had once loved."
Ryan struggled to accept what Una told him, as much of it went against the simple reality of the situation. If Una knew this "Steven" person as a boy, then had sex with him as, presumably, a grown man, and thirty years have passed since then . . . that would make Una at least sixty years old or more. But he suppressed his disbelief, chalking Una's story up to delusion, fantasy, and who knew what else.
"I'm guessing you, uh, went to him, then?" Ryan asked.
Una nodded, face reddening as she lowered her gaze. "I did. In the aftermath of our coupling, I did not recognize his true desire, which was to bind me and steal my power. He had somehow learned the runes that would allow him to do so, and burned the first into my skin when I was unaware. That allowed him to dominate me, making my powers useless against him.
"But then he branded me with the rune of transference, which gave him my power. It did not give him all, of course; mortal forms cannot harness the full scope of my abilities. Yet even the amount he has stolen, I fear, is too much. He cannot hope to control it. It will control him, and feed off his basest desires."
Ryan considered everything the nude woman told him. Most of it sounded like something from a cheap fantasy novel, and he wondered how much of the delusion Una herself believed. Though not professionally versed in dealing with schizophrenics, Ryan had learned a thing or two about people over the years and had always considered himself both a good and patient listener. So he decided to play into her fantasies.
"Okay," he said at last. "What is Steven going to do?"
For the first time, a semblance of real human emotion blossomed on Una's face. "He holds such anger for those who would destroy the bounties of the Earth Mother," she whispered fearfully. "To that, I can sympathize, but . . . with the corruption of my power, he will become feral. A creature of pure destruction and rage. Nothing you can do will stop him. He will be immune to all mortal weapons. Only that which can harm me can harm him."
"And, what is that, exactly?"
"What your kind calls cold-wrought iron. That is what these chains are made of, which is why I cannot sunder them. Only a weapon of such material can slay Steven."
"Look, I don't want to kill anyone--" Began Ryan.
She cut him of with a fierce look. "You will not be given the choice," she snapped. Emerald eyes blazed. "I see it in you. There is the potential. But even with that, if you have not the weapon, then the potential is wasted."
Ryan ran his hands through his hair. "Let's, uh, not get to far ahead of ourselves, okay?" he asked rhetorically. "One thing at a time. You said Steven made a camp. You know where it is?"
Slowly, Una nodded, her eyes round. "I can tell you how to find it."
"Please do."
* * * *
Milton stood beside the truck, sweltering uncomfortably as Ryan returned. "So what's going on? Gonna get that fucking cunt outta my way?"
Ryan released a breath as he stepped around to the bed of the truck. "You know, you might want to think about taking a public speaking course," he said as he unlocked and lifted the bed cover. "Dropping a bunch of four-letter words into every conversation doesn't exactly come off as polite."
Milton scoffed. "Yeah, my three wives kind'a told me the same thing."
"Might warrant some looking into," Ryan said, reaching for a black duffel. Reaching within, he withdrew a short-barreled, pistol-gripped shotgun and a box of shells. As he loaded the weapon, the sound attracted Milton's attention.
"I thought you was getting something to cut through them chains," the husky man said. "What the fuck's that for? Gonna shoot her?"
Ryan gave the man a deadpan look. "No," he said flatly.
"So what's the story with her?"
"My impression at this point," Ryan said as he slipped a handful of shells into his pocket. "Is that she was kidnapped, raped, and bound against that tree, and she's disassociated herself through some kind of . . . nature goddess fantasy . . . or something."
"So she's fucking psycho? Is that it? Why the artillery, then?"
"I have reason to believe there is a potential threat out there, and I like to be prepared." He slammed the cover closed, making Milton flinch.
"Well, okay," Milton said. "What you need me to do?"
In answer, Travis tossed a folded-up green army blanket to the man. "Put that on her and stay by the truck."
"We already tried covering her up--"
Ryan looked impatient. "Humor me, will ya?"
Milton nodded gruffly. "What you gonna do?"
"I'm gonna have a look around," Ryan said before he headed toward the woods. "There's a CB in the truck. Keep trying to call your marking crew."
* * * *
Una's directions took Ryan east, deeper into the foothills. The air became cooler as the sun was obscured by overhanging branches. Still, the humidity remained oppressive, and after only ten minutes or so, he felt the previous evening's alcohol oozing out of his pores. The beginnings of fatigue were already starting to creep in. He kept on course thanks to the compass on his watch, senses alert and trained to pick up anything he might see or hear out of the norm. Now and then a scuttling would catch his attention, or the movement of a small animal. But everything seemed typical.
He saw the small tent from a good hundred feet away, just glimpses through the trees and shrubbery. He slowed his approach, keeping the shotgun at the ready, and made the effort to move as silently as he could. He looked not only along his plane of view, but up amongst the trees as well. Birds chirped here and there, growing quiet as he moved past them. Thus far, nothing was giving him any warning signs.
The camp was small and spartan. A simple blue canvas tent with the opening hanging open faced a cold fire ringed by stones upon which was perched a large metal rack. A single folding canvas chair sat to one side, beside a plastic cooler. All dead underbrush had been cleared away, exposing the dirt-covered ground into which numerous shoe prints and bare footprints had been pressed.
Shoe prints for Steven, naked feet for Una? Ryan wondered as he knelt and touched the soil. His gaze assessed the camp. Fire hasn't been lit since last night. Twigs and leaves on top of the cooler -- it hasn't been opened today.
He pushed the flap of the tent open with the barrel of the shotgun. Within lay a single sleeping bag, a battery-operated lantern which still glowed, and a large rucksack attached to a frame. A smart phone lay on the sleeping bag, to which was attached a pair of ear plugs.
He took up the phone first, but it did not come on when he touched the screen. Of course the battery's dead, he thought ruefully. He set it back down and reached for the rucksack. Within, he found a pair of jeans, a few changes of socks, and two T-shirts, both of which were printed with the Army logo. Ryan frowned. Great. So Steven's a former soldier, too. Maybe.
There was something else, buried in the bottom, wrapped in an old towel. Ryan unrolled it, brow arching in interest as he revealed a knife. The blade looked to be at least a foot long and about four inches wide at the thickest. It was crudely made, of the same sort of metal, Ryan realized, as the shackles which confined Una. The hilt was nothing more than two pieces of wood which might very have come from a cabinet shop, held in place by tightly-wrapped strips of hemp.
While the metal was dull, the edge seemed sharp to Ryan's trained eye. It had obviously been honed, and recently.
What the Hell's going on? Ryan wondered, looking around. Something doesn't make sense. Okay, a lot of things don't make sense. If Una came up here with this guy Steven, where are her clothes? And what's the deal with the hand-made chains, and this knife? These two share the same delusion or something?
I guess that's a possibility, but . . . Ryan sighed, trying to make sense of what he had discovered thus far. But he knew he did not have enough information. He knew that what he needed was to find this Steven.
He rolled the knife back up in the towel and tucked it under his arm, then stepped from the tent. As he did so, a faint sound drifted from nearby. It was a voice, but one filtered through the static of technology.
"This is Mr. Milton calling the marking crew . . . God damn it, boys, answer the fucking call!"
Ryan glanced around, then listened, hoping to pinpoint the source of the voice.
"If you don't answer in ten seconds, you're fired! Got that? Ten!"
Ryan chuckled. That's it, Milton, keep talking. He started off toward the northeast.
"Nine!"
Ryan moved quickly through the trees, remaining vigilant, but wanting to find the source of Milton's call as quickly as he could.
"Eight!"
Weaving between the trees, he became peripherally aware of the absence of bird calls and the skittering of small animals. The forest became progressively quieter the further he ventured.
"Seven!"
A faint odor reached his senses. Ryan wrinkled his nose as he recognized it. It was the odor of decaying blood.
"Six!"
Ahead, the ground sloped downward, and there was the faint sound of trickling water. A stream, Ryan deduced.
"Five! God damn it!"
Ryan stopped cold as he saw the first body. It lay twisted upon the ground, leaves adhered to numerous open wounds. One arm was twisted and broken in several places, with bone protruding. The man's head lay at an unnatural angle, and a massive gash had been torn from his throat. Flies buzzed in copious numbers all around the corpse.
"Four!"
Further down the slope, revealed when Ryan stepped up beside the first body, lay two more. Both had been equally ravaged, with limbs twisted this way and that and massive, gaping wounds torn through cloth and flesh and muscle. One of the dead men held a bloodied lockback knife in a death grip. Another clutched the communicator through which Milton's voice squawked.
"Three!"
Ryan pried the corpse's fingers from the device and depressed the send button. "Milton, it's Ryan."
"What the fuck? Where're my boys?" came the reply.
"Out to lunch," Ryan responded darkly. "As in, permanently."
There was a long pause. "The fuck you mean by that? They ain't dead. They can't be fucking dead!"
"Milton, I need you to be calm right now." He took out his cell phone as he spoke through the communicator. "The last thing you want is to get your men spooked. Got it?"
"Yeah," came the curt reply. "Got it."
Ryan sighed, looking around the grisly scene. He frowned at his phone; no reception. "Looks like you're going to have to make some tough phone calls, Mr. Milton."
"I'm guessing you just found out there's no cell phone reception up here."



"Exactly. Get down to your office and make the calls. Get me a meat wagon up here while you're at it. I'll stay up here for now." He signed off, then quickly signed back on. "One more thing."
"Yeah?"
"There's a little black bag and a big green bag in the back of the truck. Leave them up here."
"Will do, son. Take care of yourself."
* * * *
With the rolled-up towel in his hand, Ryan approached the woman as she sat at the base of her tree. The blanket lay at her feet; she refused to be covered. Her intense green eyes were locked upon the approaching man.
"He has killed, hasn't he?" she asked knowingly. "I see it in your eyes."
He squatted and set the bundle upon the ground between them. Immediately, her attention was focused upon it, and she curled her legs closer to her body.
"I would really appreciate it if you told me what's really going on," Ryan said.
"I told you. It is Steven."
"'Steven,'" Ryan repeated. "Those men weren't killed by a man. They were mangled. Arms and legs were twisted and broken like some kid's doll. They have bite and claw marks that look like they were made by a bear. But bears don't kill like that. No animal does. They only fight to survive—"
She glared at him suddenly. "Have you not listened to anything I have said?"
"What you said doesn't make sense!" Ryan snapped. "According to you, you met a guy up here, had sex with him, then suddenly, he burns a couple of so-called runes into your wrists, which somehow gives him supernatural power. He chains you up, then runs off to go through some kind of 'transformation,' which, I'm expected to believe, turns him into some kind of monster that can only be killed by . . . this!"
Una recoiled even more as Ryan abruptly unrolled the towel, revealing the crudely-made knife. She stared at it fearfully, eyes quivering, lips trembling.
Ryan glared. "Now, I want to know what's really going on," he growled.
"I-I have told you," she stammered, then looked to him with real fear in her eyes. "Please, take that away from me."
He sighed deeply. "Look, Una," he said. "I'm not in the mood for your fantasies anymore. Three men are dead --"
"I have told you the truth!" she screeched, suddenly fierce once more, lurching forward as far as her chains would allow. Her face was mere inches from Ryan's. "Steven deceived me, stole my power, and it has turned him into a force of hatred and destruction! This bloodshed is just the beginning! He will slay you all, and his bloodlust will only increase with each kill! Every life he takes drains more and more of his humanity away until . . . ."
Ryan watched her throughout her outcry, then as she sagged back to the ground in despair. "Until what?" he asked at last.
Una gave him a plaintive look. "Until he comes for me," she said in a soft, frightened voice. "Eventually, he will realize that he will never truly be free so long as I live. Once he slays me, his transformation will be complete, and the most horrific monster the world has ever known will be free to roam where it wishes."
Ryan passed a hand over his face in frustration. But he remained composed. He took up the crude knife, holding it before her. Una shrank back immediately, eyes wide and anxious.
"And I suppose this is the 'magic weapon' that can kill him," he said.
Slowly, she nodded. "Yes."
He studied her face for a moment. "Can you at least understand why all this sounds crazy to me?"
For several moment, Una stared back, her own eyes searching Ryan's. Finally, she spoke. "I can only understand that, as of now, a true monster lurks somewhere near us," she said in a quivering tone. "And that, of all these men, only you have the potential to stop it."
Ryan lowered the knife. "Yeah. You said that before."
"You truly do not know," she mused, her voice hardly more than a passing of breath over her lips.
"Know what?" asked Ryan in annoyance.
"You have the blood of my kind within you. Not much, but . . . enough to be noticed. Enough to fortify you for the battle you must wage."
He exhaled tiredly, telling himself to not be angry with the woman for her delusions. Her disassociation was a powerful one, he realized, and the only thing keeping her sane -- relatively at least -- was the fantasy world into which she had fallen. If he needed her continued compliance, he would have to play along.
"Well, we'll see what happens," he said at last. He rolled up the knife once more, noting the expression of relief that flowed over Una's face, and stood. Glancing behind him to where his truck had previously been parked, he turned and walked toward the two duffels laying upon the dirt.
"What are you going to do?" Una asked.
"Well," he called back as he hefted the bags. He headed back toward her. "I'm going to pitch a tent and hope that the dehydrated food I've got doesn't taste like shit warmed over."
Una gave him a wry smile. "You mortals and your notions of sustenance," she remarked. "I sometimes wonder how you manage to live past the fourth decade."
Ryan chuckled. "Yeah, well, I guess we 'mortals' are a little bit tougher than you give us credit for being."
"In some cases," she agreed.
He unzipped the large green duffel, then paused. Might as well make conversation, he thought. "So what are you, really?"
She cocked her head. "What do you mean?"
Ryan shrugged. "Well, you're obviously not the same as me, right? You call me a 'mortal' like you're not one."
She dipped her eyes with a thin smile. "Perhaps I misspoke," she said. "We are all mortal in one way or another. In time, I will die, just as you will."
He nodded noncommittally. "Ah. Right."
She laughed softly under her breath. "Your skepticism is obvious. But I cannot blame you for that. You humans have your own way of looking at things. Believe it or not, I understand that. I am, after all, half human."
"So what's the other half?"
She regarded him a moment. "Fae," she said at last.
His brow furrowed. "'Fae?'" he asked. "What's that?"
She suddenly laughed. "How ironic!" she exclaimed, then shook her head in wonder. "Here you are, kindred blood to my kind, and yet you are ignorant to your hidden heritage."
He soured and returned his attention to the contents of the green duffel. "Well, if you know anything about us humans, you'd know that ignorance is one of our strong suits--"
"Welch!'
Both he and Una were startled by the sudden eruption of Milton's voice from the communicator Ryan had clipped to his belt. In a swift move, Ryan snatched it up.
"Milton! What's going on?"
"Some serious God damned fucking shit, that's what!" snapped the man at the other end. "My whole trailer's been ransacked! Whoever it was tore out the phone and turned it into shrapnel! Not only that, but all the battery banks for the walkie-fucking-talkies were ripped out, too. I been walking around for half an hour looking for one that still works."
A dark look crossed Ryan's face. "What about your men?"
"They didn't see a fucking thing, the fucking morons. They were all down the road tossing a God damned football and having a circle jerk. Fucking chowderheads. Gonna dock them all a day. See how they like that on their fucking paycheck."
Ryan rolled his eyes. "Anyone missing?"
"No, I got everyone here."
Ryan allowed himself a moment's relief. "Good. Send someone out to the nearest town to call in the locals. Tell them we got three dead bodies and we need forensics on the scene. Then get everyone else up here."
"Why?"
"'Why?'" echoed Ryan. "Because there's a crazy son of a bitch out there who's already killed three of your men and obviously doesn't want anyone to contact the outside. This guy is doing a classic guerrilla run and the last thing we need is to spread ourselves out. So grab whatever you need to make a camp and get you and all your boys up here, pronto!"
Ryan could hear the irritation in Milton's voice when he came back. "Why don't you come down here, Mr. Army Ranger? We got everything we need here."
Ryan ground his teeth. "Because I'm not leaving my key witness, that's why. Everything revolves around her, and I don't much like the thought of leaving a helpless civilian out in the cold all night! Now get your ass up here!"
There was a long pause before Milton replied. "Whatever you say."
Ryan shook his head in annoyance and returned the communicator to his belt. "Your boyfriend is pretty God damned determined," he said aloud, then looked to Una with a grave expression.
She stared back. "As much as you do not wish for this, I wish it even less."
* * * *
The men arrived in their trucks less than half an hour later, having apparently scavenged whatever they could from the base camp. Ryan was pleasantly surprised that the logging company employees actually had a fair number of tents, which they pitched upon the relatively level ground to either side of the dirt road. They had also brought with them coolers full of food, water, and other items. All in all, Ryan saw no reason why the men would not be in relative comfort for at least a day or so.
"All this fucking shit because of one God damned hippie Rambo mother fucker wannabe?" queried Milton once the men had erected their makeshift camp. The sun was just gliding beneath the western horizon, bathing the world around them in shimmering twilight.
Ryan looked to Milton as the two of them stood upon the road between the two halves of the camp. "You swear more when you're scared, don't you?"
Milton glowered beneath the brim of his hat. "Not a fucking thing in this world scares me," he declared.
Ryan scoffed. "Right."
"Okay, tough guy," retorted the round-bodied man. "What the fuck scares you?"
"Lots of things," Ryan said easily. "But at least I recognize it."
The logging company owner breathed in and out through his nostrils for a few moments. "That your tent up there?" he asked, pointing.
"Yep."
"Pretty close to little miss naked princess."
Ryan leveled his gaze on the man. "And you and all your boys are camped a good hundred feet away," he remarked.
Milton's features seemed to soften a bit. For a brief moment, he actually appeared vulnerable. "Something about her just don't seem right," he said.
Ryan nodded. "I agree," he said. "Which is why I want to stay as close as I can."
The rotund man gave Ryan a grave look. "You really think this shit is that bad?"
"You didn't see the bodies," Ryan replied.
Milton swallowed thickly, then gave a slow nod. He became suddenly somber. "What are we gonna do about the . . . the bodies?" he asked skittishly.
Ryan shifted uncomfortably. "Mush as I hate to do it, but I gotta leave them there until a CSI team is able to get up here. Most I could do was cover them up and try not to disturb the scene."
"Son of a bitch," grumbled Milton, raising a hand to pinch the bridge of his nose. He breathed in and out for a few seconds. "I don't like leaving them out there."
"Neither do I," agreed Ryan. He checked his watch, glanced toward the horizon where the sun had turned orange. "Hopefully, the locals will get up here soon and they'll be able to bag up the corpses. If not . . . ."
Milton waited, watching the younger man's face. Finally, he asked, "if not, what?"
Ryan pursed his lips. "Then we're gonna have to bring them in. Can't leave them out there all night where scavengers can get to them."
* * * *
The sun set, the world cooled. Campfires to either side of the dirt road cast orange-brown shadows upon the tents. The loggers sat about quietly, soberly nursing their meals and bottled water. A few of them men indulged in beer they had brought with them. There was no levity in the air; the fact that three of their comrades lay dead deeper in the forest was a constant weight upon all.
For his part, Ryan started a small fire and heated up some water before pouring it into one of his dehydrated meal pouches. The result was something that vaguely resembled beef stew. He devoured it out of necessity and practice; during his years in the Army, he had learned to subsist on such fare, to the point where eating it was an automatic act.
"I cannot believe you are eating that swill," Una commented as she watched him eat. She had turned down all offers of sustenance, from power bars to granola to what Ryan held in his hand.
"Man's gotta eat," he commented.
She scoffed. "You are surrounded by the bounty of nature, yet you choose . . . that."
He frowned. "'Bounty of nature?'" he echoed dubiously. "I'm not about to go foraging for berries."
"You would not have to. There are numerous small animals in this area. They would provide more than whatever is within that pouch of yours."
He cast a sidelong look at her. "I don't have much of a taste for squirrel," he said.
She cocked her head. "It can actually be quite succulent," she said.
He stood from the small folding chair before his tent and approached, then sat upon the ground before the woman. Even after an entire day of being exposed to the sun in her condition, she remained naturally beautiful. In the light of Ryan's campfire, her skin looked uniformly golden. He could not help but notice the way her breasts pointed upward, dark pink nipples slightly erect.
"Is that what you eat around here?"
She shrugged. "Occasionally," she said. "I gain my sustenance from the land and sun. To be honest, I do not need to eat. But the occasional treat is welcome."
Ryan laughed suddenly, a short, abrupt sound. Lady, as far as fantasies go, yours is pretty detailed. "You're something else."
Una's brow furrowed as she contemplated his words. "Indeed I am," she finally said. A sad look crossed her face. "And there are fewer and fewer of us as time moves on. I fear there may come a day when the world of the Earth Mother is no longer protected."
He shoveled another plastic forkful of food into his mouth, chewed for a moment. "What do you mean by that?"
Her green eyes bore into his. "You," she said. "Humanity. So much potential, but you followed the path of curiosity. Whatever you think you can do, you try. And that has led to . . . this. Stripping the world of all its bounties, instead of taking them as the need arose."
Ryan thought a moment, considering Una's words. "Humanity's just another species," he said. "We do what we can to propagate and survive."
"But you do so harmfully."
He gave her a wan look. "And other species don't?" he asked rhetorically. "You're the nature spirit. You should know more than me how violent and destructive animals are."
She stared back. "I have never seen a bear use a machine to tear down trees."
Ryan rolled his shoulders. "Guess you don't watch too many cartoons," he remarked.
"I have no idea what 'cartoons' are," she said, then sighed. "But I hardly doubt it matters. Either your kind will destroy the world, or you will awaken in time to stop yourselves. I hope for the latter."
Ryan studied Una's features a moment, noting a true sense of remorse and pain and loss there. "Hey, look," he said, setting his empty pouch upon the ground. "No one wants to destroy the world. And we're already doing a lot of things to heal the damage we've caused the last couple of hundred years. I mean, we even have a day set aside just for recognizing the environment. It's called Earth Day. Should be coming up pretty soon, in fact."
Jesus, he thought abruptly. What the hell am I saying? It's like I'm buying into her mother earth fantasy.
The sarcasm upon her face was obvious. "An entire day," she commented. "I must say, I am deeply moved."
He gave her a sheepish look. "It's a start. Don't be so hard on us mortals."
She managed a smile. "And there, one of your redeeming qualities," she said. "Humor. Even if it is bleak and morbid at times."
He winked. "Maybe when this is over, I'll show you my Monty Python collection."
She cocked her head quizzically. "You have a collection of serpents?"
He chuckled. "In a manner of speaking."
The communicator at his belt came alive with static before Milton's voice broke in. "Welch."
Ryan sighed and took up the device. "As always, your timing is impeccable," he said in response.
"Well, you may be getting cozy with the Pet of the Year, but I've been watching the clock."
"I know," Ryan said back. "I have, too. We need to get those bodies in."
"Yep."
"Gonna need six volunteers."
"I'll pick them out myself."
Ryan replaced the communicator on his belt and glanced to Una. "Time to go to work," he said, and stood, snatching up the empty food pouch.
For a moment, she looked up at him with eyes wide and anxious. "Be on your guard, Ryan."
He half smiled in response, then stepped away.
* * * *
Locating the site where the three men had been massacred was a bit tricky in the dark, despite the fact that Ryan had been there before. It took he and the six "volunteers" just over twenty minutes to find the bodies, during which time they ahd entertained him with all manner of questions regarding what had happened to their fellow loggers, who Una really was, where Ryan had come from, and so on. Ryan knew enough about human psychology to recognize anxiety when he heard it, and the men were practically overflowing with it. Their chatter was merely a way to keep their minds occupied.
But it all stopped once their flashlights revealed the three partially-covered bodies laying upon the ground. Ryan had gone back to Steven's camp for blankets and anything else to drape over the corpses, but bloodied hands and mangled legs were still revealed as the lights panned over them.
"Oh, sweet Jesus," remarked one of the men, crossing himself.
Ryan looked around, peering into the shadows of the forest. The lack of expected woodland noises put him on edge. "Okay, do this quick. Two men per body. One takes the shoulders, the other the feet."
"What are you going to do?"
Ryan hefted the shotgun. "Keep watch," he said darkly. "Come on, hurry up."
The men fell to the task amid curses, muttered prayers and the occasional dry heave as their curiosity compelled them to look at the disfigured bodies. Still, they found the fortitude to do as they were instructed.
Ryan switched off his flashlight and allowed his eyes to adjust to the gloom. The world around him was not pitch black, though it came close. His experiences in similar situations allowed him to make use of other senses to compensate for his limited eyesight, such as hearing . . . and smell.
He wrinkled his nose. There was an unusual aroma on the breeze, something not unlike that of a wet dog. But it was mingled with that of an almost human odor as well . . . sweat, he realized. Human sweat. Something he had discovered during years of deployment in a variety of environments was that humans exuded a unique smell which, while subject to variation, was always uniquely human.
And it came from deeper in the forest. Close by.
He licked a finger, tested the wind, then looked to the northeast, from where the breeze blew. Eyes penetrated the darkness, reading the shadows of trees, branches, and underbrush. He focused his hearing.
Rustling. Movement. Something that sounded almost like a contemplative growl.
The invisible hand of anxiety tickled the back of his neck. He raised the shotgun.
"Listen to me and don't say anything," he intoned in a low, deep voice, addressing the men behind him. "Stop what you're doing and head back to camp."
"What?" came an incredulous reply. "We ain't going back without--"
The man's words were cut off by a ferocious snarl and blur of movement from Ryan's left. He could see no details of what it was that suddenly pounced, save that it was as large as any man, possibly larger, and covered in coarse fur. In a blinding rush, one of the men was gone amid the sound of an impact, followed by a short cry and the sickening sound of something sharp slashing through flesh.



"What the fuck!"
"What was that!"
"Looked like a fucking werewolf, man!"
"Joey! Where's Joey!"
Ryan leapt toward where the now-vacated man had been standing. "Get back to the camp!" he barked, then pointed. "Now! Run!"
The men complied, the lights of their flashlights dancing across the trees and foliage of the forest as they stumbled and dashed their way back. Ryan did not watch them, focusing his attention toward the direction in which the man had been taken.
A sudden rush of movement to his right, heading toward the five fleeing men, caught his attention. He pivoted, sighting along the barrel of the shotgun. Briefly, he saw what appeared to be the outline of a man.
He fired.
The blast from the shotgun lit up his field of view and shattered the night air. Something stumbled, growled, and lost its footing. Ryan darted forward, leaping over a fallen tree. He landed in a crouch and brought the shotgun to bear.
Before him, a figure suddenly erupted from the darkness, tall, lean, covered in short fur. Arms outstretched, fingertips flashing like the blades of knives, red eyes glowing in the darkness, it was all at once a man and something else.
It bellowed in rage upon him, with such ferocity that Ryan nearly felt it. But he was a trained soldier. Combat instincts kicked in.
Boom-chick-chak-boom-chick-chak-boom! The shotgun blared once, twice, three times, each salvo of lead shot sent into the body of the man-beast before him. It convulsed with each impact, howling and clawing at empty air, before toppling back through the dense brush.
For a moment, the air was still and fragrant with the aroma of gunpowder. Ryan drew in deep breaths. Hearing momentarily dulled, all he heard was his own heartbeat pounding in his ears.
Did I kill him? he wondered.
But the underbrush between he and his target shifted and rustled. As his sense of hearing returned, Ryan heard an annoyed growl . . . and a voice.
". . . kill you . . . ."
Aw, shit . . . run, Ryan, run!
So he did, darting after the men, sprinting as best he could given the terrain. He could see the dancing beams of their flashlights ahead, could hear their frantic and frightened cries.
"Go! Go!" he shouted. "Get back to camp!"
* * * *
"What the hell was that?"
"Did you kill it?"
"Where are the bodies?"
"What happened to Joey?"
Ryan winced at the barrage of questions that assaulted him once he and the five volunteers returned to the camp. The others all gathered around him as he stood mere feet from Una and her tree.
"Enough!" cried Ryan, garnering their attention. He made an effort to appear calm and in charge. "Look. Obviously, there's . . . someone out there, and he's not very fucking nice. He's already killed the marking team, and he took out Joey. I think I shot him, but I'm not sure."
"Oh, fucking hell," one man lamented.
"Whattaya mean, you're not sure?" another queried, fear blazing in his eyes.
"'Cause it's a fucking werewolf, man--"
Another man snorted derisively. "No such thing as werewolves, asshole! You been watching too many fucking movies--"
"Fuck you! You weren't there!"
Ryan huffed in frustration. "Everyone shut up!" he roared, glaring at the men. "Now, just listen to me. We need to be prepared. Arm yourselves with anything you can, and keep close. How many working walkie-talkies we got?"
"I got some juice left in mine," announced one of the loggers.
"Me, too," added another.
"Okay," said Ryan. "One for each camp. Don't use them unless you need to. Post watch, figure out who's gonna be awake when."
"And what the fuck are you gonna do?" asked Martin Milton as he bullied his way through the crowd. His small eyes were dark and angry as he settled his gaze on Ryan. "Thought you were supposed to handle this kind of situation."
"That's what I'm doing," Ryan responded in a harsh tone.
Milton cocked his head. "Don't seem like it to me," he remarked coldly. "Now I've lost four men."
Ryan met the man's gaze. "And I'm going to do my damnedest to see no on else gets killed."
"Fuck, this ain't happening," muttered one of the loggers pathetically. "I got a kid on the way . . . now we're all gonna get ripped to shreds by some fucking werewolf whatever . . . ."
"He is not what you think he is," came Una's voice, rolling over the grumblings and mumblings of the men. All attention was instantly focused on the naked woman as she sat against the tree.
"The power he has stolen from me has corrupted him, making him feral," she continued. "He is acting according to his hatred for men like you, you who would rape the land. But he can be stopped . . ." her eyes pierced Ryan's. "If you can find the strength."
Milton suddenly charged forth, feet stomping upon the ground as he barreled down over Una. "I've had enough of your bullshit, you fucking cunt!" he cried, raising his hand to strike.
But the blow did not fall. His wrist was suddenly snared, caught by Ryan as he darted to stop the round-bodied man. For a moment, the two men glared at one another.
"Back. The fuck. Down," Ryan growled.
Milton quivered with rage, jerking his hand against Ryan's firm grip. Eventually, he relented, and stepped back. Ryan released his hold, and Milton rejoined his men, fuming quietly.
"Now, like I said, keep close and post watch," Ryan ordered. "As long as we're all alert, we'll get through this. Understood?"
Half-hearted nods and disjointed responses rolled forth from the men. Reluctantly, they -- including Martin Milton -- retreated down the dirt road, returning to their camps. Ryan listened as their comments faded away.
He breathed in deeply, let it out. This isn't going to turn out well, is it? he wondered, then turned and looked upon Una. "You okay?"
The corners of her mouth curled. "Are you my champion, now?" she asked.
He rolled his eyes, then eased himself to a sitting position before her. "We need to talk."
Her fierce green eyes dug into his. "You saw Steven," she said. "You saw what he has become."
"I'm not sure what I saw."
"Tell me."
Ryan was quiet a few moments, considering his thoughts. Part of him felt he was somehow being seduced into Una's psychosis, and that what he had seen was a result of that. But another part trusted the veracity of his own senses, and that what he had witnessed fit in with Una's fantasy world only because it was real.
"I know I shot him," Ryan said at last. "At least three times."
"But you did not kill him," Una said knowingly. "You couldn't have."
Ryan frowned. "Look. I don't care what kind of body armor a guy's wearing. Three loads of twelve-gauge shot at close range will take anyone down."
"Did it?"
Her piercing question had Ryan dropping his gaze. "No. I don't think so."
"Are you beginning to understand now?"
His eyes shot back up. "How about you drop the arrogance and tell me how to kill this guy?"
She did not flinch. "I have told you already."
Ryan laughed through his nose, shaking his head. "Right. The magic knife."
She regarded him with worry. "Are you afraid?"
He laughed, a short, rude sound. "Of course I am," he said. "I've killed before. They were all ordinary men. Some were more skilled than others, some were tougher than others. But none of them could take three rounds of lead shot to the chest, then get up and say they were gonna kill me."
"To that knife, he would be just as vulnerable as any other man."
He smiled wryly. "I don't generally like to get that close,' he said, then frowned in thought. "Say you're right about all this--"
"I am," Una said quickly, her small smile returning.
He chuckled. "Why would he make the knife, if he only meant to lock you up in chains?"
"I do not know," she answered. "When he showed it to me, it frightened me, and I thought at first, for some reason, that he had returned to slay me. But the knife, he said, was not for me."
Ryan's brow furrowed. "Did he say what it was for?"
She shook her head. "Perhaps . . ." she drifted off in thought for a moment. "Perhaps he crafted it as a precaution. In case he did not like what he would become as the result of taking my power."
"An escape plan," Ryan mused. "Just like a good soldier. Always have an exit strategy."
Una said nothing. Instead, she studied Ryan's face, reading him once more.
He stood abruptly, looking down upon her. "He's going to come here, isn't he?"
She nodded morosely. "Yes. His plan from the beginning was to reclaim this land and to slaughter anyone who would deign to take it."
Ryan responded with only a curt nod, then turned and headed to his tent. Facing away from Una and looking down toward the two camps to either side of the road, he took out his cigarettes and lit up. It had been hours since he'd had one; he could actually feel the tingling rush of nicotine as it hit his system a few minutes later. He actually smiled.
A glance to his phone reminded him there was no reception. This guy Steven probably knows that already, he thought. And he took out the phone at Milton's trailer. He's cut us off from the outside, unless we send someone back to the city . . .
. . . which we did, Ryan thought heavily. Shit. If this guy's waging his own guerrilla war, he would have anticipated that. Which means that I probably sent someone to certain death. In fact, I wouldn't be surprised if the rest of the vehicles down there have been disabled. God damn it. This guy's reading from the God damn black ops textbook on this one.
He pulled on his cigarette. But I've read that textbook, too . . . .
"Ryan?"
He turned at the sound of Una's voice. She was watching him, eyes liquid, lips parted and moist. There was something about her at that moment that belied a sense of vulnerability, and . . . arousal?
He tapped ash from his cigarette and faced her. "Yeah?"
She dipped her eyes briefly. "I would rather not be alone just now."
He cocked his head, trying to read her as she always seemed to be doing with him. He sucked on the cigarette, blew smoke, then stepped up to her again. "Why the sudden little girl routine?" he asked.
She laughed softly, cheeks coloring in the golden light of the nearby campfire. "I may be a wood spirit, but I am also a woman. Even I like to be comforted now and then."
"Fair enough," he said, then dropped the cigarette, grounding it out, and sat once more. "I guess now it's my turn to say that you're scared."
Her cheeks colored. "I have little to be afraid of in my life, but . . . yes, I am. And angry. At myself, at these people . . . I let things progress when they should not have."
Ryan nodded solemnly. "I know exactly what you mean."
She gave him a quizzical look.
He took a breath. "About four years ago, I was in Afghanistan. My squad was sent to investigate a village, look for signs of insurgents--" he read her frown and smiled in admonishment. "--the enemy," he corrected. "Anyway, we didn't find any. They were suspicious of us, and I can't blame them. Those people haven't known what it's like to not have a war going on in their country.
"My squad leader, he . . . there was a young woman in the village. Guess he thought she was pretty. I knew what he wanted, what he was going to do. I could have stopped him. At the least I could have gone in there when we heard her crying. But the others -- my fellow soldiers -- were standing guard outside the house. I still could have gone in. What would they have done? Shoot me? They probably would have restrained me, but at least I would have tried."
Ryan picked up a twig from the ground and pretended to study it. "He comes out when he's done, looking smug and satisfied. I felt disgusted. And then . . . .
"The woman comes out, yelling and screaming, holding a pistol. A little old Russian pistol. She points it at him, crying, angry. I wished at that moment that she would pull the trigger. But she didn't. Instead, squad leader takes out his sidearm and shoots her. Twice. He just raped her, and now he kills her."
"You feel it was your fault," Una said softly.
"No. But it was my responsibility," he said firmly. "We were there to look for the enemy, not rape women. And I let it happen."
He snapped the twig between his thumb and forefinger. "When we got back, my squad leader files a report that an insurgent was "found and neutralized." I requested a transfer to a different unit. It took about a month before that happened." He met Una's eyes. "Long enough for me to watch him get his nuts and left leg blown off by an RPG."
Una smiled at the irony. "Fate avenged the woman."
Ryan shrugged. "Maybe. I'm no expert on fate. Even after what happened to him, I still did the wrong thing. Even if it meant getting myself court-martialed, or hurt, or even killed, I should have stopped him."
Her eyes studied his. "Would it have been worth it, to save a woman you did not know?"
Ryan nodded without hesitation. "Yeah, it would have."
Again she smiled. "What did you say to me earlier?" she asked, then nodded to herself as she remembered. "Oh, yes. You are something else, Ryan Welch."
He chuckled despite the moment's mood. "And there are fewer and fewer of us as time moves on."
* * * *
The hours wore on into the night. Despite the threat prowling in the dark of the forest, the loggers became relaxed, telling themselves what had killed their fellow men was just a bear and that the Fish and Wildlife agent had killed it. Even the most frightened of the men convinced themselves of the sanity-saving theory. In the morning, they all reasoned, the authorities would arrive and everyone would go home.
Ryan remained on edge, and on alert, even as he and Una continued to talk. She did not reveal much about herself, but Ryan found himself opening up more readily than he had during PTSD therapy. He told her about his failed relationship with Melissa, and all those who had come before her. He shared his experiences in Afghanistan which, in a roundabout way, had contributed to his seeking a post with the Fish and Wildlife Service.
"I wanted to get away from the military, but still have a job where I could use a lot of what I learned," he explained. "It pays well, keeps me active, I spend a lot of time outdoors . . . and I don't have to worry about guns or bombs or whether someone is lying to me or not."
"Until now," Una pointed out.
He nodded sagely. "Until now," he agreed.
He checked his watch, to discover to his surprise that it was after eleven o'clock. The air was becoming colder as the humidity began to chill. While he did not shiver, being accustomed to many environments, he was surprised that Una, in her nudity, seemed not at all bothered by the drop in temperature. Although the dark pink cherries of her nipples appeared to pucker up a bit more.
"Ryan," she said after he had checked the time.
He looked to her, noting that her eyes were beyond him, toward the dirt road. He turned to see Milton and his flunky walking toward them, looking obviously haggard. The barrel-shaped Texan removed his hat to wipe a sweaty brow as the two men stopped several paces away.
"Looks like you're getting mighty cozy with the, uh, babe in the woods," Milton commented, revealing hints of both suspicion and jealousy in his words.
Ryan stood and faced them. "You come up here to give me more grief?" he asked bluntly.
Milton looked sheepish, fingering the brim of his hat. "No, I ain't like that," he said. "I said some mean words earlier, and I ain't proud of that. Just wanted to, well, make peace, I guess."
Ryan relaxed and stepped toward the men. His gaze was on Milton. "It's been a rough day for everyone," he said. He offered his hand. "We're gonna get through this."
Milton smiled crookedly, the weariness on his face evident. He took Ryan's hand and clutched it firmly for a moment before letting go. "I sure hope so."
"Mr. Welch, sir," said Billy, still clad in his suit. "Most of the men have retired for the night. I would be willing to remind them of your directive to keep watch, if you wish."
Ryan thought a moment, quickly calculating. He smiled casually. "I don't think it would matter," he said.
"So," Milton spoke up. He looked hopeful. "You think it was what they were all saying? Just a fucking bear or something?"
After a moment's hesitation, Ryan nodded, lips pursed and chin thrust out. "Think so."
Milton smiled, then, looking relieved. "Well, good," he exhaled. "Guess we can get some sleep, then."
Ryan slapped the beefy man on the shoulder. "Have at it," he said, then watched as the two men made their way back toward one of the camps.
"You understand what is going to happen," came Una's voice from behind him.
Ryan ground his teeth. "Yes."
"Steven will strike tonight."
"I don't doubt it." He turned just enough so that he could level his strong gaze upon her.
She stared back. "You cannot save them all."
His shoulders slumped a bit, and he turned fully to rejoin Una. "I know that," he admitted as he sat once more upon the dirt. "But I'll save who I can."
The air passed between them, thick and cool. Ryan traced random patterns in the dirt with his finger. Una watched him.
Finally, she spoke. "Ryan."
He responded without looking up. "Yeah."
"Will you kiss me?"
He stopped his unmotivated tracing and lifted his head, brow furrowed. "What?"
She smiled seductively and reclined back against the tree. Her manacled hands lay to either side of her hips, and she parted one thigh away from the other. Ryan could not help but allow his gaze to be drawn down the nymph's uncommonly tantalizing body. The firmness of her lower belly gave way to the soft patch of golden-hued hair upon her pubic mound, beneath which lay succulent pink labia framed in equally golden curls. Despite the fact that Una had been naked all this time, this was the first real view of her sex that Ryan enjoyed.
"Kiss me," she said again, eyes glowing like tiny emerald beacons. "There is no one to see us. They have all succumbed to the night."
Ryan shifted, feeling the pressure in his groin as he hardened. "Steven could come at any moment--"
"Then we have no time to waste," she interrupted. Her chest rose and fell, nipples darkening upon firm, upturned breasts. Rouge spread across the base of her throat, belying arousal.
Still, Ryan hesitated, despite his own feelings of longing. "We can't," he said.
She all but glared back. "We will," she said firmly. She uncurled her legs and pushed up, settling her back against the tree behind her. The chains hanging from the manacles about her wrists jangled, ringing through the air. Una spaced her feet apart and pushed out her hips, almost obscenely offering her golden-furred sex.
Ryan fought against the arousal which gripped him. He stood before the woman, looking upon her with one part fierce resistance, another part desperate eagerness. Their eyes met. Una's lips parted as she breathed in and out. In that moment, she was so much more obviously sexual than any woman Ryan had known in his life. That she wanted him could not have been more evident.
In an instant, as if compelled by some supernatural spell, the two halves of Ryan's mind fused together. Fierce resistance and desperate eagerness blended, becoming fierce eagerness. He stepped close and reached out, slipping a hand behind her head. Una's lips glistened invitingly.
"Take me," she whispered.
Ryan said nothing. He leaned in, cupping her face with his hands, and kissed Una deeply, tasting a surprisingly sweet, fresh flavor upon her lips, her breath. He moaned, feeling his body react. He pushed against her, and her hands wandered about him amid the jangling of chains. His lips sucked hers into his mouth; his tongue danced against hers.



"I want you," he managed to whisper once he was able to pull back. His features were slack, as if drunk.
"As do I, you," she responded heatedly. "In any way. Let us not waste this time we have."
He could only growl in response, overwhelmed with base passion. He lowered himself, cupping Una's firm breasts. She hissed and squirmed against the bark of the tree behind her, chains dancing from her wrists, as Ryan licked, sucked, and nipped at her breasts. Then he moved down, leaving a trail of cooling kisses upon the nymph's inhumanly golden skin. The salty-sweet flavor of her only encouraged him to delve further.
Finally, he felt the soft wisps of golden hair above her sex against his chin. He could smell her arousal, which was surprisingly more fresh and pure than any woman he had ever known before. The aroma increased his sexual intoxication. His kissed around Una's upper thighs, then down along the tendons which stood out in relief. He followed them back up toward her gloriously exposed pussy, which, even in the faint light of the nearby campfire, glistened.
So beautiful, Ryan thought briefly, before pressing his mouth to Una's sweet sex, sucking and licking between her slick folds. She tasted as fresh and clean as if she had stepped from a mountain stream, with none of the gaminess Ryan would have expected from a woman who had been sitting naked upon the ground for more than a full day.
She gasped at the pleasure of his mouth and arched her back, even as one of her hands fell to the back of Ryan's head. Heavy chains slapped against her thigh, but she ignored it. Her other hand reached up and back, clawing at the coarse hide of the tree.
"Please," she whimpered, spreading her legs even further and pushing down against Ryan's mouth. "Do not stop . . . do not . . . oh, my . . . oh . . . oh . . . oh!"
She rocked against his mouth, gasping and whimpering with each thrust, lick or suck of his tongue and lips. Her face contorted, and her back arched deeply when she finally erupted in bliss.
Una emitted no sound when she climaxed, but the tense trembling of her thighs could not be mistaken, nor the undulating convulsions of her body or the mixture of incredulity and gratification upon her glowing face. She stared down upon Ryan with a look that could be described as worshipful.
As the woman's orgasmic tremors quelled, Ryan looked up at her from between her thighs. The inhumanly sweet taste of her filled his senses. Never had he experienced such a flavor. He kissed Una's thigh, then her taut, quivering belly, before she pulled him up with her hands clutching his face. Her eyes blazed. She kissed him fiercely, tasting her own essence upon his lips.
"Now I return the favor," she whispered hoarsely, pulling back. A deliciously wicked smile upon her face, she lowered herself to a squat, knees spread far apart as she caressed the bulge in Ryan's shorts. It grew and pressed outward, making the blonde nymph lick her lips in anticipation and desire. She tugged on the zipper, moving it down, then separated the fabric of Ryan's shorts.
He sighed as his erection was released. Una's hands were deliciously cool upon his heated shaft. Her eyes glittered like flickering green flame before her tongue slipped out to swipe the head of Ryan's cock. Her gaze drifted up to his face, holding his attention as she parted her soft pink lips and slid them down the length of him.
He shuddered in pleasure, ensnared by her gaze. The eroticism of the entire scene was not lost on him. He watched intently as she devoured him to the root, and trembled with bliss. Her tongue slipped out to massage the very base of his cock. Her throat rippled around the head, sucking and pulling.
Then she slipped back, dragging wet lips along his tense shaft, until they were pursed moistly against the very tip. Then, again, she delved back down, swallowing his shaft in its entirety before drawing back to the head.
Again and again she did this, until it seemed her own animal desire overcame her. With muffled throaty sounds that were akin to a cat's deep, rumbling growl, she sucked and licked, pushed and pulled with her mouth. Blonde hair swirled around her face. Her fingertips dug into his upper thighs, almost painfully. The air was filled with the sounds of her voracious sucking.
Ryan's own base instincts kicked in after several minutes, and he suddenly clutched Una's head, stopping her. She looked up with an almost angry look, but upon reading his strong smile, allowed him to stop her.
"Let me do it," he whispered, gently pushing her back against the tree. Una breathed heavily through her teeth, lips wet with spittle, but she did as her lover desired and leaned back against the tree. With his hands braced against the rough bark before him, Ryan lined up his cock with Una's mouth and pushed forward.
She sucked him eagerly, accepting every thrust of his cock no matter how deep he wished to plunge. One of her hands came up, trailing chain beneath it, to clutch Ryan's firm buttocks. The other fell between her spread thighs, massaging her needy, wet sex.
Ryan thrust again and again, plundering his lover's talented mouth. Unlike every woman he previously known, Una became obviously more and more aroused the rougher and deeper his thrusts became. Whenever he pushed his cock into her throat, she shuddered, then groaned afterward as he pulled back. And not for a moment did she allow her lips to leave his shaft.
Finally, his need for release was impossible to ignore, and with a few last thrusts, he slapped his hands to the back of Una's head and shoved his cock as deep into her throat as he could reach. He gasped and trembled with the incredible rush, his seed pouring directly into Una's throat where it was automatically swallowed. Both of her hands clawed at his legs, leaving raking welts. But she was not trying to push him away; indeed, it seemed as if she wanted to insure he would not withdraw.
But withdraw he finally did, feeling a few trickles of semen oozing from his cock as it slid back across Una's tongue. She breathed deeply through her nostrils, suckling him for every precious drop of fluid, not wanting to release him. Her ministrations inspired Ryan who, despite the fact that he always felt light-headed and weary after orgasm, now felt energized.
He pulled back abruptly, his cock leaving Una's mouth with an audible popping sound, and pulled her up. She hissed and moaned, grabbing his head to kiss him deeply. The taste of his seed lingered in her mouth, and Ryan sucked it from her tongue. Without any direction, Una climbed into his arms, framing his torso with her lean, strong thighs. His cock, still erect, brushed through the soft fur surrounding her dampened sex.
For a moment, the kiss was broken and the two lovers stared at one another, breathless. Faces and bodies sweaty and glowing, they shared heated smiles. Una licked her lips wantonly and looked down upon Ryan's hovering, glistening cock. Then she met his eyes once more, her own fierce. "Now," was all she said.
Pushing her against the tree, Ryan latched his mouth to the base of her neck, sucking the flavor from her flesh as he pushed his hips up. His cock speared inside her, finding her snug, wet, and welcoming. Una gasped at the intrusion, then pulled him in deeper with her heels at the small of his back.
He buried himself to the hilt within her and for a moment did not move. He relished the rippling, sucking motions of her inner muscles, the pleasurably burning heat of her depths. Una's legs tensed around him. She whimpered in his ear.
Slowly, he drew back, almost until his cock slipped free, then shoved back in forcefully, making his lover grunt. Over and over, he thrust into her, making her body shudder each time. Una panted against his neck, raked her nails across his back.
They kissed, they hissed, they panted and heaved, uncaring to the world and whatever dangers may have been lurking within the darkness around them. All that mattered was the moment, and for the first time in Ryan's life, he realized he was taking a lover who shared his proclivities for rough sex. The harder he gave it to her, it seemed, the harder she wanted it.
He pinned her to the tree, savagely pounding his sex against hers. Una's claw-like nails ripped through fabric and flesh as they sliced across his back, but Ryan ignored the pain. If anything, it fueled him.
Then at last, Una thrashed as she climaxed, panting deliriously. Her body vibrated like a leaf in a windstorm, her vaginal muscles pulling incessantly upon Ryan's cock until he joined her in orgasm.
With a final thrust, Ryan buried himself deep, back arching and head falling back as his seed poured into her once more. He glared up at the dark sky, mouth open as if to call out a triumphant roar.
But the guttural bellow that rolled across the land was not his.
Heaving for breath, Ryan looked about desperately, a sudden and incredible clarity in his senses. It seemed he could smell everything, hear everything, even taste every essence upon the wind.
His and Una's eyes met. They both spoke at the same time. "He's here."
Abruptly, he pulled back, and Una dropped to the ground in a crouch amid a jingle of her chains. Quickly, Ryan tucked his slick and spent penis back inside his shorts, even as he heard the stirring of the loggers in their camps behind him.
He felt strangely fueled, as if he had been given some form of performance-enhancing drug. He looked to Una. "What did you do to me?"
She stared back, apprehensive. "I have awakened within you your true potential," she explained quickly. "Your true strength, as granted by your heritage, but which you have long suppressed. It will not last long, but it should serve you for this fight."
A chorus of cries erupted from behind him, carrying fear and pain upon the still night air. Ryan pivoted, snatching up the pistol from his belt.
"Do not forget the knife," Una reminded him. "It is the only thing that can kill him!"
Right, thought Ryan, already moving. He darted for his tent, ducking within to grab the rolled-up bundle and turn it out. The knife fell to the ground at his feet, a dull glimmer to its crudely-worked blade. He snatched it up, feeling a strange warmth radiating through his hand. He ignored it, and dashed from the tent.
Less than a hundred feet away, screams of pain and bellows of shock mingled with decidedly inhuman roars within one of the large tents. The nylon walls bulged as human bodies were hurled against it. As Ryan approached, several men ran out, horror contorting their faces. Across the dirt road, the men from the opposite camp had emerged, hesitant and unsure. Ryan noted Milton among them.
"Stay back!" Ryan yelled, then addressed the men who ran toward him. "Who's still in there?"
One of the men regarded him with wild eyes. "Fucking thing got Jose, and Mike!" he cried. "I think Paco's still in there!"
Ryan watched the large tent as it convulsed back and forth. "Get to the other camp," he ordered the three men. He cocked the hammer on his pistol. "Go! Now!"
As the men complied, scampering across the road, the large tent not thirty feet from Ryan suddenly erupted as an inhuman figure burst forth, shredding the durable fabric with clawed hands and hurling the remains of the construction to either side. In the light of the camp fires, the creature was finally and fully revealed.
Standing nearly seven feet in height, it was lean and humanoid, covered in coarse brown fur with a face like that of a blunt-nosed wolf. The growling mouth, held open wide, revealed pointed teeth, and the creature's fingers ended in gleaming claws. Burning eyes the color of sunset glowered beneath a dark brow . . . and they were immediately focused upon Ryan. The almost human face twisted in a malicious grin.
"So she has taken you, and you have taken her," the monster growled.
Ryan met the creature's stare with one of his own. "And you're about to be taken down."
Man and monster hesitated only a moment longer before charging across the ground between them. Ryan raised the pistol and fired as he ran.
Bam-bam-bam-bam-bam! The revolver thundered loudly, sending bullets which slammed into the beast-man's body, making him falter and stumble, but not stop. The monster bellowed in anger and leapt, bloodied claws flashing in the amber fire light. But Ryan feinted at the last moment, taking a half-step to the left before diving to the right. The large knife in his left hand flashed, slicing through air, fur, and flesh.
He ducked and rolled beneath the monster's talons, coming up onto his feet and pivoting. The monster stood ten feet behind him, one taloned hand pressed to its chest as it turned toward him once more. Baleful yellow eyes flashed evilly. "My knife," it grumbled.
Ryan held the blade before him as he assumed a defensive crouch. "Mine, now."
The creature took a guarded stance, flexing its claws. It now stood between Ryan and Una, who watched anxiously from her tree. Her eyes darted worriedly from the monster to Ryan.
"It won't help you," the monster intoned, taking careful steps.
Ryan's military instincts kicked in. He was aware that the rest of the loggers were behind him. "Milton!" he yelled.
"Wh-what?"
"Get you and your men out of here! Take my truck!"
That was all the men needed to scramble for the large government vehicle, and they did so with desperation.
"No!" bellowed the monster, lunging forth. "Everyone dies!"
But Ryan was quick to intercept, and as the monster dashed toward the rapidly-filling truck, he slashed the knife across the back of one of the creature's legs. The monster faltered and fell, grunting as it impacted the ground.
"Go! Go! Go!" yelled Ryan.
Milton stood in the open driver's-side door. "What about you?" he called.
"Just get the fuck out of here!" screamed Ryan. His attention switched to the monster as it rose, favoring the now-wounded leg. The sight of it was all the additional impetus Milton needed, and as his men frantically encouraged him, he ducked back into the cab and slammed his foot onto the accelerator.
The monster whirled around as the truck drove down the road. "They will come back," it gloated. "And when they do, I will slay them all, just as I will slay you."
Ryan snapped up the pistol, firing off the last bullet. It slammed into the beast's forehead, making it flinch and wince. The bullet fell, flattened, to the ground. "You're not doing a very good job so far," Ryan remarked, dropping the revolver. He switched the knife to his right hand.
The monster growled malevolently. "I will not simply kill you," it menaced. "I will devour you. And then I shall take Una one last time . . . before taking her life."
Ryan's face darkened. Flippancy was gone. The threat to Una, the monster's clear intentions, were all he needed to make his final decision. He said nothing more, but simply readied himself for the attack.
It came swiftly, despite the monster's hampering wound. The beast rushed low, talons flashing. Ryan moved deftly to avoid the attack, but a claw raked across his left thigh. The other barely missed his neck. He slashed, but found only empty air.
Man and monster circled one another, feinting here and there, testing each others' defenses. Claws and blade drew shallow wounds here and there, but neither combatant gave them much mind. Beyond them, straining at the bonds which secured her, Una watched with wide, furtive eyes and a heart palpitating so strongly in her chest she feared it might rupture.
Take him, Ryan, she thought fervently. Kill him!
But Ryan made a crucial error, and overextended his reach when he saw an opening. As the monster sidestepped him, Ryan felt a powerful, rending sensation across his back as the beast's claws cut deep. He gasped in pain and stumbled forward. But even as he started to turn to face the creature once more, it was upon him.
With a pain-filled grunt, Ryan found himself on his chest upon the broken ground, immense weight upon his back. The knife fell from his hand and clattered across the ground. Dark, dirty clawed hands cupped his face, tilting his head up. "Look upon your queen," gloated the beast upon him. "So beautiful, isn't she?"
Ryan struggled beneath the mass upon him, and for a moment, his eyes met Una's. There was real fear there, a sense of hopelessness that was all too evident. It was a look he had seen years before, upon the face of a ravaged young woman who had done nothing to incur the pain and humiliation she suffered.
The monster lowered its face beside Ryan's toothy maw dripping. "I want you to die knowing that I am going to have my way with her one last time, before ripping her heart from her chest and making her power forever mine."
A sudden energy borne of rage filled Ryan's body. He dug his hands into the dirt. "I . . . don't . . . think so," he grunted.
Then he pushed.
With an eruption of thick, chalky dirt, Ryan suddenly leapt to his feet, hurling the monster off him. The beast fell to the side, rolling and coming up upon its feet. But Ryan was quick, quicker than he had ever been. He scooped up a handful of earth and hurled it right into the creature's face, momentarily blinding him, and followed through with a leaping kick that impacted upon the monster's chest, sending it sprawling back several paces.
Landing hard upon the ground, Ryan scrambled to his feet and darted for the knife. He heard the angry roar and the rush of movement behind him.
Now or never, he realized, snagging the crude blade from the ground. He whirled about, knife at the ready. His senses told him where the beast was even before he saw it before him, and thrust.
There was a sickening splitting of flesh, a squelching of blood to the ground. Beast and man became frozen, faces inches apart. Eyes quivered, breaths were released.
Una trembled in her chains at what she saw. Ryan . . . No . . . .
He looked down, upon the momentarily confusing sight of the beast's claw impaled in his upper abdomen, just beneath the left side of his ribcage. There was something innately wrong with the fact that he could feel the heat of the invading digits of the monster's fingers, that he could see his own thick crimson blood spilling out and darkening his shirt.
He expelled once, then inhaled, wheezing, feeling a weight in his lung. He coughed, flecks of blood escaping his lips. The metallic flavor inundated his mouth. He swallowed thickly. The knife in his right hand, the harbinger of his and Una's salvation, fell to the ground once more.
Crudely, the monster jerked its hand free, making Ryan cry out in pain. "Choke on your own blood, human," the beast cackled, stepping around him toward Una.
Ryan fell to his knees, weakness invading his body even as his own life's blood trickled out. Every breath was a labor. The world around him listed this way and that. An ethereal warmth passed through him, washing over the pain.
I'm dying, he realized. A contorted smile twisted his lips. How ironic.
Behind him, the monster advanced upon Una with slow, deliberate, malevolent steps. Blazing eyes looked upon her hungrily. A thick, dark tongue passed across raggedly-sharpened teeth. "One last time for us, my sweet."
Una glared. "You do not know what you are doing, Steven," she wailed. Her eyes were liquid, spilling onto her cheeks. "If you kill me, you will never be human again. You will always be what you are: a monster."
The creature reached out a taloned hand, caressing Una's cheek with the backs of it's fingers. The nymph turned her head in defiance. "A monster is what it takes to destroy those who would rape this land," the beast said. "If only you would have understood this from the beginning, and given your power to me willingly, I would never have had to do this."



She glared at the beast before her. "I would not, and could not, give my power to one as base as you," she spat derisively. "Look at what you have become. You are more than disgusting."
The beast sneered. "I am doing what you would not," it insisted. "There is no option for passive aggression. There is only aggression."
Behind the monster, Ryan watched as the shirt he wore became saturated with blood. With grunting effort, he peeled it off and cast it aside. The wounds puckered, but still leached. All he heard was the hammering of his own heart within his ears. He thought about rolling onto his back, so that, at the least, he could look up at the dark night sky and the stars beyond as he died. Perhaps he might see a falling star.
But from somewhere within him came a different directive. Despite the weakness assailing his limbs, he found the will to move.
You're not dead yet, he realized indomitably. And neither is Una.
Grunting with the effort, he took up the knife and pushed himself to his feet. Laboriously, his senses dulled and twisting and fogged as if by alcohol, he turned and made the Herculean effort to focus his attention upon the beauty and the beast.
The beast had it's back to him as it gloated before Una.
A reckless smile split Ryan's lips. Perfect.
He lumbered forth.
"Any last words?" the monster asked Una as it raised a menacing claw.
Her eyes darted past the monster for a moment, seeing Ryan's rush. She suddenly smiled up at the beast.
"Yes," she whispered harshly. "Burn in eternity."
The monster hesitated a moment, and that was all it took to seal its fate. Behind him, Ryan charged, and at the last moment, as he leapt, he bellowed a primal cry which shattered the air around them, just before the crude tip of the knife sunk deep into hairy, dark flesh. Despite his condition, Ryan had managed to aim true; the blade sliced between the third and fourth rib, angled in toward the heart. But it did not penetrate deeply enough.
Still, the monster howled in mortal pain, staggering back and flailing at the embedded knife. But it could not reach the impaled weapon.
Ryan tumbled onto the ground beside Una, gasping in pain, coughing blood. Yet he managed to find the pain to stand once more and advance upon the wounded beast. Spittle thick with blood dripped from his mouth. What precious reserves of strength he had left were poured into his next few actions.
"I told you," wheezed Ryan as he stumbled wearily before the convulsing monster. "That I'd . . . take . . . you . . . down!"
The last of his strength was directed into a series of powerful blows across the beast's jaw, each of them eliciting gouts of blood and grunts of pain. The monster staggered with each blow, flailing blindly. Finally, with supreme effort, Ryan crashed his fist into the underside of the creature's bloodied jaw, sending it toppling. The monster thundered onto it's back, which drove the knife deep through its body, slicing the heart in two.
The monster had only time to issue forth a single bellow of agony before it fell silent and still. The beast was dead.
Ryan collapsed to the ground, spilling blood from his mouth. He rolled onto his back, staring upward as the darkness began to close in. A true smile decorated his face, one of pride and personal salvation. I did it, he thought.
Upon the death of the beast, Una's bonds instantly shattered and fell away. She lurched forth, scrambling to Ryan's side and cradling his head in her arms. Her face was a mask of emotion. Tears trickled down her cheeks. Still, however, she smiled.
"I could not have asked for a more magnificent champion," she whispered.
Ryan smiled up at her, teeth painted with blood. More of it coated his cheeks. He coughed, sending spatters of ichor around his mouth. He managed to speak through bloodied sputters. "You asked me . . . if it was worth . . . sacrificing . . . my life . . . for a woman . . . I didn't know."
She smoothed back his hair, giving him a fond look. "Is it?" she asked.
He nodded with a smile only a dying man could give. "I did it right . . . this time."
"So you did," Una agreed, her voice barely inaudible. Then, she tilted her head back and drew in a deep breath. Looking back down upon Ryan, she smiled genuinely before doubling over and smothering his lips with hers, breathing into his mouth.
* * * *
Martin Milton stood upon the road before the massive red and yellow sign. Before, he had been proud of it, but in light of recent events, it just seemed garish.
He tipped his hat and wiped sweat from a tired brow. The previous two days had been a roller coaster of emotion. First was the discovery of the man he had sent, who had never arrived at the local police station. He had been found dead, his truck upside down on the side of the road. Then came the questions once the rest of them did make it.
Now there was only the aftermath. The bodies had all been recovered, the remains of the campsites cleared. All that remained were the trailers and tractors and the land-clearing equipment. Now his remaining men were advancing across the street toward the site.
"Eight confirmed dead," mused the woman who stepped up from behind him. She was tall and amazonian, pretty in a rugged, impressive way despite the lack of flattery provided by her Fish and Wildlife Service uniform. "I think this was the worst tragedy this county's ever seen."
"Wish I hadn't been part of it, Miss Cooley," Milton murmured sourly.
She settled her hands to her hips and glanced sidelong to the round-bodied man. "Please, Mr. Milton," she said. "Call me Brett."
He tilted his head, offering a crooked smile. "Blame it on my upbringing," he explained. "I tend to be more formal with ladies . . ." he trailed off briefly. "Most of them."
She laughed softly. "Ryan was like that, too," she said under her breath. She cleared her throat and nodded toward Milton's men, as they affixed small devices to the supports of the sign. "Getting back to work?" she asked. "Guess I can't blame you, with all the money you invested--"
Her words were cut off by a rapid series of sharp explosive bursts, which shattered the support struts of the massive wooden sign. With a creaking of wood and rush of air, the sign slapped heavily onto the road before it, stirring up a massive cloud of dust and dirt that rolled across the road.
"Nope," Milton said simply. He breathed in deeply, let it out. "Packing up. I been thinking that maybe it's time I looked for other, uh, ventures. Reforestation, maybe. There's actually some pretty good money in it. Maybe I'll start right here."
Brett nodded with a chuckle. "Can't argue your decision," she said. "You and your men have been through a lot."
"That's one way to put it," Milton grumbled. "So, what's the final word on what killed my boys?"
"Bear attack," Brett answered. "They've been known to be extremely territorial."
"'Bear attack,'" Milton repeated. He shook his head ruefully.
"Obviously, you don't agree," Brett said. "You still think it was 'something not natural?'" she asked, repeating the words Milton had spoken during his deposition the previous day.
"Don't really matter what I think, does it?" he asked rhetorically. "Y'all already made up your minds about it. But don't think I'm bitter. You can't exactly explain something that ain't supposed to exist in a way that makes sense."
Brett said nothing.
Milton worked his jaw, letting his eyes wander. For a moment, upon a ridge more than a hundred yards away, he thought he saw two figures standing against the forested background. But in the time it took for Milton to frown, blink, and focus, they were gone.
Brett emitted a wondering sigh. "It still bothers me that we haven't found Ryan Welch, or that woman -- Una -- you mentioned," she said. "At the least, I'd like to know if Welch is still alive."
Milton found himself smiling knowingly. He turned to the tall woman. "Oh, I got me a feeling they're still out there. Somewhere. But I doubt you're ever gonna find them."
Puzzled, Brett watched after Milton as he strode across the street, shouting orders to his crewmen. She could not shake the feeling that there was something she was not understanding, something extraordinary that only Martin Milton and his remaining men -- all of whom seemed strangely philosophical during their depositions -- truly knew. But as much as that thought vexed her, she knew there was truly nothing she could do about it.
With a somber hunch of her shoulders, she turned and headed back to her truck, already preparing the email message she would send to her superiors: Agent Ryan Welch is presumed missing and dead.
* * * *
Stepping back from the top of the ridge, Una smiled gratefully as she watched Martin Milton's logging company dismantle their operation. She would wonder as to the exact reasons why the gruff businessman had changed his mind about invading her forest, but she liked to think his change of hearty was more due to a newfound appreciation for the wonders -- and terrors -- of the natural world.
"Free for the moment," she muttered wistfully.
"But for how long?"
She trained her gaze upon the figure crouched beside her, smile growing as she looked upon him. "There will always be threats to our forest," she said. "That is an inevitable circumstance to the life of the fae."
Ryan growled faintly in contemplation, balanced upon his toes, a claw-tipped hand touching the ground before him. "A life I have to get used to," he said, then looked down upon his body, covered as it was in a fine coat of short, golden-brown fur. "Not to mention . . . this."
Una laughed softly and stroked her hand back across Ryan's head. "You will," she assured him. "This is your life, now. With me."
He cocked his head and looked up at her, human emotion still telling despite the feral face he now wore. "I'm hungry," he declared.
She arched an eyebrow. "Oh? Then hunt. Find us something to eat. Just return to me by nightfall." She knelt and caressed his face. Her emerald eyes glittered with erotic promise. "I will reward you accordingly."
Ryan grinned. "In that case," he said. "I will bring back the fattest, largest buck you have ever seen." And with that, he turned and sprang toward the forest, loping and leaping with inhuman speed and power.
Una watched him proudly, then slowly headed away from the ridge and toward her tree -- their tree -- to prepare for her lover's return. She knew she would need the rest to rejuvenate her strength.
-fin-
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* * * *
Standing before the assembled crowd of their two families within his father's home, Abel gazed upon his wife with a confused mixture of emotions. My wife, he thought. Why does that sound so strange?
She smiled back, petite and lovely in her new, handcrafted blue dress. Blonde hair so fine and fair flowed back from her face, framed in a bonnet and braided down her back. She was as beautiful as he remembered from two years before, when he had left on his Rumspringa. Even more so, now that she had grown from a waifish child to a grown woman of marriageable age.
So much has happened in these two years, he mused.
"<Now we are husband and wife,>" she said in Pennsylvania Deutsch, a sparkle in her pale blue eyes. "<I will make you a proud father.>"
"<And I will make you a dutiful mother.>" They kissed, turned to their families, and the ceremony was over. The wives and mothers of the community bustled about to prepare for dinner, and Ilse joined them to fulfill her part, after another quick kiss for her new husband.
"<I have to say I am glad you returned,>" said Abel's father as he stepped up beside his son. "<You took longer on your running around than any of your brothers.>"
Abel blushed slightly. "<As did you, according to Mother.>"
The Petermann patriarch smiled. "<Very true. We are both seventh sons of seventh sons. Strange and wondrous things happen in our lives. Sometimes, it takes a bit of extra thought to sort them out.>"
Abel dipped his head, recalling fragments of recent memories. "<How right you are, Father.>"
The older man laughed, clutching his son's shoulder. "<I have no wish to hear about your adventures. Your time in the outside world was for you alone. That is, until now.>"
Abel frowned, a twinge of worry blossoming in his chest. What does he know of my Rumspringa?
But his father handed him a large envelope with a wink. "<I think it fitting that you and your lovely new wife should have some time together, away from the community, before beginning your life here.>"
Abel hesitantly opened the envelope, finding glossy slips of paper within that showed images of a very large cruise ship and some of it's finer attractions. Beyond that were two tickets. He looked upon them with bewilderment for a moment before the reality of the gift dawned upon him. "A cruise?" he asked, unintentionally slipping back into English.
"<Yes, a cruise. To the Bahamas, no less. Give you two a little bit of sun before you come back home. You'll take a train tomorrow to Pittsburgh, and a plane from there to Miami. And then you'll have seven days at sea.>"
Abel smiled awkwardly. "<I don't know what to say, Father. Thank you.>"
His father grinned. "<Thank me with grandchildren.>"
* * * *
Ilse had been quietly ecstatic when Abel gave her the news. He showed her the tickets as they lay in bed, recovering from their first union as husband and wife. The pot-belly stove in the corner blazed, filling the room with warmth and casting flickering, amber fingers across their naked bodies.
"I can't believe we're going on a cruise," Ilse said, beaming. "After all that time you spent outside, and now he's sending you back out there."
"Us," Abel corrected, kissing Ilse's cheek.
She smiled at him. "Us," she repeated.
* * * *
Thomas set the large, handcrafted bag on the ground beside Abel. All around them, the stench and boisterousness of the city was an oppressive thing, and the airport was even more so. Everyone seemed to be in a hurry, although there were a few who slowed and cocked their heads at the sight of the young Amish couple. With their plain, reserved manner of dress, they clashed with their surroundings.
"Okay, little brother, that's everything you need," Thomas said with a huff. He looked so much more distinguished, Abel thought, with the beard that until the day before, Abel himself was forbidden to grow. While only three years separated them, to Abel, Thomas seemed infinitely older.
"Thank you, Thomas," Abel said, offering his hand.
Thomas clasped it with a smirk, pressing a small plastic card to his brother's palm.
Abel looked down at what he held. The Visa logo was unmistakable. He raised a questioning eye to his brother.
"The six of us pitched in," Thomas explained. "We figured you might want to have a little extra fun. Father doesn't know about this, and he won't. It's just that, well, you need to use the cruise pass to buy anything on the ship, and since Father's paying for that, he gets the receipt, and . . . ."
Abel nodded in understanding. "I understand. So, how much is on the card?"
Thomas rolled his shoulders. "A little less than three hundred. Jacob was a cheapskate; we all put in fifty, but he only gave twenty."
Abel chuckled and waved the card between them. "We'll drink to you all."
"You better," said Thomas. They both looked back to the idling taxi in which Ilse still sat, demure and waiting her cue. Even more than the two Amish brothers, she seemed severely out of place in her unflattering dress.
"Just, um . . . don't come back with anything too embarrassing to explain," Thomas said, giving Abel a meaningful look, then laughed.
"Otherwise, don't come back at all?"
Soberness returned to Thomas' face. "Exactly."
* * * *
As a proper wife should, Ilse sat quietly beside her new husband on the airplane, something she had never been in before, and despite some airsickness, she maintained her composure throughout the trip. Once in Miami, however, she seemed to open up and look around at the city passing by. More than once she commented on the minimal clothing worn by men and women outside the taxi.
"Well, it's much warmer here than in Pennsylvania," Abel told her.
As the taxi idled at a stoplight, Ilse stared wide-eyed at a bronze-skinned Hispanic woman who crossed the street clad in nothing more than a bikini and sunglasses. "Are people going to be dressed like that on the cruise ship?" she asked.
Abel chuckled. "I'm sure they will," he said, then cupped her chin, bidding her to look at him. He met her eyes. "We can get you one of those, just for this trip."
Ilse swallowed nervously. "If . . . if you want me to wear something like that, I . . . I will."
Abel smiled affectionately. "This is our special time away from home," he said. "If we can't be a little wild now, we'll never have the chance again."
Slowly, Ilse nodded. Despite her reservations, she was beginning to feel a sense of excitement.
* * * *
The cruise ship was immense, the largest thing Abel and Ilse could ever imagine sitting upon water. It seemed impossible that so gargantuan a thing did not sink under its own bulk.
Nervousness returned to Ilse as they waited to embark. The line of couples and families was as long as the ship itself, it seemed. Many of them looked the Amish couple over with interest, even amusement, as if they were aliens from a different world.
"I didn't think you Amish people could go on cruises," a round-bodied man, standing with his family ahead of them, remarked. "I mean, ain't that against your religion or something?"
"It is against the ordnung to own most modern technology," Abel explained. "But we can still use it sometimes."
The man shrugged. "Something I didn't know," he said. "But, you guys don't have cars, or TV, or phones, right?"
Abel gave a placating smile. "We have a telephone booth for our community."
The round man nodded slowly. "Oh . . . okay," he said, then returned his attention to his family.
"Abel," Ilse whispered, tugging on her husband's sleeve. "Is everyone going to stare at us like this?"
He touched her face. "Not once we change our clothes," he said, indicating the shopping bag he held. "Well, they probably will, but in a different way."
Again, Ilse swallowed nervously. But the pinpoint of excitement in her chest was growing rapidly.
* * * *
When a ship is so large you need to have elevators on it . . . Abel trailed off in his thoughts as he led his wife down the carpeted hall toward their cabin. Ilse looked about in bewilderment, noting the framed posters advertising various shows, casinos, and other things to do -- rock climbing? On a ship at sea? -- nearly tripping her husband as she endeavored to stay as close to him as possible. She was such a proverbial fish out of water that Abel was afraid she might suffocate.
Their cabin was a pleasant surprise. A queen-sized bed filled most of the room, facing a wall unit with a television, some shelving, and a few decorative nick-knacks. There was a bathroom with a shower stall just inside the door, and across the bed, beyond a small space in which sat a bistro-style table and two chairs, was a sliding glass door that opened onto an enclosed balcony.
"I do not want to know how much your father paid for all this," Ilse breathed as she stepped into the room.
Abel chuckled. "The business of selling furniture is a good business," he remarked. He shook the shopping bag, after setting their suitcase upon the bed.
Standing before the balcony door, Ilse turned back with a blushing smile, anticipating what her husband had purchased. "Are you going to have me wear something scandalous?" she asked coquettishly.
Abel grinned. "It would only be scandalous if they found out back home."
Their eyes met, and for a moment, Ilse was not the docile wife she was expected to be. She held his gaze, and her smile grew. "May I see what terribly revealing garment you purchased for me?"
Abel's dark eyes glittered as he reached into the bag to extract the garment. He held it up, letting the bag fall to the floor. Ilse's eyes widened; her mouth fell agape. "Oh . . . my," she muttered. Tentatively, she stepped around the bed to take it from him. "Is this . . . is this it?"
"Oh, there are sandals, too."
She blinked her blue eyes. "Sandals."
He nodded, then indicated the bathroom door. "Why don't you try it on?"
Numbly, Ilse stepped past with a swish of her voluminous dress, and closed the door behind her in the bathroom.
* * * *
Abel sat on the edge of the bed, looking out the window at the open sea. The ship was yet to depart; he recalled reading in the brochure that they would not leave Miami until around 6 in the evening. That was hours from now. Still, most of the restaurants, bars and other venues would already be open, not to mention, of course, the pools.
"Abel?"
He cocked his head, calling over his shoulder. The muted sound of his wife's voice told him she was still in the bathroom. "Is everything all right?" he called.
". . . I think so . . . ."
With a chuckle, Abel rose from the bed and approached the bathroom. Standing just outside, he asked, "does it fit?"
"Well . . . I guess that would be one way to put it. I wonder, actually, how I'll keep it from falling off."
Abel arched an eyebrow. Now, wouldn't that be a shame? "Why don't you just come out, let me look at you."
Silence was his response.
"Ilse?"
"Just . . . a moment . . . ."
He waited. And waited. And waited. Finally, he raised his hand to rap knuckles against the door, but stopped himself. She's barely eighteen, Abel, he told himself. Give her some time.
He turned away, but just then, the latch sounded on the door. He turned back.
"Oh . . . ."
They both spoke at the same time, drinking in the sight of one another. Ilse had not expected to see her new husband as he now was, clad in nothing more than a slim-fitting pair of dark green nylon briefs. His mostly-bare body bore the slim but muscular frame of a man used to hard work; every muscle was clearly detailed. And even with the dark fabric covering his groin, the outline of Abel's impressive penis was noticeable.
As for Ilse . . . .
Abel found it strange that, even though their union had been consummated the night before, he had never fully appreciated his young wife's body. Certainly, he had never seen her in such miniscule garb. The soft yellow bikini was a two-piece, with the triangles atop covering little more than her areolas, leaving the swell of her small but uplifted breasts visible. The bottoms covered her sex, but only barely; ethereal wisps of fine blonde hair protruded around the edges just between her legs. Ilse's figure was slender and toned, with the slightest swell to her smooth stomach.
"I think it's a little small," she remarked, looking down at the bikini bottom. "My nether hair is poking out."
Abel smiled, fighting off the surge of his libido. "Well, many women, as I understand it, shave away some of their hair down there. Some even shave it all off."
"All of it?" Ilse asked dubiously. "I would look like a child!"
He chuckled. "Well, maybe just a trim would do, then," he suggested.
"I suppose," she said, unconvinced.
"It will be fine," he assured her, taking Ilse's narrow shoulders in his hands. "Just do it quickly; we have an entire ship to explore."
"Like this?" she asked, stupefied.
"I doubt we will be the only ones." He lowered his head to kiss her soft lips. "You are a beautiful woman, Ilse. If there is any time in a man's life he could be proud to show off his wife, it would be now."
She drew in a nervous, shuddering breath, but nevertheless smiled. "Don't you leave me for a second," she warned.
"I promise."
* * * *
With nothing more than his wallet and a map of the ship in hand, Abel led his wife through the corridors of the cruise liner. Their cabin was not far from one of the open decks, and as he had assured her, they were not the only ones dressed for the beach. Indeed, anything more than a bikini or shorts seemed to be a rarity.
"Jesus, Mary and Joseph," Ilse intoned, clutching Abel's hand as they looked upon the scene before them. "I had no idea it would be like this."
"Neither did I," Abel echoed.
They stood atop a set of whitewashed metal stairs that descended to a massive pool area around which were two open bars. Beyond the first pool was an area with canopied tables, and then another, larger pool beyond. Finally, just past that was a towering formation of false rock, which Abel deduced was the "rock wall" he had read about in the brochure.
There were people everywhere, many of them getting a head start on their vacation through alcohol. Music filled the air, almost magically, with no obvious source in sight. The atmosphere was friendly, joyous, and more than a little hedonistic.
"Abel," whispered Isle, leaning close to her husband. "People . . . are looking at me."
He smiled upon her and gave his wife another kiss. "That's because you're gorgeous," he said. "Better get used to it."
They took two steps down the stairs before Ilse jerked his hand once more. "Abel!" she hissed. "That woman! I can see her entire behind!"
"She's wearing a thong," he explained.
Two steps later: "That man! Is he wearing a woman's bikini?"
Abel rolled his eyes, then stepped down before his wife until they were eye level. "Are you going to be like this all week?"
Her large round eyes chastened, and she dipped her head. "I'm sorry," she said demurely. "I won't embarrass you."
His fingertips graced the line of her jaw. She was already growing warm beneath the sun. Color was evident on her cheeks. "I know this is all knew to you. It's all right to be surprised. Just try not to be so obvious."
She nodded stiffly. "I will. I promise."
He smiled. "Now. Let's have a drink."
* * * *
The two bars were standing room only, so after ordering a couple of over-priced cocktails -- a moment's nervousness crossed Abel's mind as the bartender swiped his cruise pass -- the newlyweds found a spot by the railing overlooking the decks below. Men and women were already claiming deck chairs and laying out in the sun. Some of them matched Ilse's simple beauty; most did not. Then there were those few women who had obviously made it their career to look sexy, having gone to lengths to secure the perfect tan, the perfect breasts, the perfect hair . . . Abel could only shake his head at such women. Their mere appearance spoke to him of selfishness and materialism.
Unlike my wife, he thought, looking to Ilse as she stood in profile, sipping a vibrant drink topped with a paper umbrella. Lord, she truly is beautiful.
There were men to match the over-the-top temptresses parading around, men in the skimpiest of Speedos with massive arms, chiseled muscles and sporting brilliantly white smiles which must have cost thousands. Abel truly pitied them.
"Is this what it was like during your Rumspringa?"
Ilse's question startled him as he was shaking his head in wonder at a man with an uncommonly muscular frame, clad in a straw cowboy hat, white bikini, and deck shoes.
"What?" he asked.
Her sweet smile remained. "I mean, I don't think it was like this," she said, indicating the cruise ship and all it contained. "But, did you go to places where women dress in bikinis and there was all this music, and drinking, and . . . and . . . well?"
Abel laughed. "I guess I haven't really told you much about my time away," he said.
She met his gaze, what little alcohol she had already imbibed making her bold. "You haven't told me anything," she said meaningfully.
He took a breath and let his gaze return to the ocean upon which they -- and thousands of others -- would soon be traveling. "I guess I could just quote something from the Good Book about a wife minding her husband," he said. He looked back to Ilse. "But I won't. I was away for two years. I learned a few things."
"Two years, two months and, um, several days," she corrected him, blushing slightly around her straw.
He chuckled. "One of the things I learned was how outsiders -- some of them -- listen to one another. A husband and wife here aren't the same as we are back home in Pennsylvania. They treat each other as equals."
Ilse thought a moment. "But the ordnung says I am yours. You are my voice as surely as you are your own."
We shifted closer and winked. "Not tonight," he said. "Not on this entire trip. Do you understand? I want you to speak your mind."
She looked away. "I . . . I'll try."
Abel slipped back slightly and took a sip of his drink. He was obviously more comfortable with their surroundings than his wife. "Father gave me some money before I left, and I used it to buy a car," he revealed with a nostalgic chuckle. "It took me a while to learn to drive it. I should have gotten an automatic."
She stared at him in amazement. "You had a car?"
He nodded. "Yes, I did. And I started driving. I had no idea where to go, so I bought a map. I ended up in a city called Savannah, which isn't too far away from here. Lots of beaches. There were also a lot of restaurants, and one of them was looking for a dish washer. So I got a job.
"For weeks, I saved up money, sleeping in my car and going to work every day. Then I rented a room in one of the houses near the beaches. I spent a lot of time there. Sometimes, I'd go into the city, to book stores, to restaurants, to music stores . . . and bars and night clubs."
"How many girls did you meet?" Ilse asked slyly.



He smiled crookedly. "A few," he said.
"Uh huh. Just a few."
He gazed upon her. "Neither of us was a virgin last night," he said pointedly.
She blushed deeply. "No . . . no, we weren't."
He sidled against her, pressing his body to hers. "Speaking of last night," he prompted.
Ilse coughed as she sipped her cocktail. Her eyes darted around nervously. "Abel," she whispered. "There are people around."
He shifted his drink to his left hand, then let his right stray to the top of his wife's thigh. His lips brushed her ear. "Yes, there are," he whispered.
She closed her eyes, enjoying the feel of his fingertips as they danced across her upper thigh, teasing the edge of her bikini, and the warmth of his breath. Involuntarily, she pushed her hips back, feeling the impressive girth of his now half-engorged penis against her buttocks.
His fingers traveled inward, pushing aside the thin fabric covering her sex. She shuddered as arousal washed through her mind.
The sudden loud pop! of a champagne cork startled them both, reminding them of where they were. Abel jerked his hand away; Ilse breathed out heavily.
"Let's go back to our cabin," Abel suggested.
" . . . yes. Please," she panted in response.
* * * *
Her instinct had been to pull down the covers of the room's stately bed and crawl beneath, but Abel kept her from doing so. Situating her at the end of the bed, with the curtains of the balcony door drawn wide to allow the afternoon sun into the cabin, he knelt before his young wife, slipping the bikini bottom down her lean thighs.
What a treasure, he thought, looking upon Ilse's golden-furred pussy. She had trimmed the hair just enough to be covered by the bikini, and nothing more. The brilliant hair covered her outer lips and pubic mound, but was none too thick. It was perfect, Abel thought.
He pushed her back onto the bed, following quickly and splaying her thighs apart. Ilse gasped and moaned loudly when his mouth found her slick pussy and his tongue licked deep between the slippery folds. The young bride writhed and panted, pulling at the sheets, lifting her head to stare down at what her husband was doing to her. Never had she felt a man's tongue between her thighs. The feeling was, she quickly decided, nothing short of rapturous.
Lost to abandon, Ilse was content to let Abel use her as he wished, so long as the sensations remained so delicious. But just as she began to climb the precipice of orgasm, he stopped, moving up over her body. With a quick plunge, his thick, long cock was buried within her. Ilse cried out, arching her back, giving herself willingly.
Her legs and arms wrapped around him, encouraging him. He settled atop her petite body, pumping, pushing, fucking. His mouth latched to her neck, sucking gently. She moaned all the while, dragging fingertips along his strong back and muscled arms. She rolled her hips instinctively, mashing her clit against her husband's flat, firm lower abdomen.
She bucked when she came, panting hoarsely through it all, ripping the blanket from the bed. Her rippling pussy sucked on Abel's cock until he joined his wife in orgasm, jetting his seed deep within her womb.
They rocked together gently afterward, drifting from their shared orgasmic cloud to the sober earth of reality. They giggled, smiled, laughed, kissed, touched. Finally, the trials of the day -- the trip on the plane, the ride through Miami, the trek through the ship, and of course, the lovemaking -- took their toll, and the young couple fell asleep upon the bed.
* * * *
It was well after midnight when they awoke, chilled in the conditioned air of the cabin. They stepped onto the balcony with glasses of water, enjoying the fresh night air of the Caribbean. The ship had already left port, starting upon its languid journey south. Faint music -- something tropical and airy -- drifted to them from one of the open decks.
"As much as I love our home," Ilse said wistfully as she reclined upon one of the chairs beside her husband. "I could get used to this."
Abel chuckled, gently squeezing her hand. "Maybe, if the business keeps doing well, we could take another cruise. Maybe on our anniversary."
Ilse turned in her chair, with only a towel to conceal her nudity. She looked over her husband, who sat fully nude in the pale moon's light. "It would be worth the hardship of our lives to look forward to something like this every year," she said.
He smiled upon her. "All this," he said. "And it's only been the first day."
Her eyes flickered playfully. "I can't wait for tomorrow," she said.
* * * *
The next day found them dressed as they had been the previous afternoon, but with the additions of a sarong for Ilse and a simple T-shirt for Abel. For the first time since she was a little girl, Ilse wore her hair down, letting it flow behind her like a cape when she walked. They strolled hand-in-hand through the shipboard mall, marveling at the stores and all their gaudy wares. One of the many eateries in the mall's food court introduced them both to the flavors of the gyro, and another livened their taste buds with supposedly authentic Orange Juliuses.
They stood in line to play a round of miniature golf, but decided against attempting the rock wall. They strolled along the outer decks, smelling and tasting the salty spray of the tropical water, stealing kisses -- and the occasional groping fondle -- when they could.
Youthful libido overcame them in the mid afternoon, however, and they hurried back to their cabin for another round of lovemaking. They napped until just before dinner, before heading out to sample the menu of one of the many restaurants on the promenade. They chose to try seafood, something never offered at their homestead in Pennsylvania.
Sated by shrimp linguine and baked trout almondine, the couple returned to the pools on the upper decks, nicely surprised to find them much less crowded than the day before. With night fallen and a warm wind blowing gently across the ship, Abel and Ilse ordered cocktails from one of the bars before finding an empty table at which to sit. They pulled their chairs close and watched the frothy wake of the ship in the dark water.
"This is magical," Ilse commented, laying her head upon Abel's shoulder. At his urging, she was becoming more comfortable with casual displays of affection. Touching as they had been doing was practically unheard of in their community, where dignified reservation was the norm. "I don't want to think about going home."
He petted her hair. "We're not, for five more days," Abel said reassuringly. "Let's make them memorable."
She pulled back slightly so she could see his face. "This afternoon was memorable," she said with a wicked smile. Her eyes flickered past him as movement caught her attention, and her eyes suddenly bulged.
"What is it?" Abel asked, even as he turned to look. He quickly found what had shocked his wife so. Along the inner edge of one of the hot tubs sat a couple, the woman straddling the man in the water. She was visible from the waist up, and had pulled the flimsy triangles of her bikini top to the side, exposing her breasts to her lover.
Abel glanced around quickly, vicariously nervous for the couple. But she had her back to the rest of the deck, and they were the only ones in that particular hot tub. He watched for a few moments as the man caressed his lover's tits, licking and nibbling on her nipples as she grinned and gyrated gently atop him. But then the man noticed the attention of the young couple, and quickly covered his lover's breasts.
Abel looked away, feeling warmth spreading across his face. A glance to his wife, who was staring down, told him she was blushing as well.
"I can't believe they were doing that in public!" Ilse whispered. "What if there were children near?"
"But there aren't," Abel said. "And they know that."
"Still . . . it's not decent."
"But it is arousing."
Ilse appeared almost shocked as she looked upon her husband's face. But then, slowly, her expression changed as she, too, had to admit to feeling aroused. "Maybe a little," she acquiesced.
Abel couldn't help but chance another look toward the affectionate couple in the tub. They were both in the water now, the woman beside the man, sipping from flutes. They spoke to one another with mischievous grins and kept looking to Abel and Ilse.
Suddenly, the man -- dark haired, fit, perhaps thirty years old Abel judged -- lifted his glass with a smile. He beckoned.
Abel felt a rush through his body at the invitation. He glanced away.
"What's wrong?" Ilse asked.
He smiled crookedly. "I think they want us to join them," he said.
"What? Oh, we couldn't!"
He met her quivering eyes, seeing both apprehension and the faintest hint of interest within. "Couldn't we?"
Her blush deepened. "Well . . . if you think we should . . . ."
Abel studied his young wife's face. This was uncharted territory for them, but then, was that not the point of a cruise? To experience new things, meet new people, enjoy life without constraint?
Silently, but with an encouraging expression, he stood, taking Ilse's hand. Together, they approached the hot tub, noting the hopeful smiles upon the faces of the older couple.
"Come on in; the water's great," called the man. He spoke with a southern accent, not thick, just enough to be noticed. "I'm Mike. This is my wife, Jessica."
The brunette raised her glass. "Howdy. Pleased to meet ya." her accent was more pronounced.
"I am Abel, and this is my wife, Ilse."
The man grinned, allowing himself a long, assessing look over them both. "Honeymoon?" he asked before taking a sip.
Abel laughed. "Are we that obvious?"
"Well, you two look mighty young," Jessica quipped. "And she's hanging on you like a junebug on a storm screen."
"So, come on, jump on in," encouraged Mike.
Gingerly, at her husband's urging, Ilse entered the tub first, removing her sarong and stepping over the edge. Abel noticed how Jessica's eyes roamed over his wife's body. He followed Ilse, settling down into the heated, bubbling water.
"Oh, my," breathed Ilse with a faint giggle. "This is different."
"Ain't you ever been in a hot tub before?" Jessica asked.
Ilse shook her head. "We don't have anything like this at home."
"We're Amish," Abel explained, as if that was all the explanation they needed.
The older couple stared in mild surprise. "You don't say?" Mark asked rhetorically. "Pardon my ignorance, but ain't all this a little out of sorts for you?"
"Very much so," Ilse said, sitting properly upon the ledge beneath the water.
"We aren't completely cut off from the rest of the world," Abel said. "My family makes furniture. We go to town every week."
"Didn't mean to offend," Mike said, raising both hands from the water. "Forgive my ignorance."
Abel gave a short nod. "Forgiven," he said, then smiled. "Is this your honeymoon, too?"
Jessica tittered, a light, airy sound that was echoed by her husband's deeper chuckle. "Far from it," Mike said. "We've been married for eleven years."
Jessica squirmed against her husband. "High school sweethearts," she said, then tilted Mike's face to hers for a soulful kiss.
Ilse glanced questioningly to her husband, seeking encouragement. His smile was all she needed, and she relaxed somewhat, sliding closer to him in the water. One of her hands beneath the churning water settled onto Abel's bare thigh.
Mike drained his glass once the kiss was ended, and craned his neck to look beyond the tub. I made a gesture. "I think we all need another round. Our treat."
"Well, that's very gracious," said Abel. "Thank you."
He winked. "I got a feeling this trip just got more interesting."
* * * *
Despite their natural reservations, a round of cocktails allowed Abel and Ilse to open up to their new friends. Mike and Jessica seemed honestly interested in the lives of their Amish companions. There was much talk concerning the differences between the way the couples lived their lives.
"What kind of dancing do you do?" asked Ilse, emboldened by alcohol half an hour later. "I've seen some ballet."
Jessica gave the young blonde a catty look. "Well, now, don't be shocked, but I'm a topless dancer. Nude, too, sometimes."
Ilse's eye bulged. "Topless? Nude?" she queried. "In front of other people?"
Mike casually reached over to cup one of his wife's breasts. "Best damn titties in Fort Lauderdale," he proclaimed proudly.
Ilse took a sip of her drink. Abel pulled her close, draping an arm around her shoulder. "My wife is a little, um, inexperienced about some things."
"Well, maybe we'll just have to change that a little," Jessica declared, making her thin brows dance. "You know, just from looking at you, I can tell you got a nice little body. And titties like yours . . . firm and round like that . . . you'd get a lot of attention in my club."
Redness spread like a rash across Ilse's face. "I could never do anything like that," she insisted.
"No? You sure about that?" Jessica asked, then eased up slightly out of the water, looking about quickly. Satisfied that no eyes were turned their way, the woman brazenly pulled her bikini top aside, exposing her tanned breasts and dark pink nipples. "Try this."
Ilse stared, eyes wide, mouth agape. "I-I-I couldn't," she stammered, then searched her husband's face, as if to ask, could I?
He encouraged her with a look. Why not?
"Come on, honey, whip 'em out," Jessica pressed. She jiggled her breasts back and forth. They glistened enticingly from the water, nipples fiercely erect.
"I don't know . . . ." Ilse uttered, but her hands were already on her chest, fingertips curling beneath the fabric that kept her modest.
Abel brushed his wife's ear with his lips. "Go ahead," he whispered.
Ilse nibbled her lip, then suddenly jerked her bikini aside with both hands. But her breasts danced free for only a moment before she covered them again.
"Oh, come on!" cried Jessica teasingly. "That wasn't nothing! Set 'em free, baby!"
Ilse rolled her eyes, face glowing. She did not want to admit that she was enjoying the attention. In their community at home, she was just another woman, clad in the same clothing as everyone else. Here, however, she was an individual, unique, and the subject of interest.
"All right!" she exclaimed at last, and proudly pulled her top aside, leaving the fabric there. Her young tits sat high and proud, freckled and pale, with small, dusky pink nipples sitting atop the raised mounds of her areolas.
"Oh, damn," Mike commented quickly, making no effort to conceal his interest. "Those are some nice puffies."
"Ain't they?" Jessica asked, sitting up in the water and moving closer to the young blonde.
"What do you mean by 'puffies?'" Ilse asked.
"It's the way your areolas stand out like that. They're called puffies. Not too many women have them."
"Well, they sometimes do that . . . ."
Jessica moved closer in the water, a penetrating look in her eyes. "You mean, when you're turned on," she said meaningfully. "Like you are right now."
Ilse couldn't answer. All she could was swallow nervously and watch the sultry brunette as she moved before her. Their legs touched beneath the water. The women were inches apart, naked breasts rising and falling, decorated with droplets of warm water.
"You're a very sexy girl," Jessica whispered, slowly bringing her hands up out of the water, like Venus rising in a clam shell, before gently placing them upon Ilse's naked tits. Ilse jumped at the contact, but did not push the older woman's hands away. Her body was tense, breath shallow. She squeezed Abel's thigh beneath the water.
"You've never been touched by another woman, have you?" Jessica asked, her fingers caressing Ilse's nipples. They stiffened quickly, pushing out as if asking for the attention. Ilse could only shake her head vehemently.
"Then, this would be new, too," the brunette whispered, before lowering her head. She suckled softly upon the blonde's left nipple, pulling it into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the swollen areola, awakening nerves. Passive, Ilse did not move. She closed her eyes, relishing the novel sensation.
"Looks like the ladies are getting to know each other pretty well," Mike commented with a meaningful look to Abel.
With effort, Abel managed to glance away from the sight of his wife being pleasured by another woman. He read the expression on Mike's face; it was one he had seen before, more than a year previous. An expression that lead to a single night of strange but memorable pleasure.
"Yes, it looks that way," Abel agreed.
Mike stood in the water, just high enough for the moment that his swollen erection was visibly outlined by the tight white male bikini he wore. But then he slipped back into the water, closer to Abel now. He kept his gaze locked on the young man. "How about us?"
Abel trembled with both nervousness and arousal. A hidden, dark feeling which only once before had been indulged was suddenly dragged from the depths of his libido, especially once the attractive, dark-haired man slid his hand up Abel's thigh, to find the outline of his own stiff erection.
"I thought so," Mike commented with a sly smile. He massaged Abel's cock slowly, then gave a quick look to his wife.
Still suckling Ilse's breasts, Jessica caught the message in her husband's eyes and let her hands drift beneath the water. One joined her husband's in groping the young man's cock, while the other found the fleshy mound beneath the blonde's slightly-parted thighs. The young woman gasped, head falling back against the edge of the tub. Beside her, Abel squirmed as a pair of hands stroked his suddenly-exposed penis under the water.
"Ahem."
Attention suddenly drawn to the steward standing above them, whose warning look told them all they needed to know, the imminent lovers suddenly stopped. Jessica and Mike backed off slightly, giving catty looks to their new friends. Embarrassingly, Ilse covered her breasts and snuggled against her husband.
"Looks like we've gotten ourselves worked up," Mike commented, reaching for his drink.
Abel cleared his throat. His cock was still hard, and still exposed beneath the water. Ilse had not noticed. "Maybe it's time to go."
"I couldn't agree more," Jessica declared, reaching out to touch Ilse's glowing face. "We have a stateroom. Plenty of space."
"With a king sized bed," Mike added suggestively.
Again, Ilse sought direction -- or encouragement? -- from her husband. Abel fought against his urgent libido, trying to think rationally. We don't know these people, he tried to tell himself. But how much do we need to know, other than that we're attracted to them?
Finally, Abel nodded. "Sure."
* * * *
Nervous apprehension combined with inebriated anticipation as the young couple followed their new friends through the ship's corridors. Ilse squeezed her husband's hand in a near death grip. Neither of them spoke, afraid that doing so would reveal their fears and dispel the moment.
With occasional looks and smiles back to the couple behind them, Mike and Jessica considered their good fortune at having seduced such an attractive, inexperienced couple. They nearly felt as if they were courting a pair of virgins.
Finally, at the door to their cabin, Mike and Jessica stopped and faced the Amish newlyweds. "You two can leave whenever you want," Mike said firmly. "We have no expectations at all."
"Just hopes," added Jessica with a sultry glimmer across her face.
Abel nodded with a reaffirming grip of his wife's hand. "Thank you for that kindness," he said.
With an impish smirk, Mike turned back to the door, swiped his card, and pushed it open.



The room beyond was easily twice the size of the accommodations Abel and Ilse enjoyed, with large bed in the center of one wall, a couch, chair, and large television, and a bathroom that held both a full bath and shower. The balcony, visible through wide-open windows, was home to a table and pair of chairs.
"So, come in, make y'all selves comfortable," Jessica cooed, casually reaching back to untie her bikini top. She let the garment flutter to the ground as she stood by the bed. She bent at the waist, hooking her thumbs beneath the damp bottoms, and cast a devilish grin over her shoulder. "I certainly am."
Neither Abel nor Ilse could avert their gaze as Jessica slid the thong-backed garment down her toned legs. As she stooped even more, keeping her legs straight, the smooth, hairless lips of her sex were revealed.
"In case you haven't noticed," Mike mentioned as he stepped past the young couple. "My wife is a bit of an exhibitionist."
Jessica laughed softly, then turned and sat on the edge of the bed, leaning back on her hands with her legs casually parted. Star tattoos decorated her lower abdomen, just over her ovaries, and a panther was inked into the tender flesh of her right upper thigh, as if clawing its way toward her vagina.
"Your turn, honey," she said, giving a challenging look to Ilse.
The young blonde trembled, but it was now more from arousal than apprehension. Leaving her husband by the door, she approached Jessica, untying her own bikini top and letting it fall. A few mere feet from the dark-haired woman, she slid the bottoms down off her thighs, with much more fluidity than Abel would have expected.
"Nice, nice," Jessica commented. "Love that little sashay in your hips, honey." Casually, she leaned forward and reached out, brushing fingertips through Ilse's soft bush. "Now, ain't that something. I never seen pubes so blonde."
Ilse regarded her bushy sex, then Jessica's hairless mound. "Why do you shave it?"
Jessica smiled and leaned back, kicking her feet up for a moment. "Why hide such a wonderful treasure?"
Mike cleared his throat loudly, garnering the attention of the naked ladies.
His wife rolled her eyes, then pushed herself up beside Ilse. "The boys, I think, require some attention," she commented. She gestured to Abel. "Come on, have a seat next to Mike, darling."
Numbly, guided only by his libido, Abel did as directed, slipping past his glowing wife. Mike had already settled to the edge of the bed and removed his deck shoes. Abel did the same, positioning himself on the mattress.
"Now, do what I do, honey," Jessica instructed, getting on her knees before Mike. With an almost predatory gleam in her eye, she gripped the waistband of her husband's shorts and pulled. He lifted up enough to assist, and the swimsuit came down, revealing his proud -- and, like his wife, smooth-shaved -- sex. His cock jutted up straight once it was released, a pale, circumcised staff with a broad pink head.
Ilse stared a moment, then let out a nervous laugh before pulling on Abel's shorts. As his came down, his cock also bobbed free, slapping to his abdomen. Visibly thicker and uncut, surrounded by a nest of dark, fine hair, the differences between the two men could not be more obvious.
"Oh, honey, I bet you have fun with that thing," Jessica remarked, even as she took her husband's cock in her hands.
Ilse answered while staring up into her husband's eyes. "I certainly do," she answered.
Jessica tittered, languidly stroking Mike's erection. "So, what do Amish girls know about giving blowjobs?"
Ilse frowned in confusion, while somewhat awkwardly mimicking the southern woman's strokes on her husband's penis. "I don't know what that is," she said.
"Well, watch and learn, honey, watch and learn . . . ." she trailed off as she lifted up and directed the tip of Mike's dick toward her mouth. Wetting her lips for effect, she licked all around the pink head, then slowly up and down the shaft for a few moments before finally sucking the glans into her mouth and pulling in her cheeks.
Ilse watched the woman bob on Mike's cock, listening to the wet, push-pull sucking sounds. She watched Mike's face dissolve into an expression of lust and gratification. Then she looked back to Abel.
"Would you think less of me if I . . .?" she asked timidly.
Abel reached down to brush away strands of damp blonde hair. "I could never think less of you, no matter what we do, so long as we both want it."
His words heartened her, and she smiled, pleased, before focusing her attention on Abel's impressive penis. As Jessica had done, she licked her lips, then, for the first time, slipped out her tongue to taste her husband's cock. Her hands scrolled the milky foreskin down, exposing the glans, and she lapped all around it, tasting the clear seepage that emanated from the slit. She considered the flavor a moment, then smiled and continued.
"Put it in your mouth, honey," Jessica urged. "Use your lips and tongue, but don't touch it with your teeth. Just suck, and move your mouth up and down. Trust me, honey, a good blowjob is worth a good fuck any day."
Ilse nodded, unable to conceal the excitement on her face. She stared at the tip of Abel's cock, thinking, briefly, this is where my children will be coming from. But then she parted her lips and covered the purplish-pink head with her mouth, sucking in the first couple of inches. But not tonight. Tonight is for pleasure.
Abel arched his back, suppressing the urge to shove his cock deep. This was not the first time he had been so serviced, but the sight, the feel, the entire circumstance of his innocent young bride performing such a deliciously decadent act upon him was overwhelming. He felt the questing wet firmness of her tongue, the pressure of her lips, the warmth of her mouth . . . such sweet bliss!
Slipping her wet mouth from Abel's cock, Ilse looked up at him with wide blue eyes seeking validation. "Does it feel good?" she asked him.
Abel's head spun. "Oh, so very good," he panted, placing a gentle hand on the back of her head.
With a broad smile and blushing giggle, Ilse plunged her mouth back down, sucking nearly half her husband's length. Beside them, Mike and Jessica watched.
"I think she's a natural," Jessica remarked, rubbing Mike's cock around her mouth.
"Sure looks like it," Mike answered, then groaned as his wife took him into her mouth and pushed down. Inch after inch slid past her lips, until the head nudged the opening of her throat and popped within. Her chin pressed against his hairless balls, her nose against his abdomen. Mike uttered a staccato groan of pleasure.
Ilse tilted her head, not removing her mouth from Abel's cock, to see what made Mike give such a sound. Amazement was obvious upon her face at what she witnessed. She popped her drooling mouth off Abel's penis. "How do you do that?"
Jessica pumped her husband's cock with her mouth and throat for a few moments, before releasing him with a gasp for air. "Practice," she informed, stroking Mike's slick penis. "Maybe I'll teach you how to do it. Not that you'd have an easy time with a monster like that."
"I can't even imagine," Ilse muttered, before returning to her oral worship.
"Well, don't try, 'cause you'd choke on it, honey," Jessica warned. "Besides, I think what you're doing is enough to get him off."
Abel nodded vehemently, making both Mike and Jessica laugh and Ilse beam at her accomplishment.
"Now, let's make them come," Jessica announced, all but attacking Mike's cock. She stroked and sucked in tandem, making her husband squirm. Mike gritted his teeth, clenching the sheets of the bed. His thighs spasmed. He seemed to glare at his wife as she began working him to orgasm.
Inspired, Ilse copied the brunette's movements, wrapping her right hand around Abel's cock, pumping it with a firm grip as her mouth glided up and down the first few inches. Her husband shuddered at the intense sensations. His penis tensed and throbbed within her mouth.
"Fuck yeah, baby, make me come," growled Mike. "Show Ilse how you take my load."
Jessica whimpered around her mouthful, sucking, stroking, pulling, pushing. Her body undulated as she serviced her husband, more than eager to receive her reward. After only a handful of seconds more, Mike was gasping and groaning, throwing his head back.
The first spurt of thick semen gushed into Jessica's mouth, and she immediately slid back, masturbating her husband's cock with the head just past her open lips. Jet after jet of milky fluid splashed into her mouth, upon her tongue. A few dribbles escaped to trickle down her cheeks. She swallowed quickly, then descended with a guttural moan, sucking passionately to get every last drop of precious sperm Mike had to give.
Both amazed and intimidated by the sight, Ilse worked Abel with her hand and mouth, anticipating the sensation of her husband ejaculating in her mouth. What will it feel like? she wondered. What will it taste like?
But she had little time for such thoughts, as Abel was soon gasping as well, his hips vibrating as orgasmic waves thundered through his body. His cock swelled and burned pleasurably, then erupted within Ilse's mouth.
Her eyes flew open wide at the rush of thick, rich, warm fluid that inundated her senses and flooded her mouth. She emitted a muffled squeal, unsure of what to do with the unexpected geyser between her lips. Still, she continued sucking, her lips a vacuum seal around the head of Abel's cock. Her hand slowly pumped up and down, feeling the pressured pulses within the shaft that heralded each salvo of cum.
"St-st-stop," Abel gasped, sitting up and grasping both Ilse's hand and her head. "Don't move, just . . . just suck . . . softly . . . ."
Ilse shifted, feeling her cheeks ballooning. Her husband's gift swirled in her mouth, soaking into her cheeks, flowing to the entrance of her throat. She swallowed some of it reflexively, and grimaced slightly at the unexpected flavor.
"Oh, go, girl," Jessica cheered as she watched. "You took it like a champ!"
Gingerly, as Abel released his hold, Ilse slid her mouth from his cock. A strand of thick fluid stretched from the tip of Abel's penis to her lower lip. She brushed it away and sat back, contemplating the thick fluid in her mouth. All she tasted, all she smelled, was semen. It was pungent, but not all that unpleasant. Different, to be sure, unlike anything she had ever tasted before. But there was a strange sweetness to it, like the flavor of homemade whisky or the taste of fresh seafood.
"Go on, girl," Mike coaxed. "Just send it all down."
Ilse glanced to him, then to Jessica, reading their aroused expressions. Then she looked up to her husband's flushed and sublime face. He gazed upon her like a penitent man at the feet of the Virgin Mary.
The corners of her lips curled upward. Keeping her eyes locked on Abel's, she sucked in her cheeks and swallowed down every bit of his precious gift. Breathing out, she licked her lips and smiled in triumph.
Jessica and Mike both applauded. Abel fell back on the bed with a contented sigh.
* * * *
The ladies headed to the bath to freshen up, giving their husbands time to recover. Clad in bath robes, Abel and Mike headed down the hall to an ice dispenser and filled up a bucket.
"You've got an amazing little wife there," Mike remarked as he held the bucket beneath the noisy machine's funnel.
"As do you," returned Abel.
Mike winked and chuckled. "I know this might be touchy ground, but . . . if you think you and Ilse are up for it, we could, you know do more."
Abel fidgeted slightly. "I am not that naïve to think it wouldn't be a possibility," he said. "I would like to leave it up to her."
Mike fixed him a look. "But how would you feel about it?"
Abel frowned in contemplation. "I'm not sure," he admitted. "I guess . . . it would be one of those things where we would just have to see where it goes."
Mike grinned. "Can't ask for more than that."
They returned to the cabin a minute later, ice bucket filled, to find a tantalizing sight awaiting them. Ilse and Jessica writhed upon the bed, fresh from a quick shower that left their hair wet and plastered across faces, shoulders, and backs. They kissed passionately, hands roaming along slick, naked flesh. Jessica was atop the young blonde, one hand aggressively squeezing one of Ilse's firm breasts. For her part, Ilse was kneading Jessica's taut buttocks. Both women moaned softly in the throes of budding passion.
The ice bucket clattered to the floor, followed quickly by a pair of white terrycloth robes. Mike and Abel approached the bed, drinking in the scene before them, wondering if they should merely watch, or include themselves.
Noticing the presence of the men, Jessica offered a wicked smile before trailing a series of kisses down Ilse's young, freckled body. The blonde looked to Abel, reaching out to him. He climbed onto the bed beside her, erection already prominent.
"Abel, my husband, I wasn't thinking, I--"
"Shh," he interrupted, then bent to kiss her. "It's all right. You want this?"
She nodded slowly, then suddenly winced, grimacing with an expression of unexpected pleasure.
Abel looked down, seeing Jessica between his wife's splayed thighs, her mouth pressed firmly to Ilse's succulent pussy. The soft tangle of blonde pubic hair was ruffled by Jessica's nose as she twitched her head back and forth. The brunette seemed to be thoroughly enjoying the taste of Ilse's young cunt, for she moaned and licked as deeply as her tongue would allow.
Mike stepped behind his wife, cock engorged. With little in the way of finesse, he shoved into his wife, making her falter in her ministrations upon Ilse. Her eyes tipped back a moment, but then she gathered her wits and resumed devouring the blonde's pussy as her husband fucked her.
Abel felt a bit out of place, unsure of what to do. Ilse was too occupied to give him any attention, and Mike had a monopoly on his wife. Thankfully, the older man realized this, and bent over to whisper a suggestion into Jessica's ear.
"Sounds good to me," Jessica announced, withdrawing her now-glistening mouth from Ilse's genitals. Climbing onto the bed, she turned about and straddled the blonde's body, with her face above Ilse's pussy and her pussy above Ilse's face. Once comfortable, she resumed sucking and licking the blonde's saturated cunt.
Watching avidly, Abel knelt by the bed, looking upon his young wife's flushed face beneath Jessica's smooth-shaved sex. Ilse looked lost to the world, gripping the other woman's cheeks, chaotically flicking her tongue out to taste Jessica's inner thighs. As if by accident, she managed to find the brunette's swollen clit with her tongue, and licked around it.
"Abel."
The young man looked up at the sound of his name. Mike, standing on the other side of the bed, made a swirling motion with his hand, indicating that he and Abel switch places. With a nod and a grin, Abel rose and stepped around, passing Mike as the latter climbed onto the bed behind his wife.
Coming onto his knees between Ilse's spread thighs, Abel stroked his cock in readiness. Curling her tongue from within the blonde's slick lips, Jessica eyed the stiff penis before her. "Not that you need it, but let me get you ready," she declared, before opening her mouth to take Abel's cock. The young man moaned, feeding the woman his length. Her mouth was much more talented than his wife's, and she took him to the root after only a few plunges, her throat rippling around his shaft.
She released him after perhaps a minute, grunting as she was filled from behind. Mike gripped her hips as he fucked her. Abel could only imagine the sight his wife now had, looking up upon a stiff cock entering Jessica's pussy. He wondered if his wife was licking Mike's balls, or tickling Jessica's clit with her tongue.
The possibilities made him twitch, and he lined up his cock with his wife's ready and waiting tunnel. Jessica split the blonde's lips apart with her fingers, guiding Abel's cock home. Then she began laving both Ilse's clit and the top of Abel's shaft with oral attention.
The bed frame creaked as the two men fucked their wives. Both women moaned and sighed, when their mouths were not otherwise occupied, and clutched each other desperately as if to keep from being pushed too far by their aggressive husbands. The sweet aromas of sex flooded the air.
At one point, Jessica reached for Abel's cock as he pulled back, and pulled it from his wife's pussy. She sucked on it voraciously, tasting the depths of the blonde's tunnel, before directing the cock back inside its sheath. Giving Abel a naughty smile, she lifted up and kissed him, imparting the rich, musky flavor of his wife.
They changed positions, with the men laying upon their backs and the women astride, giggling and making comments as they fucked their husbands with as much urgency as they had themselves been fucked. Abel and Mike exchanged looks as their wives rode them to glory, sharing grins that complemented the abandon with which Jessica and Ilse enjoyed themselves.
And then it happened. The turning point.
Having treated everyone to an impressive display of orgasmic eruption while grinding herself onto Mike's penis, Jessica declared she needed to cool down. With the statement that she wanted to watch Abel and Ilse, she slid up on the bed while Ilse lay on her back beside the brunette, with Abel between his wife's thighs, slowly and tenderly thrusting into her.
"It's so hot watching other people fuck," Jessica said, casually stroking her smooth-shaved, swollen pussy with one hand while fondling Ilse's breasts with the other.
"I agree," Mike commented, kneeling upon the bed beside Ilse, across from his wife. His cock was semi-erect, glistening with Jessica's fluid. He knelt near Ilse's head. The blonde's face was heady from the orgasms she had enjoyed, a consummate mask of pure hedonistic bliss.
Abel leaned over to kiss his wife, who returned the affection with heat and need. Then, as he lifted up slightly, still pumping into her with long, slow strokes, Mike shifted on his knees, bringing his cock closer to Ilse's face. He was testing the waters, Abel knew, wanting to see how far the younger couple was willing to go.
He stroked himself over Ilse's face, and the young woman watched with heavy, interested eyes. Mike's cock returned to full mast within moments. Slowly, tentatively, she turned her head, parting her lips. It was an obvious invitation.
For a moment, Abel nearly stopped his movements as he watched his wife lick the tip of another man's cock. A brief sense of jealousy flashed through him, but it was gone the next instant. He watched with fascination as Mike slid that wondrously bulbous pink cockhead into Ilse's mouth, as she sucked on it amid faint muffled whimpers and moans.
And then Abel, lost to his own lust, lowered his head once more, first kissing the corner of his wife's mouth, feeling through the flesh of her cheek the intrusion of this other man's cock, and then slowly, carefully, letting his lips and tongue trail along the shaft of Mike's penis. He tasted the tangy essence of Jessica's pussy, felt the firmness of the swollen tissue beneath the skin.
Mike hissed through his teeth. "Oh, yes," he moaned, sawing his hips back and forth. The head of his dick slid from Ilse's mouth . . . and was quickly captured by Abel's.
Abel trembled atop his wife, giving in to the forbidden thrill -- one only once before enjoyed -- of sucking another man's cock. Mike's penis was not very thick, but that broad, spear-like pink head mashed pleasantly against his tongue with every thrust. He thrust firmer, faster, into Ilse's body, spurred on by the erotic rush of pleasing another man.



Mike moved until he was straddling Ilse's face, whereupon the blonde ardently licked and sucked his hairless, dangling balls, massaging them with as much fervor as her husband gave the man's shaft.
Giving in to the moment, Mike held Abel's head in his hands, shuddering as he neared orgasm. He considered, for a moment that lasted the space of a single heartbeat, warning the young man, but did not. Instead, he slapped his hands to the wall above the bed and arched his back, pushing out as he gasped with release.
The sudden flood of thick, warm cum into his mouth both surprised and aroused Abel, to the point where he suddenly felt his own orgasm triggered as well. He convulsed atop his wife, pouring his seed within her womb while sucking every last drop from the cock before him. In the throes of his orgasm, his lips became slack around Mike's thrusting shaft. Dribbles of frothy cum escaped his mouth to land upon his wife's neck and chin.
Mike finally jerked back before the sensations became too much to endure. He sagged back against the headboard of the bed, and he and Jessica watched with sated, smiling faces as Abel and Ilse kissed and moaned together, riding out the length of their shared climax. That Mike's semen was smeared between their lips only heightened the decadent eroticism of the moment.
Finally, Abel all but collapsed upon his wife. They held each other close, kissing and murmuring tenderly, until Abel lifted up. Swaying slightly on his knees, the young man leaned back, eventually finding a comfortable sitting position. Ilse gazed upon him with a very satisfied smile, reaching out to his muscular chest, abdomen, and thighs.
"Wow. Ain't that just the hottest thing," Jessica commented, then laughed. She was quickly joined by the others.
"I think we need more alcohol now," Mike declared, jumping up from the bed. "Get dressed; the party's still going!"
* * * *
At three o'clock in the morning, while the bars were still open upon the main deck, there were few partiers on hand to take advantage of the overpaid mixologists. The two couples were able to find both drinks and a table in short order and relax beneath the warm tropical air.
Mike and Jessica lit cigarettes and offered their pack to the younger pair. Ilse refused politely, but Abel, having indulged in the menial enjoyment of tobacco during his Rumspringa, lit up as well. He exhaled a grey cloud and looked out across the dark water retreating from the massive liner. Ilse sat beside him, nursing her drink and looking more than ready for bed.
"Hell of a night," Mike commented, gaining Abel's attention. Abel lifted his head and met the man's strong gaze.
He nodded. "You could put it that way," he said, and lifted his drink for a toast. Abel's eyes lingered on Mike's. He could neither deny nor fathom why he felt such a powerful attraction to this man; it almost matched that which he felt for his wife. It dawned upon him in a sudden moment of clarity that he would rather experience pleasure with Mike before sampling anything Jessica might have to offer. That realization made him frown with confusion.
"I gotta say," Mike said with an air of satisfaction. "This is turning out to be the best cruise me and Jess have ever had."
"And we've been on lots," added his wife.
"You . . . do this often?" Abel asked cagily, the tenor in his voice carrying a double entendre.
Mike shrugged casually. "When we can," he said. "If you're just talking about taking a cruise, we do it about twice a year. If you're talking about, well, having this kind of fun . . . a little more often than that."
"We're what you call swingers," Jessica explained, sliding a hand across Mike's lap to briefly grope him. "We'd be happy to just enjoy each other for the rest of our lives, but, well, it's extra fun to enjoy other people, too."
Abel gave a smile, but it was tired and unsure. He looked to Ilse, who had fallen back into the demure mode of a good Amish wife. "This is all new to us," he said.
"Well," Mike said,m flicking ash from his cigarette. "No matter what else happens on the rest of this cruise, we're happy to have met you."
"Very happy," Jessica added with another glimmer in her eyes.
Abel looked to his wife, unsure of what he read upon her face. But Ilse shifted in her chair and snuggled close, a grateful smile decorating her lips.
"We are, too," Abel said at last.
* * * *
Retiring alone to their cabin, Abel and Ilse stripped out of their minimal clothing and, without a word, stepped into the shower. They soaped each other up and rinsed beneath the spray amid soft kisses and affectionate caresses. Toweled dry, they climbed into bed and switched off the lights in their room. The only illumination was the glow of the Caribbean moon through their balcony door.
"Abel?" Ilse asked in the moody darkness.
"Yes."
". . . on your Rumspringa," she said delicately. "Did you . . . were you with . . . other men?"
Abel winced inwardly at the question. He knew he could easily deflect the question, bring to bear the Amish ordnung that stated a wife was never to question her husband, and leave it at that. But a part of him felt compelled to give his wife the answers she sought.
"Once," he admitted.
"Only once?"
He squeezed her shoulder. "Yes. Only once."
"But tonight . . . ."
He sighed heavily. "Do you think less of me?" he asked.
Ilse shifted in the darkness, pushed herself up. Her face was dark against the backdrop of the open balcony, yet Abel was sure he saw softness in his wife's eyes.
"I am your wife," she said simply. "I love you. I could not think less of you."
He smiled and sought her lips with the tips of his fingers. "I love you, too."
* * * *
The two couples were practically inseparable after that night. Upon awaking late on the third day, Abel called Mike and Jessica's room and arranged a friendly meeting. The foursome spent time in the various pools, browsed the overpriced wares in the shipboard mall, had lunch and dinner together . . . before retreating amid knowing looks and scandalous giggles to the older couple's stateroom for more luscious sexual debauchery.
While Ilse and Jessica freely pleasured one another with fingers, lips and tongues, Abel remained a bit reserved in further displays of sexual affection with Mike. His impulses clashed with the expectations instilled in him by his Amish upbringing. He did not deny his attraction to, and desire for, the older man; at the same time, his ingrained notions of what was right versus what was wanted kept him from repeating the actions of that first decadent tryst.
So the couples kept to the husbands pleasuring their wives, even though the wives often pleased one another. Mike seemed content to only peripherally sample the young Ilse, through touches and strokes and the occasional mutual oral gratification, and Abel did the same with the lusciously-tanned brunette. But a voiceless line had been drawn before either man actually making love to the other's wife.
By the fourth day of the cruise, it had become a foregone conclusion that upon awaking, the first thing Abel or Mike did -- depending on who awoke first -- was to ring the others' cabin and plan the day. On that fourth morning, as the ship docked in Freeport, the ladies desired to sample the local shops, while Mike wanted to introduce Abel to the strategies of gambling within one of the port's casinos.
"I've never gambled before," Abel complained as Mike led him along a busy port side street.
"Well, I have. Don't worry. And it won't even cost that much. Fifty bucks should be enough."
"Fifty?" asked Abel worriedly, but he remembered the gift card from his brothers which sat in his wallet. "I guess I can do that."
Following Mike like a hound at the man's heels, Abel soon found himself stepping from warm tropical air into the cool, humid environment of a surprisingly spacious casino. Noise was omnipresent, from the electrical chirps and bubbles of the rows of slot machines to the hubbub of a hundred conversations. Now and then there came a cry of eureka, but such were drowned out by the multitude of curses and shouts of "almost had it!"
"The slots are for the suckers," Mike contended after he and Abel had swiped their cards for cash. He strolled past the colorful, cacophonous machines toward a series of felt-covered tables. "Blackjack is where it's at."
They sat at an unoccupied table, staffed by a tall, skinny black man dressed impeccably in a white shirt and tie. "Hey, mon, good afternoon to ya," the dealer drawled with a grin. "You picked the best table in the house, ya did."
"I don't doubt it," Mike replied, slapping his stack of fives and ones on the table. "Buying in at fifty."
"Uh, me too," said Abel, copying Mike's actions.
"Fifty for the gentlemen," announced the dealer, counting out colorful chips from a plastic dispenser. "Let's get this party started, ya?"
* * * *
Five hands later, Abel smiled casually as his nineteen beat both Mike and the house. "White boy wins again," the dealer proclaimed, sliding more chips to add to Abel's pile.
Mike frowned suspiciously, sipping his Jack and Coke. He leaned close to Abel. "I thought you said you never gambled before."
"I haven't," Abel confirmed, organizing his chips. From a quick count, he figured his original investment of fifty dollars had already been tripled. He gave Mike a sly wink. "I never said I've never played blackjack before."
Mike laughed and sat back. "I'm gonna call you the Amish Shark from now on," he declared.
"New hand, gentlemen," the dealer announced.
"Wait," Mike said, slapping his hand down and easing forward in his chair. He gave Abel a penetrating stare. "Let's make this interesting."
Abel chewed his lip nervously. "How interesting?"
Mike's eyes became dusky, libidinous. "The winner -- between us -- gets the loser," he proposed.
The dealer's eyes widened, but he said nothing, waiting.
Abel breathed in, feeling the fluttering wings of invisible butterflies within his stomach. "Um . . . in what way?"
"However the winner wants."
The young man swallowed thickly, but he could not deny the sudden arousal spiking through him. He stared at the green felt tabletop for a long moment, listening to his own heartbeat in his ears. Finally, he nodded with a rakish grin and met Mike's gaze. "You're on."
Mike shot a look to the dealer. "Set 'em up."
"Uh, sure, mon," the dealer replied awkwardly, then slipped the cards from the shooter. A nine of diamonds for Abel, six of spades for Mike, and a five of hearts for the house.
Abel smiled thinly, stacking twenty dollars' worth of chips. Mike matched it.
The next cards came out face-down. Abel peeked, seeing a seven of clubs, which gave him a total of sixteen. He glanced to Mike, whose face was stoic.
"Raise ten," Mike said, setting the chips on the table. Abel matched it.
"Card?" asked the dealer, looking to Abel.
Five shy of twenty-one, Abel thought. Odds are almost even. He nodded. "Hit me."
"Hit me," Mike echoed.
Three cards slid out. The dealer flipped his over. "The house busts at twenty-three."
Abel peeked at his two unturned cards. The seven of clubs had been joined by a three of diamonds, giving him a total of nineteen. He smiled. "Stand," he said.
"Me, too," Mike said, then looked to Abel with a challenging gleam in his eye. "So, one of us wins, the other loses. But who wins big?"
Abel matched the older man's look. "I'll show you mine if you show me yours."
Mike grinned broadly. "I love the sound of that," he said, then snatched up his cards and flipped them over. The original six of spades had been joined by a four of clubs . . . and the queen of hearts.
"Twenty!" called the dealer.
Abel stared at the revealed cards, feeling both his heart sink and his cock rise. He had wanted to win, but the prospect of what Mike may have in store for him was tantalizing enough to cancel his disappointment. With slow, dramatic movements, and a knowing look to his new friend, Abel turned his cards over.
"Nineteen," the dealer said, making a grandiose gesture toward Mike. "The gentleman wins."
Mike smirked. "Bet your ass," he said.
Abel flickered his eyes away as the dealer slid chips toward the older man. He could not help but think that Mike's words had been more for him than for the dealer.
"Thank you, gentlemen," the dealer cheered as Mike and Abel gathered their winnings and stood. "Come again, hey?"
* * * *
It was only a handful of minutes later, in an alley not far from the casino, out of sight from the busy avenue, that Abel found himself pushed against the rear wall of a small, whitewashed building. Face and hands pressed against the uneven stucco, Abel shuddered with both apprehension and arousal as Mike jerked his loose-fitting shorts down from behind.
"I gotta say, Abel," Mike murmured as he lowered himself behind the younger man. "You've got a fucking incredible ass."
Abel said nothing. He tensed as he felt Mike's hands running up and down his bare thighs and naked cheeks. The thick warm air, filled with all manner of tropical scents, whirled around him. He breathed in and out, trying to relax as his lover kissed, then licked, along the backs of his thighs. He felt his buttocks being pulled apart, before a warm, firm tongue tickled his anus. Almost automatically, he pushed back against it.
But then Mike was standing once more, pressing his body against Abel's, breathing into the younger man's ear. "Do you know what I want to do to you?"
Abel nodded languidly.
Mike lightly bit Abel's ear. "Do you want it?"
Abel could only grunt and push back. He felt the other man's stiff erection against his ass.
"I'll take that as a 'yes,'" Mike said. He eased back, taking a small bottle of lubricant from his pocket. His stiff cock jutted out above the waistband of his slightly-lowered shorts. He poured some of the lube onto his cock, then worked it in with curling strokes of his hand. Then he dribbled more onto Abel's hair-lined, puckered pink anus.
"Does this feel good?" Mike asked as he massaged Abel's asshole with his fingers.
Abel sighed heavily. "Yes," he responded meekly.
"What about this?" asked Mike, shoving a single finger into Abel's backside.
The younger man grimaced and groaned, brow furrowing deeply. "Oh! Oh, God . . . ."
Mike chuckled, easing his finger in and out. The young man's taut aperture slowly relaxed as Mike finger-fucked it. Then, abruptly, he slipped his finger free and pressed the head of his cock against Abel's virgin sphincter. He leaned in, slowly but steadily pushing against the tight opening . . . .
Abel grunted, face contorting with a myriad of emotions and feelings. He could feel his anus reluctantly giving way to the invader. The sensation was both painful and pleasurable. Then, suddenly, the head of Mike's cock popped inside him. Abel could actually feel his sphincter spread then shrink around the shaft of the other man's cock.
A realization barged through his brain: I'm being fucked. By all the saints, I'm being fucked!
"Don't push," Mike cautioned as he slowly eased more and more of his shaft into Abel's rectum. He settled his hands to the rough, dirty wall just above Abel's. "Get used to the way it feels."
Abel winced, shifting back and forth on his feet. "It hurts a little," he managed to say.
"It'll go away," Mike assured him. He held still a moment, his cock buried to the hilt within Abel's ass. The heat of the younger man's body coursed through his prick.
Carefully, Mike pulled back, looking down to watch as his cock slowly slid from Abel's anus. But just as the flaring head of his penis appeared, he pushed back in, making the younger man grunt. Again and again, he penetrated deeply before withdrawing almost all the way, and each time, the tempo increased.
Soon, Abel was trembling with each deliciously rough spearing of Mike's cock in his ass. He found himself wanting to feel the slip-sliding motions of the other man's shaft within him, just as he found that his own penis swelled and throbbed, bobbing between his legs and begging for attention. On reflex, he slapped his hand around his shaft and stroked wildly, thus adding to his own pleasure.
"Yeah, you're getting into now, aren't you?" Mike seethed in his ear, hammering harder and faster. Flesh smacked against flesh in a rhythmic symphony of manly lust.
"Yes!" whimpered Abel, face twisted against the stuccoed wall.
"Jack that cock for me, Abel," Mike urged. "I know you wanna come. Just like I wanna come inside you."
Abel groaned, squeezing his eyes shut. He could not believe how aroused he was, how incredible it was to feel the harsh, rapid intrusion of another man's penis inside him. Heat flashed like a wildfire through his groin. His cock vibrated like a tremolo. He was seconds from eruption.
"Come with me," Mike hissed, fucking with fierce, hard shoves. "Come with me, Abel!"
Just a few more strokes, and Abel was convulsing with passion. "God!" he exclaimed, his dick pulsing and erupting, gushing thick gouts of semen that splattered forcefully against the wall before him.
Lost to his body-wracking pleasure, Abel only peripherally acknowledged the sudden burst of liquid heat within his bowels as Mike cried out his own orgasm. The previously unknown sensation of another man ejaculating inside him only fueled Abel's rush, nearly making him black out.
The weight of his lover pressed against him, Abel panted heavily against the coarse surface. His penis dripped orgasmic residue to the ground below as it softened. Mike's cock throbbed a few times in his ass, then weakened and slowly slipped free. Dribbles of fluid trickled down over Abel's taut testicles.
The two men breathed heavily as they recovered. Abel bowed his head, looking upon the splashes of his seed upon the wall and ground, then at the milky puddle forming between his feet.
"We need . . . to get . . . back to . . . the ship," he managed to say.
Mike kissed his shoulder. "Yes, we do," he agreed.
* * * *
They lay out in the sun on one of the decks, pampered by waiters bringing bottles of cold beer and stewards stopping by with misters to keep them cool. Abel felt relaxed and fulfilled; a fantasy he had always harbored deep within his libido had finally been satisfied. A sense of self-embarrassment plagued him, however, blossoming into worry. What if I want more sex with men? What if, after this cruise, and Ilse and I return home . . . I want more?
A pair of soft feminine hands startled him for an instant, but he relaxed and smiled when his wife, standing behind him, nuzzled his ear. "We're back," she whispered.
Abel touched her arm, held her hand as she came around into view and sat on the edge of his deck chair. "Did you have fun?" he asked her.
Color rose to her cheeks. She was coy about meeting his gaze. "We just went shopping," she commented.
He cocked his head. "Did you get something to eat?"
"Oh, did we ever," Jessica chimed in, pulling a deck chair close to her husband's. "Didn't we, Ilse baby?"
The blonde's blush deepened. She did not answer right away, but her expression was telling. For Abel, the implication of Jessica's words -- and the sultry image of his wife going down on another woman, somewhere in Freeport -- made his arousal spike. Especially once his wife did speak.
"It was delicious," she whispered, looking her husband in the eye.
* * * *
The uninhibited revelry continued throughout the rest of the trip. More than sharing each other sexually with the other couple, Abel and Ilse shared the stories of their lives and learned more about that of Mike and Jessica. That they were so free and unrestrained was a source of wonder and jealousy for the Amish newlyweds. The lifestyle the Floridian swingers lived was nothing like what awaited Abel and Ilse in Pennsylvania.



"We're really going back home tomorrow, aren't we?" Ilse bemoaned as she and Abel sat upon the balcony of their little room. For their last evening on board the ship, the young couple said they wanted to spend it alone.
"We don't have a choice," Abel said. "It's our life, Ilse. Our families are waiting for us. We have obligations."
She nodded sadly. "We won't be able to act the way we are now when we go home," she lamented. "I'm going to have to go back to being the good, quiet little wife."
Abel smiled. "I'm sure I could forgive the occasional indiscretion."
She slipped her arms around him. "It's almost too strange to say it, but I'm going to miss them. Jessica and Mike, I mean."
Abel chuckled. "Me, too." He drew in a heavy breath and let it out. Me, too . . . .
* * * *
Late the following morning, Abel stood before the window in the cabin, clad once more in his conservative, traditional suit. It seemed so much more bland now, given the freedom of dress he and Ilse had enjoyed the previous week. Even in the air conditioned cabin, the straight-legged slacks, simple shirt, suspenders and jacket felt stifling.
"At least we have these wonderful memories to take home with us," Ilse said as she tightened the bow on her dress.
Abel nodded with a sage smile to his wife. "Yes, we do."
Hefting their single bag, Abel left the cabin with his wife dutifully behind him, already falling into the docile role she would play for the rest of her life. As had happened when they first came on board, odd looks were cast their way. While Abel had paid them little heed before, he was now annoyed.
Every step away from the ship felt heavier than the last. Both Abel and his wife looked back in longing, hoping for something magical to happen that would suddenly change their fortunes and whisk them back into a life of hedonism.
"It's too bad we couldn't say good bye to Mike and Jessica," Abel remarked as he looked for a taxi. "They must have gotten off the ship early."
"They don't have any reason to hate going home," Jessica said quietly.
Abel soured. He did not want to go home any more than his wife did, but he was prepared for it. He told himself that their obligations to their community were more important than personal desires. Once home, he reasoned, their heavy hearts would lift back up amid the simple honesty of the Amish way of life.
"Hey, you two!" called a familiar voice as a white sedan pulled to a stop at the curb. "Need a ride?"
Abel chuckled, genuinely glad to see Mike and Jessica. A quick glance to the hopeful face of his wife was all he needed to decide.
"Sure," Abel answered, reaching for the back door. "We don't have to be at the airport until five."
"Airport, huh?" Mike asked, then gave his wife a knowing look. She stared back, impish smile growing across her face.
"Let's make a little stop, then," she said.
Abel and Ilse shrugged. "Um . . . okay."
* * * *
The letter arrived three days later. Hiram Petermann kept it from the others, who had been worrying themselves over the previous days due to the failure of Abel and Ilse to return. But the elder Petermann had not been worried. He had not been surprised. And now, here was the reason.
By the light of a lantern in the window of the house, Hiram unfolded the single page. It had been respectfully rendered in Pennsylvania Deutsch.
"<Dear Father,
By now, of course, you know Ilse and I have not returned from our honeymoon. We simply could not come home, not yet. We will, but I feel I owe it to my wife to allow her to enjoy her own Rumspringa, in a way.
Please do not worry for us. We have met some friends, and will stay with them. Trust in my judgment, Father. We are not abandoning our community, only delaying our return. Without the opportunity to fully satisfy our indulgences, we would not be able to faithfully serve God and our community.
When we do return, it will be with glad hearts.
Your Son,
Abel Petermann.>"
Hiram folded the letter and replaced it within the envelope. Tired eyes looked out upon the darkened countryside in contemplation.
"<Did he say when they will be coming home?>"
Hiram turned to his wife, small smile pulling at the corners of his mouth. He could not be surprised at his wife's deduction; she was the the craftiest and most observant woman he had ever known. "<No, but they will.>"
His wife cocked her head. Behind closed doors the elder couple were much more casual with one another than they were in public. "<As does the father, so does the son,>" she remarked.
Hiram nodded. "<Indeed, my love. Indeed.>"
-fin-
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* * * *
When the store was busy, it was a madhouse, with impatient and/or ignorant customers and their ridiculous "the-customer-is-always-right" demands. When it was slow, it was a ghost town replete with bad muzak and stale air. That particular Saturday was one of the latter. The only things missing were the tumbleweeds.
Michael perched above the counter with an elbow on the glossy fake marble and his chin in the palm of his hand. He watched the customers as they wandered through the isles of "America's corner store," amusing himself through speculation of what their lives were like.
For instance, upon seeing the very overweight woman in the daisy-print top and obscenely stretched blue cotton shorts, he envisioned her sitting upon a sofa handed down from grandma, eating cheese balls while watching an episode of Lizard Lick Towing. She just looked the type to him. Maybe she had a mechanic husband who obsessed over NASCAR. Or maybe her husband was the complete opposite of the stereotype and worked for the Geek Squad.
People watching had become an almost inevitable part of the job. With so much down time between orders, Michael had found diversion through speculation. Sometimes, he would see the smartly-dressed business types grabbing their favorite energy drink before heading to work and imagine them as being closet freaks with latex fetishes.
Maybe the tall, severe-looking redhead with the horn-rimmed glasses picking up a bottle of cheap wine was having an affair with her boss, while mister redhead was at home with their two kids. Maybe the pudgy little fake blonde with the pierced lip and tribal tattoo on the side of her neck sometimes gave it up on the Southside to whoever had the money.
In truth, he was sure the people he watched were just as mundane and unexciting as he was, living average lives and doing average things. But the speculation was fun. It kept his mind occupied.
"Um . . . 'scuse me."
Michael started at the sound of the voice. He had not realized he had zoned out, staring without seeing at the end cap display of "buy one, get one free" bags of potato chips. With an embarrassed smile, he straightened and smoothed down his shirt in an attempt to reclaim a sense of professionalism.
"How can I, uh . . ." he trailed off briefly as he took in the site of the young man before him. He was, simply put, gorgeous. Slender but not twink-skinny, with just enough obvious muscle definition to indicate an active life, the kid was beautiful. Chiseled features, a uniformly rich tan, glittering light green eyes beneath sandy hair, and soft, lush lips that could undoubtedly do amazing things to certain body parts, he was a terrestrial angel.
The young man waited, an innocently quizzical expression upon his face, for Michael to finish. With a self-admonishing clearing of his throat, Michael made the Herculean effort to banish the arousal that was already stirring in his groin.
"Sorry," he said, a little too firmly. "What can I do for you?"
The young man blushed slightly as he realized the older, stocky gentleman behind the counter had been checking him out. A slightly sly smile stretched his sexy lips. "Um, well, I have some pictures that I'd kind'a like made into a photo album," he said. "Like, professional quality."
"You mean, a portfolio?" Michael suggested.
The kid brightened. "Yeah, something like that," he confirmed, even as his cheeks began to blush. He leaned closer as he continued. "Except, um . . . well, what are your policies about, uh . . . ." he trailed off, leaning in closer still, and whispered something.
"What was that?" Michael asked.
The kid glanced around, then spoke a bit louder. "Nudity."
Michael smiled. "I'm all for it, personally," he answered flippantly.
The young man chuckled. "No I mean, in the pictures."
Michael laughed. "I know what you meant," he said. "Officially, unless they are very tastefully done, and there's no objectionable content, we can't handle anything that might be considered pornographic in nature."
"Well, they're not, like, sex pictures or anything," he said. "I'm just not wearing any clothes in them, that's all. Well, not much."
The lift of one of Michael's brows coincided with something much further south that was also rising up. "I think I'd have to see them, first, in order to make a, uh, professional decision."
The young man shrugged. "Sure," he said, producing a digital camera. He turned it on and waited for the small screen on the back to warm up.
"First things first," Michael said. "You are at least eighteen years old, aren't you?"
The kid frowned with a smirk. "Yeah, dude, I'm twenty."
Michael's smile returned quickly. "Nice."
"Okay. Here, look," prompted the kid, handing the camera over. Michael took it, leaning forward with it so they could both see the pictures.
The first showed the young man clad in a pair of long, loose-fitting nylon shorts and a simple white muscle shirt that clung to his slender yet well-defined frame. The background was a fenced-in yard. Subsequent shots had him pulling up the shirt, then taking it off completely, revealing ripped abdominals and a tapered waist.
"Very nice," Michael commented. "Who took them?"
The kid shrugged. "A friend."
Michael paged to the next one. The shorts were pushed down, showing just the base of the young man's penis. There was a complete and arousing lack of pubic hair. Michael shifted on his feet, feeling a bit of constrained discomfort in his work slacks.
The following picture showed the young man in all his glory, standing and grinning with hands on his hips. The shorts were gone. His penis, flaccid yet impressive, hung down between well-toned thighs. It was nearly as tanned as the rest of his body, and smooth and sleek within its fleshy hood.
Michael breathed in deeply to calm his arousal. Damn, this guy's fucking hot, he thought. Look at that cock . . . .
After that, however, the pictures were from canted and awkward angles, consisting mainly of various close-ups that did not show as much as was intended. Many were blurry to varying degrees. Michael cycled through them quickly, pursing his lips in contemplation. Slowly, a wonderfully devious plan formed.
"So, uh, can you do what I want?" the young man asked at last.
Michael gazed upon him, glad for the height of the counter that concealed his raging erection. Oh, I could do so many things to you . . . .
Maintaining a professional demeanor, Michael said, "See, here's the thing. My impression is that you want to turn these pictures into a more or less professional-looking portfolio, right?"
The young man nodded. "Right."
"Problem is," Michael continued. "Other than the first seven or eight, they're not very clear. And even those first ones are still a little shaky. Let me guess: most of these you took yourself, right?"
The kid nodded sheepishly. "Yeah."
Michael fixed him a look. "Why do you want a portfolio made from pictures like this?"
The kid smiled crookedly. "Why do you wanna know that?"
Michael cocked his head. "You want a real portfolio, or what?"
The young man sighed. He shifted on his feet. "There's this website," he said at last. "Run by a guy named Jason Rivers. It's pretty good stuff, lots'a hi-def pictures and videos and stuff."
Michael smirked. He knew about Jason Rivers and the man's website. "So you wanna break into the gay porn industry, is that it?"
The kid stared at Michael with all the wide-eyed incredulity of a deer standing on the road before an onrushing truck.
Michael chuckled. "Look. You wanna get into something like that, you're going to need much more professional pictures than what you have here. You want an impressive portfolio, then you need pics taken by something a little more sophisticated than an Elph."
The young man blinked. "Like what?"
"Well," Michael said, smiling at the way his suddenly-hatched plan was unfurling. "Like the camera I have. I've gotten into photography since I started working here. Got me a nice little Nikon digital that shoots sixteen megapixels." He leaned close to the young man. "Which is sharp enough to show the smallest detail on that beautiful cock you have."
The kid smiled slowly in understanding. He straightened, giving Michael a flirtatious look. "I like the sound of that."
"What's your name?"
"Joey."
"You free tomorrow?"
Joey smiled slyly. "Yeah . . . why?"
Michael grinned. "Well, it just occurred to me that, not only have I got the day off, but it's also Nude Day. What better way to celebrate then by letting it all hang out?"
* * * *
Michael couldn't believe how excited he was. On any other morning, had he awakened with an erection, his first call to duty would be to masturbate until his lower abdomen was glistening with spent semen. But not so on this day, the 14th of July, which just happened to fall on a Sunday, his usual day off.
Instead, given the potential of more satisfying delights than his right hand might grant, Michael rose from bed, showered, shaved, and dressed. He typed a message into his phone at just after ten in the morning, then got in the car with his camera bag.
Joey was waiting for him outside an obviously lower-rent apartment building on the near northeast side of town. Clad in the same white nylon shorts Michael had seen in the kid's original pictures, and a loose-fitting tank top, he offered a nervous smile as stepped into the car, tossing a duffel into the back seat.
"You ready?" Michael asked with a grin.
"Yeah, sure," Joey replied nonchalantly.
Kid wants to play it cool, Michael thought as he drove.
They spoke of typically banal things as Michael drove. Joey had dropped out of college after just two semesters, being an aimless kid who was not yet sure of the direction he wanted his life to take. He worked full-time at some local dive bar as combination bar back and eye candy for the large gay population that frequented the place. His parents were divorced, and while his mother knew he was gay, his father (whom he rarely saw anymore) supposedly did not.
One thing became glaringly clear to Michael during the course of the conversation: Joey was not particularly bright. He wasn't a moron, exactly, but he suffered from a bad combination of lack of ambition and naivete. Simply put, he didn't bother to learn about the world around him beyond his own personal tastes and desires.
Which, for Michael, was just fine. Joey was the epitome of the phrase "young, dumb and full of cum." Michael hoped he would discover how accurate the last part of that saying was before the day was over.
Finally, after a lengthy drive through the country, the inviting sight of the waters of Medina Lake blossomed before them. Joey perked up as he saw the broad expanse of water growing larger and larger in his field of view. "That's where we're going?"
Michael chuckled. "Yup. I know just the spot."
Less than ten minutes later, after the car had rumbled across the uneven path of a dirt driveway through groves of mesquite trees, Michael pulled the vehicle to a stop before an aged wooden picnic bench and a small cast-iron grill set atop of a steel post in the ground. Dozens of paces beyond, the ground sloped down toward the cool blue water of the lake.
Joey was grinning, becoming obviously excited. "This is cool!" he exclaimed. "And there won't be anyone else around?"
Michael shook his head. "Nope. It's just you, me, and Mother Nature."
Joey laughed. "Bad ass," he muttered, before pushing open the door and stepping out.
Michael watched the younger man from behind as he walked several paces beyond the car. More like tight ass, he mused silently.
Gathering up the camera bag, Michael exited the car as well and followed Joey down the slope toward the water. Far out in the lake, more than half a mile away, a pair of boats cruised through the gentle blue. Other than that, Michael and Joey may very well have been at the edge of the Garden of Eden.
Sandy hair fluttered by the breeze blowing off the lake, Joey turned back, a catty grin decorating his face. "So, uh, how do you want me?"
Michael smirked. On your knees, or bent over and grabbing your ankles. Either way works for me. "Just be casual. Don't strip everything off just yet. Get in the mood. Go down to the water. The more natural the pictures, the better."
Joey nodded, looking around with a sense of excitement mixed with apprehension. "You sure no one's gonna, like, go by in a boat and see us?"
"I guess that's always a possibility, but I think the chances are pretty slim."
"Yeah . . . okay, I guess this place is pretty secluded."
"Let me just get my camera ready."
Joey paced through the sparse grass of the rocky lake shore as Michael took the camera from his bag. With the fully charged battery, he had hours of use available and an empty SD card onto which to hold everything. After flipping it on, Michael gave Joey an expectant look.
The younger man's eyes widened. "Oh. Now?"
Michael chuckled. "Whenever you're ready."
Although awkward at first, Joey seemed to get into the role of model as he relaxed and moved around. At first, he just walked this way and that, heading down to the waterline before strolling back up as Michael snapped picture after picture. Emboldened by a blossoming streak of exhibitionism, The tank top came off, revealing the kid's slender albeit muscular torso.
Michael licked his lips upon seeing the smooth, hairless tanned flesh. The stirring within his groin was unmistakable.
At the edge of the water, Joey slipped out of his sandals and let his feet bathe in the cooling ripples licking the shore. Then, turned away from Michael, he slipped the shorts down his lean, hairless legs.
"Hold it," Michael said quickly, stepping closer after having snapped several pictures. "Just stay like that."
Joey did so, bare backside revealed to his photographer, smooth, hairless sacs of delectable skin dangling between his thighs. The tip of his cock was just discernible past his testicles.
Michael crouched, only about ten feet away, and zoomed in for closeups of the puckered, pink aperture of Joey's asshole. He imagined the feel of that muscular opening against the tip of his tongue. His shorts were becoming tighter.
"Keep going," Michael urged.
Joey straightened and gave a knowing smile over his shoulder. He knew what he was doing to the older man, now. And he was thoroughly enjoying it.
Casting the shorts back, Joey stepped further into the lake, until the gentle waves lapped at his knees. In profile to Michael, he stooped and scooped up handfuls of water, splashing them onto his face and chest. Michael clicked away, even capturing the images of Joey shivering from the chilly water.
With skin glistening beneath the sun, Joey looked even more delicious than before. Michael zoomed in for closeups of droplets leaving the tip of Joey's now half-hard cock. The tube of slowly-growing flesh curved out and down from the young man's sleek pubis, the pink round head emerging from the shelter of the snug foreskin.
Beautiful, Michael thought. God, do I want to suck on that thing . . . .
At Michael's urging, Joey returned to dry land and slipped into a pair of khaki beach pants. An idea sprang to mind instantly, and he ahd the kid return to the water for more body-defining splashes of water down his torso. As the fluid soaked into the khakis, they became semi-transparent, clinging to Joey's skin. Michael grinned and continued snapping away, once again going for closeups. The sight of Joey's manly cock wrapped in soaked fabric was incredibly enticing.
Again, Joey changed into a different set of clothes, this time a snug blue muscle shirt and nothing else. The effect was intensely erotic, especially when Michael had the young man recline against a tree just at the water's edge, head tilted back and looking out over the water.
"Stroke it," Michael urged.
Joey glanced back for a moment, then smiled cattily. "You wanna see it hard?" he asked coyly.
"Hell, yeah," Michael growled in response.
Biting his lip, Joey looked downat his cock as he took it in hand. It took only a few strokes before he was at his impressive full length, with the glowing pink head fully emerged from its sheath. Faint veins ran along the shaft, but other than that, it looked so smooth and unblemished as to be made of wet clay.
Joey's face and neck began to color as he slowly pumped his shaft. His left hand wandered across his chest, first gracing, then tickling, then pinching his own nipples. Eyes became half-closed. Lips parted. A sleek pink tongue slipped out beneath his teeth.
"Getting turned on?" Michael asked, though he already knew the answer. He had set the camera aside and shucked off his own shorts. His own cock, thick and hard and nearly ready to burst after an hour of sweet torture, jutted out toward the kid.
Joey actually whimpered, looking upon the older man in such a state of arousal. Where he Joey was slim and hairless, Michael was stocky, muscular, with dark, manly hair on his forearms, legs, chest and abdomen. The nest of kinky curls around the base of his shaft was well-trimmed, the heavy balls beneath shaved smooth.
"Yeah," Joey whispered at last, stroking his cock faster. But Michael, casting off his shirt, approached and settled his hand over Joey's.
"Don't come yet."
Joey swallowed thickly. "I'm so turned on," he said.
Michael grinned. "I know you are," he said, taking the kid's other hand and directing it to his raging erection. Joey trembled as he grasped it, jerking back and forth clumsily.
Without a word, Michael placed his hands upon Joey's shoulders, pushing him down. Joey yielded like an obedient servant, dropping to a squat before the older man. But just as he opened his mouth and leaned in, Michael stopped him.
"Wait."
Joey glanced up questioningly.
"Stay exactly like that," Michael ordered, heading back to the camera. He stepped to the bag, taking out a tripod. As Joey waited in submissive patience, the tripod was erected and the camera set upon it. A few settings were adjusted, until Michael was finally satisfied. He pressed the button to record, then returned to Joey.
Like a trained puppy waiting to please, Joey looked up to Michael as the man resumed his previous stance. Michael smiled almost like a hungry predator, taking Joey's head in his hands.
"Open your mouth."
Joey did so, keeping his eyes on those of the older man. Michael found that simple gesture arousing beyond words. Pushing his cock into Joey's mouth, he stared back down into his lover's sun-glazed eyes.
Joey sucked tenderly at first, gliding his wet tongue around the head of Michael's cock. But as more and more length was fed to him, he simply massaged the underside, while pulling in his cheeks to encase the pulsing rod with accommodating, suckling flesh.
Michael sighed in bliss, closing his eyes to focus on the sensations Joeys mouth was giving him. The younger man would jerk back a bit if Michael pushed too far, but that was fine for the older lover. He really only needed stimulation upon the first few inches of his cock in order to achieve orgasm, a point he was rapidly approaching after the erotic buildup of the previous hour.
But just as he felt the beginnings of his rush, he pulled out of Joey's mouth. The move was so abrupt it took the kid by surprise, resulting in a loud 'pop!' as air suddenly rushed into his sucking mouth. Michael gripped the base of his cock to stem the sudden gush of fluid, but a single thick bubble of it oozed from the tip, a shimmering, milky dollop.



"Lick it off," Michael said, and Joey complied quickly, streaking his tongue with that single bauble of cream. He let Michael get a good view of his semen-streaked tongue before closing his mouth to savor the taste of it.
"It's okay," Joey said, still submissive. "You can jizz in my mouth if you want. I like it."
Michael chuckled, threading fingers through his lover's tousled hair. "Maybe," he said. "But I want to fuck you, first."
Blush returned to Joey's face. His lips curled. "Okay."
Such a good, obedient slut, Michael thought. Oh, he's going to go far, all right.
Leaving Joey where he was, Michael returned to both the camera and its accompanying bag. He carried them both to the edge of the water, setting up the camera so that it looked out over the lake. From the bag he took two things: a bottle of lubricant and a small, hand-held camcorder. With both devices running, he stepped before the still-obedient Joey and held out the lube.
"Put some on your asshole," Michael directed. "Make sure the camera can see it."
Joey complied, squeezing some of the thick, oily substance onto his fingertips. Standing and facing away from the tripod-mounted camera, he smeared the goo around his anus. Michael squatted down in the shallow water, focusing with the camcorder on the young man's face.
"Push a finger inside that tight little boy-pussy," Michael instructed. "Get it nice and ready for me."
Joey closed his eyes, following everything Michael said without question. He inserted his middle finger first, easing it in slowly past the snug ring of his sphincter. Michael watched the young man's expressions through the camcorder. Joey's brow furrowed, lips parting as he breathed shallowly. Then his tongue came out to lick those lush red lips as he added a second finger, easing both of them in and out.
"Tell me you want me to fuck you," Michael whispered.
Joey said nothing for a long moment, concentrating on the sensations he gave himself. But as Michael repeated his words, Joey responded. "F-fuck me . . . ."
"Louder."
Joey huffed, and his eyes flashed open, glowing with lust. "Fuck me," he said again, louder and more firmly. "Fuck my ass."
This kid's a natural, Michael thought, standing and moving around behind Joey. Making sure they were both in profile to the standing camera, he planted his feet a few inches to either side of Joey's own. His submissive lover kept his legs straight and together, leaning down with his hands in the languid water. In such a position, his glistening, slick anus was all but gaping.
"That's it," Michael muttered, taking his cock in his free hand. Focusing through the camcorder, he rubbed the head of his cock all around Joey's slippery hole. The young man trembled, emitting a faint but unmistakable grown.
"Ready. Here it comes," Michael warned, then slowly pushed his dick against Joey's inviting tunnel. He watched the dark pink opening spread slowly around the head of his cock. The heat from within Joey's body practically burned into Michael's cock.
He pushed forward slowly but steadily, wanting to catch every delicious moment on his cameras. The flaring head popped just inside Joey's ass, making both men groan for different reasons. Deliberately, gradually, bit after bit of Michael's cock slid within, stretching the aperture even wider. Joey convulsed, clenching suddenly.
"W-wait," panted the younger man. "I'm not used to it yet."
Michael said nothing, but he gave the kid time to adjust. He smoothed his free hand over Joey's buttocks, down the slope of the lean and muscular back. His cock throbbed from the heat and snug fit of Joey's bowels. Slowly, the muscles around his cock began to relax.
"O-okay," Joey breathed, emitting short, heavy pants.
Gripping the firm round ass with his one hand, Michael decided there was no more need for finesse. Repositioning his feet on the smooth rocks beneath the water, and leaning back for both balance and a better view for the hand-held camera, he shoved.
Joey grimaced at first, then cried out, splashing his hands through the water to keep from tumbling forward. He barely managed to reaffirm his balance in time. The most intense combination of burning pleasure and searing pain blended in his mind, leaving him light-headed. For a few moments, he lost track of both time and his surroundings, and when he came to, he realized he was being very thoroughly, very roughly, and very pleasurably fucked.
Michael pounded into his lover with all the passion he could muster. It had been so long since he had enjoyed such an utterly willful and docile plaything as Joey. He was determined to make the most what he was certain would their only encounter.
His cock skewered into the younger man's heated bowels again and again. He forgot the camcorder after several minutes, lost to the intense physical sensations as he was. He loved the feel of his balls slapping against Joey's each time he bottomed out, nearly as much as the young, grunting whimpers that drifted up from Joey's downturned face.
Without warning, Michael reached down and pulled Joey upright, making the kid gasp. For a moment, Michael stopped, giving the kid an apparently much needed breather. Joey's face was crimson from the blood rushing down to his head. He blinked profusely. A few more seconds, and the kid might'a passed out, Michael thought with a wry chuckle.
He pulled out abruptly from Joey's ass, making him wince. Approaching the camera once again, Michael collapsed the legs so that it was closer to the ground, and set the camcorder aside. He sat at the water's edge, facing the camera, beckoning a bewildered-looking Joey to squat over him. The young man did so, swaying slightly as he got into position. Fanning his toned thighs wide, Joey held his balls in one hand and leaned back on the other, affording the camera a perfect view as he slowly impaled himself upon Michael's cock once more.
In short order, deliberation gave way to passion. Joey heaved and huffed as he bounced up and down, taking the phallus inside him to the hilt each time. He stroked his cock furiously, but the sensational distraction of the older man's dick stabbing deep within him held off his orgasm.
Michael, on the other hand, felt his rush beginning once more. Guiding Joey's slender body with hands on the young man's hips, he thrust feverishly upward each time Joey came down. The rough contact aroused him even further, until finally, the flood gates erupted with near violent force.
Michael cried his release to the world, cock gushing deep within Joey's rectum. The sudden rush of liquid heat was the trigger Joey needed; the realization that Michael was coming inside him flicked the switch for his own orgasm, making his naked cock spurt a geyser of thick white cream into the air that splashed back down onto his groin, his thighs, and the damp ground below.
Spent, exhausted, and gasping, both men collapsed backward, Joey falling atop Michael. The older man wrapped his arms around the younger, and Joey clutched the muscled limbs which, in their moment of post-orgasmic bliss, were now as comforting as they had previously been overpowering.
* * * *
The return drive was mostly quiet. From Joey's reticence and their previous conversations, as well as what he read in the kid's body language, Michael was certain the young man had no regrets about the events of the afternoon. But his embarrassed silence only affirmed what Michael already suspected: Joey was not only naïve, but also inexperienced in regards to, well, just about everything. Joey had admitted to being an average student, and was a college dropout. He worked an aimless job and had no real ambition other than to send revealing pictures of himself to a gay porn site.
A perfect example of having been gifted with a beautiful body and nothing else, Michael realized.
Joey gave a small, tired smile when Michael dropped him off at the apartment, responding only with a nod when Michael said he would call him in a couple of days once he had the pictures processed and the video edited. Then the young man dragged his feet up the walk to his building.
Conversely, Michael was energized. As soon as he returned home, he went to work on the pictures and video. By midnight, he had a nice little digital portfolio consisting of over fifty pictures (out of more than two hundred) and a juicy fifteen-minute video.
That should be enough to impress Jason Rivers, Michael thought.
The following day, he stayed late after the store had closed so he could print up a physical version of the picture portfolio. He chose a dozen pictures to print as eight and a half by elevens; the rest were arranged sixteen to a sheet. Packaged in a vinyl folder with a CD that contained all the pictures and the video, Michael was sure his young client would be happy with the work.
So Joey was, a couple of days later, when Michael showed up at the apartment with the portfolio. He beamed when he saw the pictures and gave a naughty look upon reading the title on the disk: "Nude Day Audition."
"So, uh, how much do I owe you?" Joey asked.
In answer, Michael stood before the young man as Joey sat upon the well-worn couch in the dingy apartment, and pushed down his shorts. His erect cock bobbed out before the kid's face.
"No money," Michael said, taking Joey's head in his hands. "Just open your mouth."
Several minutes later, his cock still tingling within his shorts after the satisfying sensation of ejaculating in Joey's mouth, Michael returned to his car, grinning at the knowledge that not only had he satisfied both his libido and his fantasies, but that he had his own copies of the pictures and video to reflect upon.
* * * *
After nearly a month, Michael was not surprised by the fact that he did not hear from Joey. The kid just wasn't the type to seek people out, Michael knew; he was imminently submissive, willing to acquiesce to others, offering up his body once he had determined he was wanted. Michael wished the young man no ill will, only luck with his future involvement in the world of gay porn.
He was, however, surprised to receive an email from none other than Jason Rivers himself:
"Mr. Michael Southern,
I'm sending this email because, after having viewed both the pictures and video you shot of Mr. Joey Timmins, I have to say I'm impressed. Being a small operation here at Jason Rivers Inc., we're always looking for guys who are talented on both sides of the camera. I'd like to set up a video chat interview, if you would be interested. I think my company could use a guy like you.
Sincerely,
Jason Rivers
p.s. If you're interested, we would be willing to set up an exclusive audition with you and someone you already know well. ;)"
Michael sat back in his chair at home after reading the email, a smile growing across his face. Well, well, whattaya know? A job offer, and I'd get to pound little Joey again? Now, how can I pass that up?
He leaned forward and clicked the mouse over the 'reply' icon at the end of the email.
-fin-
(Thank you for reading. Please, don't forget to vote, and by all means leave a comment if you wish. I always enjoy reading what my readers think of my naughty little tales.)



        

  
    TnT Ch. 01
  
  TnT Ch. 01

        Incestuous twins Talon and Thorne develop a dangerous kink.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tnt-ch-01

Title: TnT Ch. 01

Author: slyc_willie

Category: Erotic Horror

Description: Incestuous twins Talon and Thorne develop a dangerous kink.

Tags: incest, talon, thorne, detectives, rattlesnake man, straight sex, anal sex, riaz, june

Series: TnT


(Author's note: this story deals with some very gritty and harsh subject matter. This is not for those looking for a straightforward sex story. There are many themes that some people might find objectionable, but to reveal them might give away parts of the story prematurely. If you continue reading, please keep this warning in mind.)
(This is the first of an eight-part series.)
Part One
Talon stretched painfully as he sat at the desk in the spacious apartment's living room. He cracked his neck, then his back, then his knuckles. For a moment, he looked away from the laptop before him, admiring the decorations of the small abode. Posters from dozens of movies dating back nearly twenty years competed with the purloined menus from equally as many restaurants for space upon the walls. He liked the look of the comely abode which he had called home for more than four years. In all that time, it had gained its own personality, becoming as eclectic and unique as its inhabitants.
"What're you working on?"
The masculine, but naturally lilting voice drifted from the bedroom doorway behind him. Talon smirked as he settled his fingertips to the laptop's keyboard. "Just posting on one of my forums," he responded.
He heard the faint swish of feet upon carpet behind him, but did not turn to acknowledge it. Instead, he continued typing, until a pair of slim-fingered hands settled briefly to his shoulders before sliding down his bare torso. Slender yet muscular arms settled against his chest. His eyes fell to the detailed ink of the rattlesnake tattoo coiled around the right arm, which exactly matched the design on his own.
Talon breathed in, instantly feeling a twinge of arousal. "Thorne," he muttered, trying to continue his typing. "Not now."
A dark but seductive chuckle sounded in Talon's right ear as a smooth-skinned face slid alongside his own. "I want," was all that was said.
Talon faltered in his typing, closing his eyes as he relished the feel of those familiar, talented hands gliding across his chest and abdomen, before they delved further and brushed through the close-cropped nest of dark hair above his penis.
"Can't you, um—" He paused a moment, clearing his throat. "Can't you give me just a minute?"
The hands suddenly retreated, the smooth faced disappeared. But it was only the briefest of respites before the owner of both stepped into view on Talon's right side. He stood at the corner of the desk, waiting.
Talon could not help but look. The slender man was in obscenely good shape. Uniformly alabaster skin glowed beneath the soft light of the room's lamps. Thorne's face was as if chiseled from the same block as that which Michelangelo had carved David, replete with dark curls about the head. Beneath that, the toned body was smooth and strong, with not an ounce of hair to be shown, not even around the base of the impressive, uncircumsized penis, which angled out and down in a state of casual arousal.
Talon grinned, instantly forgetting his online activities as he beheld the beautiful, hairless figure before him. He was mesmerized by the sight of such smoothness around Thorne's genitals. Acting on impulse, he reached out to caress the silky shaft and hairless testicles beneath. Thorne responded with a deep, emphatic sigh, parting his thighs.
"How'd you get it so smooth?" Talon asked. "There's, like, no stubble."
"That new epilator I got off eBay," Thorne responded, pushing his hips out to encourage further caresses of his genitals. His cock swelled, and was soon jutting out at full mast. "Fuck, that feels good."
Talon chuckled. "Okay, you win," he said, then rose. He cupped Thorne's face and kissed him sensuously, making them both moan. "Let's go to bed, brother."
* * * *
Making love to my twin brother is like making love to myself, Talon thought as he settled atop Thorne in a sixty-nine. He sighed as his stiffened cock slid past his identical twin's lips before he lifted his brother's penis, admiring it for a moment before tucking it into his own mouth. Muffled moans of satisfaction issued from both their throats as they settled into a practiced rhythm.
Talon loved the way the smooth, bulbous pink head of his brother's cock slid across his tongue toward the back of his mouth. The sensations Thorne elicited with his own oral ministrations were equally heavenly. The more his brother sucked him, the more aroused and aggressive he became with his attention upon Thorne's cock.
For many long, sublime moments, the incestuous pair serviced one another, each of them bucking, each of them sucking, neither willing to let go of the stiff phallus trapped within his mouth. Fingertips danced and raked across smooth, pale skin. They murmured and gasped, sucked and swallowed. The passion they held for one another became more and more ardent with each passing moment.
Finally, Talon felt his brother's cock swell to full rigidity, a sure sign of impending release. Sucking voraciously, he pumped his mouth up and down, even as he undulated his hips, spearing Thorne's mouth over and over. When the heated rush of fluid sluiced over his tongue, inundating his senses, Talon came as well, pouring his seed into Thorne's mouth.
For several blissful moments, the fair-skinned brothers writhed and moaned, savoring and swallowing the fruits of their deliciously incestuous labors. As twins, they instinctively knew how to prolong each others' orgasm without making it painful, and tenderly sucked one another until both young men were soft.
Only then did Talon roll off his brother's body, panting and spent, the gritty flavor of Thorne's semen lingering in his mouth as he stared at the ceiling in post-erotic bliss. He licked his lips and smiled sublimely, knowing that he could never enjoy a better lover than his own twin.
* * * *
Kaylee looked herself over in the mirror. I'm putting too much effort into this, she thought as she scrutinized her makeup. She leaned in, wiping away a bit of mascara from the edge of her left eye. Fuck it, she told herself. This is good enough for a one night stand.
She straightened and sighed. God, I look like a tramp. She considered changing the shimmering gold blouse -- beneath which her braless breasts, though of average size, were conspicuous -- for something less eye-catching. She liked the black tights, which showed off her toned legs and firm, round ass, as well as the black leather ankle boots which flared out in homage to classic eighties fashion.
Maybe the white blouse? she thought, taking a step toward the walk-in closet of her apartment. But she stopped herself with a chastising thought. No. If you're gonna do this, you're gonna go all the way. You want this. Fuck, you need this. Just one night of anonymous sex with some hot guy you don't even know and will never see again . . . yep. The perfect thing to get over Jesse.
With a last, apprehensive look in the mirror, she flicked off the light and left the bathroom.
* * * *
Had she entered on her own, Kaylee would most likely have turned about and returned to her car the moment she stepped into the nightclub. It had been almost two years since her departure from the madcap modern dating scene, for which she had been immensely grateful.
But she was not alone.
"Gonna be great, girlfriend!" shrieked her best friend Leticia, maintaining an iron grip on the willowy brunette's arm as they threaded their way through the sea of bodies. Leticia's vicarious excitement for her friend's return to the meat grinder of the social scene was almost annoying for Kaylee.
"You gonna find some hunky stud, mix it up on the dance floor -- use them moves, baby! -- then take him back to the love pad and rock his fucking brains out!"
Kaylee rolled her eyes, reevaluating her decision to go out for the hundredth time. God, this is such a fucking mistake, she quietly lamented.
A couple of strong mixed drinks served in purple fluted cylinders later, however, and Kaylee's reservations were melting away. Despite having added a few pounds during her now failed relationship, she remained a lightweight when it came to alcohol. Her inhibitions were slowly draining away, but not yet enough to give in to the numerous invitations -- most from drunken men who slurred their way through clumsy come-ons -- she endured.
"Oh, come on, girlfriend, that boy was hawt!" Leticia exclaimed after Kaylee had turned away the most recent potential suitor. For herself, Leticia very prominently and proudly flashed her recent engagement ring to any brave fellow who deigned to proposition her. Her role was clear: she was here for Kaylee, not for herself.
Kaylee shrugged, sipping the last of her second drink. "I didn't like his cologne."
Leticia fixed her friend a look. "Who the fuck cares about cologne when you're sucking a guy's balls?"
The brunette grimaced. "What if he puts it down there, too?" she challenged. "Some guys do, you know. Then I gotta smell it and taste it. No thanks."
Her friend huffed in exasperation. "Okay, girl, I get it: you ain't too thrilled about putting the pussy on parade. But fuck, Kaylee, you been sitting home every Friday night eating Cherry Garcia and watching that same old lame-ass movie--"
Kaylee glared. "It's not 'lame-ass,'" she countered defensively. "So what if The Princess Bride is, like, my favorite movie of all time?"
Leticia gazed up at the dark ceiling of the nightclub, as if seeking strength from some higher power that hovered somewhere beyond. After a moment, she leveled her eyes on her friend. "Look. Jesse seriously fucked you over. He did some trashy little bitch--"
"Thanks for reminding me, Dr. Phil," Kaylee interrupted sourly.
"--and now you're thinking you ain't all that anymore," Leticia continued, unperturbed. She laughed ironically. "Which, obviously, is a bunch of fucking bullshit, since you been getting so many eyes since you waltzed that tight little booty of yours in here."
Kaylee looked dejected. "It's not that easy, okay?" She breathed out heavily over her drink. "I can't just . . . fuck some random dude. I gotta . . . feel something, know what I mean?"
Leticia softened. "Okay, I get that," she said with an empathetic nod. "Hey, look. If you wanna go, we can go. It's no big deal."
Kaylee shrugged, stirring the last bits of slush in her glass. "Go get me another drink," she ordered with a rakish smile. "I'll think about it."
* * * *
Amid another round of drinks, random self-admonishment and self-pity, Kaylee finally got all of her frustrations off her chest. ". . . all this time, he's telling me he likes my tits, there's nothing wrong with them . . . and what does he fucking do? Bang some fucking stripper with the fakest fucking balloon tits this side of Taylor Swift!"
Leticia laughed uproariously, slapping her hands to the tiny table between them. "Tell it, girl!"
Kaylee grumbled, took another sip of her drink. As she had done several times during the previous several minutes, she stole quick glances toward a particular corner of the horseshoe-shaped bar. "Hey," she said, garnering her friend's attention.
Leticia leaned in, inebriation obvious upon her colored cheeks. "What."
The brunette nibbled her lip a moment, smiling around the tip of her straw. "Don't get your hopes up, and don't look, but . . . I think the guy at the end of the bar's been checking me out. And I think he's kind'a hot."
Leticia instantly whipped her head around. "What? Who? Where?" After a few moments, she returned her attention to her now-glaring friend.
"I said, 'don't look.'"
Leticia chuckled. "Okay, girlfriend. I promise I won't look. Where is he? What's he look like?"
Kaylee's eyes darted toward the end of the bar, catching glimpses through the moving throng of party-goers. She couldn't help but smile. "He's at the far end of the bar," she said. "Kind'a skinny, thick black hair, fucking sexy-ass eyes . . . ."
Leticia cackled. "Oh, listen to you, girl!" she exclaimed. "Go for it! Go get him!"
But the slender brunette blushed. "I don't know," she began, and then her face fell. "Shit. He's gone."
A sly smile spread across her friend's face. "You said thick dark hair and to-die-for eyes?" she asked.
Kaylee read Leticia's face, noting the other woman's gaze was fixed on something behind her. She turned, seeing the same man she had been stealing glimpses of, approaching cautiously.
Leticia leaned across the table. "Oh, he's a cute one," she said, then slipped off the bar stool. "You have fun, now."
Alarm flooded Kaylee's face. "What? You're going? Wh--" She sputtered with sudden unease as her friend strode away. Heat flooding her cheeks, Kaylee stared down at her half-finished drink, afraid to focus on anything -- or anyone -- else.
"Excuse me."
She looked to her left. The man with the gorgeous eyes now stood beside her. He wore a white silk shirt with the top couple of buttons undone, revealing a smooth, athletic chest. Naturally dark lips contrasted with both his pale skin and thick, shaggy black hair. In any other situation, Kaylee would have assumed such a man to be gay.
He raised his hand and smiled disarmingly. "If you're going to shoot me down, just get it over with."
Kaylee gave a blushing smile. "Is it that obvious?"
He shrugged. "Well, when a beautiful woman turns away every single guy who approaches her, it kind'a makes a man nervous, you know?"
her eyes drifted down his body. Nice jeans, she thought. Just tight enough to show off your package. Assuming it's not a rolled-up sock, anyway. "Not too nervous, obviously," she said as she returned to his eyes.
He grinned. "I figured I'd take my chances. Can't be any worse off than I already am, right?" He offered a hand. "My name's Thorne."
She hesitantly accepted his hand with a dubious look. "'Thorne?'" she asked.
He stooped briefly to kiss her fingers, then straightened with a wry smile. "Yeah, I know. Sounds like some nickname from West Side Story or some shit," he said. "But it's really my name. Wanna see my driver's license?"
Kaylee chuckled. "No, that's okay."
He gestured to the vacant seat. "May I?"
She pursed her lips in thought. The fact that Thorne was gorgeous she could not dispute. But Jesse had been a hunky stud, and she did not want to get caught up in a similar situation. But then, if all I'm gonna do is fuck . . . .
"Sure," she said.
His smile broadened as he took the chair. "Okay, step one accomplished."
"What's step two?"
Thorne shrugged. "I have no idea. I didn't think I'd get this far."
His humility made her chuckle, and for the first time in months, she felt a slight twinge of arousal in the pit of her stomach.
* * * *
The witching hour of midnight resulted in a flood of patrons to the nightclub. The cacophony of the music and conversational din flooded over the burgeoning couple as they talked, making them lean closer across the small table between them, faces mere inches apart, just so they could be heard.
"I can't hear what you're saying!" Kaylee blurted at one point with a laugh.
Thorne grimaced, looking around at the oppressive crowd surrounding them. They had both been jostled several times as partiers crowded the nearby bar. "Hey!"
"What!"
"Why don't we go somewhere else?"
Kaylee stared at him for a moment. This was the tipping point, she knew. She could not deny the insistence of her libido, which had been sparked, then fanned, then fueled into a full-blown inferno the more she spoke with Thorne. The fact that she wanted sex was not up for debate. But, was she willing to give in to this gorgeous, smooth-talking, well-dressed man?
Heartbeats passed. Kaylee found herself licking her lips. The alcohol she had consumed made her braver than she would otherwise have been. She answered with a nod and a coy smile.
Thorne smiled back, slipping from his chair and extending his hand. Kaylee took it and settled her feet to the floor. She swayed for a moment as the rush of inebriated blood coursed through her. But Thorne was quick to steady the young woman with an arm around her waist, and he guided her through the shoulder-to-shoulder crowd toward the door.
Once outside, the cool air and sudden freedom of movement made them both emit gratified sighs. Fanning away the cloud of cigarette smoke from a dozen or so nearby smokers, They made their way to the parking lot, with Kaylee taking out her phone on the way. The sudden clarity of the air as welcoming.
"I gotta tell my friend I'm leaving," she said, even as she started tapping on the screen.
"Sure," Thorne said with a smile.
Kaylee paused, looking up at Thorne. "Um . . . where are we going?"
He took a step past, then turned and faced her. "It's your call," he said. "We could, uh, grab something to eat, hit a little coffee bar just up the street, or . . . ."
Kaylee arched an eyebrow. "Or?" she prompted.
He smiled rakishly. "My hotel's just down the block," he said, punctuating his statement with a suggestive look.
Again, the willowy brunette blushed. She sucked in her lips a moment, contemplating her options. The fog of alcohol parted only for the desires of her Id. "Can I be honest with you?"
Thorne cocked his head. "Haven't we been all night?"
She smirked. "Okay, but, what I meant was, um . . . ." She trailed off, unsure of how to say what was on her mind.
He reached out and touched her cheek, brushing his thumb along the soft skin beneath a hazel-hued eye. "Before you say anything else, can I just tell you that I think you're incredibly beautiful?"
Briefly, Kaylee felt her knees wobble. She emitted a strained sighed. "Oh, God, don't say things like that," she said in a quavering voice.
"Why not?"
She huffed and stepped back. "Because I . . . I mean I'm not looking . . . I don't want . . . I mean, I just wanna . . ." She expelled deeply in frustration. "Fuck!"
Thorne chuckled. "Okay, I can do that, too."
She looked back at him and let out a short, rude laugh. "Are you looking for a girlfriend?"
Thorne licked lips which had become somewhat dry from the two cocktails he had imbibed. "You want me to be honest?"
She nodded vehemently. "Yeah."
He shrugged. "I'm not sure," he said. "I know I like you, and I'm not gonna lie and say I haven't been undressing you all night with my eyes, but . . . if this is gonna be a 'first date' kind'a thing, I'd be willing to go the distance."
Kaylee smiled sweetly. "God, why can't all guys just be honest like that?"
Thorne laughed. "'Cause if they were, I wouldn't have a chance?"
She echoed the laugh, then suddenly stepped close, nearly pressing her body to his. Her eyes, despite being dulled by alcohol, blazed fiercely. Her expression was one of seductive sincerity. "You have a chance," she breathed. "Look. I don't know if I want another relationship right now. I got fucked over by my ex and I'm feeling kind'a shitty about myself. But I do know . . . ."
He lifted a hand and smoothed back a few strands of thick, curly brown hair from her face. "What do you know?" he asked, powerful dark eyes staring down into hers.
She trembled slightly. Blush rose hotly to her cheeks. "I know I wanna fuck you," she said at last.
He smiled, then lowered his head and lightly, wetly, slid his lips across hers. "My hotel it is, then," he whispered.
* * * *
Thorne fumbled with the pass card at the lock to the hotel room door, finally sliding it in the right way as Kaylee giggled like a schoolgirl beside him. Once the little green light flashed, he shoved the door open with his foot while gathering the now-eager brunette in his arms. She laughed and sighed amid heated kisses as he carried her into the room. Whatever reticence she may have harbored earlier was now gone.



Door falling shut behind them, Thorne carried Kaylee to the king-sized bed in the room and deposited her there with smothering kisses and lightly-clawing hands. A single lamp cast amber light which washed across their skin. He pulled down the neckline of her top, exposing a firm breast and puckered nipple. As he sucked the latter into his mouth, the brunette gasped and writhed, clutching his head.
"God, I'm so turned on," she hissed, flicking the tip of her tongue across his ear.
He suddenly released her nipple to let it cool in the conditioned air of the room, and stood at the end of the bed. "Good," he said, giving his conquest a predatory look as he ripped his shirt open. Buttons danced across the floor as the silk garment fluttered to the floor.
"Mmm," Kaylee mewed, scooting back on the bed, fanning her lean legs back and forth. Her eyes were mesmerized by the sight of the tattooed serpent coiling down Thorne's arm. Hot fucking tat, she thought. She was aware of the wetness between her thighs, which had already begun to soak through the fabric of her stretch pants.
Thorne grinned as he popped the top button of his jeans, then the next, and the next, and the next. Kaylee watched every movement, drinking in the miniscule glimpses of naked flesh beneath her imminent lover's clothing. Her mouth hung slack as she anticipated the view of his full nudity.
Then, suddenly, the jeans slid down Thorne's well-toned thighs, exposing his full nakedness. For a moment, he stood proudly, hands at his sides, as his half-erect cock bobbed out. The complete lack of hair around his sex made his genitals appear to be even more prominent than they would otherwise be.
Kaylee gasped, eyes bulging wide as she drank in the sight of him. She grunted as her pussy suddenly spasmed in anticipation. "Holy shit," she murmured, unable to avert her gaze from the impressive cock before her.
"I guess you like," Thorne commented, moving onto the bed.
She breathed out, then giggled, then swooned. "Wow," she remarked at last, curling forward and reaching a hand to Thorne's genitals. She stroked the firm, pale shaft, smile growing as a drop of pearly fluid seeped from the slit.
"Your turn," he directed, reaching down to tug on her shirt. She gave in easily, allowing her small but firm breasts to become exposed. Lightly tanned, they sat proudly on her chest, with small pink nipples pointing upward.
Thorne doubled over and laved first her lips, then her neck, then her breasts with teasing and talented swipes of his tongue. Every moment found Kaylee becoming more and more aroused.
He peeled off one boot, then the other, then reached for the waistband of her pants. She lifted her hips eagerly, allowing Thorne to peel the fabric from her hips all the way down her slim thighs and off her feet. As he tossed the garment behind him, he looked upon the nudity of his lover with a satisfied grin.
"What do you want?" he asked.
Kaylee trembled, settling her thighs together. The carefully-trimmed patch of dark pubic hair above her sex was all that was visible. "Anything," she panted.
Smugness coloring his face, Thorne pushed her thighs apart, exposing the damp treasure between her thighs. The fragrance of Kaylee's sex drifted to his senses. He looked upon her exposed pussy with interest. The outer lips were thick and dark, framing sleek, pale labia which were just beginning to bulge outward.
He kissed the inside of her right calf. "Tell me," he whispered. "Tell me what you want."
Her head fell back onto the bed. "Oh, God," she moaned. "Just do it . . . do anything you want . . . ."
"Anything?" Thorne asked rhetorically, before rudely shoving her thighs wide apart. "Like this?" He descended upon her, pressing his mouth to her slippery, ripe pussy, sucking the folds of tender pink flesh between his lips.
"Oh, fuck!" Kaylee exclaimed, arching her back deeply, even as she slapped a hand to the back of Thorne's head. She seethed and hissed, grinding her saturated sex against his mouth. Heavy eyes watched the way his nose pressed to her pubic mound. She moaned in heat, nibbling her lip as she savored the sensations of his tongue gliding firmly between the slick folds of her pussy.
His oral attention was just a tease, for Thorne was soon pushing himself up over her body, smiling down upon her. His lips and chin were moistened with her essence. She shuddered for a moment, face flushed and eyes glittering.
"You're, um, pretty damn good at that," she muttered.
"Oh? I could keep doing that if that's what you want."
"No," she said quickly, reaching down to snare his cock with her hand. She rubbed the smooth head against her clitoris. "I don't think I can go another second without this inside me."
Thorne grinned, then gave her a quick kiss. "First things first," he said, leaving her for a moment as he leaned over the edge of the bed. He fumbled through his jeans, then came back with a small, foil-wrapped package.
"Right," Kaylee said. "Can't be too careful." She sat up suddenly with a mischievous look in her eye. "Can I put it on?"
Thorne shrugged and handed the condom over. "Be my guest," he said, then leaned back on his hands. His stiff cock pointed straight at the young woman.
She started to tear the package, then hesitated, regarding the engorged phallus before her wistfully. "Wait. I gotta suck that thing, first," she declared, then doubled over, slipping her hand around the base of Thorne's cock and pointing the tip at her mouth. She sucked it in deep, nearly half on the first plunge.
Thorne watched Kaylee's head as she bobbed. She wasn't very skilled at giving head, he realized. Now and then, he flinched as her teeth scraped the shaft. Not nearly as good as my brother, he thought.
Gently, he nudged her head with his fingertips. Kaylee stopped and slid her mouth from his penis, lips wet and dripping. "I'm not too good at that, am I?" she asked, looking dejected. Her eyes dipped with shame. "I know. My ex always said I sucked dick like a badger with half it's teeth missing."
He placated her with a smile. No, you aren't good at it at all, he thought. "I just want to be inside you."
She looked back up with a blushing smile, then tore open the wrapper of the condom. Carefully, she rolled the latex sheath down Thorne's shaft. "Good thing these things stretch," she commented. "You really do have the biggest dick I've ever seen."
He suddenly shoved her back, making her fall onto the mattress with a surprised grunt. He leaned over her, pushing her legs apart and back, and lined up his penis with her pussy. Dark eyes blazed down upon her. "And right now, it's all yours," he said.
She swooned, then gasped and yelped as his cock suddenly speared deep within her snug tunnel. Eyes squeezed shut, mouth slack, she emitted a long, low, gracious moan as she was steadily filled. She wasn't aware that she was holding her breath until she felt the protestations of her lungs. By then, his weight was pressed against her pelvis, heavy, hairless balls against her buttocks.
"Oh, f-u-u-ck," she groaned.
"Exactly," he muttered, then began pumping in and out, stabbing into Kaylee's body at a rhythmic pace. She gasped and sighed beneath him, hands alternately clawing the sheets of the bed and Thorne's strong arms, shoulders, and sides. The bed squeaked and shifted. The headboard rocked between the frame and the wall behind it.
Just when the woman was on the verge of orgasm, Thorne suddenly stopped and pulled out. As if manipulating a life-sized doll, he rolled Kaylee across the bed and pulled her up onto her knees. Mind befuddled by sexual overload and alcohol, she was barely able to adjust to the sudden change before he was entering her once more, this time from behind. One of his hands pushed her shoulders down to the mattress. The other gripped her hip.
He fucked her hard and fast, slapping his hips against her quivering cheeks. Kaylee all but spasmed every time his balls smacked against her clit. She grabbed handfuls of bed sheet and gripped them tight, bit down into the pillow against which her sweaty face was pressed. The stirrings of her orgasm began in the pit of her stomach and became magnified exponentially, until she was quivering in orgasm before she even realized it.
The clenching of Kaylee's vaginal muscles around his invading cock, the knowledge that he had taken this woman and reduced her to a sexual plaything for his enjoyment, triggered Thorne's release as well. He grunted and buried himself to the hilt within her, cock burning as it poured forth the liquid heat of his body.
For several moments, neither of them moved. Kaylee panted, wheezing, into the pillow. Thorne swayed on his knees, holding onto his lover's hips for support. His cock burned within the rippling depths of Kaylee's cunt, slowly softening. He regained his breath and slid from her. Kaylee slid her legs out from beneath her and gathered the pillow beneath her in her arms.
Her sweaty face, surrounded by disheveled hair, turned to look over her shoulder. She felt more drunk now than she had all evening. All she saw of Thorne was the slightly-blurred form of what, to her, was a pale-skinned Adonis. She smiled in satisfaction. "That . . . was a hell of a . . . fuck," she managed to say.
Thorne pushed up from the bed. "Ready for round two?"
Her eyes bulged. "Seriously?"
He chuckled. "Let me, uh, grab another condom from the bathroom. Be right back."
She giggled. "Um . . . okay . . . ."
* * * *
When her lover returned not more than a minute later, he seemed rejuvenated. He dragged Kaylee to the corner of the bed and proceeded to pummel her saturated pussy with rapid pumps of his fingers while sucking fiercely on her clit. The intense sensations had her gasping and twisting upon the bed, expelling incoherent squeaks and panting moans before he suddenly stood and entered her.
Kaylee could only give in to the moment and allow herself to be taken. The dominant part of her relished the rough and incessant way in which her lover all but used her. She reminded herself that she had begun the night in search of the fantasy of casual sex, and here it was in all it's primal glory.
When he pulled out from her seething pussy, ripped off the condom, and grabbed her head to pull her toward him, she dutifully, wantonly, held her panting mouth open to catch the thick streams of semen that erupted from his cock. Only some of it landed upon her outstretched tongue, however, with the rest splattering her cheeks, chin, neck, breasts, and abdomen. Falling back on the bed to again regain her composure, she only languidly acknowledged his brief excuse to leave the room once more.
He returned in full force, bearing down upon her and licking up the streaks of fluid from her body before getting her on her stomach once more. Pushing her legs together, he entered her from behind, his thighs framing her own, and gathered a handful of long, brunette hair in his hand as he fucked her. Kaylee's eyes rolled back in her head; she lost track of time, space, and any and everything else that dared enter her mind.
After he ejaculated all over her buttocks and back, he again stood from the bed. "Be right back," he said, stepping around the bed toward the bathroom.
Panting and borderline delirious, Kaylee nevertheless managed to push herself up onto her knees upon the mattress. "Wait!" she exclaimed.
Thorne stopped, turning back with an inscrutable look. "I'm just gonna be a sec," he said, then grinned. "Then we can go again."
Her eyes bulged. "Are you fucking serious?" she snapped. "You on fucking coke or something?"
Thorne chuckled, folding his arms upon his chest. "No," he responded simply. "I'm twenty-three. I don't need shit like coke. Come on; isn't this what you wanted?"
Still breathing heavily, Kaylee's eyes wandered in random patterns. "Well . . . yeah, but . . . holy shit, dude, give a girl a break. I'm gonna be sore in places I never been sore before."
He grinned rakishly, looking her over. Kaylee's skin yet glistened with smears of fluid. A tendril of cooling semen dangled from her chin. "You're a mess," he remarked.
She laughed sharply. "No shit. I need a shower." She crawled to the end of the bed and stood on wobbly legs. But Thorne stepped before her, blocking her path.
"Guess it's time to tell you."
Kaylee frowned, sluggish from the effects of sex and alcohol. "Tell me what?"
Thorne smirked and cocked his head over his shoulder. "Come on out," he called.
Kaylee's confusion spiked, and she looked to the bathroom doorway as the light suddenly flicked on. Through the doorway stepped a figure perfectly identical to the man who stood before her, complete with matching rattlesnake tattoo, just as naked, and just as arrogantly smirking. He stepped up beside Thorne, slipping an arm around the latter's shoulders.
For a moment, Kaylee's eyes darted back and forth between the two men. They could have been clones, she realized, for all the perfect similarities. Slim, athletic builds, hairless bodies save for thick tangles of black hair upon their heads, fierce, penetrating eyes, chiseled features, naturally red lips . . . .
"What the fuck?" she managed to sputter at last. "Twins?"
Talon laughed softly. "Gee, wonder how she figured that out," he quipped.
"Oh my God," Kaylee suddenly blurted, then slapped her hands over her mouth. "Did you . . . were you both . . . ." Her hands fell away. Her voice rose in timbre to that of an angry shriek. "Did you both fucking fuck me?"
In unison, Talon and Thorne snapped their fingers, winked, and smiled. "Bingo."
She bristled. "Was this just some kind of fucking game to you guys? Pick up a girl, then tag-team her?"
The twins nodded in unison. "Pretty much."
Her mouth fell agape. Sobriety borne of anger suddenly flooded her body. "You assholes!" she yelled, and brought up her arm in a vicious, powerful slap that crashed across Thorne's face.
The blow cocked his head to the side. He looked upon his brother, seemingly not at all affected by Kaylee's strike. He blinked once, then twice, the muscles beneath his eyebrows working. "Did she just hit me?" Thorne asked casually.
Talon pursed his lips, glancing from his twin to the woman before them. His gaze was suddenly inhuman and uncompromising. "I believe she did."
With a sense of slow, calculating malevolence, Thorne trained his dark eyes upon Kaylee. The coldness of his expression transcended every apparent tender moment the two had previously shared.
Kaylee swallowed thickly, anger changing abruptly to fear. "Look, I just wanna--"
But her words were cut off as Thorne's fist slammed heavily into the side of her jaw, just before her left ear. Head nearly snapped around, Kaylee tumbled to the floor, stunned with pain.
Talon emitted a troubled sigh. "Well, now we have a problem," he said, looking upon the prone nude woman.
"Sure looks that way," Thorne added.
"She might be disposed to claim she was raped."
"And assaulted."
Talon nodded. "True." The twins exchanged knowing looks, making a swift decision without the need for conversation. "We can't have that."
Oblivious to the conversation behind her, Kaylee shook as she tried to support herself on her hands. The left side of her face was numb; she tasted blood, felt a loosened tooth. Shock flooded her nerves, her mind. She could not form a cohesive thought.
As Talon stepped to the bed, whipping a pillowcase from its pillow, Thorne straddled the young woman's back, pushing her back down onto the rough Berber carpet. His hand covered her mouth as she began to squeal in fear and protest. Talon then squatted before her, wringing the pillowcase in on itself so that it formed a twisted length of fabric. Ignoring the horror in Kaylee's eyes, he crossed his hands and slipped the loop of material past her head as Thorne took his hand away.
Kaylee could only begin a terrified shriek before it was cut short. Talon jerked the impromptu garrote tight, transforming the woman's scream into nothing more than a mouse-like squeak. She struggled and pushed, but Thorne kept her immobile, snatching her wrists with his hands. Her feet kicked, toes digging into the carpet.
Talon watched the woman's face as it darkened. Her terrified eyes were fixated upon his, attempting futilely to beg for release. But Talon's stoic expression would not be shaken. He was mesmerized, fascinated, as like a child watching his first successful science project. He noted each vein as it bulged and darkened, the way her lips swelled with blood, the way her tongue protruded as it also became engorged. Then came the burst of capillaries in Kaylee's eyes, a dramatic explosion of crimson that washed over the whiteness.
Finally, her struggles stopped. Her body became limp. Talon held the garrote taut for another few seconds, for good measure, then let go. The woman's face fell heavily onto the carpet.
Lurching to his feet, Talon took in, then let out, a deep breath. "Holy . . . wow," he expelled. His eyes were wide and glimmering, revealing a state of arousal he had never before experienced. "That was . . . fucking intense!"
Thorne suddenly chuckled, remaining where he was, his face at crotch level. He arched a single brow as he noted his brother's fierce erection. "You're hard."
Talon glanced down and shook his head in wonder. "I am . . . so fucking turned on right now," he declared.
With a wicked grin, Thorne suddenly lunged forward, engulfing his brother's cock in his mouth, sucking passionately. Talon could only groan in bliss, reaching back to steady himself against the wall behind him as his brother ardently sucked him to a quick and intense orgasm.
* * * *
They carried the body into the shower, where Thorne washed it of any remaining sexual residue while Talon dressed and left the room. He returned only a few minutes later with a laundry bag pilfered from a housekeeping cart, into which the brothers stuffed the corpse. Making sure to gather all of their clothing and items -- as well as those of their victim -- they carried the heavy bundle to the nearest bank of elevators. All they left behind were the pass keys for the room. At just past three o'clock in the morning, the entire hotel seemed to be as silent as a dessert.
The elevator took them down to the parking garage. Thorne stepped out first, looking about for any potential witnesses. A lone security guard dozed in his folding nylon chair several feet away. There were no security cameras Thorne could see. Quickly, they carted their bundle to Talon's black SUV and heaved it into the back.
A little less than an hour later, the SUV stopped along a darkened road a mile off the highway north of the city. The brothers carried the body into a thicket and shook it out of the laundry bag. Rigor mortis had yet to set in; the dead woman's body flopped as it fell amongst stagnant water and bug-infested shoots of grass.
Talon tucked a pair of cigarettes between his lips and lit them both. He passed one to his brother. Both inhaled deeply, then exhaled, sending grey clouds which dissipated on the gentle nighttime breeze.
"Well," Thorne said at last as they both stood reclining against the side of the black vehicle.
Talon puffed his cheeks as he blew out a puff of air. "Hell of a night."
His twin chuckled. "That's an understatement."
Talon cocked his head, looking at one of the dead woman's feet as it jutted up from the grass. "All things considered, she wasn't a bad fuck."
Thorne scoffed. "You know, that's always pissed me off," he said.
"What has?"
"What, exactly, makes a chick a good fuck?" Thorne asked. "I mean, seriously. All a girl's gotta do is spread her legs or open her mouth. We do all the fucking work. Okay, so she can squeeze her cunt. Big fucking deal. We have to keep up the pace. We have to fuck them."



Talon shrugged. "Guess it's relative," he mused. "Some girls are really good at giving head, or --"
"I never met one," Thorne muttered derisively. He sucked on his cigarette. "Not as good as you, anyway."
Talon rolled his eyes with a smile. "You're biased. I'm just saying, there are things a woman can do to be good at sex."
Thorne's sour expression remained. "I doubt it. But if there's a chick who's good at sex, she's probably a lesbian."
The twins exchanged looks, then laughed.
"Let's get home," Talon suggested.
"No shit," Thorne agreed. "I'm fucking exhausted."
End Part One
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Part Two
Leticia Covens stared at the scratched tabletop before her in the softly-lit dining room. While it lay within her own home, everything seemed alien, as if she had somehow stepped into someone else's body, someone else's life. In the three days since Kaylee had disappeared, she had harbored the dwindling hope that she would simply show up, smiling and safe, with lurid details of a weekend of trash-novel sex.
Instead, a phone call from Kaylee's mother had delivered the disheartening news. The woman had barely been able to speak, but she had not needed to; the obvious distress was all Leticia needed to hear to confirm the dark fears she had already begun to harbor.
"You okay, babe?"
Her husband's question made her frown. "Why the hell do you think I'd be okay?" she asked bitingly.
He grimaced, unsure of what to do or say. "Um . . . there's a detective here. You want me to tell him to come back later?"
Leticia sucked in a breath, face drawn. "No. Might as well do it now."
With a supportive hand upon his Leticia's shoulder, he husband departed. She heard him speaking to someone in the foyer, then footsteps across the tiled floor approaching closer.
"Mrs. Covens?"
She glanced up, brown eyes heavy. The man possessed dark skin and a short, military buzz, with features that combined Middle Eastern and Western heritage seated upon a frame which showed the results of an impressive amount of exercise. Leticia may have considered the man attractive if not for her current state. Her expression was one of dark resignation. The true reality of the situation had not yet hit her; following the initial flood of tears had come numbness, which yet lingered.
"I'm Detective Riaz Parande," the man said. "You obviously aren't in the best of moods right now, but I would appreciate anything you could tell me about Friday night."
Leticia nodded somberly. "I, uh, hope I can help you find . . . him," she said awkwardly.
Riaz placed a small digital recorder on the table and sat down across from her. "Detective Parande witness interview with Leticia Covens, friend of the deceased Kaylee Mills," he intoned professionally, then gave Leticia his attention. "So, Kaylee met someone that night?"
Leticia nodded. "Yeah, um . . . he was a white guy. About her age. Real pretty boy. Skinny, but built, too."
"Do you remember his name?"
She shook her head. "I, uh, sort of gave them space," she said, voice quavering. She sniffled suddenly. "I should'a stayed with her."
"You had no reason to suspect anything," Riaz told her, although his businesslike tone was less than reassuring. "Do you remember any other details about him? Hair color, style? Eye color? Height and weight?"
Leticia wrung her hands, staring at the recorder as she spoke. "Uh, he was, uh, about six feet tall. And, like I said, skinny but built. Like a swimmer, I guess. Black hair, kind'a all over the place. Shoulder length. That's about it."
The detective nodded. "Did he approach her?" he asked. "Was there any indication she already knew him?"
Leticia shook her head. "No, she didn't know him. She saw him sitting at the bar, and I guess she liked what she saw. Maybe gave him some eyes or something. Then he just sort'a . . . showed up at the table. Kaylee was, like, making a puddle already . . ." She snorted derisively. "God, that sounded bad."
"What time was this? When he approached her?"
She huffed. "Uh . . . maybe ten? Ten-thirty?"
"And, did she leave with him?"
Leticia nodded. "I got a text from her around midnight . . . saying they were going somewhere else."
His dark eyes studied her face. "Did she say where?"
"No."
"Did you hear from her after that?"
Leticia sniffled again, eyes suddenly glistening. "No," she answered in a strained voice.
Riaz eased back in the chair a moment, contemplating the woman's information. He took a small case from the breast pocket of his polo and slipped a business card free. "If you remember anything else, please give me a call."
Leticia nodded, fresh tears trickling down her cheeks. She neither spoke nor looked up as the man took up the recorder and left.
* * * *
"I don't understand," Riaz lamented as he met with his partner outside the medical examiner's office.
"Not something I usually hear you say," June replied as she unfolded her arms and pushed away from the wall. With her height, small breasts, and short curly hair, she looked almost like an effeminate man.
"Who the hell abandons their friend to a guy she just met in a nightclub?" he asked rhetorically.
June arched a slender brow. "Is that what happened?"
"Pretty much," Riaz confirmed. "Kaylee Mills goes to a nightclub with a friend, who ducks out after she picks up some pretty boy stud. Nothing but a text message after that. Poof! She disappears for three days until a bicyclist finds her body this morning."
June sighed. "Not too much to go on, obviously."
Riaz looked disgusted. "About as much to go on as a shadow on glass."
June indicated the large door beside her. "Maybe the ME will give us something more."
"I sure as hell hope so," grumbled Riaz as he pushed open the door.
* * * *
"Sorry, detectives, but I don't have much to give you beyond the basics," informed the doughty medical examiner. She faced them across a cold metal table upon which the unflattering corpse of the deceased lay, recently sutured after autopsy.
Riaz soured, glaring at the body as if it was keeping secrets from him. "Give us the basics, then."
"Cause of death was asphyxiation. She was strangled by some kind of very flexible fabric. Polyesther. Maybe a bed sheet or pillow case. Time of death was between two and four a.m. Saturday morning."
"Was she raped?" June asked.
The examiner cocked her head. "She had sex, that's for sure, but I can't say it was rape. It was, however, fairly rough, and prolonged. Found traces of human semen on her neck, but too little of it, and it was very contaminated. The presence of chemical residues suggests her body was washed post-mortem."
"So, the guy kills her, then washes her body before dumping it," Riaz mused with a deep frown.
"Suggests pre-meditation," June commented.
"Maybe. Or just a level head." He nudged his chin toward the examiner. "Anything else?"
"One thing," the woman said. "There were fibers beneath her toenails. Carpet fibers, from the looks of them. If I had a match, I could confirm a possible crime scene."
Riaz arched an eyebrow. "I'm assuming these are not exotic fibers?"
The examiner smiled wanly. "Unfortunately, no." Then she smiled crookedly. "But, based on the abundant amount of foreign chemicals, including a higher concentration of commercial cleaning agents than you would find in any home, I would say with a fair amount of certainty that the fibers came from a hotel or motel."
Riaz pursed his lips in thought. "Thank you, doctor."
Minutes later, Riaz and June headed down the hallway toward the doors to the outside. Riaz' face was even darker than his complexion normally provided.
* * * *
"Excuse me, are you the bartender who was working last Friday night?"
"Uh, yes, sir. Why?"
Riaz held up a photo. "Do you remember seeing this woman?"
". . . Seriously, man, a thousand chicks come in here every Friday night. If they ain't flashin' their tits to get free drinks, I don't pay attention to them."
"Are you sure? She came in around ten o'clock."
"Sorry, man. She's cute, but not hot enough to rate in my book."
"Thanks for your time."
* * * *
"You were the bouncer working last Friday night? Do you remember seeing this woman?"
". . . She don't stand out to me, dude."
"She left with a guy around midnight. Thick black hair. Pretty boy."
"Dude, you just described half the fuckers that come in here."
"Thanks for your time."
* * * *
Riaz slammed the door of the unmarked cruiser closed in disgust. Nostrils flared as he breathed, glaring through the windshield at the city outside. "Fucker's just going to get away with it," he muttered.
June gave her partner a worried look. "Why are you taking this one so seriously? How many homicides have you investigated over the past, what, twenty-three years?"
"Twenty four," replied Riaz through clenched teeth. "And yeah, I've probably been lead on a couple hundred murders. I don't know why this one's bothering me."
June considered her thoughts carefully for a moment before she spoke. "How old is Kitna?"
Riaz's brow furrowed deeply at the mention of his daughter. He cast a sidelong look at his partner. "What?"
June met the older man's look squarely. "Didn't she just turn twenty-two? Same age as the victim, right?"
Riaz opened his mouth to speak, then stopped himself. His defensive ire dissipated. "You think I'm projecting the circumstances of Kaylee Mills' death to my daughter's situation?"
June shrugged. "Just a thought. Kitna just had a hard breakup, right? You were telling me something about that a few weeks ago. Not much of a stretch to think your little girl might find herself feeling vulnerable, just like Kaylee Mills, and wanting to hook up with a stranger, just to feel like a desirable woman again."
Riaz's face reddened. "Hey."
June turned in her seat to face him. "I'm not saying she'd do that. But, as her father, and a career cop, and with this case . . . yeah, maybe you are projecting a little. But what do I know? I just made detective a few months ago."
Riaz glared for a moment longer, then lowered his gaze. He said nothing more, but had to admit that perhaps his still-new partner had a point.
* * * *
Thorne sat on the edge of the couch in the living room, remote in hand as he stared at the large flatscreen television upon the wall. A sly smile stretched his lush lips. "You gotta see this, Tal," he called.
His brother looked up from the counter in the spacious kitchen, cocking his head over a naked shoulder. "See what?"
Thorne chuckled. "Just . . . watch," he said, aiming the remote as he tapped the volume control.
The screen showed a video clip of a glossy black body bag being carted upon a gurney to a waiting ambulance. ". . . the body of twenty-two-year-old Kaylee Anne Mills was discovered early this morning by a man out for a bicycle ride. According to police, she had possibly been sexually assaulted, then brutally murdered by strangulation at some other location before her body was dumped here some time early Saturday morning."
Talon stared at the screen, slowly chewing the first bite of the sandwich he had crafted. He felt his heart palpitate.
The feminine voice-over continued. "Police are at a loss to determine the identity of Kaylee's murderer. She was last seen leaving the Burning Iguana at midnight Friday, with a man described as being around six feet tall, with pale skin, slender build, and dark hair. If you have any information regarding this case, please contact the police department at the number below . . . ."
Thorne cocked his head, a smug smile pulling at his mouth. "Cops don't have a fucking clue," he said.
Talon came around the breakfast bar and eased onto the couch beside his twin. He swallowed the bolus of food and licked his lips. "Seems that way," he agreed.
Thorne reached for one of two bottles of beer on the glass-topped coffee table before them. "Know what I'm thinking?" he asked before taking a swig.
The corners of Talon's mouth curled. He took another bite of the sandwich, chewed, swallowed. "We could do it again."
Thorne studied his brother's face in profile. "What was it like?"
Talon turned his attention to his twin. He did not have to ask his brother to clarify his question. He bit off another part of the sandwich, thinking before he responded. "The weirdest part was her eyes," he said at last. "I mean, she was begging the whole time, without saying anything, and then all of a sudden, there was this burst of blood and she wasn't looking at me anymore . . . that's when it hit me, really; she's dying. And then . . . just like that, she was gone. Just a body. All that . . . potential . . . I mean, whatever she could have been, it was just gone. We took it from her."
Thorne smiled slyly. "Is that what turned you on?"
Talon chuckled. "I dunno. Maybe. It was a serious power trip."
Thorne held his brother's gaze. "I wanna know what that's like," he declared, softly but firmly.
His brother took another bite of the sandwich, stared without interest at the screen as the latest weather report was unveiled. His mind was going through a hundred and more ideas and thoughts at the same time. "We'll have to be really careful," he said at last.
Thorne grinned. "I got an idea."
* * * *
A light rain had coated the downtown streets, making them shimmer beneath the soft orange street lights. Thorne had been a little disheartened at first, but the weather cleared quickly, and with the warmth of the season and the city, the balmy night returned.
He glanced to the clock on the dash of the SUV. It was just after ten-thirty, and from what Talon had told him after checking various forums online, this was the best time to find what he was looking for.
His eyes swept back and forth from one side of the street to the other as the vehicle rolled along just beneath the speed limit. Various closed-down businesses lined the street, with a few bars and seedy nightclubs interspersed, cheap neon signs advertising the local domestic favorites. It was a dilapidated part of town, with structures dating back to the forties and fifties. Thorne would not normally have found himself in such an area.
Movement caught his eye, and he slowed a bit as he passed a slightly plump Hispanic woman, clad in stretch pants a little too small for her frame. She sported abundant breasts beneath a round face that smiled tiredly, hopefully, at him. Thorne frowned at the woman's obvious muffin top, and kept rolling along.
Directing the SUV down a side street lined with post-war era houses, Thorne again spied movement ahead. This one was slender, almost too skinny, with curly, dyed blonde hair that seemed to have been inspired by an eighties music video. Her face was cute enough, he decided as he passed her. She caught his look and stopped walking, watching as Thorne slowed the SUV to a stop.
Yeah, that's it, babe, he thought maliciously as he watched the woman in the rear-view mirror. You need some money, right? Well, come and get it . . . .
Depressing the button on his console, Thorne lowered the passenger-side window as the girl approached. He figured she was in her late teens or early twenties. Pale skin sported lingering acne, but she had nice lips and wide, round eyes. Her features were somewhat Hispanic, but mostly white.
"Hey, what you up to?" she asked once she reached the window.
Thorne shrugged. "Looking for some fun. You?"
She smiled. "I could be some fun," she said.
He smiled and unlocked the door. "Get in. Let's go for a ride."
She pulled open the door and stepped in. "Whatever you want, baby."
Thorne directed the car down the street, noting the brief passage of a police sedan on a cross street ahead. He made sure to come to a full stop at the stop sign, watching the red tail lights of the cop car as it rumbled away on his left.
"Cool tat," the girl remarked, eyes wandering along Thorne's arm.
"Thanks. It was inspired by a great man."
"So, you ain't a cop, are you?" the girl asked.
Thorne chuckled. "No, I'm not," he said, looking her over as the SUV rolled forward.
The girl kept up her fake smile as she reached across the console and groped Thorne's crotch. Then she eased back and lifted up her T-shirt, showing small breasts. "Wanna touch me?"
Thorne reached across and cupped one of the girl's tits. A dark pink nipple pushed against his palm.
"So, what're you looking for?" the girl asked, more comfortable now that she was satisfied she had not been picked up by vice. "You want a blowjob, sex, what?"
Thorne shrugged his shoulders. "What's a hundred bucks gonna get me?"
Her smile suddenly became genuine. "Anything you want, sweetie. By the way, my name's Sylvia."
Thorne smiled upon her with all the detached affection of a predator in anticipation of a kill. "Thomas," he said.
* * * *
The girl didn't protest when Thorne informed her that he had a motel room they could go to, and in fact seemed relieved, even excited. Thorne assumed her apparent arousal was due to the promise of a hundred dollars; from what Talon had learned online, the going rate for most prostitutes in the area was around half that.
As he had done when picking up Kaylee, Thorne fumbled at the door before unlocking it, giving Talon the time to hide. Once the door was open, Thorne made the gallant gesture of stepping aside so the streetwalker could enter first. She batted her eyes at him as she stepped in, and immediately started pushing her shorts down off narrow hips.
"In a hurry?" Thorne asked as he closed the door.
Sylvia looked over her shoulder as she revealed her naked behind. "Just to get to it," she said, then actually blushed. "I'm kind'a horny. You're a pretty hot guy, you know."
Thorne dragged a cheap metal-framed chair from the little table by the window and placed it facing the end of the room's single bed. "Give me a show," he suggested.
Sylvia turned around, stepping out of her shorts. Naked from where the hem of her shirt stopped a few inches above her now naked sex to the tops of her scuffed old sneakers, she ran her hands up and down her body. Her pubic mound sported the shadow of dark stubble; it had been a day or so since she had last shaved. Still, her clitoris was prominent, encased in a fleshy hood framed by somewhat meaty outer labia.
"You wanna watch me play with my pussy?" she cooed, backstepping to the bed. She scooted back upon the covers and casually splayed her skinny legs wide.
Thorne stared. "Yeah. That turns me on," he said.
The girl smiled cattily, licking her fingertips as she supported herself on her other hand. Keeping her eyes on Thorne, she began massaging her fleshy pussy, making the lips flare out. A little wetness glistened in the light of the motel room lamps.
"I wanna see your dick," she whispered huskily.
He chuckled as he sat, and unbuttoned his jeans. As the prostitute continued to pleasure herself, Thorne unzipped the fly, lifted his hips, and pushed his jeans down his lean, muscular legs. His cock was already half-hard, hanging out over his smooth-shaved sacs.
"Oh, cool," the girl commented, drinking in the sight of Thorne's penis. "I never seen a guy who shaves down there."
"Like it?" he asked, casually stroking himself. He swelled to full thickness within a matter of moments.
"Mmm," she answered, then brought her hand to her face. She sucked on her middle finger, getting it wet, then settled it back between her legs. As Thorne watched, the girl pushed the moistened finger inside her tunnel, slowly easing it in and out. "You're seriously making me hot."
The prostitute's words, Thorne figured, were an act, although she seemed to be genuinely aroused on at least some level. Ultimately, he did not care, but part of him was enjoying drawing out the anticipation. "Do you want my cock?" he asked as he slowly pumped his hand up and down.
"Oh, yeah, baby, I want it," she cooed.
"What do you want to do with it?"



She licked her lips, steadily finger-fucking herself. She fell back, propped up on her elbow, and pushed her shirt up to expose her tiny breasts once more. She pinched an engorged nipple. "Anything you want. Just, uh, if you wanna suck job, don't shoot your load in my mouth. Seriously. I'll throw up all over the place."
Thorne stared. "So tell me," he directed in a firm tone. "What do you wanna do with my cock?"
Sylvia sucked her bottom lip, eyes fixated on Thorne's penis. "I wanna feel it inside me," she breathed.
He stood, stepped out of his jeans, and approached the bed. His stiff cock led the way like the prow of a ship. "You want me to fuck you?"
The hooker gave him a slutty grin, lifting and spreading her legs. "Yeah."
Thorne climbed onto his knees on the bed, stroking his shaft slowly in anticipation. But his eyes were not on the girl's lewdly-displayed sex; they settled to her throat. For a moment, he imagined how it would feel to wrap his hands around that throat and squeeze.
His cock twitched.
"Come on, baby," Sylvia urged him, reaching down to spread the lips of her pussy apart. "Give it to me."
He smiled darkly as he tore open the condom and rolled the latex covering down his shaft. Sylvia's eyes followed the movements of his fingers. She licked her lips longingly. Thorne had to admit he was both a bit surprised and a bit touched at the girl's apparent eagerness. Was she that excited, he wondered, or was the promise of money that powerful an aphrodisiac?
He pushed those thoughts aside as he settled between her thighs. He took her ankles in hand and looked down at the sight of his covered penis nudging the entrance to the girl's vagina. Her clitoris glowed gently, and Sylvia let out a short gasp as Thorne's cock rubbed against it. Then, he slowly began penetrating her. Inch after inch was swallowed up in the prostitute's surprisingly snug tunnel. The heat of her body soaked through his shaft.
"Oh, yeah, baby, that's it," she groaned, letting her head fall back. She closed her eyes to concentrate on the sensations.
He eased in and out, taking a few moments to enjoy the sensations. As much as he enjoyed sex with his brother, he could not deny the unique sensation of burying himself to the hilt inside a woman's body.
As the girl cooed softly beneath him, Thorne let his hands wander over her body. He pushed up her shirt, smoothed his hands across her breasts. Her nipples, dark and thick, pushed into his palms. Sylvia giggled. She was enjoying herself.
He leaned in a bit further, still gently sliding his cock in and out of her, and let his fingertips dance across the base of her throat. He watched the way the tendons jutted out beneath the skin, the way the slight bulge of her esophagus moved when she swallowed. He placed his hands around the base of the girl's neck.
Her eyes opened, a sudden expression of worry within them. But Thorne smiled disarmingly and returned his hands to her breasts. She smiled back, but it seemed reserved, as if some basic instinct was beginning to warn her.
Thorne began moving with firmer, stronger strokes, making Sylvia's body tremble with each invasive push. She once again closed her eyes, lips parted just enough to let a heated puff of air escape each time her lover thrust home.
Movement caught Thorne's eye, and he glanced to his right, to the doorway of the bathroom. Talon stood nude, slowly stroking his erection as he watched his brother, eyes gleaming anxiously for what was to come.
Reaching down to the girl, Thorne surprised her as he rolled her onto her side. She yelped, then laughed softly as she settled onto her hands and knees. She arched her back in invitation, and glanced over her shoulder. "Ooo, you like doggy, baby?"
Thorne's smile was cold. "I like a lot of things," he growled, then shoved hard inside the girl. Sylvia emitted an almost pained gasp, eye flying open wide. Her body reverberated with each suddenly rough, pounding thrust Thorne made within her. She had not been prepared for the change.
"H-hold on," she muttered, reaching down between her legs. "I'm kind'a bunched up--"
"I don't care," Thorne responded rudely, leaning over her, pushing her body to the mattress. "I bought you. That means I do what I want with you."
Sylvia gasped again, this time in shock and discomfort. She grimaced, her right arm trapped beneath her body. A dozen thoughts cascaded through her mind, none of them making any sense. She was aware only of the fact that she was being overwhelmed, physically, sexually, emotionally.
Thorne paused for a moment, calming his own breath as the girl panted beneath him. He reached for one of the pillows and shook the case from it, then whipped it around until it became a rope. "Ready for more?" he asked the girl.
She started to push up, extracting her arm so she could draw strands of hair away from her face. "Dude, seriously, that kind'a hurt . . . ." She trailed off at the sight of Talon in the bathroom doorway, then whipped an indignant look back and up at Thorne. "What the fuck? You didn't say nothing --" Sylvia stopped, eyes quivering as she saw the taut length of coiled fabric Thorne held. "Wh-what's that for?"
Obvious malevolence glowed upon Thorne's face as he smiled evilly. "It's for killing you," he said simply, then whipped the garrote around her neck. He jerked it tight, pulling the girl's head back.
"No," she managed to sputter. "P-please . . . ."
Coming up alongside the bed, Talon caressed his brother's firm buttocks. "Tighter," he said. "She can still talk."
Thorne growled and jerked the opposite ends of the cloth garrote back and forth savagely, while continuing to pound into the prostitute's pussy with relentless, animalistic fury. Her upper body danced back and forth as he jerked this way and yanked that way.
Finally, he howled as his orgasm coursed through him, and arched his back, bringing Sylvia up with him. The weight of her body hung from the twisted fabric of the garrote. Her arms fell limply to the bed. But Talon did not seem to notice. He rutted and gasped through his climax, finally collapsing upon the streetwalker.
Talon watched his brother panting atop the still woman. His eyes glowed from having witnessed something so primal, so primitive, so incredibly arousing. His brother was like a beast laying atop the taken virgin, not that either allegories were truly applicable at the moment.
Thorne finally pushed up and extracted himself from the prostitute's body before rolling it over. The girl's glassy, wide-open eyes, parted lips, the trickle of blood from one of her nostrils . . . she was dead. Unceremoniously, he peeled off the condom and held it over the dead girl's face, letting the fluid within trickle onto her lips and into her mouth. "So much for not taking it in her mouth," he remarked. With a dark laugh, he sat back on the bed.
"That was fucking incredible," Talon said, smiling in awe.
"I . . . I could feel it," Thorne said with a look of wonder upon his face. A rakish grin stretched his lips as he regained his breath. "I knew right when she was gone. It was . . . it was, like, snap!" He shook his head. "Wow. Like you said: fucking intense!"
Talon chuckled. "Told you. Nothing else in the world like it."
"No fucking shit." Thorne fell back on the bed, head hanging over the edge. "I need a cigarette."
Talon suddenly jumped onto the bed, pushing his twin's legs apart. "Uh-uh. I'm gonna fuck you, first."
Thorne lifted his head with a chuckle, gazing with adoration upon his brother as he felt the head of Talon's engorged cock rub against his anus. "Guess it's only fair . . . ."
* * * *
"One . . . two . . . three!"
The bundled body sailed through the air before landing with a wet, heavy smack amid the muck and debris of the storm ditch. The two brothers stood above the edge of the ditch, breathing out from the exertion. They exchanged a look, neither one of them needing to say a thing.
Hands flashed out. They smacked fists into palms three times.
Talon grinned. "Paper covers rock," he said, then reached into the back of the SUV for a red-painted plastic container.
Thorne soured. "Fine," he said, snagging the container. He held out his hand for the barbecue lighter, then stepped to the edge of the ditch and jumped in.
"Make sure you pour a lot on her face," Talkon called. "Burn off the jizz."
"Yeah, yeah," Thorne replied, stepping gingerly through the muck. He reached the body, unscrewed the cap on the container, and poured out over a gallon of gasoline onto the wrapped-up corpse. He wrinkled his nose at the caustic fumes that assailed his senses.
"Get ready to run back," Talon said. "Who knows what else might catch fire down there."
Thorne capped the now-empty gas can, then reached out with the barbecue lighter. It clicked once, twice, three times before a flame finally blossomed. He leaned in until the flickering flame just about touched the bundle . . . .
"Fuck!" Thorne cried, jumping back from the sudden eruption of fire. It all but exploded before him, engulfing the body. Nearly falling as he staggered backward, Thorne made his way to the edge of the ditch and tossed the gas can and lighter toward his amused brother before climbing up. The annoyed expression on his face only made Talon laugh harder.
"Not fucking funny," Thorne grumbled as he rejoined his twin by the SUV.
"Yes it was," countered Talon, offering a cigarette.
Thorne took the smoke, cupped his hands around Talon's Zippo. Breathing in, he turned to face the pyre below.
"You know, I almost feel like saying something poignant," Talon remarked, his eyes reflecting the conflagration below.
"Like what?" asked Thorne. "'She was a good enough fuck, but now she's dead.'"
Talon shrugged. "Guess that works."
Thorne deposited the empty container and lighter in the back of the vehicle and slammed the hatch closed. "I'm hungry."
Talon perked. "Tacos?"
"Sure. But they better have the spicy salsa this time. I hate when it's all watered down and shit."
End Part Two
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Part Three
"Might have another one for you."
Riaz scowled at the captain's words as he and June stood in the small office of their immediate superior. "Another what?" he asked, arms folded defensively across his broad chest.
The captain stared tiredly beneath a grey-haired brow. "Another body. Might be linked to the DB you picked up on Monday."
Riaz's brow furrowed. "How?"
"Young woman. Strangled and dumped. Recent sexual activity." The captain pushed a file across his desk, which was quickly taken up by June.
Riaz narrowed his eyes in thought. "You talking about the burned body found this morning?"
The captain nodded.
June flipped through the file, her expression stoic as she glanced through the crime scene pictures. "But the Mills woman wasn't burned," she said.
"Go see the ME," the captain directed. "I think you might be interested."
* * * *
In the sterile, pale-lit cavern of the the medical examiner's environment, Riaz and June once more faced the round-bodied coroner over a stainless steel table. The white sheet covering the body between them was darkened in spots.
"You really wanna see this?" the examiner asked.
Riaz nodded curtly. June said nothing.
"Okay . . . ." With a flourishing flutter, the sheet was drawn back, revealing the charred remains beneath. A strong scent suddenly swirled through the air.
"Oh, God," June commented, slapping a hand to her mouth and taking a step back. Riaz seemed unaffected other than a twitch of his broad nose.
"Told you it wasn't pretty," said the examiner.
June fought down the impulse to retch as she stared at the thing that had once been a human being upon the table. "It . . . it smells like . . . ."
"Bacon," Riaz said with a short nod, his features dark. "Why don't you wait outside?"
". . . sure . . . ."
As June headed out the door, Riaz addressed the examiner with penetrating eyes. "So, tell me how this relates to Kaylee Mills."
The woman smiled, almost proudly. "The main thing that tipped me off was that she was strangled by a polyester fabric, just like your first DB. The burn job was definitely amateur," she said. "Fire took off any surface evidence, but it takes a while to cook off certain membranes . . . like those in the mouth."
"And . . .?"
The frumpy woman reached for a file and flipped it open over the body. "And, I managed to get a sample."
Riaz frowned a moment. "You got a sample from her killer . . . from her mouth?"
"Yup. Semen. Dirty girl. May or may not be viable for a DNA profile; I'm still waiting to hear back from the lab."
Riaz was suddenly interested. He looked over the horribly disfigured remains upon the metal slab. "So my guy's killed again."
"All I see is the same basic M.O.," the examiner said carefully. "Strangles her, dumps her, tries to clean the body."
Riaz ground his teeth. "Two bodies," he said. "Same basic pattern. Great. Now I've got a serial killer on my hands."
The woman threw up her hands. "I can't say one way or the other," she declared. "I just read the evidence."
Riaz nodded, thinking. "Thank you, doctor."
She stared back. "Thank me when I don't have any more bodies like this coming into my lab," she said.
* * * *
Knock knock knock . . . .
A weary, haggard-faced woman in her early forties answered the door. "You cops?" she asked.
"Detective Riaz. This is my partner, June Barret."
The woman's eyes dipped down. She pushed open the door and stepped back. "Come on in," she invited in an emotionless voice.
A minute later, Riaz and June sat upon an aging couch that looked to have been new in the mid-seventies. The walls were plastered with cheap lithographs and pictures framed in imitation wood.
"I tried to raise Sylvia to be a good girl," the woman said, not looking to either detective as she spoke. "You know, she graduated high school in the top ten percent."
June rubbed her hands. "Mrs. Gonzales," she said. "I know this isn't easy for you. But I'm going to ask some very frank questions."
The woman nodded, face inscrutable.
"Sylvia was arrested twice for solicitation, wasn't she?"
Again, the dead girl's mother nodded.
"Was she prostituting herself?"
The woman worked her jaw, breathing in and out through her nostrils. "Sometimes she went out, told me she was just gonna hang out with friends . . . then she was buying new clothes, or she'd be wearing some new God damned necklace or something . . . I . . . I didn't want to know what she was doing. Just hoped she'd be alright."
Riaz suddenly spoke. "Mrs. Gonzales," he said in a forceful tone. "Was Sylvia a prostitute?"
The woman's face contorted, yet she fought against the flood of tears. ". . . yes."
Riaz pressed on. "Do you know where she normally worked?"
She shook her head. "I never asked. I didn't want to know . . . but . . . I've heard she was sometimes seen around the northern part of Roosevelt."
June nodded, making a note. "Did you ever see her with anyone in particular?"
"No. I never really knew who she was hanging around with."
"When was the last time you saw your daughter?"
The woman swallowed thickly. "When she left Monday night," she said. "About nine o'clock. She said she was going to some club. It's what she always says."
"Do you know what club?" asked June.
The woman simply glared.
Blush colored the younger detective's face. "Right. Well, thank you for answering our questions, Mrs. Gonzales." She stood and gave the woman her best reassuring look. "We're going to do everything we can to find who did this."
* * * *
"So, how was that?" June asked as Riaz drove the sedan.
"You're getting better," he remarked. "You showed the right amount of sympathy, kept to the facts."
June smiled. "Cool. I might be a real detective yet."
Riaz allowed himself a small chuckle. "Just stop throwing up when you see dead bodies."
June's face fell. She looked sheepish. "Sorry about that."
He gave her a quick but reassuring wink. "First one's free," he said. "After that, I put in for a new partner."
She blinked. "Are you serious?"
Riaz chuckled dryly.
* * * *
Armed with a pair of Sylvia Gonzales' prom pictures, the detectives decided to split up. There were two main avenues where prostitutes plied their trade, making it simple to divide the labor. June took Presa, which bordered the park within which the dead woman had been found, while Riaz was left with Roosevelt, lined with mainly commercial businesses.
Riaz scowled as he drove. Returning to Roosevelt, with the intention of looking for streetwalkers, rekindled a sour flame. It had been more than twenty years since his days on the vice squad. He would rather have left them to the erosion of time.
He spied a borderline attractive Hispanic woman who gave him a hopeful look as she sat at a bus stop. That was a common tactic for prostitutes, Riaz knew; they could appear to be waiting for the bus, and use that as defense if they were questioned.
Riaz made sure he made eye contact as the sedan rolled by, then turned onto a side street and stopped. Moments later, she approached. He had his badge ready.
The woman tugged on the passenger-side door and slid inside, then froze when she saw the detective's badge. "No-no-no-no," she sputtered rapidly, wagging a finger. "I ain't done nothing wrong, cabron."
"Relax," barked the detective. "I'm not vice. I'm not gonna take you in. Just wanna know if you've seen this girl around here." He held up the picture.
The woman barely glanced at it. "I don't know nobody, motherfucker," she spat, then stepped out and slammed the door.
Riaz sighed. This is going to be a long night, he thought.
* * * *
The length of Presa that was commonly prowled by prostitutes was fairly short, consisting of less than ten city blocks. It began with a trio of cheap motels and ended with houses from the forties fronting the street. Interspersed were a few dive bars and a mechanics shop; the latter was closing down for the day as June strolled past.
A pair of young women lingered outside one of the bars as the detective approached. Both looked to be in their early to mid-twenties, Hispanic, clad in tight jeans and somewhat revealing tops.
"Hey, girls, got a sec?"
They looked June over with dubious, amused eyes. "What the fuck do you want, weda?"
She smirked and flashed her badge. "Answers," she said, then produced a picture of the victim. "You know this girl?"
One of the streetwalkers rolled her eyes and turned away. "Fucking vice," she muttered.
"No, I'm not vice," June retorted. "Homicide. A girl was killed last night. You hear about that?"
"I heard about it," the other girl said, looking at the picture. A glimmer of fear danced in her eyes. "Is that her?"
"Yeah. Do you know her?"
The prostitute made a face. "Maybe . . . I don't know. I just keep to my own shit, you know?"
June pressed a little. "Look, if you've seen her around, especially last night--"
"We wasn't out last night, byatch," snapped the other girl, grabbing her friend's arm. "Come on. We ain't got time for this shit."
The second girl gave June a sheepish look as she allowed herself to be led away. June huffed in exasperation, then took a breath and kept walking.
* * * *
Girl after girl approached his car, and upon the revelation that Riaz was a cop, most clammed up and looked for the earliest opportunity to leave. After more than an hour, he was fighting off the frustrated urge to call it a night and head home. But a single glance to the pretty face in the photograph he held compelled him to continue.
Outside a run-down business park, Riaz pulled to the curb to allow a wild-haired brunette, bedecked with freckles across her face, to slip into his car.
"Hey, sexy guy," she chirped, already leaning across the console between the front seats, her hand gliding across his thigh. "What you looking for?"
Jaw set, Riaz held up both the picture of Sylvia Gonzales and his badge in one hand. "I wanna know about her," he said curtly.
The hooker jerked her hand back, but unlike the others, actually looked at the picture. Her eyes flickered back and forth between it and Riaz. She gave him a defensive look. "You vice?"
Riaz shook his head. "Homicide," he said. "That girl was found dead this morning in the park off Presa. You know her?"
She ground her teeth. "Yeah, I know her."
The detective read the woman's face. "See her last night?"
She took in a shuddering breath, let it out. "Yeah. We work the same walk sometimes," she revealed. "Talked sometimes. We were pretty cool, know what I mean?"
Riaz shifted, leaning closer. "You see her get picked up last night?"
Slowly, the prostitute nodded. "Yeah. Some dude in a black SUV. We been talking a few minutes before. Usual shit. I went down the street, she was, like, a block up. I saw the dude stop for her, and she got in."
"Black SUV," Riaz prompted. "Chevy? Honda?"
"Fuck, I don't know," the woman said. "I didn't look that close."
Riaz eased back into his seat. Great. Black SUV. That should narrow it down, he thought dejectedly.
"Alright. Thanks," he said curtly.
The woman looked around outside the sedan, then licked her lips suggestively. "Hey, uh . . . free blowjob for homicide?" she offered. "Maybe you put in a good word with vice for me?"
He turned his head to glare at her. "Get out of my car," he growled.
The streetwalker threw up her hands. "Okay, okay, was just asking . . . ." she trailed off as she stepped from the car.
Riaz took out his phone as the passenger door closed and the hooker walked away. He tapped on the screen, then held it up to his ear. It rang three times before his partner's voice filled his ear.
"Hey, Riaz," June answered in a strangely upbeat tone. "I was just about to call you. Got something here."
He perked. "Yeah?"
"Yeah. I'm at the Rambler Motel on Presa. Get over here."
"On my way."
* * * *
June was waiting just inside the doorway of the motel's small detached office, which occupied the corner of the parking lot opposite the L-shaped, single-story structure. Riaz parked in one of many free spaces and approached his partner.
"She's a handful," June warned as Riaz strolled past and into the office.
Riaz just smirked. The cloistered room reeked of cigarettes. There was just enough room for two or three people to stand before a closed-off counter with a thick plastic window. Beyond the window was a heavyset woman with stringy grey hair fried from a lifetime of chemical use. Her smoker's wrinkles were so pronounced it looked as if her lips were about to turn in on themselves.
She glared at Riaz as he approached the window, diverting her attention from an old television shoved into the corner of her booth-like enclosure. "You the other cop, huh? Your dyke partner said you'd be right over. Stop for some Muscle Milk along the way?"
Riaz cocked his head, assessing the rude woman. "When was the last time this place was inspected?" he asked.
The woman's eyes bulged with indignance. "Oh, don't you start that shit! I been running this place for thirty-two years! I--"
"Ma'am."
"What!"
"Shut up."
She glared back, but the dark, penetrating look upon Riaz's face forced her into silence. She dropped her gaze.
"Now," Riaz said calmly. "If you would like to explain to me what is so important here, I will be more than happy to listen."
The woman worked her jaw for a moment, composing her thoughts while forcing down her pride. "Like I was telling your partner," she said, struggling to keep her voice level. "I had some uptown pretty boy come in last night around ten. He said he wanted a room. I said it was thirty bucks. He paid cash. I gave him a key. I--"
Riaz interrupted. "What makes you think he was uptown?"
The woman scowled. "What I get around here is wetbacks, spics and niggers driving El Caminos and old DeVilles, and that's when they driving anything at all. Most'a them don't speak anything that even sounds like English. That boy last night was as clean and white as could be, and he wasn't wearing no Goodwill specials, either."
"What did he look like?"
"Didn't your dyke partner tell you?" the woman asked, then shook her head as she reached for a pack of cigarettes. "He was a tall, thin white boy. Hair like a black mop. Nice shirt, nice jeans, damn nice ass."
Riaz glanced briefly to June, who smiled knowingly. Though the description of the man was vague, it was close enough to the one Leticia Covens provided to be encouraging.
"Oh, and he had a tattoo on his arm," the woman added. "Looked like a snake."
"A snake," Riaz repeated. "Where on his arm?"
"Like, all the fucking way down. Good ink; not that bullshit prison crap."
"Did he pay cash?" Riaz asked after mentally cataloging the information.
She answered through a cloud of thick grey smoke that swirled within her enclosure. "Do I look like I got a credit machine?" she snapped, then took up an aged and stained ledger from beneath the counter and slid it through the small slot beneath the window. "He did sign in, though. Third name from the end on the last page."
Riaz opened the ledger, finding the most recent set of entries conveniently enough thanks to a pen demarcating it. He looked at the third from the last entry. "Thomas Jones," he said aloud. "Signed in at 9:54 p.m. Room four."
"Yeah, that was him," the woman said. "So, you wanna know what happened, or what?"
Riaz lifted his eyes. "What happened?"
"Okay, so, this morning, the room four key's in the dropbox," the woman rattled, every word riding a caustic cloud of smoke. "So I send my spic housekeeper to go clean up. She comes back and tells me the sheets are missing. I tell her to check the garbage, since some guys jizz up the sheets with whatever hooker they picked up and get all embarrassed about it for some fucking reason. She comes back and says she only found a pillow case. So I--"
Riaz arched an eyebrow and interrupted again. "Do you have it?"
The woman frowned. "What, the pillow case? Why the fuck you want that?"
"Humor me."
She sighed, rolling her eyes. "I told my spic housekeeper to put it in the wash."
Riaz's face darkened. "Did she?"
"Fuck if I know. Lazy little bitch. You know, I bet she does some streetwalking, too."
Riaz struggled to keep calm in the face of the woman's racist vitriol. "Where do you wash your sheets?"
"Housekeeping room is the door between seven and eight," she said.
Riaz looked expectant. "We'll need the key."
With a huff, the woman reached below the counter and came up with a ring of keys. She slapped them on the counter between them. "The bronze key with the red dot on it."
Riaz smiled. "By any chance, is your housekeeper still around?"
"Better be," the woman spat. "She gets room one as part of her pay."
Riaz snatched up the keys and tossed them to June, who snagged them from the air.
"On it," June said, quickly heading out the door.
Riaz turned back to the motel owner one last time. "By any chance, did you see what Thomas Jones was driving?"
"Yeah, I did," she said. "I bet I even got it on my security camera. It was a black Toyota. One'a them Rav-whatevers."
Riaz smiled slowly. "I would really appreciate a look at the tape," he said.
* * * *
Despite the fact that the enclosure within the office was like a concentration camp gas chamber due to the motel owner's chain smoking, Riaz endured it as he watched the security tape. The system was technologically ancient, recorded on VHS cassette, and Riaz assumed the poor quality was due to the tape having been repeatedly recorded over.
Still, it gave him what he needed. He fast-forwarded through the tape from where it began just after eight in the evening, bringing it back to regular speed when the time stamp along the bottom of the screen read 9:51.
"Camera's on the roof, here," the woman explained. "I got it set up so I only need the one to see all the doors. Well, almost."
Riaz did not respond as he watched the screen. The angle of the camera did indeed cover almost the entire parking lot and all of the doors to the motel rooms . . . except for the first five doors.
At the time stamp of 9:53, the top of a black vehicle appeared on the bottom part of the screen. The angle did not allow Riaz to see who got out. Two minutes later, the vehicle -- a black SUV with the distinctive Toyota symbol on the back hatch -- pulled forward slightly, then turned into a parking spot just slightly off-camera, where Riaz deduced room four lay. He could not see who got in or out of the vehicle.
Riaz watched for another minute, conscious that the odious woman was also watching, and standing rather close as she puffed on her cigarette. He cleared his throat loudly to give her a hint; she did not seem to catch it.
He pushed the fast-forward button and watched as, at the time of 10:02, the black Toyota pulled away and drove off-camera.
"That's it," the motel owner remarked.
"Not, it's not," growled Riaz. "I'm assuming he came back." He continued to watch as the frames sped by.
Suddenly, the SUV reappeared about an hour later, and Riaz jabbed the play button to bring the video back to real time. This time, the SUV did not pull into the parking spot as it had before; instead, the driver pulled the vehicle in, then backed into the space.



Even with the bad video quality, the detective was able to make out two blurred forms in the front of the truck. The driver was male, with dark hair, clad in a light-toned shirt. The front-seat passenger was female, with blonde hair.
Sylvia Gonzales, Riaz instantly deduced. His heart thumped.
The man stepped out, and Riaz pressed pause. He could not make out any clear features, but he was able to gather an impression of the man. He looked young, around mid-twenties. His hair was a thick black mass around his head, obscuring, from the camera's angle, any good look at his features. He seemed fit and slender, wearing a short-sleeved shirt that revealed a serpentine-shaped tattoo on his right arm.
Pressing play once, more, Riaz watched as the man stepped along the length of the SUV and disappeared off camera. The detective could not see the woman get out, nor the door to which they had gone. The back quarter of the vehicle was off screen.
Riaz straightened, contemplating. This is my guy, he thought. Has to be. He pushed fast-forward again, watching the time stamp as it raced through the minutes. Nearly an hour and a half went by before a sudden glow reflected off the glossy paint of the Toyota. It was the light spilling from the open motel room door just beyond the camera's field of view. Riaz pressed play once more, and watched.
The black SUV rocked slightly, then the same slender, dark-haired man stepped around, smoking a cigarette. He paused by the driver-side door to flick the butt away. Even with the poor quality, Riaz could make out the smile on the young man's face.
The detective's face twitched ever so slightly. You're a smug little punk, aren't you? he thought.
A moment later, the man opened the door to the Toyota and slid behind the wheel. The vehicle drove off screen a few seconds later.
Riaz pushed the eject button and pulled the tape from the machine when it popped up. "Thank you for your cooperation," he said to the slovenly woman as he stepped out of the booth.
"Yeah, yeah . . . hey! Where you going with my tape?"
Outside by the parked sedan, Riaz found June leaning against the car, arms folded, face smug. Before Riaz spoke, she reached through the open passenger window and held up a plastic evidence bag. Within was a mass of faded brown fabric.
"Pillow case?" Riaz asked with a smile.
"Pillow case," June confirmed.
Riaz held up the VHS cassette. "People's exhibit A," he said with a wry smile.
* * * *
He rubbed his temples as he sat beneath the harsh, life-draining cascade of fluorescent light in the hall outside the forensics laboratory. It had been a long, trying day, with all the driving around, fast food, the heat and that foul woman's omnipresent cloud of cigarette smoke that surrounded her like a nebula. Riaz was happy to see the end of it. Of course, doing so meant the following day would be just around the chronological corner.
"Hey."
He lifted his head, sullen eyes reading the face of his partner. June gave a smile that was one part concern, one part amusement.
"We done?" he asked.
She nodded. "They won't have anything for us until tomorrow morning," June said. "You know how it is with forensics." She laughed suddenly. "Hell, you know better than me. At least the captain gave us high priority."
Riaz nodded and stood. He smiled upon his partner. "You did good today," he said.
June beamed, lightly punched one of Riaz's meaty shoulders. "You know, for being a gruff, cynical, patronizing asshole, you're not such a bad teacher."
He laughed, much more vehemently and genuinely than he would have allowed. "Get your ass home, Barret," he ordered. His smile faded, but did not disappear. "Leave this shit behind for a while."
June winked. "I plan on it. I already told Sophie I'm on my way."
He nodded. "Good. Enjoy the evening."
His partner smiled. "I will," she said. "Say hello to your family for me, will ya?"
Riaz did not respond as June headed away. He envied both her youth and her as yet to be compromised life.
Say hello to my family, he thought. As if I still had one . . . .
* * * *
The small apartment was as much home as any four walls could be. Even after more than a year, unpacked boxes lay against the walls, containing trappings and memories Riaz was not yet sure he wished to reopen. He was content -- or so he liked to believe -- to ignore the boxes and languish during whatever time he had off upon the large papasan couch which faced the cheap flatscreen TV upon a black, pressboard stand.
He dropped his keys onto the tiny breakfast bar, put the six-pack of beer in the fridge. He slipped the phone from his pocket, noting for the fourth or fifth time that day that a message was awaiting him. He knew who had sent it; he had already seen in his missed calls log that she had called. For a moment, his finger hovered over the screen, ready to call up the message service. Instead, he set the phone aside and headed to the shower in the next room.
Clean but not refreshed, he returned several minutes later and took a beer from the refrigerator. He snatched up the remote from the thick cushions of the bamboo-framed couch and turned on something banal yet entertaining.
He glanced to the phone. He gulped heavily from the bottle. And sighed.
Taking it up, he tapped the phone's screen until the message service was activated. He closed his eyes as he listened to the one and only message.
"Hi, Dad. Just wanted to say thanks for the card and iTunes gift card. I'm gonna get every album by The Band Perry. Thanks a bunch!"
Riaz smiled, more from hearing his daughter's voice than from the content of her words.
"Really wish you would have come by, though," she went on. Riaz could detect the disappointment in her voice. "I know you're busy and all that, and I know you don't wanna be here when Mom and Joe are here . . . it'd just be nice, you know? I mean, I haven't seen you in, like, a month!"
Riaz gritted his teeth, staring without comprehending whatever asinine fare was being displayed on his TV screen. He took another few swigs from his beer, nearly finishing it off.
"Anyway," his daughter continued. "Graduation is on May 9th. I really want you to be there. Please? Please? Okay, that's enough begging. Just let me know you'll be there. I love you, Dad."
Riaz held the phone to his ear until the automated voice barged in. He slapped it down, then tossed it aside for the moment and pretended to care about the program on the screen before him.
* * * *
The sight of the old Ford Taurus in the driveway made June smile as she pulled her equally-aged convertible to a stop beside it. She turned off the car, stepped out, then reached in to gather the bottle of wine and bouquet of flowers lying on the car seat.
The living room was conspicuously quiet as she stepped into the house. The fragrant aroma of something fruity lingered int the air. June spied the spent candle sitting upon the coffee table. She bent to sniff it, then noticed the cracked door to the master bedroom off the short hall. She smiled.
Slipping off her jacket and leaving it upon the couch, June shook the bag from the bottle of wine, letting it fall to the floor. At the opening of the bedroom door, she stepped out of her shoes, then entered softly.
A heart-stopping sight greeted her. Sophie lay on her stomach upon the bed, facing away from her. All she wore was a shimmering, peach-colored silk slip that exposed her firm, round buttocks and the smooth-shaved treasure beneath and between them. Her auburn hair was slightly damp; the aroma of floral shower gel drifted into the room from the master bath.
June let out a swooning breath, nearly dropping the wine and flowers. She leaned against the door jamb.
Slowly, her lover looked over her shoulder, displaying a catty grin. She shifted on the bed, moving her lean thighs a little further apart. "How was your day, sexy?" she asked innocently.
June swallowed thickly, feeling the heat building in her lower abdomen. "Uh . . . fine," she said at last.
Sophie chuckled. "Are you okay?"
June managed to compose herself, and stepped around the bed. Sophie's brilliant, jade-hued eyes followed her. Her fresh-scrubbed face, free of blemishes, colored at the sight of the bouquet and bottle. She pouted sexily, setting her iPad aside. "Aw . . . are those for me?"
June knelt down by the edge of the bed, her eyes alive with a mixture of love, lust, and graciousness. "No matter what happens during the day, no matter what I see . . . coming home to you just makes it all go away."
Sophie smiled blushingly, reaching for June's face. "I love you," she whispered. She craned her neck, offering her lips. They kissed tenderly, tongues searching and finding. June dropped the wine to the floor and set the bouquet upon the bed, freeing her hands so she could caress her lover's neck and shoulders.
But Sophie broke the kiss, easing back. She licked moistened lips, eyes smoldering. "Why don't you, uh, hop in the shower?" she suggested.
June chuckled under her breath. She brushed her thumb across Sophie's soft lips. "Thanks for being polite about it," she said.
Her partner's brow furrowed. "I didn't mean it like that," she bemoaned.
But June was already standing. "It's okay. I need it."
Sophie bit her lip seductively. "Oh, we both need it, alright," she said.
With effort, June stepped toward the bathroom door. "Be right back," she said.
* * * *
Letting the towel drop to the floor as she stood before the mirror, June looked herself over with a clinical eye. How does she find me sexy? she wondered.
Beneath her critical eye, June thought she looked more like a skinny man than a woman. Her breasts were almost non-existent; they were more like a pair of thick, puffy pink aureoles upon the chest of a young Leonardo DiCaprio, with nipples made erect only by the glittering steel bars pierced through them. Her ribs showed when she breathed, her abdominal muscles stood out like a washboard beneath a thin layer of pale skin.
I don't even have hips, she lamented, turning this way and that. Her ass was small and somewhat flat, again begging comparisons to a male physiognomy. And between her legs . . . .
June looked down, tugging on the flesh above her smooth-shaved pubic mound. Despite being a technically natural blonde, her pubic hair was much darker, so she had gotten into the habit of shaving it away. Doing so exposed her fleshy vulva and dangling labia, and the very thick and noticeable protrusion of her clitoris. In some ways, it was nearly like a small penis. When she was aroused, it jutted out more than an inch and a half.
I'm a freak, June thought dejectedly, but the thought was immediately followed by another: yet, out there, in the next room, is a woman who tells me I'm everything she's ever wanted.
Don't question it, she told herself. Just accept and enjoy it. Be grateful. Sophie loves you, either despite or because of you.
With a smile to herself in the mirror, June stepped to the door, flicking off the bathroom light, and headed back into the bedroom.
Once again, she felt her heart palpitate. The lights had all been doused while she was in the shower. A pair of candles flickered on either nightstand, casting ghostly shadows that moved erratically across the walls. The flowers sat in a vase upon the dresser; the bottle of wine breathed beside a pair of glasses upon the nightstand beside Sophie's side of the bed.
And upon the bed sat Sophie, now deliciously nude, round breasts floating upon her chest, legs splayed in a way that was both romantic and lewd. She smiled upon June as the fingertips of her right hand fluttered through the orange-hued pubic hair above her otherwise smooth-shaved sex.
June breathed out, feeling the heat in her lower abdomen spike and spread out. Her clitoris stiffened, emerging from its hood. She drank in the delicious sight before her. "God, you're beautiful," she managed to say.
Sophie nibbled her lip, smiling seductively. The tip of her middle finger graced the pink, fleshy hood of her own clit. "I want you," she whispered.
June made her way to the bed, feeling drawn in, as if her movements were not her own. She settled onto her hands and knees, poised before Sophie's parted thighs. "You got me," she said.
Sophie slid down, spreading her legs even more. The fingers of her right hand split the lips of her pussy. She cupped her left breast, pinching the nipple. Her face was a mask of sexual desire. "Right now, I just want you to take me," she whispered huskily.
June suddenly grinned, then aggressively dove in, covering Sophie's offered sex with her mouth. She sucked deeply, pulling her lover's sleek pink folds into her mouth, sliding her tongue past the entrance to Sophie's tunnel. June moaned at the flavor that suddenly filled her senses, one that was matched only by Sophie's guttural utterance of gratitude.
"Oh, God, baby . . . don't stop . . . don't stop . . . ." Sophie writhed and mewed and moaned, settling her hands to the back of June's head, as if afraid her lover would retreat. But June did not. She voraciously licked, sucked and lapped, consuming Sophie's flavor with all the gusto of a starving woman given her first proper meal in weeks. She pushed the redhead's thighs apart, curling them back, and licked repeatedly from anus to clit, letting her tongue delve inside the snug entrance to Sophie's tunnel on each lapping stroke.
It did not take long. Sophie's breathing became shallower as her need to orgasm became more imminent. Dainty feet kicked in the air. An almost pained expression decorated her pale, freckled face. She stared down at June, clutching her lover's face against her exponentially sopping pussy. She loved the sight of her lover's nose thrashing back and forth through her flame-colored pubic hair.
Sophie's orgasm was announced through a series of hoarse, panting cries. She arched her back and pushed hard against June's mouth as she came. June moaned in response, tasting the sudden burst of sweet nectar that flooded out from Sophie's sex. She sucked deeply to get it all, pushing her tongue as far as it could reach.
Suddenly fueled, Sophie sat up and pushed June back, face blazing with lust. She cupped her lover's face, kissed her deeply, tasting her own essence upon June's lips and tongue. For several moments, they kissed and moaned in shared rapture, before Sophie made her way down June's lanky body, snaking her tongue across hardened nipples and taut, toned flesh.
"Your turn," Sophie seethed, getting upon hand and knees on the bed. June leaned back, barely able to support herself on her hands. She automatically pushed her hips out; the engorged clitoris jutting from between hairless lips looked almost like a small cock as Sophie's mouth reached it.
June let out heated breaths, head falling back as she relished the sensations of her lover's lips and tongue swirling around that most sensitive of organs. Sophie suckled on June's clit as if performing fellatio, pulling it into her mouth, then letting it slip almost all the way back out. Over and over she did this, making June writhe in sublime pleasure.
Then, suddenly, June found herself upon her back, head hanging over the edge of the bed. Sophie climbed upon her, straddling her sex, her slippery, heated lips sliding back and forth around June's stiffened clit. Hands planted firmly upon June's chest, Sophie rocked back and forth. Their moans of passion filled the air, even as the sweet fragrance of their lovemaking cascaded through their senses.
June clutched her lover's hips, guiding her along. She could think of nothing else other than the incredible sensations wracking her body. Her clit rubbed back and forth between Sophie's slick labia, slipping just inside her tunnel. She jutted up, pushing with her hips, forcing the stiff protrusion as deep as it could go.
And then . . . .
"Oh my fucking . . . God!"
They erupted together, saturating one another, bucking and gasping and clawing and panting. June lifted up suddenly and latched her mouth to one of Sophie's breasts, sucking the nipple into her mouth. Her lover wrapped her arms around her head, hugging her close. They trembled together, letting the sensations fade naturally.
Finally, June lifted her head, eyes heady and slack. She smiled up at her lover's beaming face.
"Wanna glass of wine?" she asked languidly.
Sophie giggled, kissed her lover's sweaty face. "Sure."
* * * *
Dropping the sixth empty bottle into the trash bin, Riaz looked at the phone he held in his hand. He swayed slightly; he was not much of a drinker, and what he had consumed was having an affect. On impulse, not giving himself a chance to back out of the commitment, he redialed his daughter's number.
It rang three, four, five times, before automatically shifting to the answering service. "Please leave a message after the tone, or hang up," the automated voice directed.
The tone sounded.
For a moment, Riaz contemplated hanging up. But he fought against the urge. "Hi, honey," he said. "Glad you liked the gift card. I wasn't sure what to get you, but I know you like music. Maybe that makes me a good father? I mean, I've always paid attention to what you like and don't like. I remember when you were seven and you suddenly didn't like hot dogs . . . never gave you a hot dog after that."
He frowned, taking the phone away. What am I trying to say?
"Anyway . . . I asked off for your graduation. I'm not gonna miss it. I hope you know how important you are to me. I'll be there, Kitty-cat. I promise."
He jabbed his thumb onto the screen, ending the call. He stared at the device in his hand, almost hating the thoughts which traveled through his head. Then he scrolled through his list of numbers and tapped one of them.
It rang twice before it was picked up.
"Riaz?"
He smiled thinly at the sound of her voice. Even inebriated, he could tell she had been sleeping. "Hi, Susan."
"Um, what . . . I mean . . . what time is it?"
"A little after eleven, I think," he said.
". . . it's almost midnight. Are you okay? You sound funny."
"I'm, uh . . . a little drunk."
Soft laughter filtered through the phone. "You drink?" she asked, sounding both amused and surprised.
"Sometimes."
There was a long pause, during which Riaz heard the faint rustle of fabric. He imagined her sitting up naked in her cheap little black-painted bed. Susan liked sleeping in the nude, he knew. "Um, you okay?" she asked at last. "I mean, I haven't heard from you in, like, almost three months. Not since, you know, your wife found out about us."
He frowned. That wasn't what he wanted to hear. "I'm fine," he said curtly, then sighed. "Sorry. Maybe I shouldn't have called."
"But you did."
Riaz stared at the floor of his apartment. "Maybe I just wanted to hear a friendly voice. Been having a rough day."
". . . okay."
The reservation in her voice was obvious. Riaz cursed himself silently. "Look, it's late. I shouldn't have called. I'm sure you have to work in the morning."
"No, it's okay," she insisted. "I'm just . . . I mean, after everything that happened, I just sort'a figured I'd never hear from you again . . ." She sighed loudly. "This, uh . . . this isn't a booty call, is it?"
Riaz's face contorted in a deep grimace. Bingo! "No," he said, a little too firmly. "I'm just . . . like I said, I'm a little drunk."
"'Cause, you know, if it is . . . ."
He listened for a long moment. "Yeah?"
She sighed again. "You're right," she said at last. "It is late. I gotta be up for work at seven-thirty."
"That's okay. I was just thinking about you, that's all."



"Well, uh, maybe, if you want, we could do something this weekend. Maybe."
Riaz nodded. He knew what 'maybe' meant in that particular tone. "Sure."
"Give me a call."
"Sure."
"'Night."
"Good night."
End Part Three
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Part Four
Sunlight and coffee did wonders for eradicating personal embarrassments, Riaz realized as he drove downtown late the following morning. Technically, his shift did not begin until three in the afternoon, but the occupation of homicide detective rarely followed the civilities of a technical schedule.
The call had come just before ten that morning, and after contacting his partner, he showered, shaved, then stopped at a drive-through for some much needed caffeine-laced revival. By the time he parked the car in the rear of the police headquarters building, he felt nearly fully awake.
June was already in the forensics lab when he arrived, chatting with one of the junior technicians there. The room was thick with the aroma of electrical dust and the whirring of a dozen computer fans within their plastic tower housings. Riaz's entrance caught the attention of both June and the young man, whom Riaz had known for the previous few years.
"Tell me what you got, Tim," he called by way of hello.
"And there's the world's greatest detective," the slender man said with an irreverent grin, pushing back from the computer before him and lacing his fingers across his stomach.
Riaz rubbed one of his eyes. "Spare me the accolades," he grumbled.
Tim effected an exaggerated pout. "Wow. Someone's a grumpy gus today."
June rolled her eyes, but there was a twinge of concern in her expression as she regarded her partner. "He wakes up after noon," she quipped, then nudged the young man. "Tell him what you told me."
"Yes, please," prodded Riaz.
Tim grinned smugly. "Okay," he said. "To answer your first unspoken question, no, I could not clear up the security cam footage enough to get a clear shot of the driver's face. Bad angle, and that mop on his head got in the way."
Riaz sipped his coffee. "Some miracle worker you are."
Tim snapped up a finger, his smile unfettered. "However, in answer to unspoken question number two, I was able to enhance the image to get a license plate number. Sort of."
The detective arched an eyebrow. "'Sort of?'" he asked.
Tim rolled his shoulders. "Hey, I'm working with ancient technology here. Who the hell uses VHS anymore? You wouldn't believe how many times I washed this thing."
Riaz made an impatient gesture with his free hand. "I appreciate your commitment. Get on with it."
Tim sighed dramatically. "Oh, how they take us for granted," he lamented with faked exasperation, then glanced up at June. "Promise me you won't be like this when you're the senior dick."
June placated him. "I'll treat you with the utmost respect you deserve," she said, then lightly smacked him. "Now get on with it."
Tim chuckled. "Okay, here's the deal. I couldn't get an exact read on the plate. It's either CB5-SXK, or C8S-5XX, or C85-SKK, or--"
Riaz winced. "Tim!"
The forensics tech chuckled. "Good thing for you I'm such a diligent, if under-appreciated, lab man. I worked out all the possible combinations, then ran them through the DMV. And, guess what?"
Riaz glowered. "If you didn't get a match, I'm going to shoot you right now."
Tim's self-efficacious smile did not waver. "I got a match. A few of the combos linked to an SUV, but only one was a black Toyota SUV, a Rav-4. License plate number CB5-SXK. Registered to one Talon N. Tolomeo."
Riaz stepped closer as Tim tapped on the keyboard before him. The screen saver vanished, replaced with the image of a driver license picture of a slender-looking, pale young man with short, thick black hair.
"Is that him?" June asked.
Riaz studied the picture a moment, then let his eyes wander across the screen, noting the other information displayed. "Maybe," he said. "Talon N. Tolomeo . . . that picture was taken seven years ago, when he was sixteen. Plenty of time for his hair to grow out. He'd be twenty-three, now."
"You thinking that's our guy?" June asked, eyes glowing.
Riaz straightened, took another sip of his coffee. "Let's take a drive and find out," he said.
* * * *
"Shouldn't we get a warrant?" June asked as Riaz drove the sedan through downtown streets.
He soured. "I can tell you now that we don't have enough to get one," he said. "And if I tried to pull some strings and push for one, it would just come back and bite us on the ass later."
June frowned in confusion. "So . . . what are we gonna do when we get there?"
Riaz smiled slyly. "Do what we do best. Bullshit."
* * * *
At one time, the Majestic Arms had just been several floors of office space above a rather lackluster theater in the heart of downtown. In the 1990s, however, when a substantial push had been made to beautify the heart of the city, the Majestic had not only been restored to its bygone glory, but the seven floors above had been converted into rather grand and opalescent living space. Currently, the minimum rent for the smallest one bedroom was just under a thousand dollars a month. The door to the apartment Riaz and June stood before was not one of the smaller ones.
"Pretty nice digs," June commented, looking back along the hallway they had come. Stuccoed walls and artful sconces holding soft light lamps gave an almost authentic 1930s feel. The red carpet was an especially auspicious touch. "Our boy's got some money."
Riaz gave a short nod. "Looks that way," he said. Quickly, he slipped the small but powerful automatic pistol from its holster at the small of his back and checked it. He racked the slide to chamber a round, then replaced the weapon while giving June a meaningful look.
Feeling a sudden twinge of nervousness, June mimicked her partner's action with her more slender firearm.
Satisfied that his partner was ready, Riaz depressed the small doorbell encased in fake gold plating beside the door. A muted melody sounded from the other side of the door.
Several heartbeats later, the sound of lock tumblers being disengaged sounded through the door before it opened. The door stopped after a few inches; the chain lock remained, taut beneath the cautious eyes of a young, pale-skinned man with thick black hair on the other side. His eyes centered on Riaz for a moment, before darting to June and back.
"Yeah?"
Riaz forced an amiable smile to his lips. "Mr. Tolomeo?"
". . . yeah."
The detective lifted his badge. "I'm Detective Riaz Parande," he said as introduction. "This is June Barret, my partner. I'd like to ask you some questions."
The young man was silent a moment, eyes flickering back and forth. "About what?"
Riaz was smug. "About where your black Toyota Rav-4 was on Monday night."
The young man stared back for a moment, face blank. Abruptly, he pushed the door until it was almost closed, slid the chain off, and opened it fully. He stepped back, turning his back on the detectives. "Tal," he called, walking into the apartment. "Couple'a cops here."
A voice eerily similar to that of the first young man sounded from deeper within the spacious apartment. "Cops? Why?"
"Hell if I know. You get a parking ticket you didn't pay off?"
Another man emerged at the end of the short hallway, joining the first. Riaz's brow furrowed at the sight of them together. The fact that they were identical twins was both extremely obvious while simultaneously problematic. They even had matching tattoos on their arms.
This just got more complicated,Riaz thought. He addressed the second brother who, he noticed, was just a touch shorter than his sibling and slightly less muscular. "Talon Tolomeo?" he asked.
Talon smiled, much more amiably than his brother, who turned into the kitchen. "Yes, sir," Talon said as he approached the detectives. He gave them a casual once-over. "Obviously, you're not patrol cops. Detectives?"
"Yes," Riaz said, then quickly re-introduced himself and June.
"Okay," Talon said. "So, what can I do for you? Must be something serious."
Riaz took a moment to compose his thoughts. While the first of the twins may have acted like he had something to hide, this one did not. Even his body language suggested ready receptiveness. Talon Tolomeo, he decided, was either clueless as to the reasons why Riaz and June were there, or a very convincing and casual actor.
"You rented a room Monday night at the Rambler Motel on Presa," Riaz said at last.
Talon smiled crookedly, the way someone would who did not understand what the detective's statement meant. "Uh . . . yeah," he said, prompting.
Riaz cocked his head. "You picked up a girl."
Talon's smile remained, but he blushed somewhat and nodded. "Yeah . . . I, uh, met a girl," he confirmed cagily. He glanced into the kitchen, where his brother was busy in the refrigerator. He turned back and lowered his voice. "It's been a while for Thorne. I didn't want to bring her back here. That'd be kind'a like rubbing it in his face, you know?"
Riaz nudged his chin. "Where did you meet this girl?"
Talon looked embarrassed, flickering his eyes back and forth between Riaz's stony countenance and June's questioning face. "I, uh . . . she was just, um . . . standing on the corner . . . ."
"You mean, she was a hooker," June said bluntly.
Talon sighed, lowering his head. "Look," he said, looking back to them after a moment. "From what I understand, unless you actually catch me picking up a hooker, you can't really arrest me for it. So what's really going on?"
Riaz avoided the young man's question. "What did you do with her?" he asked.
Talon rolled his eyes. "If I went into a grocery store and bought a steak, would you ask me what I did with it?"
The detective rolled his shoulders. "Okay, so after you had your fun, then what?"
Talon looked perturbed. "I left. I gave her the key to the room and took off. You gonna tell me what this is about? Did something happen to her?"
"Yeah, something happened to her," June interjected with a bitter tone. "She's dead."
Talon stared at the woman, mouth slightly slack. He appeared genuinely surprised. "What?"
"Mr. Tolomeo," Riaz said, after shooting a quick glare to his partner. "Why did you leave the key with her?"
Talon blinked a few times, eyes downcast. "Um . . . sorry, just give me a sec," he said, and turned away. He paced for a few moments before coming back to the detectives. "How did she die?"
"Right now, that's not important," Riaz said. "Just please answer my question. Why did you give her the key to the room?"
"Because . . . she said she needed a place to stay," Talon responded, looking distraught. "I didn't really get to know her that well. Most of what we talked about was, well, you know, what I wanted. After we were done, I asked her if I could drop her off somewhere, and she asked if she could keep the room. She promised she'd clean up."
Still being clinical, Riaz asked, "What time did you leave the room?"
Talon shrugged. "I don't know. Eleven-thirty? Midnight? Something like that."
Riaz considered all he had heard. Finally, he seemed to come to a conclusion. "Thanks for your time, Mr. Tolomeo."
Talon frowned. "Uh, sure," he said, frowning. "Can you at least tell me what happened to her?"
"All I can say at this point is that she's dead," Riaz said. "Sorry, Mr. Tolomeo."
Talon took in a breath and let it out slowly. "Okay. I guess I can, uh, respect that. Look, if there's anything I can do to help, just let me know."
"Actually, there's something else I'd like to ask you about."
Talon arched a single brow. "Oh?"
"Where were you last Friday night?"
Talon frowned, looking confused. "Friday? I thought we were talking about last night."
"We were. Now we're talking about Friday. Where did you go?"
Talon laughed softly through his nose. "Nowhere, actually." He indicated his brother. "We watched a couple'a movies on Showtime. Stayed in."
Riaz nodded stiffly, then reached into his shirt pocket and extracted a business card, offering it to the young man. "If you think of anything else," he said.
Talon took the card with a reserved smile. "I will," he said, then offered his hand. "Thanks, detective."
Hesitantly, Riaz shook the young man's hand. "No problem."
* * * *
Arms folded upon their chests, the twins stared at the door after the detectives had left.
"What do you think they know?" Thorne asked.
"Not much," Talon responded. "If they had anything on us, we'd be in a squad car right now."
"They knew we were at that cheap-ass motel," Thorne said, sounding worried.
"Must have had security cameras or something," Talon said. "Enough to see the truck there, but maybe not us. We're gonna have to be careful next time."
Thorne perked up with a wry smile. "'Next time?'" he asked.
Talon turned a sly look to his brother. "Next time," he confirmed.
* * * *
June was quietly fuming as she stepped up to the passenger side of the car. She jerked open the car door, then suddenly slammed it closed. She glared at her partner across the roof of the car. "We could have taken him in," she said.
Riaz nodded as he stood on the other side. "Yes, we could have."
"Put him under the lights, give him the third degree --"
"And what?" Riaz asked forcefully. "Make him confess to a crime he may not have committed?"
"Oh, come on--"
"No," Riaz snapped, jabbing a finger. "You'come on.' There's no such thing as an open and shut case. Regardless of any gut feelings we may have, we have to entertain any and every alternative possibility. Do I think Talon Tolomeo killed Sylvia Gonzales? Yeah, I do. And probably Kaylee Mills, too. But just because I think it doesn't mean it's true. Detective work is like looking for Schrodinger's cat. You're only going to get the truth if you have the evidence. And it might just turn out that the evidence doesn't match what you think. So we do what we're supposed to do and look at every option. Understand?"
June huffed in exasperation. "I just hate that there's a guy up there who's probably killed two women--"
"Probably," Riaz interrupted. "But not definitely. We need evidence."
"So we get a blood sample, match it to the spunk the ME got from the second victim."
"And how are we going to do that?" Riaz challenged. "Bet your ass he'd lawyer up if we suggested that."
June scoffed. "So the kid gets some whack lawyer. Bet we could still scare him into giving it up."
Riaz cocked his head. "You haven't been paying attention," he said bitingly. He glanced to the ornate building above them. "What did you see in that apartment?"
Bristling, but willing to enforce a sense of humility, June answered as calmly as she could. "I saw a bunch of stolen menus tacked on the walls. Surprised they didn't have concert T-shirts hanging up like in some college dorm room."
"I saw furniture," Riaz countered.
She frowned. "Okay. So?"
He chuckled ruefully. "The sofa in that apartment probably costs as much as everything I own," he said. "You happen to notice the stainless steel appliances in the kitchen? I'll bet your next paycheck they didn't come with the place."
June narrowed her eyes. "Okay, what's your point?"
"My point," Riaz said with more than a hint of annoyance in his voice. "Is that, if that kid called for a lawyer, he wouldn't get Joe Shyster. He'd get aname. He'd get someone good, with resources. And all of a sudden, we'd have a hundred doors slammed in our faces and a nervous captain telling us we have to take off our shoes before we walk across a field of glass."
June started to retort, then stopped herself as she began to filter what her older and more experienced partner was telling her.
"Are you getting it now?" Riaz asked.
Slowly, she nodded, her ire and righteousness fading away. "Okay, I get it," she said. "So what do we do now?"
Riaz pulled open the driver-side door. "Now we become biographers," he said.
* * * *
Late afternoon was threatening to turn to early evening when Riaz and June returned to their car after hours of data searches and phone calls. By then, the tension between them had eased, their relationship once again returning to the casual banter between a patient master and eager student.
"Hey, babe, it's me," June said into her phone as Riaz drove. "Gonna be late tonight again. I promise I'll make it up to you." She tapped the phone to end the message, then slipped the device into her pocket.
"Is she going to be mad at you?" Riaz asked.
June chuckled wonderingly. "Probably not," she said, then sighed wistfully. "God, I can't believe how patient she is. She's been putting up with so much since I made detective."
Riaz smiled despite his own cynicism. "So when's the wedding?"
June laughed, but her smile was genuine. "We're thinking about the end of summer, but . . . I mean, obviously, we're not gonna do it in this state, and I'm on a waiting list for asking for time off. Low chick on the totem pole and all that."
Riaz pursed his lips, thinking. "So, just for the fun of it," he said. "Let's say you and Sophie had an unlimited budget. Where would you go for your honeymoon?"
"Holy crap," June commented, rolling her eyes. "Uh . . . like, seriously unlimited?"
Riaz made a face. "Keep it to this planet."
She chuckled. "Okay. If we had an unlimited budget . . . I know Sophie would want a cruise. Like, a Mediterranean cruise, with stops at those nude beaches in Greece. Holy hell, does she have a killer body. So, maybe one of those big, month-long cruises all around the Mediterranean, then back across the Atlantic where we won't have anything to do but fuck all day."
Riaz chuckled. "Sounds like paradise," he admitted.
"So what did you and your wife do on your honeymoon?"
He snorted almost painfully. "We didn't have honeymoons in the 20th century," he said sarcastically.
"Seriously," June said. "Didn't you guys do anything?"
Riaz worked his jaw, keeping his eyes on the road. "We wanted to," he said after a pregnant silence. "We got married in the summer before our senior year in college. By the time we graduated, Anna was already pregnant. I scrambled to get a job, teaching high school sociology, while Anna had the baby. Then she got a job in her field – communications – and I applied to the police academy. We barely had any 'us' time until Kitna was four. By then . . . well, the idea of a honeymoon was kind of a moot point."
June's levity faded from her face as her partner spoke. She regarded her hands absently. "Not easy being a cop," she said. "I never really had a relationship with anyone until I met Sophie. Just a bunch of one-night stands and booty calls from chicks I met in lesbian bars. I still don't know why Sophie sticks around."
"She loves you," Riaz remarked, but his tone was dark.
June smiled. "Yeah. God bless her, but she does."
* * * *
The GPS navigation device took them along several rural roads which would have matched the worst over-driven downtown streets in terms of potholes and uneven surface. The sedan rocked back and forth, suspension creaking, even though Riaz tried his best to navigate the roads as if driving a slalom. Eventually, a hundred yards past the point along a country road at which the GPS announced they had arrived at their destination, Riaz turned the car into a driveway beneath a weathered cast iron arch decorated with a classic cross.
"Richards Farm," June said as she read a small wooden sign hammered into the ground. "Guess this is it."
Riaz gave a noncommittal grunt as he drove along the gravel driveway. Lush green grass flanked either side to a distance of a few hundred feet. There were some shade trees here and there, a small pond with a gazebo nearby, and about five hundred yards in, a large, sprawling, single-story house that appeared to have begun life as a single-wide trailer. A pair of aging trucks were parked at angles out front, as well as a late-model sports car.



"Wow. Hickville, USA," June remarked. "Not where I would think our boy came from."
"People can surprise you," Riaz said as he parked near one of the trucks. He cut the engine, propped open the door, and stepped out. June did the same.
The front door of the house opened, revealing a slender woman in late middle age. She gave a somber look to the two detectives as they approached.
"Yer the cops, right?" she called, her country accent adding a lilt to everything she said.
Riaz nodded, setting foot on the short set of wooden steps leading up to the door. "Thank you for seeing us."
The woman looked back, blank-faced. "Got some fresh-brewed iced tea and finger sandwiches," she said. "Come on in."
Riaz gave an acquiescing smile. "I appreciate the gesture, Mrs. Richards, but that probably won't be necessary."
She stared hard, aged grey eyes stabbing into him. "This ain't gonna be no short conversation," she said ominously. "Not if yer here 'bout Talon and Thorne. Least I can do is offer some simple comforts."
Riaz nodded, smiling courteously as he stepped up before the woman. "Well, again, thank you for seeing us."
She shot him a dark look. "Don't you go thanking me yet."
* * * *
At some point in the distant past, the original single-wide trailer had been expanded to become the foundation for what proved to be an impressive, if simply built, house. The living room was larger than Riaz's own apartment, with a stone hearth fireplace occupying one wall and broad floor-to-ceiling windows along another. Every bit of remaining wall space was positively covered with various framed photographs, revealing men, women and children at various stages in life.
Riaz and June sat upon an aging brown leather couch, facing Mrs. Richards across a glass-topped coffee table upon which had been laden a pitcher of iced tea and several glasses, as well as a tray of various sandwiches composed of thinly-sliced bread. The ghostly, gospel sounds of Johnny Cash filtered from a nearly antique stereo system.
"So, you came asking 'bout the boys," the woman prompted.
Riaz nodded. "Yes, Mrs. Richards. Anything you could--"
She stopped him with a raised hand. "Now, hold on there," she said with a tired smile. "I done brought you in my house, offered you homemade iced tea and food. Least you can do is call me Patty."
The detective smiled in admonishment. "Of course. Thank you, Patty, for your hospitality."
She beamed. "Now that's proper," she said. "Go on. What they done?"
Riaz cocked his head. "You don't seem to be surprised that we're here."
"That's 'cause I ain't," Patty said simply. "I always knew them boys would do something ungracious someday."
"Well, I suppose you knew them best."
Patty scoffed. "Only one who knows those boys is the Devil himself. Me, I just kept 'em out of trouble long as I could."
"They could use that now," June muttered.
Patty shook her head. "Soon as them boys was old enough, they left me behind. Truth be told, I was glad to be rid of 'em. It was like the light shining on the cross again."
"What was Talon like, growing up?" Riaz asked.
"Now, get one thing straight," Patty said with all the stern authority of a schoolmarm. "You can't talk about one without including the other. Them boys never did anything on their own. They's one spirit in two bodies, and it ain't no proper spirit. I swear, if I ever laid a bible on them boys' hearts, it'd probably burst into flame."
Riaz studied the woman's face, reading faint memories of pain and fear and disappointment. "Were they ever violent at home?"
Patty inhaled, looking across the picture-covered walls. "Not . . . directly. Not in this house, anyways."
"But there were incidents," Riaz deduced.
Patty nodded, sadness crossing her face. "Mainly fights with other kids," she said. "They was real Hell raisers. Don't think they ever had no real friends; mainly others they bullied into hanging around with them. But it came to me right quick that they didn't ever want no friends. They couldn't do it."
"What do you mean, they couldn't do it?" June asked.
Patty worried her hands. "They just couldn't be friendly. I mean, they'd go through the motions when it was necessary, putting on airs and such when out and about. But it was always an act. Even when they was older and started talking to girls, they never looked at them romantically. They always looked at them like . . . well, like they did their dog."
Riaz's brow furrowed at the tangent, waiting.
"See, after the boys came here, Frank and I got them a dog. This was when they was four. Oddest little animal you ever seen. Part basset, part dachshund. Looked like a big 'ole head with legs. That's what they called him: Big Head. That damn dog followed them everywhere. Grew up with them. Eight years they had that dog. Then one day, they go out playing with Big Head and they come back without him."
Riaz and June exchanged a look, with an obvious sense of dread on June's face.
Patty continued: "We asked them, 'where's Big Head?' But they didn't want to say. Frank got all uppity with them, demanding to know where the dog was. But the boys just clammed up, staring back at Frank like they was daring him to get the strap. So Frank sends the boys to their room and goes out looking for the dog. Spent all night looking, and when he finally comes back, he's got . . .a plastic bag.
"I never seen Frank look so ashen in my life. I didn't want to look, but I did. Could hardly tell it had once been a dog. Seems the boys had taken a hammer and hatchet to it. Turned my stomach."
"Jesus," whispered June under her breath. She reached for the glass of tea before her.
"Did they say why they did it?" Riaz asked.
Patty's face was dark. "They claimed the dog done went rabid. They was just defending themselves, they said. Bullshit. There wasn't a damn thing wrong with that dog, 'cept for maybe being stupid. After that, we didn't get them another one. I just knew . . . I had a feeling if we did, the same thing would happen."
Riaz shifted on the couch, feeling uncomfortable. The thought of two twelve-year-old boys being so savage, especially with a pet they had known for most of their lives . . . the terminhumancame to mind.
"We just sort of let it go," Patty went on. "Weren't nothing we could do to the boys to punish them. They was getting bigger, and Frank was getting older. I don't think it'd be unfair to say we lived in fear of those boys, just a little. We couldn't wait for the next six years to pass, so they could get their money and scoot out. And they wasn't too keen on waiting, either."
Riaz cocked his head in interest. "What do you mean, 'their money?'"
Patty reached for one of the sandwiches. "From the settlement, of course."
Riaz and June looked questioningly at one another. "I think we've missed something," June said.
Patty let her hand fall to her lap. She looked both annoyed and surprised. "Don't you know what happened with their momma?"

"To be honest, we didn't find much, other than her name on the adoption papers. Christine Tolomeo."
Patty chuckled ominously. "Well, then, let me tell y'all a little story." She took a bite from the sandwich, a sip of tea, then straightened. "Christie was my cousin, my Aunt Clara's only daughter. Pretty little thing, but none too sure of herself. She was always looking for someone to tell her how pretty she was. She was mighty popular in school, if you know what I mean.
"She shacked up with some boy after high school graduation. They both went to work with his dad at the flea market. Her living in sin with a boy didn't sit well with her folks, but there wasn't much they could do. Anyway . . . .
"One day, we get a call from her folks asking if we knew where Christie was. Seems she'd gone missing somewhere between her apartment and the flea market. Well, we hadn't seen her, of course. Turns out she was kidnapped. Taken right off the road."
Patty took another bite, another sip. "Police couldn't find her. They even called in the FBI. Nothing. Three months goes by." She fixed Riaz a look. "This was about twenty-four years ago. You look like yer old enough to maybe remember what happened around here back then."
Realization slowly dawned upon the detective. He breathed in deeply and let it out with a confirming nod. "I had just started on the force," he said. "It was all over the news."
"What was?" June asked, prodding her partner. "What are you talking about?"
"The Rattlesnake Man," Riaz said, looking to Patty as he said the name. The old woman nodded.
June was still confused. "Who's the Rattlesnake Man?"
"A real-life boogeyman," Patty said. "I think the official total was nine women?"
Riaz nodded again. "Think so. So Christie Tolomeo was the one. How the hell did I not see that?"
Patty addressed a still-bewildered June. "See, about thirty-five years ago, a girl goes missing. She's gone for about a month before her body turns up. Then it happens again, and again, and again. This goes on for five years. Girl goes missing, nobody has a clue, then suddenly, her body shows up on the side of the road somewhere. And every time, there's a dead rattlesnake wrapped around her neck. So they started calling him the Rattlesnake Man."
"When I started at the academy, we had one of the lead FBI agents on the Rattlesnake Man case give a lecture," Riaz added, addressing his partner. "They had literally invested millions of dollars looking for this guy. Then, suddenly, the kidnappings stopped. Everything went cold. Until six years later."
"Yep," confirmed Patty. "But this time, the girl – my cousin Christie – got free. They found her walking on the side of the highway, naked as a jailbird, about sixty miles away. Couldn't talk for days."
"If I remember correctly," Riaz interjected. "She didn't cooperate with the FBI."
"No, she surely didn't. Didn't want to tell him where the Rattlesnake Man was. But they found him anyway."
Riaz ran his hand over his face. "The agent in the lecture told us he and his team had made a classic mistake, and were looking too closely in this area. They never considered the abducted women would be taken so far away. Once they started looking where the last victim – Christie Tolomeo – was found, it didn't take long to find out where she had been kept."
"So, they caught the guy?" June asked.
"Not exactly," Riaz said. "They found him, cornered him, but he jumped into a pit of rattlesnakes he had on his property."
"I guess maybe he thought he was being poetic, dying that way," Patty said disdainfully.
"So who was he?" June queried.
Riaz shook his head. "I can't remember the name, now."
"Mundy," Patty informed. "PeterNoahMundy. I stress the middle name 'cause it's the same both his sons have."
Riaz and June both stared, understanding instantly. "Talon and Thorne are the sons of the Rattlesnake Man?" Riaz asked.
"They surely are," the older woman said. "Christie didn't want to tell nobody. She stayed hidden in her folks' house 'til she delivered. Pretty much kept them hidden from the world for four years, too. Then one day she takes a kitchen knife into the bath and cuts her wrists. The boys found her. Guess maybe that's why me and Frank took pity on them."
"So you adopted Talon and Thorne," Riaz said. "Why didn't Christie's family take care of them?"
"'Cause they was scared of them boys. The sons of the Devil living in their home? Maybe Frank and I should've listened when they said to put the boys into foster care. But we're good Christians. We take care of our blood, even if it's mixed with the oils of evil."
Riaz sat back, absorbing everything he had learned.
"Anyway, before she killed herself, Christie's folks sued the government. Got a pretty hefty settlement, too. Christie didn't want none of it. She locked it away in an account for the boys. They got it all when they turned eighteen. Best day of my life, really. They took off and didn't look back, and, honestly, I didn't want them to.
"So," Patty said after another bite of her sandwich. "Now you know why I ain't exactly surprised that them boys have done something bad."
* * * *
They faced each other across the coffee table, bottles of beer before them. The apartment was quiet, the lights dimmed. The only sound came muted through the windows, the sounds of the city outside.
"So, how are we gonna do this one?" Thorne asked.
"Well, we'll need to be in serious paranoia mode," Talon suggested.
"Right. Act like the cops are watching us wherever we go."
"Which they might be."
"Rental car?"
Talon shook his head. "We'd have to use a credit card. They can track that."
"Right. Steal something, then."
"That could work." He took a sip of beer. "We'll have to wear gloves."
"And long-sleeved shirts."
"Do something about our hair."
"Yeah. Wear it back, or--"
"Hats."
"Bingo." Thorne eased back with his beer in hand. "Should probably wait a day or two, I'm thinking."
Talon nodded in agreement. "Definitely. I was thinking we should change it up, too. The first two were chicks. Maybe we should do a guy."
Thorne grinned. "Oh, that would really screw up the cops. Yeah, break the pattern. Different way to do it, too. Maybe use a knife this time."
Talon's eyes flashed with inspiration. "Nah. More brutal than that. Something to really shock people when they hear about it in the news."
Thorne studied his twin's face, then slowly smiled in understanding. "I know what you're getting at."
"Of course you do."
* * * *
The precinct house was quiet when Riaz headed up to his desk in the Robbery/Homicide division. After stopping for a late dinner at a drive-thru – not that either he or June had much of an appetite after Patty Richards' revelations – he dropped his partner off at home. The thought of yet another lonely night at his spartan apartment was not appealing, so he looked for something to occupy him.
Thankfully, a file awaited him upon his cluttered desk. The criminal records department had apparently been confused about his request concerning Talon N. Tolomeo, and had sent up what they had on both of the brothers. In light of what he had learned from Mrs. Richards, he was glad for the mix-up.
"Son of a bitch," he breathed as he flipped through the files. "Might as well be looking at one rap sheet."
"Talking to yourself, Riaz, or you got a new invisible friend I don't know about?"
The detective half-turned toward the voice behind him. "You ever sleep, Captain?"
The older man chuckled, shuffling closer on tired feet. "How's that Bon Jovi song go? I'll sleep when I'm dead?"
Riaz grimaced. "Except, he was talking about sex, not being a cop."
The Captain indicated the files Riaz held with a nudge of his chin. "How's the case going?"
Riaz sighed. "Complicated," he said. "I'm thinking I've got two perps on my hands. Twin brothers."
"Dropping the serial killer angle, then?"
"Actually, no," Riaz said, making his captain react with arched brows. "Well, not exactly. I don't think these two are serial. I think they're sociopathic. They're doing this for kicks."
"That's a hell of a kick," the Captain mused. "Why do you think it's both of them?"
"You remember that little thing we used to rely on, back before computers did all our work for us?"
"Ah. You mean ahunch. Didn't think they made those anymore."
"Well, mine's a bit rusty, but the gears still work."
"Gonna need hard evidence," the Captain warned.
Riaz nodded. "I know. That's why I haven't had anyone in the interrogation box today. I'm not putting any cards on the table until I know I've got an ace."
The Captain smiled. "I'm guessing those are the rap sheets?"
"More like rapsheet," Riaz corrected. "Whatever one got collared for, the other did, too. Most of it's petty stuff, like misdemeanor theft, assault, public disorderly. Seems one of them punched a cop at a rodeo once, but their lawyer talked it down to misdemeanor resisting. These guys are your original bad boys, and they never,ever, do anything alone."
The Captain stepped closer, hands in the pockets of his deteriorating slacks. "You know, the DA's getting antsy with this one. Don't know if you've seen any of the press conferences, but this could turn into a big deal. It's an election year, you know."
Riaz soured. "And you know I don't give shit one about that," he growled.
The Captain nodded. "I know. Just . . . make sure you cross your Ts and dot your Is."
"I always do."
The Captain turned. "Yeah, I know," he said as he shuffled away.
* * * *
The air in the bathroom was fragrant with vanilla and currant. The only light was cast from a pair of large flickering candles set upon the porcelain edges of the twin sinks. Frothy bubbles streaking along toned flesh, Talon and Thorne alternately grappled and caressed one another in the soapy bath.
They kissed heatedly, passionately, Talon cupping his brother's damp face and staring into eyes that may very well have been his own. Their skin, normally so cold and pale, was heated by the bath and their own arousal.
"No matter what, we'll always be together," Talon whispered, his lips mere inches from his brother's.
"No matter what?" Thorne asked, showing that rarest of his sides, vulnerability.
Talon nodded. "We've never let anyone take us apart," he said, smoothing back Thorne's wet hair. "And we're not about to start."
"I love you," Thorne said suddenly, his grip tightening upon his twin's ass beneath the water. He stared into his brother's eyes.
Talon was touched. He caressed Thorne's face. "I love you, too, brother," he said, then kissed him fervently, moaning into his twin's mouth. Breaking the kiss, he eased back, rocking slightly in the tub as their swelling genitals rubbed together. "I'll never let them take you from me."
"And I'll never let them take you from me, either," Thorne vowed.
Talon suddenly grinned. "Fuck me?" he queried hoarsely.
His brother grinned. "Do you have to ask?"
Talon stood from the tub, then lifted one foot onto the porcelain edge. He lifted the other, elevating himself to a squat above his brother. His engorged cock, dripping with foam, thrust out toward Thorne.
Thorne hooked his heels onto the far end of the tub and lifted himself up, slipping a hand down to lift and hold steady his own stiffened penis. It prodded against Talon's puckered pink anus.
Talon relished the contact, feeling the nerves come alive around his sphincter. He concentrated to make the muscles relax, and slowly pushed down against the firm yet spongy head of his brother's cock. The oily water helped immensely, and he groaned as he felt the aperture of his anus open and spread around his brother's penis. Thorne suddenly pushed up, trying to shove himself inside.
"Slow," Talon said, gazing with a mixture of lust and love upon his brother. "Let me do it."
Thorne's aggressive need was evident upon his face, but with his brother, he was willing to temper it. He kept his hips elevated above the waterline of the tub, his cock jutting straight up with his fingers about the base. He loved the sight of his brother's smooth, hairless testicles dangling beneath the shaft of his erection.
Bracing his hands upon the edges of the tub, Talon pushed down slowly, rocking his hips a bit as the head Thorne's dick began to penetrate him. He gasped when he felt the head pop past the ring of muscle, then groaned loudly as he pushed against the invasive shaft. A mixture of pleasure and pain rippled across his features as he steadily filled his bowels with his brother's cock.
"Fuck," growled Thorne, punching up just a little, driving home that last inch.
Talon trembled, flexing his anal muscles. He loved the way his brother felt inside him. For several moments, he relished the sensation of being so completely filled, before slowly moving up and down.



"Yeah, you like that," commented Thorne gutturally.
"I fucking love it," Talon seethed, gradually increasing the pace. He relished every inch of Thorne's cock as it penetrated again and again into his bowels. The water in the tub sloshed and splashed, little waves cascading over the edges to the tiled floor below.
Thorne closed his eyes, grunting and groaning, firm hands guiding Talon up and down. He loved it every time his brother smacked firm buttocks against his loins, which increased as the moments wore on.
For his part, Talon luxuriated in the way his brother's cock filled him again and again, rubbing against his prostate. His own cock twitched repeatedly, especially once he took a hand away from the tub railing and stroked his shaft.
"I'm gonna come, Talon," Throne growled, pushing up harder, deeper. The water in the tub splashed higher, flying over the edges.
"Do it!" Talon grunted, bearing down, even as he stroked harder and faster. His hand was a blur upon his cock. "Come in me!"

With a feral moan, Thorne thrust upward as far as he could, arching his body out of the water and nearly sending his twin toppling above him. Waves splashed loudly to the floor beside the tub.
His brother convulsing beneath him in orgasm, Talon felt the rush of liquid heat within his bowels. The knowledge that his brother was coming inside him triggered his own orgasm. Jerking forward, Thorne's semen-slickened cock popping free from his ass, Talon plunged into Thorne's mouth and shuddered with his own climax. Salvo after salvo of heated fluid was spent between his brother's sucking lips.
For an erotically blissful eternity, Talon cradled his brother's head against his groin, savoring the suckling, swallowing, massaging efforts of Thorne's mouth. Only when he began to soften did he ease back, carefully sitting upon the edge of the tub.
Brother looked upon brother as they recovered, panting. Talon licked his lips and smiled. Thorne wiped his face with a grin.
"Bed time," was all Talon could say.
End Part Four
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Part Five
"Holly, honey, you look damn good, girl."
She stepped back from the mirror, holding the mascara brush in one hand, admiring her work. Her face had that perfect, even ebony tone she was always striving for. Her lips were the ultimate shade of dusky red. Her hair was silky and shimmering, a glossy shade of jet with well-placed blonde highlights.
Holly grinned at herself. "Ain't no boy in the world wouldn't wanna fuck you, girl," she told herself. She set down the mascara brush, adjusted her breasts within the snug-fitting Victoria's Secret bra. Not that she truly needed them, as her breasts were the result of implants rather than genetics. Fine-boned hands slid down dark and toned skin toward a crotch covered with silky red panties. She pressed a couple of fingers against her groin, then shifted. And shifted again. She grimaced.
"Damn it," Holly grumbled, pulling the panties aside. A flaccid penis and smooth, hairless balls dangled down a moment before she tucked them back under. After rearranging her panties, she smiled once more upon her reflection. "That's better."
The smart phone on the edge of the vanity trilled and glowed. She touched it with the pad of a long-nailed finger, and smiled at what she read in the text message.
"Calm down, boy, you're gonna get me soon enough," Holly commented. She licked her lips. "For two hundred dollars, you're gonna get everything you want." She laughed suddenly. "Two hundred dollah, I make ya hollah!"
* * * *
Holly waited several seconds after knocking on the hotel room door. She smoothed her hands down along the mini-dress, working out whatever wrinkles may have accrued simply from walking. Then the door opened. She smiled professionally.
"Hi, honey."
Talon let his eyes wander over the figure before him. He had to admit, "she" was certainly passable. Had he passed Holly on the street, he would have thought her a woman born.
He licked his lips. "Damn," he breathed. "You look better than your pics on Craigslist." He pushed open the door and stepped aside.
"Why thank you, honey," Holly responded as she sashayed past the young man and into the room. She went as far as the end of the queen-sized bed, looking about as she always did for signs of the vice squad. She turned back, giving Talon a direct look. "You said you're just in town on business?"
Talon closed the door and locked it. He gave a nod as he turned to the dark-skinned transsexual. "Couple times a month, my company sends me here. I'm a tech rep."
Holly cocked her head. "And you like T-girls," she said with a coquettish smile.
Talon made himself blush and scratched the back of his head. "People I work with, they're pretty tame. Conservative, I mean. Their idea of 'freaky' is road head."
Holly licked her lips. "Mmm. I love giving road head," she declared. "But then, I love sucking cock no matter where I am. I did it once in a movie theater, and probably a dozen other people saw me doing it. Really turned me on."
Talon grinned. "I bet," he said. "Wow. In a theater. That's pretty hot."
Holly chuckled, sitting upon the edge of the bed. She effected a haughty look, like that of a sexual master before a naive young student. "Anything, everything, anywhere," she said. She pursed her lips, letting her gaze travel up and down Talon's lean frame. "You're goddamn sexy."
Talon blushed again. "I don't hear that much," he said sheepishly, approaching the way a gazelle might approach a tigress. "Wow. You're really hot."
Holly shifted into business mode. "Well, first things first, honey," she said. "We agreed on a certain something."
Talon nodded. "Right," he said, digging into his pocket. He came up with a neatly-folded stack of twenty-dollar bills, which he held out for her. She took them with a sly smile, counted, then tucked the wad of cash into her handbag which she then set on the floor.
"So, Bobby," she said, using the name she had been given during their previous emails. "What you wanna do with me?"
Talon smiled slowly, a sudden darkness crossing his face. His eyes flickered past the black transsexual, as Thorne appeared from behind the hotel room's drapes along the far wall, a cloth in hand as he approached the "woman" stealthily.
"Nothing you're going to enjoy," he intoned, just as Thorne pounced, wrapping a strong left arm about Holly's shoulders and smothering the cloth around her mouth and nose.
* * * *
June sat up in bed, staring at the banal infomercial on the TV. The faint fragrance of sex lingered in the air, but it had been hours since she and Sophie had made love. On any other occasion, relaxed sleep followed any bout of lovemaking between them, and June would not awaken until the alarm on her phone went off at half past six in the morning. But on this night, she was troubled by dark thoughts and images.
The stirring of her partner did not register as June numbly switched the channels, looking for something –anything– to occupy her mind. But even with hundreds of options, nothing could banish the twisted images that plagued her mind.
"June?"
The sound of her love's voice garnered her instant attention. She glanced to the sublime redhead beside her as the woman reached out, still half asleep, to caress June's nude body. She caught Sophie's hand and clutched it tightly.
"Sorry, babe. I didn't want to wake you."
Sophie made the effort to sit up. Her auburn hair was a tangled mess about her face, but she still looked uncompromisingly gorgeous. "No, it's okay," she murmured, leaning against June's bony shoulder. "What'cha watching?"
"Nothing," June replied, flicking to another channel. The images of kittens playing filled the screen, accompanied by a voice-over of a man describing their actions in anthropomorphic terms.
"You okay?"
June ground her teeth. She let the hand holding the remote fall to her lap. "Just having trouble relaxing, that's all," she said, then raised her other hand to pet Sophie's soft hair. "Go back to sleep."
But the redhead shifted, sitting up more fully, her eyes becoming more lucid. She looked upon her lover with concern. "Something's really bothering you," she observed. "You've never had insomnia before."
June grimaced. "It's nothing."
"No, it's not," Sophie insisted.
"Look, you don't wanna hear about it," June said, then expelled a short, harsh laugh under her breath. "I don't even wanna hear about it."
Sophie ran her hands across June's body, casually brushing fingers across small breasts. She kissed June's shoulder, then her neck, then the lobe of her ear. "You can always talk to me about anything," she whispered. "Even if you think it might scare me. Believe it or not, I'm tougher than you think."
June managed a smile. She tilted her head to give a quick kiss, but then returned to flipping through the channels. But she wasn't looking at anything. Nothing registered.
"When I was six," June suddenly began. "I had three best friends. Purple Bear, Green Monkey, and Puppy."
Sophie smiled with affection. "Stuffed animals, right?"
June nodded. "I was an only kid," she said. "Anyway, I remember one day when I couldn't find Puppy. I looked all over, but couldn't find him. Went crying to my mom. I was convinced that some monster had taken Puppy. No matter what she said, I justknewthat a monster had taken Puppy and I'd never see him again."
Sophie laughed softly, letting out a soft sigh as she hugged her lover. "But you did, right? Found him in the back of your closet or something?"
June sighed through her nostrils. "No. See, I had been sick for a couple days. Threw up all over my blankets. Turns out that my dad, in his infinite alcoholic wisdom, yanked off all my sheets, with Puppy inside them, and threw the whole mess in the trash. But my mom didn't tell me that; I found out about it later. Instead, she told me that I just lost Puppy, that a monster couldn't have taken him, because there was no such thing as real monsters."
Sophie remained quiet, petting June's back.
June stared, face drawn, at the television, registering nothing upon the screen. "But she was wrong. There are real monsters in the world. Maybe they didn't take my Puppy, but they're real. Holy fuck are they real."
Sophie looked upon her lover's face with worry. "This is about that case you're working on, isn't it?" she asked softly.
June let out a quivering breath. She looked down at her hands as she rubbed them together. "I've heard people talk about good and evil, but always figured they were just using those terms to define something they couldn't understand. I mean, a guy kills his wife because she's fucking someone else. I can understand that. Some crack whore lets herself get kicked out of her apartment because she spends all her money getting her fix. I can understand that. It's sick, and disgusting, and makes me feel bad for being the same kind of basic human being they are, but I can understand it. It's explainable to me."
She fumed a moment, glaring at the images on the screen across from the bed. "But I found out today that I can't understand everything," she said in a hoarse, shuddering voice.
Sophie made atsksound and touched June's chin. "Baby, sweetie--"
But June flinched and bucked away. "You don't understand," she said bitingly. "And I really hope you never do. These . . . guys, these men we're after . . . they took a dog they'd had as a pet for years. Years! And they just . . . chopped him up. It makes me sick to think about it. Like, 'here, boy! Come on, let's play!'Thwack!"
June squeezed her eyes shut, fighting down the sudden rush of bile in the back of her throat.
Sophie did not know what to say. She could only hug her lover and try to give her comfort.
"People talk about what's good and what's evil," June intoned darkly. "But they really don't know. And I really wish I didn't know it now. These guys aren't drug addicts, or passion killers, or sick-ass serial killers with a fucking chemical imbalance, or anything else I could explain away. They're . . . evil. Inhuman. And I don't know what to do to stop them."
Sophie shifted around until she faced June. Her bright green eyes bore into her lover's. "Well, if you're going to believe in evil, then you have to believe in good, too," she said. "And trust me, of everyone I've ever met in my life, you're definitely the mostgoodperson I've ever known."
June smiled slowly, feeling the weight of tears in her eyes. She looked upon Sophie with love, affection, and graciousness. "That means so much more to me than you could ever know," she whispered in a ragged voice. "I just wish I knew what to do."
Sophie cupped her lover's face and stared into her eyes. "You'll figure it out," she insisted. "I know you will. Because I wouldn't have fallen so totally in love with someone who didn't have the strength to stand up to anything this world could throw at her."
June took Sophie's hand and squeezed, then kissed it. Her face was streaked with emotion. "Hold me?"
Sophie smiled. "Always."
* * * *
Holly stirred from her chemical-borne slumber, groggy in her recollection and assessment of what was happening around her. She was aware that she lay face-up upon a bed, staring at the pock-marked ceiling of a rather ordinary hotel room, and that she could move neither her arms nor legs beyond basic jerking motions. And, lastly, that something covered her mouth.
"Hmmm! Hmmm!"
"Oh, look. She's awake."
"You mean, 'he.' Fucking tranny."
"Be nice, Thorne."
Holly's nostrils flared as she breathed in and out rapidly through her nose. Abject fear gripped and constricted her body. She pulled at the restraints, but found them much too strong. The fact that she was completely helpless dawned upon her with all the weight of every bad decision she had ever made in her life compiled into a single, cohesive mass.
A slender, but muscular man, pale of skin and with a full head of thick, luxurious black hair, leaned into her field of view. She recognized him as the man who had opened the door. But now, he wore what looked like a full-sleeved wetsuit, and black gloves. Holly's eyes searched his, questing for some trace of compassion or humanity.
"Hi," he said with a disarmingly comforting smile. He settled a hand to Holly's greasy head, smoothing back her hair.
"Hm," she responded through her gag.
Talon assessed the transsexual's face, reading fear, anxiety, and confusion. "I bet you're wondering what's going on," he said in a voice that was frighteningly casual.
"Mm-hm," Holly responded with a vehement nod.
A slow dark smile spread across Talon's face. "Well," he said, tracing a random pattern down Holly's naked body. The tip of his finger stopped at the base of the T-girl's flaccid penis. "We thought about fucking you. We really did."
Thorne scoffed as he stood at the far end of the bed. "Be like fucking a toothpick," he commented rudely.
Talon frowned briefly at his brother, then returned his attention to Holly. "He's a bit rude, but he's basically right," he said. Suddenly, he grabbed Holly's cock, squeezing it painfully. "Seriously, what did you hope to offer with something so pathetic? I've seen bigger dicks on Yorkshire Terriers."
Holly squirmed and protested impotently.
Talon let go and sat back with a dramatic sigh. "But, that's right;youwant to get fucked. But it's not like you have an actual pussy, which gets wet when you're turned on. No, you have an asshole, that needs to be lubed first."
He suddenly surged over Holly's face, staring down with contempt. "So, let's get this straight: you have a pathetic dick, no pussy, fake tits, you smell like a guy who hasn't showered in three days but you cover it with cheap-ass perfume . . . and youfucking dare to charge for the privilege to fuck you?"
Holly squeezed her eyes shut. Tears leaked from her eyes. Her body shuddered.
Talon rolled his eyes, then looked to his brother. "Is there anything more pathetic?" he asked, throwing up his hands. "Seriously."
Thorne sucked a tooth as he smacked the head of a hammer into his gloved palm. He was dressed identically to his twin. "Not to me."
Talon looked back at the constrained transsexual, while taking up a short-hafted hatchet from the floor beside the bed. He waited until Holly's eyes opened, then made sure their victim got a good look at the weapon.
"Now," Talon said. "My brother and I are going to kill you. It's not going to be pretty. In fact, it's safe to say that your funeral will definitely not be an open casket."
Holly's eyes bulged in a desperate, voiceless plea. The stark terror within them was obvious. "Hmm! Hmm! Hmm!"
Talon shook his head as if denying a petulant child's request for candy. "Sorry. We can't exactly stop now," he said, raising the hatchet. "Even if we wanted to."
"Which we don't," sneered Thorne, lifting his own weapon.
Holly gave one last, desperate, muffled scream, watching the weapons fall.
Hack!
Thump!
Chop!
Crush!
The transsexual convulsed with each deadly blow, blood spewing in all directions. The first flashes of pain shot through Holly's brain before her senses were overloaded . . . only dimly, just before surrendering to her own mortality, did she register the crude blunt face of the hammer before it smashed into her skull . . . .
* * * *
The morning hubbub in the Robbery/Homicide division was typical for a Friday. Half the detectives were looking forward to the weekend, while the others knew Saturday and Sunday would be just like any other working day. Riaz and June fell into the latter category. It had been five days since they had picked up the case for Kaylee Mills, four days since Sylvia Gonzales' body had been found. And, despite having two suspects, they had precious little evidence to present to the district attorney.
"Listen up!" called the Captain as he emerged from his office. His harsh voice killed nearly all conversation in the room. "Got a new DB. Parande and Barret, you're out on this one. You got enough going on. Everyone else, I need volunteers or I'm gonna draw from a hat."
A slender black detective raised his hand, eliciting a cranky look from his aging partner. "We'll take it."
Riaz and June stared at each other across their desks. "It's just never going to end, is it?" June asked.
"Just be glad it wasn't for us," Riaz said meaningfully.
June flipped through the information before her. They had spent days gathering everything they could find regarding Talon and Thorne Tolomeo that did not require a court order. They had gone back to re-interview Leticia Covens, but she couldn't positively say the picture of Talon was the man who had picked up Kaylee. With that, and the fact that the security video from the Rambler Motel was deemed too unreliable for court, they had hit a wall in their investigation.
"Why don't we just pick them up?" she suggested yet again.
Riaz sighed. "To be honest, I'm leaning that way. But if we can't get anything from them, we'll be worse off than we are now."
June seethed quietly. She was beginning to question her desire to be a detective.
Riaz noticed the two detectives – McCaffrey and Lutz – who had taken the new case. They were looking at an open file McCaffrey held and wincing.Crime scene photos,Riaz deduced.Must be pretty graphic.
"What'd you guys get?" he called.
McCaffrey glanced up. "About a hundred and fifty pounds of hamburger," he said distastefully. "At least, according to these prelims. CSI is on the scene. Not pretty, but the weapons were left at the scene. At least we'll have something to go on."
"Fucking sick bastards," Lutz commented as he and McCaffrey meandered past. "Taking a hammer and a hatchet to someone like that . . . ."
Riaz caught the words instantly, and jumped up. "Did you say, 'hammer and hatchet?'" he asked.
The two other detectives stopped and glanced back. The older man, Lutz, frowned. "Yeah. Why, you wanna see it?"
"Actually, I do," Riaz replied, taking two steps and snatching the file from McCaffrey's hands. He began flipping through the photos as June came up beside him.
"Holy shit, that's disgusting," June commented, covering her mouth and glancing away.
But Riaz's face was concrete. Finally, he lifted a single picture, that of a blood-smeared hammer crossed over an equally gory hatchet. His heart pounded. He could hear Patty Richards' voice echoing in his head: "Could hardly tell it had once been a dog. Seems the boys had taken a hammer and hatchet to it."
"If you're done," prompted Lutz impatiently, holding out his hand.
"I'm not," Riaz snapped, flipping the folder closed. "We're taking this one."
"What the fuck? Hey, Parande!"
But Riaz was already storming toward the Captain's office, June jogging behind. He barged open the door, startling the older.
"Try knocking," growled the Captain.
Riaz held up the file. "This is ours," he announced. "Our boys did this."
The Captain frowned. "It's a totally different MO," he argued. "This was a guy. Crossdresser or something, but a guy. And he wasn't strangled--"
Riaz leaned forward on the desk. "It was our boys," he insisted. He took out his phone. "If you let me make one phone call, I can prove it."
Sour-faced, the Captain nevertheless nodded. "Go ahead."
Riaz handed the file to June, then looked through his phone for Patty Richards' number.



* * * *
June knew she did not want to see the mess that awaited them in the hotel room. But she told herself that this was her job, and she had better get used to it. Eventually, she figured, she would grow the cast-iron stomach Riaz seemed to possess.
Riaz ignored the bystanders and reporters as he led his partner to the hotel entrance. The lobby was abuzz with a dozen conversations, and more reporters were within, attempting to get information from the police or hotel staff. A couple of them all but pounced upon seeing Riaz, but he brushed past without a word.
Two uniformed police officers stood guard outside the hotel room on the second floor. They gave quick nods as Riaz and June revealed their badges. For a moment, Riaz paused, giving June and look.
"You can stay out in the hall if you want to."
She shook her head. "Want to, but not going to," she affirmed. "You're not gonna be around to hold my hand forever."
Her comment actually made him smile. "Okay, let's go."
He entered the room carefully, instantly noting the large black body bag upon a folding metal gurney beside the bed. Blood was everywhere, soaked into the sheets and pillows, splattered across the walls and floor. That so much blood could have come from a single human body was astounding.
Crime scene photographers were still busy taking pictures. Another man clad in the unit's blue jumpsuit stood to one side, jotting on a tablet with a stylus. "Manny," Riaz called, gaining his attention.
"Detective Parande," Manny responded with a wry smile. "Haven't seen you in a while. 'Course, I was on vacation in the Bahamas. Sure wasn't easy coming back to something like this."
"I know not of this 'vacation' of which you speak," Riaz remarked dryly. "That is a foreign word to me."
Manny chuckled and looked past the seasoned investigator. "Hiya, Barret," he said, noting the younger woman's pale face as she looked about the scene. "If you're gonna throw up, I've got an evidence bag you can use."
She shook her head. "I'm fine," she said in a strained voice.
"Tell me something I want to hear," Riaz prompted the man.
The crime scene investigator took a moment to gather his thoughts. "Think I'm fresh out of that," he said. "But I can tell you what happened."
"I'm all ears."
Manny gestured to the bed. "Two perps," he said. "They left plenty of footprints around the bed and going in and out of the bathroom."
He moved to the ichor-soaked bed and took a plastic bag from one of the tubs that had been placed nearby. He handed the bag to Riaz; within was a driver's license.
"The victim is a black male, presumably Hollister Quincy James, 26. Judging by the presence of – I think, anyway – what appear to be breast implants, I'd say the vic was a pre-op transsexual."
"You 'think?'" June asked.
Many leveled his eyes on her. "I've seen car crash victims who hit a truck going seventy that were more recognizable as human beings than this mess."
June winced. "Okay. Go on."
Manny indicated another plastic tub, holding two bags containing the weapons. "Your weapons. Garden-variety claw-backed hammer and a standard woodsman's hatchet. You can buy those at any Home Depot. I'm not even going to guess how often the vic was struck, but the damage was massive. Exposed bones, penetrated internal organs, one hand was severed, the corpse was almost beheaded . . . you get the picture."
Riaz stepped carefully around the bed, squatting down to inspect numerous smeared footprints left in blood on the carpet. "You sure there were two attackers?"
"I can even tell you what size shoes they wore," he said.
Riaz narrowed his eyes dubiously as he stood. "Already? Just from these footprints?"
"Nope," Manny said, then indicated the open bathroom door. "Take a look inside."
June jumped to it, stepping through the doorway. More evidence bags, larger ones, lay stacked inside a plastic tub. She picked one of them up and returned to the main room. "Adidas," she said. "Look brand new, too."
Manny nodded. "That's what I figured," he agreed. "Two sets of shoes, mens' size ten. Also, two full-body diving suits, two pairs of black socks and two pairs of gloves. All nicely soaked in bleach."
Riaz breathed out. "Son of a bitch."
Manny nodded again. "These guys knew how to clean up."
"Prints?" Riaz asked.
"Loads," Manny responded. "But this is a hotel room. There are prints all over the place, from the vic, the staff, former tenants--"
"I want every one of them checked and double-checked."
"We'll be thorough, Riaz. I promise."
Riaz took a breath and let it out. "These guys aren't going to kill again," he vowed.
* * * *
Interviews with the staff yielded practically nothing. The room had been booked over the phone by a man and paid for in advance using a Visa card. The clerk on duty at the front desk said the pass card to the room had been picked up by a man in a long black coat, wearing glasses and a baseball hat. He'd had a mustache and seemed a little hefty, the clerk remembered, but that was all the detail she could recall. The ledger had been signed "Will Smith."
Cute, Riaz thought darkly.
The hotel had pitiable security cameras. They only watched the lobby and back loading dock. Riaz watched the footage of a man in a black trenchcoat as he approached the desk. It could easily have been one of the twins, he knew, padding his shoulders beneath the coat to appear more bulky. Likewise, hair could have been tucked up inside the baseball cap, and the mustache could have been fake.
But none of that mattered. Trials weren't won by 'could haves.'
Tracking the Visa revealed it was a pre-paid card purchased at a convenience store down the street at eight o'clock the previous night. That store's security footage showed the same obscured man in a black trenchcoat and baseball cap. He had purchased the card with cash.
Lead after lead was dashed. The Tolomeo twins had been meticulous.
"How old are these damn kids?" June asked in exasperation as they once again sat at their desks. "Twenty-three? And they've just committed the perfect murder. Three of them, in fact."
"Nothing's perfect," Riaz said, stifling a yawn. He glanced to the old digital clock on his desk; the red numbers glowed 6:13. For most people in the same time zone, it was dinner time, yet he was still working. "These kids are amateurs; they slipped up somewhere. We just have to find out where."
His hip vibrated briefly, making him frown. He retrieved his phone, seeing that he had a new text message. He took a quick glance, surprised at what he saw.
"Hot date with the wife?" June asked, reading his expression.
Riaz snorted, but his lack of a direct answer made June wonder. Instead, he said, "You know, it's been a long day. We really can't do anything but wait to hear back from forensics, so . . . why don't you head home? Take Sophie out for drinks or something."
June shot up from her desk. "Don't have to tell me twice," she declared, heading for the stairs.
"Keep your phone on!" Riaz called after his partner. Then he looked back to his own phone and the new message.
It had been sent by Susan.
"Was thinking about your call the other night. I'm free tonight if you want to get together. Just like old times."
Riaz tried not to be helpful. "Old times" could have just been an innocuous turn of phrase, or it could mean . . .now who's sending who a booty call?
Riaz hesitated only a moment. It was strange to be recalcitrant about meeting up with his former lover now, since the divorce was practically final. He supposed it was the lingering sense of awkwardness; it was Susan he had been with when the private investigator hired by his wife took the incriminating photos.
But that had been months ago. The embarrassment was gone, or should be. She was just a lovely young woman, and he was just a lonely older man.
He dialed.
* * * *
Riaz had been a little surprised at the genuinely excited tone in Susan's voice when he had called. She sounded as if she actually wanted to meet him, as opposed to giving him a gentle but unmistakable brush-off. After a quick conversation, they agreed that he would pick her up at her apartment and they would go for dinner.
His natural cynicism made Riaz wonder if his former lover's readiness to see him was due to a dry spell in her own sex life. Susan had once told him that she started going stir crazy if she went a week without real sex, and "real" for her meant a living, functional penis. She was an attractive woman, and very outgoing; if she wanted to get laid, she would. So why, after their last conversation, did she suddenly seem so enthusiastic?
Don't question it, Riaz,he told himself.Just enjoy the fact that a woman nearly half your age is willing to spend time with you. Again.
He had thought briefly about picking up some roses on the way, or a simple bouquet so as not to appear presumptuous. But he was too pragmatic for that. Susan had already voiced her interest; he had no reason – yet – to woo her. At the least, he had gone to his apartment for a quick shower and change of clothes.
She appeared in the doorway of her apartment clad in the tightest of low-rider jeans and a long-sleeved half top that revealed her lean, athletic torso. Long brunette hair cascaded down her back, a few teasing tendrils dangling over her oval face. The sultry smile she wore was one he had not seen in quite a while.
The effect of her appearance made him blink. "Uh, am I at the right address?"
Susan rolled her eyes playfully. "Been a while since you've seen me like this, huh?" she asked. "Not since our first date, really."
Riaz nodded, reminding himself to look at the stars later that night and count the lucky ones. "It has been a while."
She stepped close, as if the intimacy between them had never been broken. He noticed her eye shadow was the same color as her jeans. "Been a while for a lot of things," she said suggestively.
He swallowed. "I was thinking Italian for dinner," he said quickly.
She smiled cattily, settling her hand to his chest as she breezed past. "And I'm thinking Indian for desert," she answered, before bouncing past.
How many times do I have to remind her that I'm Pakistani,he thought. He watched after her a moment as she headed down to his car, before realizing he should be following.Right. As if that really mattered . . . .
* * * *
Their conversation was surprisingly easy and light. Neither of them made mention of the divorce, Riaz's family, or anything else that might have been even remotely painful. Instead, they spoke in general terms about what they had been doing the past few months; work, school, friends, events.
They shared seafood alfredo and baked orange roughy at a locally-lauded restaurant, followed up by a slice of turtle cheesecake and accompanied by a few cocktails each. As their forks dueled over the last few bites of dessert, the alcohol they had imbibed finally got the better of them. While neither was drunk, they ceased to be careful with their words.
"This is just like our first date," Susan said, her soft face colored slightly from the banana daiquiris she had imbibed. Her green-brown eyes flashed decadently. "You remember that?"
Riaz chuckled. "You say that like you think I've suddenly gained twenty years," he said, scooping a bite of cheesecake away from Susan's fork. "Do I really look that old?"
She frowned and pouted. "No, I didn't mean it like that," she said. "You don't look old. Youneverlook old. Shit, half the guys my age aren't anywhere near as built as you."
He studied her pretty face. "You're looking pretty good yourself," he said.
She sucked off a bite of cheesecake from her fork in a very suggestive way. "You remember what we did that first time?"
Riaz stared at her, his natural cynicism making him wonder why she would bring it up, if she wasn't prepared to repeat the experience. "Well, let's see. We had dinner, went looking for a bar that, according to my GPS, was right in the middle of the highway, then, um, parked somewhere for a while, then I took you home."
She stared at him, eyes glittering mischievously. "I was thinking of the 'parked somewhere for a while' part," she said.
Riaz breathed in, feeling a stirring in his groin which was almost like and alien sensation. His gaze dipped and he put down his fork. "I hope you're not just teasing me, Susan," he said.
She sat back, leaving her fork on the table. "Have I ever teased you without following through?"
He laughed softly in self-admonishment. "No, actually, you've always been . . . refreshingly direct. It's just that, after I called you the other day . . . ."
Susan rolled her eyes. "I was tired," she explained dismissively. "Grad school's a bitch. And it was the first I'd heard from you in, what, three months? What was I supposed to think?"
He nodded. "You're right. It was out of the blue. Sorry. I'd had a hard day, and I wanted to talk to someone, and I'd been thinking about you . . ." he exhaled heavily. "God, have I been thinking about you."
A slow smile spread across her face; the sultriness returned. She leaned forward across the table and scooped up a piece of creamy cheesecake with the tip of a finger. He watched as she sucked it into her mouth, then licked her lips in a seductively protracted way.
"I've been thinking about you, too," she said huskily.
Their eyes met. Dinner was over. Susan's eyes blazed. "Take me somewhere and fuck me," she whispered. "Just like the first time."
Riaz cleared his throat and sat back, making a fierce effort to appear collected. He searched for their waiter and caught the young man's attention. "Check, please."
* * * *
With his knowledge of the city, it constituted little effort for Riaz to find a suitable spot for their imminent coupling. He drove up the highway to where a new business complex was being built. The parking lot was spacious, yet deserted, with towering lamp posts that cast harsh light across the fresh asphalt below. Knowing that Susan was something of an exhibitionist, and wanting the light to better see everything in detail, Riaz parked at the base of one such post.
They practically grappled, sharing heated kisses, nipping at one another, as they struggled to remove clothing. Riaz's shirt ripped open, exposing his muscular chest, while Susan jerked off her top to allow milky breasts to bounce free. Riaz groped them before pulling the young woman against him, latching his mouth to a stiff pink nipple. She hissed with passion and clutched his head against her chest.
He suddenly pushed her back while reaching down to lower his seat. "Get those jeans off," he growled.
Susan grinned, also reclining her seat. With the euphoric look of expectation on her face, she unsnapped her jeans and curled her legs back to her chest. The garment slipped off in short order, along with her black pumps. Everything fell to the floor. Proud of her nudity, Susan stretched out, casually parting her legs to reveal her smooth-shaved sex.
"What do you want, baby?" she cooed.
Riaz patted the console between the seats. "I want your ass up here," he dictated.
The woman did not hesitate to pivot in her seat and lift her bare behind onto the console. Naturally, she parted her legs widely, settling on dainty foot to the dash, the other to the back of Riaz's seat. In the stark light of the lamp overhead, her pussy was fully and unabashedly revealed. Pale skin contrasted with brilliant pink inner flesh as Riaz parted her lips.
Despite his almost palpable desperation, Riaz took his time. Susan was a very attractive young woman, brazen, sexual, and uncommonly honest. Her directness was what first attracted him more than a year before. In over twenty years of marriage, Susan had been the only woman enticing enough to give him the excuse to stray.
"You gonna lick my kitty?" she asked playfully, then effected a purring sound.
Riaz paused amid a chuckle, although he did not remove his fingertips from her slick labia. That was another thing he had found endearing about Susan: her playfulness. It had been such an erotic contrast to the soberness of his wife.
He locked eyes with his lover as brought his mouth to her sex. "Yes, I'm going to eat your pussy," he said, then slipped out his tongue.
Susan sighed in passion, groping her breasts, pinching the nipples until they stood out, thick, swollen, and red. She pushed her smooth mound against Riaz's mouth, savoring the feel of his questing tongue as it lapped between her increasingly slippery folds.
He pushed her legs up, becoming more aggressive by the moment. Susan yielded as she always did, and pressed her feet to the ceiling of the car's cabin. This not only opened her pussy fully, but exposed her dark, puckered anus. She gasped, then cooed with a giggle as Riaz rimmed her, swirling the firm tip of his tongue around in small circles against her sphincter.
"Never did that before," she whispered heatedly.
He smiled from between her thighs. "Guess I'm feeling a little dirty tonight."
"I think I like this kind of dirty," she breathed, pressing a hand to the back of his head. Another hot breath escaped her lips as he resumed licking her anus. She tensed briefly, then growled in pleasure when his tongue pushed just inside her ass.
Holding the young woman's firm cheeks apart, Riaz licked from her anus to her clit in long, swiping motions of his tongue. Over and over he did this, as Susan's panting steamed the windows and her thighs tensed with the impending rush of orgasm. He swirled the tip of a finger in the fluid gathered at the entrance to her tunnel and then, while covering her clit with his mouth and sucking hard, suddenly shoved that finger into her ass.
Susan's eyes flashed open, and she gasped loudly at the intrusion. One of her hands slapped to the dashboard, causing the glove compartment to tumble open. The other gripped the back of her own seat. She stared down between her legs. The pistoning of her lover's finger in her rectum, combined with the avid suckling of her clitoris magnified the already mounting rush of orgasm, bringing it on within the space of a mere few moments.
Shouting unintelligible babble that included vague references to dead holy men, Susan bucked against Riaz's mouth. Her feet kicked the ceiling, her hand clawed the fabric of the seat, her nails left scratches across the plastic dash cover. She thrashed back and forth, announcing her orgasm with a banshee's wail.
Riaz sucked her tender, saturated flesh for a few moments as Susan pantingly recovered. He eased his finger from her ass, then sat back to remove his slacks. His cock was at half mast already and thickened with anticipation as he positioned himself upon his knees. He looked down at the contrast between his dark, hooded penis and Susan's pale skin. It had always turned him on.
A few strokes of his hand, coupled with the slick heat of Susan's cunt against the head, and his cock was hard and ready. He pushed into her gently, feeling the snug warm tunnel expand around his girth. He adored the sight of her lips caressing his shaft, like slippery little hands pulling him in.
But after only a few strokes within her, Susan stopped him, a hand pressed against his muscular abdomen. "Wait," she said, giving a sheepish smile. "I'm a little uncomfortable. All the blood's rushing to my head."
He chuckled again and withdrew, then reached down to help Susan into a sitting position. "You want to go to my place?"
She sucked her bottom lip, eyes roaming over his features. In that moment, with disheveled hair hanging about her glowing face, she was the epitome of sexiness for Riaz. "Later," she said lustily. "We're not done here yet."




He kissed her tenderly. "How do you want me?"
She smiled like a tigress. "Push your seat all the way back," she directed. "I wanna be on top."
Riaz complied with a smile, remembering that Susan had always loved mounting him. So he did as she requested, shoving the driver's seat as far back as it could go while Susan adjusted herself. She reached for his cock when he lay back in the seat, and lowered her head. A guttural growl issued from her throat before she sucked his cock into her mouth, squeezing and stroking the shaft with her hand.
Now it was Riaz's time to surrender to pleasure. The abundant light allowed him an excellent view of Susan's rouge-colored lips gliding up and down his shaft. Her eyes were closed in concentration, cheeks colored with arousal. At one point during their relationship, she had explained how much his cock – dark, thick, and uncircumcised – turned her on.
But her aggressive oral worship only lasted long enough to satisfy her desire to taste him. With a naughty look decorating her face, Susan braced her hands upon his chiseled chest and swung her right leg over. Finding a place for her foot between the seat and the door, she settled the other foot on the edge of the passenger seat. Gripping Riaz's cock by the base, she held it up and slowly, lusciously, impaled herself.
"Oh, God," she moaned as she was steadily filled. "Fuck, I missed your cock."
Riaz responded with a primal groan, reaching up to clutch handfuls of Susan's breasts. She hissed when he pinched her nipples, then whimpered when he lifted up and sucked one of them into his mouth. But she pushed him back and glared upon him with an erotic smile.
"Let me fuck you," she whispered.
He said nothing in reply, but his compliance was obvious. Though he continued to massage her breasts, he let Susan control the moment.
She eased all the way down until his entire length was buried within her, then shifted to get comfortable. Eyes closed, mouth slack, Susan relished the sensation of Riaz's throbbing penis inside her body. After several long, blissful seconds, she lifted up with the slow restraint of a saint, dragging her wet tunnel along the length of him, before gliding back down at the same pace.
Each time she pulled up, she pushed back down a little faster, a little harder. Each time she was filled, she let out a puff of air and her face would contort slightly. Riaz could feel nearly every rippling, sucking motion her pussy gave his cock. He pushed back on every one of his lover's downstrokes.
It wasn't long at all before Susan was loudly smacking her cheeks against Riaz's pelvis, making them both tremble and the car rock. She clawed her fingers upon his chest and burrowed her gaze into Riaz's face. "Don't . . . come . . . yet," she grunted, then twisted her face in orgasm a handful of heartbeats later.
In the throes of bliss, She barely seemed to acknowledge Riaz's actions when he lifted up and turned her over, placing her back upon the passenger seat. He scrambled to get back between her legs and shove his prick back within her. Now, he was in control. His every movement was geared toward his own satisfaction. Susan had enjoyed her reward; now he wanted his.
She moaned and mewed beneath him, brunette hair dragged across her face as she thrashed back and forth. Again and again, his cock sunk into her body, firmly, wetly. He held her legs wide apart all the while, nipping at her ankles, planting a sucking kiss along a well-muscled calf.
Finally, the rush roared through his body, and Riaz pulled out, his cock slick and dripping from Susan's flooded cunt. Jutting out over her body, he stroked his tensed cock to eruption, gasping in pleasure as thick strands of milky fluid lanced from the tip of his penis to splash upon Susan's breasts and abdomen.
He finally exhaled in relief, bracing himself against the passenger door. Susan giggled softly, reaching for his slowly-softening cock. She squeezed out a few last dribbles, then rolled forward and swirled her tongue about the dark pink head, getting a taste of his semen. She murmured approvingly, then sucked the head between her lips for a moment before easing back.
"God damn, baby, I think that was our best fuck," she breathed.
He smiled upon her, drawing away strands of sweat-slicked hair from her post-orgasmic face. "You're amazing."
She smiled up at him. "We'reamazing," she corrected, giving him a meaningful look. "Wanna take me home?"
He chuckled, for a moment playing coy. "Well . . . ."
She punched his chest playfully. "Take me home," she demanded.
End Part Five
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Part Six
"Talon!" Thorne called from the living room. "You gotta see this!"
The amused urgency in his brother's voice urged Talon to bolt from the bedroom. Over his twin's head, he saw the images displayed on the large flatscreen. A middle-aged man clad in a suit, standing before the impressive edifice of the downtown courthouse, was speaking behind a podium that sprouted microphones like porcupine quills. He looked very dour and businesslike. The legend upon the screen beneath his face read "District Attorney Tom Lyttle."
"I rewinded it for you," Thorne said, aiming the remote at the screen. "This is awesome."
The screen came alive, with the district attorney looking professionally annoyed. A woman's voice sounded from the background: "Why haven't any arrests been made in these murders?"
He answered quickly. "The police and DA's office are working together to insure that the perpetrators of these crimes be brought to justice. We anticipate an arrest within twenty-four hours."
"'An' arrest?" A man's voice asked. "Are the three murders related?"
Lyttle grimaced. "We're not at liberty to discuss the details of any ongoing investigations. Too much has been leaked already. But, evidence is being gathered and evaluated, and witnesses are being interviewed. I simply wanted to assure both the public and the families of the victims that those responsible for these murders are being watched very carefully. As I said, we anticipate an arrest – or arrests – within the next twenty-four hours."
Thorne grinned up at his brother. "They still don't have shit," he cackled. "Damn, we're good."
"Don't get cocky," Talon warned. "You heard what he said; we're being watched."
Thorne scoffed. "So fucking what? We covered our tracks. They can't do shit to us."
But Talon could not share his brother's arrogant confidance. He stared at the screen as the district attorney fielded more questions, thinking that there was some kind of hidden message there. It was as if the press conference had been staged for reasons other than to placate the public.
And that made him worry.
* * * *
The sly smile decorating her partner's face brought one of her own to June's lips. As Riaz approached her while she stood outside the Captain's office, she gave him a knowing look.
"You got some," she commented.
Riaz frowned upon her. "It's been known to happen."
"Hey, nice to know you old married peeps can still roll the sack," she said.
He sighed.Why don't I just tell her about the divorce?he wondered, then answered his own question:because she looks up to you, and if you're anything but the solid, stable married professional detective, she won't take you seriously anymore.
"Parande! Barret!" shouted the Captain, saving Riaz from the topic at hand. Following his partner, he stepped into the office.
"It's your lucky day," the older man rumbled. "East side cops found a car this morning. It'd been torched, but not completely. They found a black trenchcoat and a fake mustache inside. And they got prints."
Riaz grinned. "Tell me they were good ones."
"They were good ones. Go pick up your boys. Grab the warrant on the way; I've already called it in."
"About God damn time," Riaz said, then nodded to his partner. "Call CSI and have them meet us there. I want to process everything right the first time. No loopholes on this one."
June nodded firmly. "On it."
* * * *
Talon felt his heart thump in his chest at the sound of the doorbell. He stepped from the living room to the hall, staring at the front door. Behind him, Thorne was blissfully occupied with Gears of War.
"They're here."
"Who's here?"
"The cops," Talon replied in annoyance. "Turn the game off." Ginger steps carried him to the door. Just before opening it, he looked over his appearance. He wore broken-in jeans and a simple white T-shirt, like his brother. At least they would be comfortable for however long they would be in jail.
Taking a breath, he faked a casually innocent look and opened the door.
"Talon Tolomeo," the detective on the other side said, smug look decorating his face. Behind him stood his dyke partner and four uniformed officers.
"Hello again, detective," Talon said. "What's--"
"You're under arrest," Riaz interrupted, revealing a pair of handcuffs. "You and your brother both."
"For what?" called Thorne as he stomped from the living room, face indignant. "Hey! Get your hands off my brother!"
But as the more aggressive twin started forward, June stepped up, pistol held in her hands and aimed at Thorne's chest. Thorne stopped in his tracks, glaring.
"On the floor, face down!" June barked. "Do it!"
"It's okay," Talon told his twin as he was being handcuffed. "We'll call the lawyer."
"I'm sure you will," Riaz drawled as the uniformed officers took Talon away. He approached Thorne as the younger man assumed the position on the floor. "But for now, you two are going to be having lunch on us."
The remaining pair of officers handcuffed and pulled Thorne to his feet. The defiant young man sneered at June before he was taken away. The look he gave her was unmistakably predatory. She stared back, refusing to back down from his gaze, even as she felt a chill course through her. She hoped her reaction to it did not show.
"Part one done," Riaz remarked as the twins were carted away. "Now we get to go through their stuff."
June shuddered. "Did you see the way he looked at me?" she asked. "Like I was hanging from a hook and he was about place an order for a side of detective."
"Don't let him bother you," Riaz affirmed. "He's a piranha in a pool who just hasn't seen the shark yet. You see the tattoos?"
"Yeah. Rattlesnakes."
"I find that a little interesting, don't you?"
"Kind of a stretch to think they just happen to have them, like it's coincidence or something."
"I'm willing to bet it isn't. Now, be diligent. Clinical. Look for anything we can use against them."
"Right. Okay. Focus on the present, right?" June looked around, assessing everything in the twins' home as the two of them entered the living room. "Damn. You were right; these kids have money. Look at this stuff! That TV's as big as my bed! Bose surround sound system . . . holy hell . . . ."
"Money only goes so far," Riaz cautioned, casting his gaze around. "You take the bedrooms; I'll start out here. Don't forget gloves. CSI should be here shortly, so don't move anything out of place. Just look."
"Don't worry about me; I'm walking on eggshells," June replied, heading down the hall from the living room. It ended in three doors. One was open, revealing a standard bathroom. She opened one of the doors past it, finding a king-sized, four-poster bed within an impressive master suite. Then she backtracked, opened the other door. She frowned.
"Uh . . . Riaz?"
". . . yeah!"
"Come take a look at this," she said.
A moment later, Riaz came down the hallway. "What's wrong?"
June had an unsettling expression on her face. She gestured to the bedroom on the left. "What do you see?"
Riaz peered in. There was a weight bench, a rack with cast iron free weights going as high as thirty pounds, a treadmill, and an exercise mat. "Looks like a workout room."
"And, over here," June directed, indicating the master suite.
Riaz stood in the doorway, taking in the sight of the large bed, oversized dresser, two nightstands, the flatscreen atop a small media center. His eyes lingered on the single bed, the only one in the entire apartment. He grimaced at the implication.
"A two bedroom apartment – " he began.
"With only one bed," finished June. "There's more to these two than we thought."
"That's an understatement," Riaz said. He approached the bed, which lay unmade. That two bodies slept upon the mattress regularly was obvious. "They aren't just brothers. They're lovers."
June gritted her teeth. "That's beyond sick."
"Push it away," Riaz told her. "Stick to evidence gathering."
She nodded after an involuntary shudder. "No problem . . . ."
* * * *
Once the CSI team arrived, digging through the apartment became both easier and quicker. They had to be careful to look for things that would tie the twins to the murders, which limited them greatly.
"Not a fucking thing from any of the victims," June lamented as she and Riaz stood in the apartment's living room. "They aren't keeping trophies."
Riaz agreed with a somber nod. "No, they aren't. So, junior detective, why are they killing people?"
June thought a moment, aware she was being put on the spot. "The kill isn't a means to an end," she said carefully. "It's its own end. They do it for the rush."
"Why?" prodded Riaz.
She huffed. "'Cause they get off on it?"
Riaz shrugged his shoulders, watching the men and women in their blue coveralls as they carefully detailed every section of the twins' abode. "Could be. But I think it's deeper than that," he said.
"Detective Parande?"
Riaz glanced toward the hall leading to the master suite as Manny emerged. "What you got?"
"Think it's better if I showed you."
Riaz and June followed after the man as he returned to the master bedroom. A small wooden chest lay on the floor, having been pulled out from beneath the foot of the bed. It lay open, revealing the coiled form of a taxidermed rattlesnake laying between two books. One was obviously a Christian Bible; the other was a simple, leather-bound journal.
Riaz crouched by the chest, looking the contents over before touching them. He took up first the Bible, and flipped through it. Several of the pages had hand-written notes in the margins. A woman's handwriting, he assessed.
The journal really captured him after reading only the first page. As with the notes in the Bible's margins, the journal was written in a distinctive female flair. Each entry was prefaced by a date. The first harkened back nearly twenty-four years.
"It makes me sick that I miss him. I don't love Noah. I can't love Noah, not after everything he did to me. So why do I miss him? Because he told me I was beautiful? Because he wanted me so much he had to take me away from my life and put me in a dungeon? Is that supposed to mean he loved me? I wasn't fucking Rapunzel, locked away in a tower waiting for Prince Charming to show up.
"But still. He never raped me. I can't call it that. Not even that first time, when I was so fucking terrified of making him mad that I gave in and didn't even get off. And he knew I didn't get off, and I guess that's why he stopped. But then he came back later, and again, and again. And I started getting off.
"Maybe if he wasn't dead I wouldn't feel like this. Maybe if a bunch of fucking cops were around me telling me what a bastard he was I wouldn't miss him. Maybe, if they convinced me I was just a victim, that I never got into it when he wanted me, I'd just let it go. Maybe.
"But then I'd still be carrying his child."
Riaz stopped reading, brow furrowed in thought.
"What is it?" June asked.
Riaz closed the journal, his mind whirling with thoughts. "It's Christie Tolomeo's diary," he said. He met June's gaze. "They know who their father was."
* * * *
Pulling the car into a spot in the parking lot beside the precinct building, Riaz cursed at the vulture-like gathering of reporters outside the stately building.
"Hooray for the sound-byte brigade," June commented sourly.
"Comes with the territory," Riaz remarked, jerking the key from the ignition. He gave her a hard look. "Don't say anything to them, no matter what. Okay?No matter what."
She nodded back. "Not a word."
Satisfied with his partner's compliance, Riaz pushed open the door and stepped from the sedan. June did the same, steeling herself as she gazed upon the flock of reporters. They had not noticed them yet. She fell in behind Riaz as he walked purposefully toward the white-walled structure, content to let him lead the way.
As they approached, a few of the reporters noticed, and within seconds, they were descending like mosquitoes. They charged like a clumsy battalion, each trying to reach the detectives before the others. Even with his dark mood, Riaz found the scene humorous.
"Detective! What do you have to say about the arrest of the Tolomeo brothers?"
"Is there a connection between Kaylee Mills, Sylvia Gonzales, and Hollister James?"
"Are there political motives behind the murders?"
"Is it true the Tolomeo brothers are lovers?"
Riaz said nothing to the barrage of questions, not even bothering to look at any of the reporters or the cameras. Thankfully, June did the same. Once beyond the front doors of the precinct, and away from the mob, Riaz turned to his partner.
"You hear that one reporter?" he asked, glaring toward the closed doors.
June snorted derisively. "Which one?"
"The one that asked about the brothers being lovers," he clarified. His eyes were hard. "Something we just now found out."
June thought, then narrowed her eyes. "Someone's talking to them already."
Riaz nodded. "I'm guessing one of the CSIs." He sighed through his nose. "Don't share info with anyone, got it?"
"I got it."
"Good." He headed toward the stairs. "Which one do you want?"
"I think I'll take Thorne," June said. "I got a feeling he doesn't like me."
Riaz glanced back over his shoulder with a wry smile. "Use the diary," he suggested.
* * * *
Talon looked around the small room. The obligatory picture window mirror along the far wall was conspicuous. Beyond, he was sure, stood a room full of cops and a video camera, watching his every move. He made sure to appear as composed and relaxed as possible. The chair upon which he sat, however, was hard. He had to shift a few times to stop feeling like his pelvis was being bruised. There were no decorations in the room; the walls were colored a sickly hue of grey-green. The fluorescent lighting was harsh. The air was chilly, a few degrees below what he would consider comfortable.
He had been brought a bottle of water and something that resembled a ham and cheese sandwich, but that was it. He pushed the sandwich aside but had been nursing the water for over two hours. Nervousness began to enter his mind as he thought about all the things the detectives would find in the apartment. They had not kept anything from their victims, and there would be no clues to be found amongst their clothing. But, at the least, they would note the presence of only one bed in the apartment and make the logical deduction concerning his relationship with his brother. They could use that against him.
I can handle that,he told himself.But Thorne . . . he's so volatile. He could blow up if they . . . .
The door creaked open, interrupting his thoughts, drawing his attention. The big, muscled, Persian-looking guy entered, carrying a manilla folder. He made sure the door was closed behind him, then drew out the chair across from Talon and sat down. His dark face was impassive, stoic, as he wordlessly studied Talon's face.
"About six years ago," Riaz said at last. "I arrested this kid. He'd killed his girlfriend because she fucked some other guy. He figured he'd covered his tracks pretty well, and when I came in here, into this very same room, he had a look kind of like yours on his face."
"What kind of look is that?" Talon asked casually.
"Like you think you're going to get away with it," Riaz answered. "But see, here's the thing: you make it into this room, and it's all over. See, this is that defining moment in your career as a half-assed criminal. It's just a matter of time before you're sharing a cell with some big, greasy lifer who won't be as gentle on your ass as your brother."
Talon gritted his teeth, fighting down the urge to snap back. "I don't think my relationship with my brother has anything to do with anything," he said calmly. "And as for why I'm here, I know it's just a matter of time before our lawyer gets us out. And that'll be because we haven't done anything wrong."
Riaz chuckled, giving Talon a condescending look. "Yeah, you're the smart one, all right. Can't say the same for your dim-witted brother, though. I figure he'll last five minutes, tops, before he blows up on my partner."
Talon stared into Riaz's face. "In that case, I feel sorry for your partner."
Riaz shrugged his shoulders. "I don't. She's had more combat training than anyone I know. He goes off on her, he's going to be getting pretty damn intimate with her boots." He laughed for effect. "At any rate, back to your 'we haven't done anything wrong' claim. See, you have. Everyone here knows it. You and your brother have killed three people. You tried to throw us off with the last one, but you didn't."
Talon made the dramatic gesture of rolling his eyes. "I really don't know what you're talking about."
The dark smile did not leave Riaz's face. "See, the first two were strangled, using the same basic weapon: a pillowcase rolled up and wrapped around the neck. But the third . . . well, to look at the photos, I would have to say that murder was committed by someone else. The body was hacked to pieces. Hell, the lower jaw was just about completely severed and one of the hands was chopped off. Pretty damn brutal, don't you think?"
Talon stared back. "Terrible," he replied flatly.
Riaz winked and snapped his fingers. "Proud of that one, aren't you?" he asked rhetorically. "But you made a serious mistake."
Talon sighed as if bored. "And what was that?"
"In a word, or two, actually . . .Big Head," Riaz responded, enunciating carefully, watching the young man's reaction. He was not disappointed.
Talon visibly tensed, then frowned, then forced out a short laugh. "Uh, what does that mean?"
"It means your dog," Riaz said. "You know, that faithful basset/dachshund mix you and Thorne grew up with? That same dog you took out into the woods near your house and hacked to bits? That one. Man, I can only imagine what was going through the dog's head, after being your constant companion for eight full years, as you chopped and hacked it to a bloody fucking mess."
Talon's eyes were hard. "The dog was sick," he claimed. "What the hell does that have to do with anything?"
"Because you killed Holly James the same way," Riaz said. He chuckled. "You know, we really have you over a barrel, here. Got your fingerprints on a stolen car, we know you were in that hotel, we've got witness testimony, and above all that, we have reliable character references that attest to the general state of mind of you and your brother."
"So why the fuck are you talking to me?" Talon barked. "You say you've got all this shit on us, but here we are, sitting in a God damn interrogation room instead of being arraigned before a judge. I'll tell you why: you don't have shit on me and Thorne, that's why."
Riaz sighed. "You watch a lot of prime time TV, don't you?" he quipped. "See, the whole point of this is to make my job easier. You confirm what I already know, you get a lighter sentence. You make me work harder, you get the needle. Simple as that."
Talon folded his arms defiantly and looked away. "I don't have anything to say, because Thorne and I didn't do anything wrong."
Riaz leaned back. "Guess we're going for the needle, then."
* * * *
Thorne stared at the diary upon the table before him after the dyke detective had set it down. He had become restless beneath the harsh light of the interrogation room, staring at his own angry countenance in the large mirror on the far wall for more than two hours. He had forced down the sandwich and bottled water he had been given; the empty plate and bottle sat to the side of the table.



"Some interesting reading," June said, pulling out the chair on her side of the simple metal table and sitting down. "I haven't gotten to the end yet, but it's a pretty interesting story so far."
Thorne glared beneath the thick dark bangs of his hair. "That's private," he growled. "That belongs to me and my brother."
"And it used to belong to your mother," June said. "After she was raped by the Rattlesnake Man. Interesting that you two both have rattlesnake tattoos on your arms. I think psychologists call that projection of identity or something like that. When we get the shrink on the stand, he'll describe it better."
"So, what, you arrested us for being born?" he snapped.
Her gaze was unwavering. "No, we arrested you because you and your brother have murdered three people," she replied, her tone more than condescending. "That's a very bad thing, Thorne, honey. There are laws against that."
"Don't talk to me like I'm a fucking kid," he snarled.
June shrugged. "Okay, sweetie," she quipped, pushing the diary aside. She peripherally watched the way the young man bristled. "So let's talk about where you were last night."
"We were at home," Thorne said through gritted teeth. His eye bore into June with malevolence.
She nodded casually. "Sure, before you and Talon went out, stole a car . . ." she trailed off for a moment, chuckling.
"What the fuck is so funny?"
She forced away the mirth. "Sorry. I was just imagining you wearing that big fake mustache. Reminded me of the old Pink Panther movies."
Thorne suddenly shot up. "Don't fucking laugh at me!" he roared.
To her credit, June matched his ferocity, also jumping to her feet. "And you watch your fucking language in my house!" she barked. "Now sit down! Sit!"
Countenance twitching with rage, Thorne contemplated his options. His face was mere inches from the dyke detective's. It would be so easy to grab her head and twist it all the way around . . . he could just imagine the sound of snapping vertebrae and tendons.
But a glance to the large mirrored surface on the wall behind the detective made him pause. He forced himself to put aside his anger, and returned his evil gaze to June's face. "We'll save this for later, sweetie," he whispered, then sat.
June swallowed thickly, trying not to reveal her fear. She stepped back and turned to the mirrored window, knowing the Captain was watching from the other side. The fact that uniforms had not come running into the room was testament to his faith in her, and she tried to show her gratitude with a smile.
* * * *
"What do you think, doc?" Riaz asked as he and the psychologist stood in the booth on the other side of the one-way mirror.
Dr. Scudder shook his head slowly as he watched Talon in the interrogation room. "I'd have to do a full study to really provide an accurate diagnosis, but--"
"Doc. Please."
Scudder cocked a brow as he looked to Riaz. "He's a sociopath, no doubt about that. But his mannerisms and reactions aren't classic. I'd say his psychosis goes deeper than simple sociopathy. He feels a deep connection with his brother, and evidenced a little – not much, but a little – emotion when you mentioned the dog. So he's not without the ability for emotional attachment. But it appears to be strictly confined."
"So, he loves his brother but couldn't give two cents for anyone else," Riaz commented.
"Good way to put it," the psychologist agreed. "You've got a tough nut in this one, detective. He's smart and defiant. He's going to make you work."
Riaz sighed. "Already has," he said tiredly. He drew a hand down his face. "Let me ask you something."
"Certainly."
"What do you know about twins?"
"You mean, about the supposed 'psychic bond' between them?"
Riaz shrugged.
"A lot of research has been done regarding twins. They are an excellent resource for determining innate traits versus learned behaviors. There's a classic example of two twins, separated at birth, both of whom married redheaded women with the same first name, both bought the same car, work the same job, even watch the same TV shows."
"So, whatever one does, the other is likely to do, too?"
"I wouldn't say that on the stand, but . . . there's some truth to that in the research."
"Similar thought patterns, at least," Riaz offered.
Scudder nodded carefully. "Better to say . . . similar lines of reasoning."
The door opened abruptly, revealing a very haggard-looking Captain with a pair of well-dressed men in tow. "Get anything useful?" the Captain asked. His expression was redolent with cynicism.
Riaz recognized the first of the two men as Tom Lyttle, the district attorney. "Not yet," he grumbled.
Lyttle spoke up. "Well, I'm afraid your time's up," he said sharply. "At least for now."
The detective bristled. "I can book these kids on possession of stolen property, vandalism, destruction of property--"
"None of which means shit in a murder investigation," the DA interrupted. "I wanted you to get me a couple of murderers, not joy-riders!"
Riaz faced the shorter man, holding back his emotions as he glared. "We can find the evidence, if you just let us--"
"Or manufacture it?" piped up the other man with an annoyingly smug grin.
Riaz glanced to the other man. He recognized the face from numerous late-night commercials. "Mr. Bainwright," he said wryly. "Isn't there an ambulance you should be running after?"
The white-haired man stepped into the room, casting a look through the window. "My legs won't let me do that anymore," he said, then gave an oily smile. "I have assistants who do that for me now."
"Of course you do."
"Unless you can give me more than a set of fingerprints on a stolen car," Lyttle said, sounding haggard. "This interrogation is over."
Riaz ground his teeth after a quick look to his captain, who merely nodded. "Whatever you say."
"Release my clients, please," Bainwright requested, holding up a folded letter. "Oh, and, to be thorough, I've made sure to get the full names and badge numbers of both you and your partner. My people will be checking your reports."
Riaz matched the mirthless smile. "I'll be sure to put in a special memo just for you."
"I'm sure I will enjoy what you have to say." He turned and started from the room.
"Counselor," Riaz called. "You might want to make sure these two don't know where you live."
Bainwright hesitated, but only for a moment before continuing out.
Riaz soured. "Damn lawyers." He shot a look to the district attorney. "What the hell is going on? You know as well as I do that we need any break we can get in this case!"
Lyttle glared back, unimpressed with Riaz's ferocity. "There are a lot of people watching this case," he explained. "People who will be up for re-election in November."
Riaz rolled his eyes. "Give me a fucking break--"
"Not only that," the DA continued. "But this case, if you haven't noticed, has become front page news. I don't wanna give Bainwright and his multi-million-dollar firm any back doors to barge through on appeal. So, unless you can conclusively tie both of these fucking brats to at least one crime scene, I don't wanna hear about it!"
"And what if they kill again?" Riaz snapped back.
Lyttle did not hesitate to respond. "Then you'll have another crime scene to investigate, and maybe you'll get better evidence!"
Riaz simmered as the district attorney stormed out. "Fucking lawyers," he growled again.
* * * *
They watched from the third-floor window as Talon and Thorne, protected from the mob of reporters by their lawyer and a bevy of bodyguards, made their way to a waiting limousine parked at the curb. The boys kept their heads down and looked indistinguishable from one another, until Thorne briefly lashed out at one of the cameramen who got too close.
"Another fifteen minutes, I swear," June breathed, then turned away from the window in disgust. "Just fifteen more minutes, and I bet he would have slipped up, told me something."
"We'll get them," Riaz reassured her. Then he gave a warm smile. "Hey, according to Lutz, you stood up to that little prick like a champ."
She smiled sheepishly. "It wasn't easy. Talking to him was like talking to a pit bull on a fraying leash. Just a matter of time before it snaps and he goes for your throat."
"Trust me, that'll work against them."
"I just hope when that happens, I'm not right next to him," she mused, then took in a deep breath. "So, what now?"
"Now it's a waiting game. Forensics is going through everything they can, including their financial records. At least, until their golden boy lawyer stops the process. Maybe we can find out where they bought the hammer and hatchet, or if they used a credit card at the bar where they picked up Kaylee Mills. They can't have thought of everything. They're amateurs; they screwed up somewhere, and we'll find out where."
June's quivered a moment. "I hope we find it soon."
* * * *
Thorne stormed into the apartment, venting his anger on one of the stools at the breakfast bar, sending it toppling across the laminated floor. "Fucking cunt!" he roared.
Talon stayed quiet, giving a cautionary look to their lawyer as the older man frowned at Thorne's outburst. "Please, don't say anything to him," Talon urged softly. "He'll calm down."
Bainwright grimaced. "He better not act like this in court," he commented.
Talon smiled. "He won't," he assured.
"The way thatskinny fucking dyke cunt bitchlooked at me!" Thorne continued as he stomped toward the exercise room. He slammed the door closed, making the walls rattle. Within moments, the faint squeaks of oiled machinery could be heard.
Talon smiled sheepishly at their lawyer. "He'll be in there for a while," he stated, and stepped into the kitchen. "Would you like a drink, Mr. Bainwright? We've got beer, wine, a couple bottles of gin and vodka."
The white-haired attorney returned the smile as he placed his hat on the end of the breakfast counter. Facing the young man across the marble surface, he asked, "What kind of beer?"
"The kind with alcohol in it," Talon responded dryly, before opening the refrigerator door and peering within. "Looks like your choices are Red Stripe, Yuengling or Black Butte."
Bainwright frowned. "No Bud?"
Talon straightened, having taken up two bottles of Red Stripe. "No Bud," he responded, twisting off the caps. He set one on the bar for the lawyer, then took a sip from the other. "So, what's their case against us?"
The attorney took up the beer, considered the label. "I've seen stronger cases," he drawled. He sipped, contemplated the flavor, then shrugged and drank more. "They don't even have enough circumstantial evidence to put you at the scene of that he-she's murder. But unless they find more, I'm pretty sure I can browbeat that down. You might have to plead to a lesser felony charge of grand theft auto, however. But I can probably get you a suspended sentence on that, even with your record."
Talon studied the man's face. "What if they do find more evidence?" he asked.
Bainwright stared back. "Could they?"
Talon's eyes wavered. The attorney only chuckled.
"Son, I've been defending people like you for thirty years. One thing I learned pretty damn quick was to not ask if my client has committed a crime. Because, if I think you have committed a crime, I am bound by law and honor to report anything I know or suspect to the authorities."
The sarcasm in the man's voice was clear to Talon, as was the message:don't tell me more than I should take to the jury.
"Well," Talon said at last. "Not that my brother and I are guilty of anything – "
"Never crossed my mind for a moment."
" – but, about a week ago, we picked up a girl in a club and took her back to a hotel room. We all had some fun, it was completely consensual, but, well, she was kind of a, uh, wild spirit. I think she might have been on drugs or something. Anyway, we let her keep the room, and – "
"What was her name?"
Talon met the attorney's eyes. "Kaylee."
The older man sipped his beer. "Ah. Kaylee Anne Mills. So, you and your brother had consensual sex with her, but then you left, and she stayed behind, is that it?"
Talon nodded. "Right. That's exactly it."
"So, she could have conceivably gone back out and picked up someone else afterward," the attorney said with a theatrical note of speculation. "Who then killed her."
"Right. That must have been how it happened," Talon said. "But, see, I paid for that room with my credit card, and, well, I guess the police can look that up."
Bainwright took another sip, swallowing slowly. His eyes danced with just a touch of nervousness. "Well, yes, since I'm certain they've subpoenaed your financial records by now."
"It could look bad for us," Talon said meaningfully.
Bainwright set his beer on the counter. "It could, Mr. Tolomeo," he agreed. "But now that you've told me about this, I can be prepared for it. Obviously, you and your brother are the victims of bad timing, and the police are taking advantage of that."
"Yes. Obviously."
The attorney winked. "Well, try not to worry," he told Talon. "You have all the resources of my firm at your disposal."
Talon effected a smile that was as grateful as it was malevolent. "My brother and I are glad to have called you."
* * * *
With a weary hand, June pushed open the door of the house. She had prepared an apologetic speech on the drive home, ready to face Sophie's disappointed face when she eventually entered the domicile they shared. But upon opening the door, June saw her lover – her wife, if only in spirit – seated sublimely upon a blanket on the floor of the living room, clad in sheer white lingerie. She looked up from her laptop with a genuine smile decorating her perfect soft lips.
"Hey, baby," Sophie said cheerily.
June's shoulders slumped. "Sophie, I'm sorry. I wanted to get home sooner, but this case is – "
Sophie interrupted her with a grin. "I saw you on TV," she said.
June dropped her shoulder bag to the floor. "We were on TV?"
"Yeah, I DVR'd it," Sopie responded, then patted the blanket. "Wanna see it?"
June approached her, then stopped a few feet away, a look of wonder upon her face. "You're something else."
Sophie frowned. "What do you mean?"
June laughed awkwardly. "I mean . . . I come home late, and you're just smiling, like it's no big deal. Most wives would be pissed off."
Sophie blinked and sat up, assessing her lover with wide, sweet eyes. "I'm not pissed off," she said simply.
June sank down before the woman she loved and reached for Sophie's hand. "And that's why I think you're something else."
Sophie smiled back. "Look, baby, I know your job isn't like the normal nine-to-five. Iknowthat, and what's more, Iacceptit. Believe me, if you worked twelve hours a day at a restaurant, or Office Depot, or some other place like that, then I might get a little miffed when you come home late. But you have an important job. You're adetective, for Christ's sake. If I can't give you some leeway for that, then what kind of wife would I be?"
June pursed her lips, stemming back affectionate tears. She squeezed Sophie's hand. "I just keep feeling like it's not fair," she said. "You spend so much time waiting for me – "
Sophie squeezed back. "Well, believe it or not, I manage to get a lot of work done when you aren't here," she declared. "And when I'm done with all that, I get the time to think about how I'm going to seduce you when you get home."
June blushed, feeling admonished. "You don't have to do anything to seduce me," she said. "I think about you all day."
"Well, then," Sophie said with a devilish smile. "Now that you're home, why don't you show me what you've been thinking about?"
June caressed her lover's face, kissed her lovingly. "God, how I love you."
Sophie whispered back, running her hands through June's short, soft hair. "I love you too."
The fingers of June's hand traveled along Sophie's arm to the shoulder, and pulled the silky strap of the slip down. The fabric fell, but was caught on one of the redhead's stiffened nipples. "I want to make love to you."
Sophie pressed her lips to June's neck and sucked tenderly. "Then do it," she whispered.
* * * *
The small room was rife with the aroma of sweat when Talon entered. The harsh central light glowing from the ceiling outlined his twin's body as Thorne performed butterfly presses. He had stripped to the waist, and his hairless chest glistened with the efforts of his exertions. Thorne grimaced angrily with each movement he made against the resistance of the machine, as if trying to work out some inner demon.
"The lawyer's gone," Talon stated simply.
Thorne finished his rep, then let the weights clamor back noisily. "Is he gonna get us out of this shit, or what?"
"Probably," Talon said, licking his lips as he all but drooled over the sight of his brother. Every muscle upon Thorne's torso and arms seemed to swell and ripple. "Least for now."
Thorne breathed out heavily. "So, we're cool?"
Talon smiled slowly, stepping closer as libido took control of his mind. He reached out and touched one of his brother's biceps. "Yeah. We're cool . . . ." He trailed off, his tone and expression belying obvious arousal.
Thorne smiled suddenly and leaned back against the machine. He was already hardening, his erection snaking beneath the fabric of the pants along his thigh. "So, what're you thinking about now?"
Talon responded readily. "How hot you would look sitting naked on that thing."
With a grin, Thorne pushed himself from the machine, then casually shucked off his pants, revealing his semi-erect phallus. He sat back down, letting his lean legs splay apart. His cock engorged quickly as it lay upon the black padded seat of the apparatus. "Like this?" he asked.
Talon's eyes glazed. "Yeah," he breathed, descending to his knees. "Just like that."
Thorne watched through progressively hazy eyes as his twin reached for the thick tube of flesh between his thighs, taking it in his hands and stroking slowly. His lips parted as he breathed out, watching Talon's actions, voicelessly bidding him to continue. He did not have to speak a word.
Gripping the shaft of Thorne's penis with his hand, Talon leaned in and swiped his tongue with slow, languid movements all around the glans, making his brother twitch with pleasure. A clear droplet of fluid oozed from the pink slit, and Talon licked it away, savoring the sweetness. Automatically, Thorne shifted forward, until his heavy testicles dangled off the end of the narrow padded seat.
"I love your cock," Talon whispered heatedly, before submerging nearly the entire length of Thorne's penis into his mouth and throat with a guttural growl. He loved the musky scent, the flavor of the cock that filled his mouth, and sucked eagerly to draw it all out. The head of Thorne's penis prodded into his throat with ease, and Talon pushed down to take every last inch.
"Oh, fuck," Thorne sighed, gripping the handles of the weight machine. He could feel the way his brother's throat rippled and sucked and pulled. The heat and pressure were maddening.
Talon eased back slowly, sucking off his own saliva. Just when the crown of Thorne's cock was about to leave his lips, he slid back down, again to the root. Thorne squirmed and cringed with pleasure, jutting his hips out even more. His brother braced his hands upon Thorne's thighs and rhythmically plunged up and down, back and forth.
"Keep going," Thorne hissed through his teeth, muscles tensing throughout his body. "Keep going . . . ."
But just as he felt the tell-tale twitches through his twin's shaft, Talon suddenly eased off, slipping his mouth free. The cool air wafted over the shimmering, slick cock for just a moment as Thorne protested with gasps and groans. Talon wrapped his hands around the base, pressing in his thumbs to stem the eruption of fluid. Yet still, a single thick bubble of milky essence oozed to the tip, which Talon swiped away with his tongue.



"Not just yet, brother," Talon said huskily, standing and stripping off his own clothes.
Thorne glowered at first, then grinned. "You fucking tease."
Talon straddled his brother, his own erection conspicuous as it rubbed against Thorne's chest. He reached between them and guided his brother's cock to the smooth aperture of his anus. "Emphasis on 'fucking,'" he said, before pushing down.
* * * *
Bathed in the light of half a dozen candles, which painted their bodies with a soft glow akin to the setting sun, the lovers sat upright and entwined, all clothing cast aside along with the worries and cares of the day. They kissed fervently, as if afraid they may never have the chance to do so again, and allowed their hands to roam where they would.
Between them, the flesh-toned phallus of a strap-on rubbed against Sophie's abdomen as the two women moved slowly together. The plastic shaft glistened with lubricant and was nearly the same skin color as June's own flesh; they had searched quite a few adult novelty shops to find just the right one.
Sophie breathed hotly on her lover's face. "Do you wanna put it inside me?" she whispered seductively.
"I'll do anything you want, baby," June responded, nipping a kiss from Sophie's lower lip.
The redhead cupped June's face and lifted up. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to make me scream when I come."
Head spinning with sexual delirium, June was able to focus enough to grip the base of the fake phallus and align it with her lover's slippery pink opening as Sophie lifted her body. The redhead tensed as the firm rubber head rubbed across her clitoris, then sighed as she felt it nudge against her opening. She shifted back and forth, hands upon June's shoulders to steady herself, then slowly eased down.
June pushed back, maneuvering a little as well so that the base of the sex toy pressed against her own needy clit. She gently eased upward, watching as the thick plastic cock, complete with ribbed veins, was slowly sucked into Sophie's tunnel.
The redhead suddenly flinched and lifted back up a little. "Slow," she cautioned, then smiled lovingly upon June, a hint of apology on her face. "Cervix."
June smiled, wrapping her arms around Sophie to bring her close. She kissed her lover's neck, shoulders, arms. Lips trailed about wanderingly, finally locating a stiff pink nipple and sucking it between them. Sophie moaned softly, letting her head fall back. She began to ride up and down, clutching the woman whom she considered her wife close.
June's hands clutched Sophie's firm cheeks, the tips of one of her fingers seeking out and tickling the redhead's anus. Sophie growled in response, hugging June close as her movements up and down became more frantic. Her own hands scratched across June's back, leaving thin red lines.
"Oh, God, baby!" Sophie gasped at last, bucking hard and fast. "I'm gonna come!"
June responded only with harder, faster punches of her hips, simultaneously inserting a finger past Sophie's sphincter. She felt it clench just as Sophie convulsed, gasping, in orgasm. She followed soon behind.
* * * *
Talon panted as he came down from his orgasmic cloud. He held Thorne's head against his chest as they both recovered. He felt the liquid heat around his anus, and upon Thorne's abdomen where his own penis had spent its load. The air was rife with the pungent aroma of semen and sweat.
"We could never love anyone like we love each other," Talon mumbled, barely able to speak coherently.
Thorne responded only with mumbled sounds and sighs, caressing his brother's back and ass. His cock, softening now, slipped free and slapped against his inner thigh. Neither of the brothers cared for the dribbles of fluid that dripped to the floor below.
As breathing slowly returned to normal, the twins studied one another's faces, reading deeply into the dark eyes that told so much without a single word.
"They know about our mother," Thorne suddenly offered.
Talon nodded. "And about Big Head. They talked to Patty."
"Does that mean anything?" Thorne asked.
"It could. The way we did that he-she was like how we killed that stupid dog. And with our mother's diary--"
"We have to get that back," Thorne insisted, the anger evident in his features. "That's ours. It'spersonal."
Talon caressed his brother's face soothingly. "We will," he told him. "But, first things first."
Thorne huffed, then nodded as he thought. "Patty?"
Talon nodded as well, staring into his twin's eyes. "Patty."
End Part Six
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Part Seven
June was still smiling, lingering memories of the previous evening eliciting all manner of libidinous thoughts, as she drove to the precinct house. She had walked languidly to the car, in no particular rush to get the day started, but as she braved the highways and streets of downtown, her mind became more focused on the job at hand.
She was surprised to find her partner and mentor smiling when she entered the forensics lab, and figured, naturally, that his evening had in some general way mirrored her own. But his words changed that assumption.
"We've got them," he declared with a grin that was akin to the snarl of a tiger gloating over a kill.
"The twins?" she asked.
Tim the forensics tech spoke up, smiling smugly as always, leaning back in his chair with fingers laced behind his head. "Thanks to me," he announced.
"Go on, tell her," Riaz prompted.
Tim chuckled proudly. "Okay, so, we went over all the court-ordered documents we got from your two boys, including their credit card receipts from the last two weeks."
June waited a moment, anxiously. "And?" she asked at last.
"And . . ." Tim sat upright and rolled his chair forward, tapping on the keyboard before him. The computer screen flashed and lit up. "Voila! The night of Kaylee Mills' murder, they rented a room at a pretty posh hotel downtown."
June's brow furrowed. "Okay . . . ."
Riaz chuckled. "Short version," he said. "Tim decided to jump the gun and request a crime scene warrant early this morning. CSI went over the room and pulled some fibers from the carpet. See where this is going?"
Realization dawned in June's mind. "Holy shit, you got a match," she said, beaming.
Tim nodded, still smug. "We got a match," he confirmed.
Riaz straightened. "I've already called the Captain," he said. "We should be getting a warrant any second now. The DA wants us to tie these two little bastards to a crime scene? Now we can."
"So what the hell are we waiting for?" June asked.
* * * *
He knocked three times and waited, then knocked again. Weapon drawn and senses alert, Riaz listened at the door. He looked back to the armored uniforms behind him. "Break it down," he ordered as he stepped aside.
The two officers carrying the "big key" battering ram stepped forward and swung the massive, barrel-shaped weight into the door. Wood splintered, plaster exploded, and pieces of metal from the lock rang across the tiled entryway. The door itself flew solidly into the hallway of the apartment, landing flat upon the floor with a rush of air. As soon as the officers retreated, Riaz and June entered quickly, weapons drawn and ready to fire if necessary.
But the apartment was still. Quiet.
A couple of quick gestures, and Riaz sent the SWAT team members into the apartment to check the rooms. One by one, the teams reported back.
"Clear!"
Riaz relaxed with a scowl and holstered his pistol. "Not good," he muttered.
"Maybe they just went out for breakfast," June suggested, but her tone belied the doubt in her own words.
Riaz headed for the bedroom, noting the unmade bed, the open drawers. He glanced to the bathroom and saw the misty film on the shower's glass walls.
"They're gone," he said. "Apparently, they didn't have much faith in their lawyer." He took up the phone from his pocket and stepped back toward the living room.
June's eyes wandered around the disheveled bedroom. The Tolomeo twins were not much for tidiness, although she had seen worse. The presence of the single large bed, with its sheets dragged down and the curls and curves in the sheets from two different bodies made her queasy, however. She could not shake the mental image of the twins entwined, naked, kissing, touching--
"June."
She caught her breath as she snapped back to reality, and looked to the doorway where her partner waited.
"We got an APB out on them," he said. His brow furrowed with concern. "You okay?"
She managed a sheepish smile. "Just . . . thinking," she said, gesturing vaguely toward the bed. "These guys creep me out."
For a brief moment, Riaz softened. "I know. Me, too."
Like I'm gonna believe that, June thought. "So, what now?"
"Now, we protect our witnesses," said Riaz. "I'll send a couple of units to pick up Leticia Covens and the motel owner. They won't be happy, but I'm not taking any chances with a couple of sociopathic twins on the loose."
"What about Patty Richards?" June asked.
Riaz frowned. "Good point. They know we've talked to her, and the DA could really use her as a character witness. We'll need to contact the county sheriff and have them send out a unit."
"Or, I could go out there," June offered. "It'd be quicker."
Riaz started to rebuke his partner, then hesitated, but just for a moment. "Maybe I should go," he said finally.
June fixed him a look. "Don't go getting macho on me," she said firmly. "You're the lead on this. You need to be here in case the APB brings them in. I'll go get Mrs. Richards."
Riaz grimaced, but time was a factor he couldn't ignore. "All right," he agreed at last. "But have dispatch get in touch with the sheriff up there anyway. Just in case."
June smirked. "Whatever you say, Dad," she snapped as she headed for the door.
* * * *
She didn't know why the sudden feeling of dread drifted through her mind like a ghost as she approached the Richards Farm gate. The appearance of the cross against overcast, threatening skies was ominous, and for a moment, June's mind played a trick on her perceptions, making her think the cross was upside-down. But a blink of her eyes corrected the image, though it did nothing for the dark pit that was forming in her stomach.
She pulled the car through the gate and stopped, staring at the distant house. In addition to the two trucks and the sports car, there was a fourth vehicle parked before the sprawling, DIY-style mansion.
A black Toyota Rav-4.
June's heart palpitated. She clenched the steering wheel. Son of a bitch.
She grabbed her phone from the console between the seats, but there was no reception. Tossing it aside, she took up the police band communicator.
"Calling Morris County dispatch. Morris County dispatch, this is Detective Barret."
Static was the only response.
Fucking hick law enforcement, she thought angrily. "Morris County, this is Detective Barret. I'm at the Richards Farm. Suspects are on site. Repeat: suspects are on site. Requesting immediate backup. Please respond."
Again, there was no answer other than the crackle of static.
"Fuck!" June sat back in a huff. She considered her options for a handful of heartbeats before realizing she really had none. Shifting in the seat, she slipped her pistol from its holster and racked the slide to chamber a round. Placing the pistol on her lap, she rolled the car forward.
With the windows down and radio off, all she heard was the crunch of gravel beneath the sedan's tires and the thrumming of the engine. Her sense were on high alert, hoping to catch some glimpse of movement, perhaps a flutter of a drape in a window. But everything was still.
Stopping the sedan about a dozen yards from the house, she switched off the engine. On impulse, she took up her phone and called up the notepad application.
"TnT at Richards house," she typed quickly. "No Backup. Going in."
She slipped the phone beneath the seat, then took up her weapon and pushed open the door of the car.
She could feel the change in air pressure as soon as she left the car. The breeze was crisp and carried a hint of ozone, the signal of an imminent shower. Distantly, birds chirped, but it seemed reserved.
Careful steps carried June toward the two trucks parked side-by-side. Quick glances through the windows revealed nothing. She went to the black Toyota next, spying a crumpled bag from a fast-food restaurant in the back seat, along with a pair of black leather suitcases and a few other bags. Bottles of soda sat in the cup holders up front.
She touched the hood. It was slightly warm.
Making her way to the sportscar, she noticed the mechanics' drapes across the front fenders, pinched by the closed hood. A large toolbox lay on the ground, the lid open.
Upon the gravel near the toolbox was a dark red stain. June stooped quickly and touched it, then sniffed her fingers. Blood, slightly congealed; maybe an hour old.
God damn it, she cursed silently, then headed for the steps of the house. The front door, she noticed, was not entirely closed.
She ascended the steps gingerly, testing the wood before placing her weight upon it so as not to make any noise. But the last step betrayed her, creaking briefly. For a moment, she froze in place, straining to hear anything that might alert her. But there was nothing.
Her foot pushed open the door, which groaned loudly, making June grimace. She ducked inside quickly, finding a corner into which she settled, eyes and weapon focused out.
"hrm . . . ."
The moan was faint, but discernible. It came from the direction of the broad living room, around the corner of the makeshift foyer. With careful, deliberate steps, June made her way closer. Pistol leading the way, she leaned against the dividing wall between the foyer and living room, and peered around.
A man's body, clad in dusty coveralls and a stained shirt, lay face-down on the floor mere feet from where June stood. A dark red puddle had formed beneath his head, soaking into the wood floor; nearby lay a bloodied tire iron, with clumps of hair stuck to one end.
Beyond that, in the midst of the sunken living room, just on the other side of the same table upon which Patty Richards had once offered finger sandwiches and homemade lemonade, was the sight that June dreaded the most.
The grey-haired woman sat upon the chair, the lower half of her face bound with duct tape. More of the silvery-grey material secured her wrists together in her lap. And standing above and beside her was one of the slender, pale-skinned, dark-haired men June sought. He held a sawed-off shotgun with the barrel pressed against Patty Richard's temple. A smugly flamboyant smile decorated his face.
"Detective Barret. Imagine meeting you here."
June snapped the pistol up, training it upon the young man -- which one was he? -- even as she looked around with quick, darting movements of her eyes. The living room was immense, with large furniture and several exits. The other could be anywhere, she knew.
"Where's your brother?" she demanded.
"Oh . . . here's around here. Somewhere. I think maybe he went to get a sandwich."
The tenor of the young man's voice, his manner of speech . . . "You're not gonna get away with this, Talon," she said, narrowing her eyes over the barrel of her pistol. "You and your brother screwed this up. Should've listened to your lawyer."
Talon chuckled malevolently. "And taken a plea bargain," he said in a patronizing tone. "Spend twenty years in prison, then get out and make a life for ourselves as fry cooks at Burger King. No thanks, detective. We like our life the way it is."
She sneered. "You two don't have a life," she declared. "You're fucking parasites, looking for the next body to suck blood from."
Talon sputtered with laughter, but it vanished after a moment. "Oh, so now we're vampires? Wow, I'm flattered. So, since Thorne and I are going all Twilight and shit, I guess that makes you the bad guy. Or girl. What, exactly, do they call dyke lesbians like you?"
June's eyes flickered to those of Patty Richards', reading the abject fear the woman felt. "I don't care what you call me," June said. "And I don't give a shit why you and your brother do what you do. But if you pull that trigger, I am going to kill you. It's as simple as that. You let her go now . . . and maybe you won't be looking at a needle in your near future."
Talon's dark eyes burned into June's. "Do you really think I believe that?" he asked with a surprisingly calm voice. "Admit it: you and your partner want to see me and my brother dead. That's what's going to make you feel like you've done a good fucking job. Me and Thorne, in the ground, rotting away, while you go about the rest of your lives, happy and laughing and dancing on our graves."
The young man's face darkened suddenly as he leaned over the woman before him, keeping his infernal eyes locked on June. "Well, that's not going to happen," he growled.
June caught both the sound and flash of movement just before Thorne leapt upon her from just outside her field of vision. She cried out as she was tackled and hurled to the floor, grunting beneath the weight of the beefier twin. Her pistol skittered across the floor, vanishing beneath the couch.
She reacted quickly, however, years of training coming in to play before she could even think. She kicked, elbowed, then rolled away and came up in a crouch, facing her attacker.
Thorne sneered, wiping blood from his lip. He took a practiced stance, which June recognized immediately. "Come on, you fucking cunt," he snarled.
"Take her, Thorne," Talon encouraged. "And make it hurt."
Thorne emitted a dark chuckle, his attention focused upon June. "Come on, bitch," he cajoled. "Bring it."
She glared at first, but then her lips curled in a mirthless smile. "You first," she goaded him. "Or are you afraid to get your ass kicked by a girl?"
As June had hoped, Thorne took the bait. "Like you could fucking do anything to me," he growled, and lunged.
He moved with practiced ease, revealing a knowledge of martial arts. But his movements were overshadowed by arrogance and assumption, giving June an opening. As he swung, she ducked and responded with a trio of hammering strikes, the first two to Thorne's abdomen, the third across his jaw. The young man staggered back, looking both angry and surprised, but not particularly pained.
"Whoa!" cried Talon with a lilt of laughter. "Round one to the dyke!"
Thorne fumed, watching his opponent. He wiped blood from his jaw with the back of his hand, assessing his next move. "Fuck that," he rumbled. "I'm just getting started."
June said nothing, waiting for Thorne's next move. She watched the way his shoulders and hips moved, ignoring the expression on the young man's face and his dark, evil eyes. When it came down to it, Thorne Tolomeo was just another punk whose moves could be predicted.
Except . . . .
He lunged again, throwing his weight into a hook that could have dislocated June's jaw. She saw it coming and brought up her left hand to deflect it, even as she swung her right leg in a vicious kick intended to crack the man's ribs.
But the punch had been a feint. He caught her leg, clasping it quickly and tightly to his side, and pivoted, lifting June off the floor for a moment before throwing her face-down to the floor. She barely managed to brace her hands before her, keeping her face from becoming mashed into the floor. But the respite was brief.
Thorne pounced, straddling the detective's lower legs and hammering a pair of blows into her kidneys. June bellowed in pain and tried to push back, but the weight atop her, combined with the flood of agony through her lower back, kept her pinned.
Grabbing a fistful of short blonde hair, Thorne jerked the detective's head back, making her cry out again. He lowered his face beside hers as June futilely clawed the air.
"You're gonna pay, you fucking cunt," he hissed in her ear. "And I'm gonna laugh every fucking time you scream when I'm fucking you."
"Thorne!"
He looked up at his brother's call.
"Make her look," Talon said, the fingers of his left hand smoothing away strands of hair from Patty Richards' face. The woman whimpered fearfully, eyes still wide and anxious.
Thorne grinned and hauled June to a kneeling position, lacing an arm through hers and holding them behind her back. "You gonna do it?" he asked his brother.
Talon responded with an evil smile, noting the way June watched him with an expression that mixed both vicarious fear and rage. He settled his face beside Patty's and whispered in her ear.
"I wonder," he said in a voice as smooth as rattlesnake poison. "Did you ever question why Thorne and I never called you 'mom?' Did you want us to? All those years . . . every birthday, every Mother's Day, we never gave you anything. But, I think, there was a part of you that wanted us to. Maybe, if we saw you as our mother, we wouldn't scare you as much. Hmm?"
Tears leaked from Patty's eyes, shimmering against the reflective grey tape covering her mouth and jaw. She squeezed her eyes shut and whimpered.
"But see, we always knew you weren't our mother," Talon continued. "Just like that useless mass of flesh over there was never our father." He paused a moment, glancing to the corpse of Patty's husband. "You know, I wish I knew what was going through your head while you watched Thorne beat your husband to death. How awful that must have been, watching him die that way. All those years together, looking forward to a shared twilight of existence, free of all the hardships of life . . . and then, bam! It's all gone."
Patty flinched, shuddering.
Talon laughed. He straightened suddenly and jerked Patty's head back. The barrel of the shotgun ground against her temple. "Well, obviously, there'll be no twilight years with hubby, now," he said casually. "And you're not gonna be saved by this pathetic little lesbo detective, either. In fact, to tell you the truth, you're about to die. And it's gonna be really . . . fucking . . . messy."
Patty screamed against her gag, eyes penetrating into June's, desperately begging for one last miracle to save her life.
But all June could do was to stare back, helpless.
I'm sorry.
"So long, Patty, and thanks for all the shit," Talon quipped, then pulled the trigger.
* * * *
Riaz couldn't stop pacing. For over an hour the police dispatch had been trying to reach the sheriff's office near Patty Richards' home. It was a small office, Riaz knew, staffed by the self-same deputies who took turns patrolling the lightly-inhabited county. Their take on law enforcement was a bit more relaxed than that of a major US city, and that disparity was annoying. More annoying, however, was the fact that there was no cellular tower close enough to get a signal from June's phone.
Finally, however, the call had come. Sheriff's deputies arrived at the Richards home to a grisly scene: Patty and her husband dead, one shot at point-blank range, the other beaten by a hammer. And to confound matters further, Detective Barret' car was at the scene . . . but she was not. Neither was there a black Toyota SUV at the home.
They took her, Riaz realized, grinding his teeth in barely-constrained anger. June showed up, and they took her. God knows what they're doing to her now.
"We've got APBs out for them," the Captain assured him. "All across the state, and three states over. Hell, even if they try for Mexico, we're gonna catch them."
Riaz glared at the seasoned lawman. "I sure as hell hope so."
* * * *
By the time the noon hour had come and gone, Riaz' anxiety had nearly reached the tipping point. He forced himself to display the usual stoicism he was known for, but within, his soul was a torrential downpour of anger, fear, and guilt. In an effort to distract himself, he poured through the information gleaned from accessing the Tolomeo twins' accounts and the items taken from their home.



Just so much bullshit, Riaz thought at one point, after pouring through the printed document Forensics had sent up concerning the brothers' bank accounts. What the hell am I going to learn about them from looking at a hundred-and-thirty-dollar payout to a pet store? So they got Rufus some dog food and toys. Big fucking deal.
He sagged back in his chair, feeling the strain of it as his weight shifted. He stared at the ceiling, listened without processing the chatter throughout the large room. At the least, he was glad that no one else was stopping by his desk to wish their condolences for his missing partner.
Sitting back up, he forced his mind to focus on the present, on what he could do. He looked to June's desk, so much more organized than his own. Half-buried beneath several documents in her inbox was the edge of the leather-bound journal taken from the twins' apartment. He cocked his head with a frown, wondering how that had managed to remain even after the over-priced lawyer had filed for a return of all property.
Easing forward, he reached across the desk and slipped the journal from the plastic basket. He snapped it open, casually and aimlessly flipping through the pages. After more than two decades as a police officer and detective, it no longer resulted in chills whenever he read the diary or letters or what have you of a dead person. But as he leafed through it, he became slowly but assuredly aware that there was something he was looking for.
He was just not sure what it was.
He skipped to the end and read backwards, chaotically skimming through random lines in the handwritten text. Inexplicably, he focused on the first line of a journal entry dated just a few weeks before the twins' mother committed suicide.
"I took them there today. I didn't really want to, but something told me I should. They're only four years old. They can't understand where they came from. But I took them anyway. Funny; when they saw all the rocks and gravel around the quarry buildings they thought it was playtime. I had to grab their hands and drag them with me inside.
"The hardest part was going through the door and into the tunnels. I could almost hear my own screams, and Noah's voice. 'Don't worry, little one, I'll take care of you.' God, that made me cringe and smile at the same time. What the fuck is wrong with me? The man kidnapped me, raped me, got me pregnant! And I still smile when I think about him? About what he did to me?
"I'm sick, I know I am. Maybe my parents were right. Maybe Noah really was the Devil, or some other evil demon. But that would mean my darling little boys are the sons of evil. I don't think I could live with myself if that was true."
Riaz placed his thumb on the page and closed the book, thinking. She took them there, he thought. She showed Talon and Thorne where their mother was taken and ravished. Why?
He opened the journal once more and resumed reading.
"When we got to the room, I got a tight feeling in my stomach. It almost made me double over. The table was still there, even the refrigerator, the little stove, all the little odds and ends Noah had to make the place seem more domestic than a hole in the ground should be. And then the pit.
"They ran to see what was in it. I couldn't stop them. They jerked their hands from mine and ran over to the edge. Holy shit, I thought they were going to jump right in, or fall in.
"And as soon as they got to the edge and looked down, I could hear it. The shaking of the rattles. Oh, God, they were still there. Noah's snakes were still there! Not many, just a few. I guess the strongest ones ate the others to stay alive, or maybe there were just enough rodents in the tunnels to feed the few that remained. I don't know. I don't care.
"'Can we take them home, mommy?' Talon asked me. 'I think they want to come home with us.' Thorne didn't say anything, but the way he looked at me, I knew he was thinking the same. God, it's like they have the same mind, the same soul, just different bodies.
"'We can't take snakes home, honey,' I told Talon. 'There aren't enough mice around the house or even in the fields to feed them.'
"So, of course, with the logic of a four-year-old, he says, 'can't we get some at a mouse store?'
"I had enough. I just wanted to get home. I dragged them out, screaming and kicking. They wanted to stay. Part of me wanted to leave them there. God, what kind of mother am I to even think that? But I didn't. I took them home and I threw them in their room and then I took a bath. And I started praying to God to wipe my memory of all of this."
Riaz sighed through his nose and tossed the journal on his desk. He rubbed his eyes, stretched his limbs, popped his back. He was no stranger at discomfort, given his age, though he staved off a majority of the effects of aging through exercise. But what he felt was not typical discomfort. It was something else. His brain was mulling through a problem, and it was gathering resources from the rest of his body to work out the answer.
He leaned back, lacing fingers behind his neck, and cracked his head left and right. The sound suddenly made him think of rattlesnakes.
Shk-hk-hk-hk-hk-hk-hk . . . .
"Can't we get some at a mouse store?"
One hundred and thirty dollars paid out to a pet store . . . .
He shot up in his chair, mind and senses suddenly and alarmingly alive. He searched through the chaotic array of printed pages before him before finding the record he was looking for. Thankfully, the financial document included a billing address, and a phone number. He made a quick call, confirmed the address, then bolted for the door.
* * * *
Pauly's Pet & Feed was located on a side road just off the highway at the edge of Morris County. There were only two other cars parked in the white gravel lot before the country house-style building when Riaz pulled in.
Marching inside, he found the checkout counter, surrounded by various kinds of aquariums and terrariums, and approached with purpose. The young man clad in a blue T-shirt looked up with wide eyes at the detective's approach.
"Help you find something, man?"
Riaz glowered and flashed his badge. "Your manager," he snapped.
The young man paled. "Uh, sure . . . hold on a sec."
The kid stepped quickly to the back and returned less than ten seconds later with an older man in tow. The kid found something else to do as the older man faced Riaz.
"What can I do for you, officer?"
Riaz did not bother to correct the man. "You keep all your transactions on record?" he asked curtly.
Intimidated, the man nodded. "Uh, sure. Everything's on file in our computer."
"Talon Tolomeo," Riaz said. "Eleven days ago, he made a purchase in the amount of around a hundred and thirty dollars. I want to know what he bought."
The man thought a moment, brow furrowing. "Talon Tolomeo?" he asked.
Riaz nodded.
The man managed a small laugh. "Don't need a computer for that," he said. "Kid's pretty distinctive. Comes in with his twin brother sometimes. They ain't easy to miss."
"What do they buy?"
The man rolled his shoulders. "Mice," he said.
"Mice."
"Yep. Special kind. White field mice. Bred for high protein. Best thing for snakes, you know."
Riaz's eyes narrowed. "What kind of snakes?"
Again, the man shrugged. "Really, any kind. Mr. Tolomeo said he has a snake farm. About twenty snakes. Rattlers, I think. Yeah. Rattlers. Pretty sure."
Riaz gritted his teeth. "He comes in often?"
The man nodded. "About every other week. I give him a price cut 'cause he's a regular. Forty white mice for one-twenty. Plus tax, of course. Normally, the damn things are four bucks a head."
Riaz gave a short, shallow nod as he stepped back. "Thanks for the information," he said, then turned and left just as purposefully as he had arrived.
The sky was dark with the threat of a torrent as he tapped on his phone while standing beside the sedan. "Captain," he said in a brusque tone. He spoke over the man on the other end. "I know where the Tolomeo boys are. They're at the old quarry on Solms Mill Road in Morris County, and they've got June. I'm on my way. Get that fucking deadbeat sheriff to send every unit he's got. I'm not gonna wait for them, so they better God damned hurry."
He switched off the phone, dropped it into his pocket, and took out the pistol from the holster just behind his right hip. Extracting the clip, Riaz counted the rounds within, then shoved it back home and racked the slide, chambering the first round.
A quick glance at his watch gave him the time, mockingly reminding him it had been nearly five hours since June had been taken from the Richards Family farm.
You better not be dead, he thought morbidly, then jerked open the door of the sedan and slid inside.
* * * *
June squirmed against the bonds that held her. She lay face-down upon a soiled old mattress that reeked of mildew and other unpleasant odors. Shackled by handcuffs -- her own, ironically -- her ankles and wrists were even more immobilized by the heavy, rusted old chains with their ends anchored into the earthen floor. Even more unpleasantly, as if to hint at the worst of indignities yet to come, a rolled-up towel had been positioned beneath her pelvis, elevating it obscenely.
The cold air elicited goosebumps from her naked flesh. Her clothes had been stripped away and taken elsewhere before Thorne and Talon had secured her, kicking and screaming, to her current confinements. Then they had left.
She had looked about the room she was in. It was little more than a rough-hewn cavern, with uneven walls, dirt floor, and a gathering of simple appliances at one end. A small refrigerator, an aging stove that looked to belong in some 1970s sitcom, and a small square table with four metal-framed chairs about that had seen better days.
But all of that was circumspect compared to the brick-lined edge of the pit some twenty feet away. She could not see what lay within, but she could hear it.
Shk-hk-hk-hk-hk-hk-hk . . . .
It was the sort of sound a roomful of babies with their rattles would make, or perhaps the sound of a drunken mariachi band without the guitars and trumpets. It had taken June a while to realize the source of the sound, and once she had done so, a new fear had blossomed in her heart.
Rattlesnakes.
Oh, God, they're going to feed me to a bunch of fucking rattlesnakes!
Footsteps sounded across the rough floor. Automatically, June clenched, balling her fingers into fists, tightening her buttocks, trying to pull her legs closer together. She gritted her teeth. But her efforts resulted in nothing but dark, dry chuckles from the figure who stepped into her field of vision. Unable to lift her head much, all she could see were sneaker-clad feet beneath pale denim legs.
"I gotta say, you're not much to look at," a calmly cruel voice said from above. "Kind'a like a skinny boy . . . just without a dick. Guess God must'a hated you big time. Made you an ugly woman."
June said nothing. Her focus was on the shackles that bound her.
The man squatted low, bringing his face into her view. His expression was one of mocking contempt. "Comfy?" he asked.
She glared up at him. "Fuck you," she growled.
Talon chuckled, reaching out to tousle her short blonde hair. "Got the wrong brother," he said. "See, I'm not much into domination and all that. But my brother, here . . ." his gaze drifted over her head for a moment, accompanied by a smile, before coming back. "Well, he just can't get it out of his head. He wants to fuck you."
June squirmed even more. "You'll have to kill me, first."
Talon laughed, even as Thorne suddenly fell atop the slender-framed detective, making her flinch and gasp. Talon could not help but notice the prominent erection that jutted over the woman's small round buttocks. He grinned as his brother dribbled ample amounts of lubricant from a vial between the detective's cheeks.
"I don't think so," Talon responded with a dark smile. He cupped June's chin, making her look up at him. "He much prefers his pussy alive and well . . . at least at first."
June glowered for a moment, but then winced, gritted, and cried as she felt Thorne's cock shoving into her body. She tried to push back, to expel him, but it was to no avail. She felt every intrusive, violent, and unwanted invasion . . . and there was nothing she could do about it but to endure the torture.
* * * *
There was a part of him that wanted to drive right into the heart of the decrepit old quarry and announce his fierce presence to the world. He would kick down doors, shoot anything that moved, and save the day. But such a scenario would mean instant death for his partner, Riaz knew.
So he parked the sedan just inside the curving main road into what had once been a bustling compound processing limestone. It had been shut down since the seventies, leaving the steel frames of its towering constructions to slowly rust away beneath the sun. The attached buildings were of wood, warped by age and weathering. Most of the signs, more than three decades old, had faded or broken. The place was a secluded ghost town.
A perfect location, Riaz thought, for someone like the Rattlesnake Man to set up shop. Or, to be more recent, for his sons to do the same. A woman could scream at the top of her lungs, and the sound would never reach beyond the hundred-foot-high quarry walls.
Approaching on foot, Riaz spied the black Toyota parked between two of the wooden buildings. Unless someone ventured this far into the property, they would never see the vehicle. The buildings looked to have at one time been the headquarters for the now-defunct company that ran the quarry. In fact, one of the doors still sported a sign which was barely discernible, reading, "Office."
Senses keen, Riaz approached the black vehicle, pistol held low and ready to bear. He did not try the doors, lest the twins had the SUV alarmed; he contented himself with peering through the rear window and the windshield, which were not tinted. He touched the hood, finding it cool. The truck had not been driven in hours.
He fished out his phone, finding no reception. That did not surprise him. The reality that he was alone until -- or even if -- the Morris county sheriff's department arrived was like the weight of all the limestone ever taken from the quarry upon his shoulders. He knew that the right thing to do -- the political thing to do -- would be to wait for the cavalry.
But every moment that passed was one in which his partner, his friend, was left to the whims of a pair of murdering, sociopathic twins who had already proven their brutality time and again.
He could not wait. His conscience was stronger than any law or procedure.
He approached the door to the dilapidated office. Dirt and dust were everywhere, but leading up to, and around, the door, it had recently been disturbed. Carefully, he tested the door, finding it unlocked. Knowing a thing or two about warped doors and old hinges, Riaz quickly turned the knob and shoved the door open, lifting up on the knob as he did so, and stepping quickly within.
The door barely made a sound.
As he had expected, the room beyond was devoid of life. There were old desks positioned about the long, narrow interior, most caked in dust. But a path lead through them toward another doorway, which hung open. Stepping gingerly, Riaz ventured forward, ready to react at the slightest sound.
The doorway was dark, the room beyond even more so. But within the far wall, about twenty feet away, was another open portal that glowed gently from amber light somewhere further within. Leading with his pistol raised, Riaz quickly realized that the opening in the far wall was made from earthen dirt and stone, and the passage beyond sloped downward. A string of low-watt bulbs hung from the ceiling, which was no more than six and a half feet high.
As Riaz crept further, two things became obvious. One, the temperature dropped the further he stepped, and two, someone was lightly sobbing somewhere ahead.
June? Riaz wondered, and for a moment, he wanted to charge forward to find her. But her forced himself to stay calm. Sudden, rash movements would only lead to disaster.
Planting his feet carefully so as not to make a sound, he crept further along. The tunnel turn first to the left, and then the right, before opening into a T-section. To the right, a pair of openings faced each other about twenty feet down, and to the left lay a large room. It was from the latter that the sobbing drifted toward him.
Following the sound, Riaz found himself in a large earthen chamber, musty and foul, a stench of death floating through the air. To one side was a large pit, ringed with brick, and to other . . . .
Oh, God.
June.
She lay naked, face-down upon an old, soiled mattress. Her wrists and ankles were cuffed, with heavy, aged loose chains also attached which lay across the barren floor, their ends secured to thick rusted plates. She did not see him. Her body shuddered as she wept quietly.
I don't know what they did to you, Riaz thought. But I can guess. His features darkened; his heart hardened. A sudden irrevocable decision was made within the core of his being that would not be denied.
He stepped to the edge of the pit, grimacing as he looked within. More than a dozen large rattlesnakes lay coiled within a pit about six or seven feet deep. At his presence, a few of the rattles began shaking, casting their unmistakable, unsettling sound into the air.
Feeling a sudden urgency, Riaz darted to June's side. Upon sensing someone close to her, she suddenly shrieked and pulled back, rolling onto her side. Wide, fearful, pain-filled eyes stared up at him.
"It's me," he said in a quick, hushed tone, digging for his handcuff keys. "It's me, June."
Her eyes quivered. "R-Riaz?"
He nodded. "I'm getting you out of here."
"Oh, Jesus!" she gasped with relief.
He jerked keys from his pocket and quickly had the cuffs undone. But the heavy rusted shackles were another matter. He cursed in frustration as he quickly unbuttoned his shirt and jerked the tails from his slacks.
With the slack of the chain, June was able to sit up. She crossed her arms over her chest, crossed her legs before her. "H-he . . . he r-r-raped me," she managed to say with quivering lips as Riaz draped her shoulders with his shirt. Fresh tears began welling within her eyes.
Her partner gritted his teeth, steeling back the rage that blossomed within like a bonfire kindled by June's words. He knew he needed to be calm for her now, to be the rock she had always relied upon. Gently, he smudged away the tears trickling down June's cheeks. "It's not going to happen again," he vowed. "You and I are going home, and those two bastards are going into the ground. Got it?"
June trembled, both mind and body chilled. She nodded numbly, clutching the edges of the shirt closed.
Riaz looked around. The cavern held nothing which he thought could be used to pry the shackles from the ground. Even if he could, they were of thick iron links, too heavy to expect June to bear even with his help. He needed the key.
"I have to find them, and get the key," he told his partner.
Her eyes flashed fearfully. "Don't leave me!" she hissed. She desperately grabbed handfuls of Riaz's undershirt. "Get me the fuck out of here!"
He clasped her face, forcing her to meet his gaze. "I can't," he said firmly. "Not until I can get these chains off you. Do you understand that?"
June sputtered with fear. "Don't leave me," she repeated hoarsely. "D-don't leave me . . . ."



He ground his jaw so tightly he could feel the tension in his temples. Keeping her attention, he spoke in his most commanding tone. "Listen to me," he said, then slapped his hands to June's shoulders, shaking her slightly. "Listen!"
She blinked and stared at his face, a fragment of clarity fomenting on her features. "I have to find them, and deal with them," he stated. "But I'll come back for you. I promise. You hear me? I promise."
June seemed to muster herself, if only for the moment. "O-okay," she responded. "But you better come back. I'll fucking kill you if you don't."
Her comment made him smile, if only marginally. At least a piece of his feisty partner had returned. "That's a deal, then," he said, then pushed himself to his feet.
* * * *
Talon sat at the end of the bed, as naked as his brother, contemplating the lines on the palms of his hands. Thorne was absorbed in one of his PSP games and oblivious to the world.
He looked about the nearly claustrophobic walls of what, Talon was certain, was now their new home, if only for a while. The earthy aroma bothered him. It was everywhere; that cloying smell of clay and rock and dust and dirt and . . . something else. Something that had died long ago but never completely finished rotting away. His sinuses were already bothering him.
Aside from the set of stacked mattresses that formed the bed, the only other furniture in the cave-like room consisted of an old metal chair, a small table, and a large wooden chest. The duffels he and Thorne had brought with them lay against the chest, the only obvious claim they had made in making this chamber their own.
"We're not gonna be able to stay here long," Talon said.
"What?" Thorne asked rhetorically, absorbed in the punching of buttons upon his device. "Why not?"
Talon cast an annoyed look at his brother. "Could you stop playing that?"
Thorne did not look up from the screen that partially illuminated his face. "Just a sec," he answered.
"Stop it!" yelled Talon, lurching across the bed to slap the game from Thorne's hands. The black plastic device danced across the uneven floor.
"What the fuck is your problem?" yelled Thorne, partially lifting up upon the bed, glaring at his brother. "I was right at the fucking end of--"
"My problem," interrupted Talon with a forceful tone. "Is that we fucking kidnapped a God damned cop! And then you fucking raped her!"
Thorne chuckled abruptly, easing back down onto the bed. "She was pretty fucking tight, bro. You should give her a shot."
Talon turned away with a disgusted sigh. "Sometimes I wonder how the hell we ended up as twins," he muttered.
"The hell does that mean?" Thorne barked. "Fucking dyke deserved it. You know it, I know it."
Talon turned back, eyes fierce and direct. "Right now, I don't care about anything other than how the hell we're gonna get out of this shit. They're gonna come looking for us, and sooner or later, they're gonna come here."
Thorne sputtered dismissively. "Yeah, right. No one's gonna look for us here. We can camp out until the fucking zombie apocalypse in this place."
Talon shook his head. "Wrong," he said. "We kidnapped a God damned cop. They're gonna look everywhere until they find her. Probably bring in the fucking FBI, too."
Thorne chuckled, sitting back, lacing his fingers together behind his head. "Yeah, like they're gonna do a fat lot of good. They couldn't even find this place way back when."
"Yeah, but they know about it now," Talon pointed out.
His twin shrugged. "So what? This place is old news. Besides, no one would ever think we even know about this place. I mean, who'd think we'd come back to where our mother was raped over and over?"
Talon turned away, gaze falling to the floor as he wrung his hands. "You really think it was just like that?"
Thorne frowned in confusion, rolling up on the bed to come beside his brother. "Like what?" he asked.
"Rape," Talon said, not looking to his twin. "You really think our mother was just raped? Didn't you read her diary?"
Thorne swallowed thickly, lowering his feet to the floor so that they both sat side-by-side on the edge of the venerable mattress. "Yeah, uh . . . I read it."
Talon chuckled darkly. "No you didn't," he said, then sighed. "You just sort of skimmed through it, right? Looking for the juicy bits?"
"Hey--"
Talon turned his head, fixing his gaze upon his brother. "She fell in love with him," he said with all the surety of a minister delivering a sermon. "It wasn't rape. It was fate. He needed her, and she needed him. And when those fucking cops came in here, to this same fucking place, and forced our father to kill himself . . . they were trying to destroy us, even then. Even before we were born." Talon sneered suddenly. "But we're gonna have the last laugh."
Thorne nodded slowly, not fully understanding, but willing to go along with anything his brother said. "Fuck yeah."
"First things first," Talon said. "We need to get outta here, and we need to unload that dyke detective."
Thorne snorted with a short, harsh laugh. "Trade the bitch," he suggested. "Five mil and a fucking jet plane."
Talon pursed his lips with dark mirth, contemplating. "Maybe . . . ."
"She's our ticket," Thorne insisted. "Long as we got her, they aren't gonna try anything. Even if they could find us here."
"Oh, they'll find us all right," his twin said. "It's just a matter of time." He moved close and cupped Thorne's face. "We need to be one step ahead of them. We need to be ready for anything."
Thorne nodded, staring into his brother's eyes. "Long as we're together, we can handle anything."
A smile spread across Talon's face, warm, affectionate. He smoothed back Thorne's thick, shaggy hair. "Together, forever," he whispered, brushing his lips against those of his living reflection.
They kissed tenderly, hands beginning to roam. Arousal grew swiftly between them, unhampered by the absence of clothing. Simultaneously, Talon reached for Thorne's stiffening cock while Thorne did the same, cradling his brother's phallus in his hand.
"I love you, brother," Talon whispered.
Thorne smiled, even as his brow furrowed. Romantic declarations weren't typical between them. Still, he responded in kind: "I love you, too." They kissed, deeply, passionately, with Thorne falling back and bringing his brother with him.
"How nauseatingly sweet."
The brothers lurched up upon the bed, looking to the doorway to behold Detective Parande standing there with a pistol in an outstretched hand, pointed in their direction. They glared upon the man.
"Uh-oh, the long arm is here," quipped Thorne with a sarcastic snarl.
Riaz glared back. "Don't think for a second I won't kill you both," he growled. "In fact, that would make finding the key to June's chains easier. But I'm willing to go by the book as long as you two play along. Get up. Stand by the bed."
With only a brief, voiceless exchange, the twins moved toward the end of the bed. As he did so, Talon let his hand slip between the two mattresses, finding the butt of the pistol they had taken from June.
Riaz's eyes flickered, reading the movement. He panned his sidearm toward Talon. "Don't try it—" he began.
But as he spoke, Thorne was a blur of movement, leaping from the mattress and ducking low. He planted one foot upon the earthen floor and kicked out with the other, catching Riaz in the midriff even as the detective pulled the trigger.
The report filled the air, but the bullet found only clay and rock in the far wall. Riaz stumbled back, falling against the wall of the tunnel beyond the room's entrance. Thorne was a savage whirlwind before him, hammering a pair of blows into first his solar plexus, then across his jaw. Riaz winced as the back of his head smacked against the wall.
"Go!" cried Talon, aiming his pistol at Riaz. "Kill that fucking dyke!"
Without a word, Thorne sprinted down the hall, leaving Riaz to his brother's lack of mercy. But Talon was no crack shot; as he fired, Riaz rolled out of the way, avoiding the bullets which tore chunks from the wall above him. He darted further down the corridor, away from the direction Thorne bolted . . . and away from June.
Can't let him reach her, he thought desperately. He made a quick decision, realizing only peripherally that following it could lead to his own demise.
He charged after Thorne.
A new series of reports shattered the air as Riaz ran past the doorway of the Tolomeo brothers' bed chamber, but none of the bullets found their mark. Encouraged, Riaz sprinted as fast as he could toward the fleeing Thorne, hoping to catch up to him before he made it to the cavern where June was held.
But Thorne was young and quick, making it to the cavern just seconds ahead of the older man. He ducked to the right, out of sight.
I can still get him, Riaz thought, pouring on as much speed as he could.
But behind him, Talon stepped into the tunnel, leveling the pistol and sighting. Both hands bracing the weapon, he fired a single shot.
Riaz grunted as he felt the sting of the wound in his back. Heat flashed through the the upper part of his back and left shoulder. Instantly, it seemed, the majority of his strength vanished. He careened into the wall just at the opening of the large cave with enough force to make him cry out and drop his pistol. The weapon danced across the uneven ground before falling into the rattlesnake pit.
Hearing the cacophony behind him, Thorne stopped his mad charge when he was a mere few feet from June. He turned back, looking upon Riaz with a triumphant sneer. "Impotent old man," he snarled. He glanced to June, who sat up with a fearful expression, clutching her partner's shirt close around her slender frame, then back to Riaz.
"Maybe I'll fuck her one more time, just to let you watch, before I kill her," Thorne spat, then approached June.
Riaz started to speak, but pain flashed through his shoulder and back. The bullet had cracked a few bones, he figured. Slapping a clawing hand to the wall, he tried to pull himself up while watching the more brutish twin advance upon his partner.
"How about it, bitch?" Thorne sneered as he stepped toward the junior detective. "Up for round two?"
She glared back, a mixture of hate and lucidity controlling her now. "Fuck you," she answered acidly.
Thorne chuckled. "No, fuck you," he responded, leaning over and reaching in.
Panting and grunting, Riaz tried to muster the strength he needed to save his partner from the murderous man looming over her. But even as he managed to gain his footing, Talon came up against him from behind, pressing the muzzle of the pistol against his temple.
"Don't eve try it, detective," the young man hissed in his ear. "I'll blow your brains out in a second if you try anything. You wanna live, then you better watch what my brother does to your dyke friend."
Riaz seethed. "You'll kill me anyway."
Talon laughed darkly. "Maybe. Who knows? Let's see if you can be a good boy."
But as he spoke, and as Thorne reached for June, the woman erupted into a sudden fit of violent activity. Clutching a handful of heavy, rusted chain, she whipped it up toward her abuser, smacking Thorne across his shins. The weight of the chain and the force behind it was enough to crack bone and make him stumble. And June was quick enough, with her desperate rage, to take advantage of the situation.
"Thorne! Watch out!" cried his brother, but the warning came too late. As Talon's brother fell toward her, June whirled the chain around his neck, pulling the young man close. As Thorne floundered upon the mattress, June scrambled atop him, screaming like a feral creature as she crossed the chains behind the man's neck and pulled viciously.
"Thought you were gonna fuck me again?" cried June as she viciously tightened the grip of the chains. "Now I'm fucking you! How's that feel, you fucking shit? How's that fucking feel?"
"No!" screeched Talon, snapping the pistol away from Riaz's head and aiming toward the woman. But as he did so, Riaz reacted quickly, lashing out to grasp Talon's wrist and shove the pistol upward. A single shot exploded through the air, impotently sending a bullet into the cavern's ceiling.
Fueled by vestiges of strength he never knew he possessed, Riaz pivoted, twisting Talon's arm. The pistol fell to the ground as Talon grunted with pain. Pressing on, energized by hope, Riaz slammed his own weight against the smaller, slimmer man, stunning Talon as he smashed against the earthen wall. Taking advantage of the moment, he lifted Talon from the ground with a single hand about the man's neck, carrying him to the edge of the snake pit. He glanced toward June.
But his young partner needed no help. Beneath her savage, naked form, Thorne flailed impotently with his arms, trying to reach back. The chains about his neck cut off the supply of air and blood, making his face redden and bulge. Atop him, June pulled upon the chains amid animalistic shrieks, wanting nothing less than the brutal death of the man who had defiled her. She screeched and screamed like some vengeful banshee spirit, gaining strength through sheer anger and pain.
Crack!
With a sudden snap of bone, and the immediate limping of limbs, Thorne Tolomeo was instantly transformed from a living being to little more than a bag of flesh.
Upon realizing this, June suddenly let go of the chains and scrambled back, emitting unintelligible howls of anger, sadness and pain. She kicked the corpse away with her feet.
"Th-Thorne," whispered Talon fearfully. He looked to Riaz's dark, uncompromising eyes. "She killed him! You let her kill him! That's murder!"
Riaz dangled Talon out over the snake pit. Below, dozens of anxious, hungry serpents danced their rattles in anticipation of a kill.
"It was justice," Riaz corrected.
Talon clutched tightly to Riaz's forearm, looking down at what awaited him. "So you're just gonna drop me in?" He asked fearfully. He looked back, eyes blazing with inhuman madness. "What if they don't kill me? I raised them, you know. Every fucking one of them. They won't kill me. They'll obey me. They'll rise up and come after you and--"
Abruptly, Riaz let go, more from a lack of strength in his arm than a desire to end Talon's righteous speech. The pale-skinned young man cried out as he fell, then grunted when he impacted the ground below.
The snakes swarmed in quickly, slithering about Talon's body. He tried to scamper back, but one of the serpents struck quickly, sinking fangs into one of the young man's feet. Then another latched onto an arm, and another onto a muscular thigh.
Bite after bite made Talon wince. Venom flooded through his veins. He tried to stand, tried to escape, but he could not even gain his footing before falling back down into the nest of deadly serpents. His final act was to stare with hatred and pain at the man who had delivered him into this pit of pain.
Riaz staggered back, the effects of his wound taking their toll. His shirt, soaked with blood, stuck to his skin. He managed to make his way toward June, falling to his knees before her. He reached with his one good arm.
"I . . . I killed him," she sputtered, face as contorted as her body as she tried to cover herself. "I fucking killed him."
She's in shock, Riaz realized. In more ways than one. "He deserved it," he told her. "They both did. You know that."
Eyes wide, wet, and shimmering with many levels of pain, June slowly took her partner's hand. "I just wish I didn't have to do it," she whispered.
He nodded numbly, fighting back the fatigue that threatened him. As June curled up against him, hugging his arm like a frightened daughter, he managed, with painful effort, to lift his left hand and settle it upon June's head. "But you did," he said simply. "And it was right. No one will ever fault you for that."
Clutching desperately, June trembled as she wept, finally letting out all the fear, anxiety, and pain she had endured.
End Part Seven
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Part Eight
June sat up in the hospital bed, looking at the various tubes plugged into her arms. She hated hospitals. The last time she had been in one, she had been a teenager in need of a cast for her arm after driving – drunk – into a parked and thankfully uninhabited car. That had not been pleasant, yet the experience paled in comparison to the invasive but necessary procedure of submitting to a rape kit examination.
As if I needed someone else to confirm what happened to me.
The flatscreen TV mounted on the wall was tuned in to a local news station. There had been no end to the parade of "exclusive" stories regarding the investigation and ultimate death of the Tolomeo twins. It turned her stomach that some of the ignorant comments posted on the news show's Facebook page were in support of the dead brothers, suggesting that they should have been "properly" investigated and that "vigilante" police should not have been allowed to go after them.
Put yourselves in my shoes, June thought derisively. Show me what a 'proper' fucking investigation is.
"Detective?"
June didn't look to the young patrol officer as he pushed open the door to her room and leaned in. "What."
"Um . . . someone to see you. She's on your 'pass' list."
June snapped her head up, eyes opening wide in hope. "Sophie?"
The patrolman retreated, leaving the door open for the pretty redhead as she entered the room. She held a bouquet of flowers.
June blubbered instantly, smiling and crying at the same time. "Sophie," she sputtered, holding her arms out. "Oh, God."
Sophie smiled as well, looking past the blemishes on her lover's face, the bruises and the wounds. She rushed to the bedside, dropping the flowers to the floor before embracing the woman she loved.
Both women trembled as they hugged, with June nearly convulsing in an epileptic fit. Sophie had to push herself back.
"Don't look at me," June declared, turning away.
But Sophie caught her lover's chin in her hand. "But I want to."
June winced. "No. Not yet."
Sophie was insistent. "I don't care what happened to you. I love you. No matter what."
Tears dribbled down June's face. "Even after what they did to me?"
"Yes. Even after that."
Slowly, June turned pained eyes upon those of the woman she loved more than herself. "I'm never gonna be the same," she said, her voice barely more than a whisper.
Yet, Sophie could only smile, looking past the bruises, past the pain. "Maybe not. But you're always going to be my wife," she declared.
* * * *
"I strongly suggest you remain for at least another day," the doctor insisted as Riaz dressed himself.
The detective shook his head with a wry smile, hiding the pain that lanced through his back and shoulder every time he moved his left arm. "Can't do that," he said. "My daughter's graduating tonight. I'll be damned if I'm going to miss it."
The doctor sighed tiredly. "It's your call," he said. "Just remember, you have a fractured scapula and two bruised ribs. No exertion for the next few weeks. No smoking, no--"
"I don't smoke."
The physician held up his hands. "I'm just saying, take it easy. Sit down the moment you feel any light-headedness. It's going to take a while to heal."
Riaz nodded as he finished draping the jacket over his shoulders. He extended his hand to the doctor. "Believe me when I say I understand," he said. "I may be stubborn, but I'm not stupid. I'll take care of myself. I always have."
The doctor managed the thinnest of smiles as he shook the detective's hand. "Guess I just have to believe you on that."
Riaz let the man go, then returned to the task of collecting his personal things. He had hated every minute of the previous seventeen hours spent in a hospital bed in a hospital gown, barely able to sleep. The haunting memories of what had happened during that final confrontation with the Tolomeo twins plagued his thoughts, but not as much as the prospect of being denied the simple fatherly pleasure of watching his only daughter walk the stage at her graduation. In twenty-two years, he had never missed a single highlight of Kitna's life. He was not about to break that streak now.
"Riaz?"
He started, then tilted his head to glance back toward the owner of the voice. She stood behind him, several feet away, keeping her distance. He almost smiled at her presence, but her expression kept him emotionally guarded.
"I, uh . . . was gonna come see you sooner," Susan said awkwardly, brushing back a lock of dark hair. Her eyes were furtive, dancing all around as they avoided meeting Riaz's gaze. "I just, um . . . couldn't get off from work, and--"
He cut her off with a placating smile and gesture. "It's okay," he said, turning fully to face her.
The young brunette shifted on her feet. She smiled sheepishly. "It's not the same, now," she said.
Riaz nodded. "No, it's not."
"I mean," she continued. "It didn't really matter what you did. Before, I mean, when we were just fooling around."
You mean, when you were the other woman,Riaz thought bitterly. "But now it does?"
Susan grimaced, looking uncomfortable. "We had some fun," she said. "I mean, you were really hot, and I got off on you being a cop and all that, but . . . I can't be a cop's girlfriend. I can't handle this kind of shit. It's too . . . too real, you know?"
"It's life," he responded gravely. "Sometimes it gets a little . . .'real.'"
"I-I know," she said, then huffed in frustration, unable to articulate what she wanted to say.
Riaz looked away tiredly. "Go home, Susan," he told her. "Just . . . go home, okay?"
She started to speak, but said nothing. Feeling embarrassed and out of place, the young woman turned and made her way across the rain-spattered grass. Riaz did not watch her go. He already knew he would have nothing more to do with the comely young brunette, with whom he had thrown away his fidelity, his life, his supposedly uncompromisable fatherhood. He was left alone, but that did not bring depression into his heart. There was a strange sort of somber gladness, now. He felt nothing but calm acceptance.
* * * *
The doughty, wide-faced woman stared at the pair of figures beneath sterile white sheets in the laboratory. Harsh lights from the ceiling reflected off her glasses as she assessed her options.
"Eenie, meanie, minie, moe . . . ."
After so scientifically making her decision, she pulled back the sheet covering one of the bodies. The naked figure beneath her was in gloriously wonderful shape, aside from the fact that his head was canted at an odd angle and post-mortem bruising had made the corpse's entire neck dark and swollen.
She smirked, looking the body over. "Bet you got your share off attention when you were alive, Mr. . . ." she glanced to the report on her rolling cart. ". . . Thorne N. Tolomeo. But I'm sure you never figured you would be getting this kind of attention so soon."
With a cackle under her breath, the medical examiner reached for one of her tools, a hand-held, battery-powered circular saw. She depressed the trigger a few times, filling the air with loud, grating, mechanical screaming that made her smile.
She looked down upon Thorne Tolomeo's face. "Now, let's see how many slugs and snails and puppy dog tails we can find inside you . . . ."
As the tool screeched again, it's whine changing in pitch as it began to bite through flesh and bone, the frumpy woman did not hear the sudden gasp that came from the still-covered body behind her. And as she was so ardently focused upon the task of carving through the body before her, she could not have seen the stirring of the white sheet as breath escaped a pair of supposedly dead lips.
With a sudden flurry, Talon Tolomeo suddenly sat up, eyes wide and filled with wonder and confusion. He swayed a bit upon the metal table, slapping his hands to either side to keep from toppling to one side or the other. The sheet that had covered him danced languidly in the chilly air before settling upon his upper thighs.
Where . . . what . . . .
The cacophony of noise from the loudly-chattering saw suddenly reached his ears as his senses became abruptly and painfully re-awakened. He winced and clutched his ears, squeezing his eyes shut. Breath heaved in and out through his lungs as he coped with the sudden onslaught.
Then finally, inextricably, the world became balanced around him. He could feel his limbs, his fingers, smell through his nostrils, hear through his ears, see through his eyes. All that lingered was a dry, metallic flavor in the back of his mouth.
His gaze drifted across his body. Numerous puncture marks adorned his flesh, from his left foot to his right shoulder. More than a half a dozen in number. Each set of dark holes in his skin was surrounded by dark, hardening flesh. Looking upon them made Talon smile in wonder.
They didn't kill me. I'm immune to their venom.
Eyes and attention now focused with predatory efficiency, Talon looked to his left, to the back of the thick-bodied woman in a white lab coat as she sliced her way into his brother's body. His eyes narrowed with controlled anger.
Casting off the sheet so that it floated into the air, he slid his feet to the floor.
The screaming saw suddenly cut out. Talon froze, standing mere paces behind the woman.
"Damn it," hissed the medical examiner, jerking the gore-covered tool from the sternum of the body before her. "I'm just gonna have to go back to plug-ins . . . ." She pulled the trigger again, making the saw blade spin, which cast thick dark ichor across the lab. She let out a short laugh as she released the trigger. "Okay, maybe not--"
The sound of thick polyester fabric falling to the floor behind her made the woman freeze in place. Her brow furrowed. Slowly, she turned to look.
The woman's eyes flew open wide at the sight of the man standing behind her. She dropped the battery-operated saw and stumbled back, colliding with the table upon which Thorne's body rest.
"Holy fuck!"
Talon sneered darkly, squatting quickly to scoop up the tool from the floor. He advanced upon the woman, shooting out a hand to grasp the woman's neck. He squeezed the trigger of the small but deadly circular saw, making it spin and scream loudly above her face.
"Oh my God!" she screeched, staring in abject horror at the whirling blade.
"You can't have my brother!" cried Talon, though his words were drowned out by not only the spitting screech of the saw, but also by the mortal screams of the medical examiner as the spinning blade sliced through flesh and bone.
He let the woman's body, convulsing in the throes of death, drop to the floor, and cast aside the saw. For several moments, as the medical examiner desperately clung to her fleeting life, Talon stared down upon the body of his brother. His features twisted silently. He stroked Thorne's thick black hair.
"I'll make them pay for this," Talon whispered, scooping his arms beneath the corpse of his brother. Leaving the medical examiner to die, Talon lifted his brother's body from the table and carried him toward the door.
* * * *
Even in such a large, packed arena which at the moment housed more than ten thousand excited parents and other relatives, Riaz was able to find his way. The ceremony had begun nearly an hour before, and panic had begun to set in as Riaz considered he might be too late to see his daughter. But a kindly aged woman at the entrance to the arena had informed him that the graduation had been delayed by technical problems with the sound system.
"They're not even on 'F,' yet," she had informed.
Encouraged, Riaz found the entrance to the part of the arena where his assigned seat lay. He shouldered past a few lingerers, then emerged into the cavern where, a couple of hundred feet below, a small wooden stage had been erected. Above it hung a banner: "Class of 2013."
An usher was at hand to point Riaz in the right direction, but as soon as he looked up toward the rows of narrowly-fitted blue plastic seats, he had seen her face and knew exactly where he should go. A momentary smile graced his face as he looked upon her.
Still beautiful,he thought, then corrected himself.No . . . always beautiful.
He started up the narrow steps, and as he approached, the attention of the woman he watched shifted from the stage to him. A sort of sad yet happy smile came to her. She patted the empty seat on her left side.
"Glad I'm not late," Riaz commented as he sat down.
Her smile became more genuine with each moment. "You never were," she said. Her dark brown eyes drifted over him. "Are you okay? I heard the news reports, and--"
"I'm okay," he responded quickly, meeting her gaze. "Thanks for not telling her."
His former wife breathed out heavily. "You know, you're a stubborn son of a bitch."
He chuckled. "I won't argue that."
"If I'd told her, she'd have been in that hospital in a heartbeat. Jesus Christ. Twenty-two years old and still a daddy's girl."
"And she would have missed her own graduation," Riaz pointed out. "No chance in Hell was I going to let that happen, Melissa."
They sat in uncomfortable silence, listening as the names of the graduates were called, watching as the blue-robed young men and women crossed the stage to take their diplomas.
"I, uh, guess Joe couldn't make it," Riaz said probingly.
She sighed with a rueful smile. "Despite what you might think, Joe is . . .was. . . just a friend. Maybe he wanted more than that, but I didn't."
Riaz held back a smile at his ex-wife's words. The firmness of her tone was telling.
"I heard you caught those twins who were killing people," Melissa commented. "It's been all over the news."
Riaz nodded. "Well, that's what I do."
She rubbed her hands together, a nervous tick she'd always possessed. "The news said they . . . hurt your partner, too. What was her name?"
Riaz gritted teeth for a moment. "June," he said. "June Barret."
"She gonna be okay?"
He looked to her. "Maybe. Hopefully. She's a strong woman."
Their gaze held for a long moment, stirring feelings which had never died out. But there was also the pain in his ex-wife's eyes, pain he had caused, for which Riaz could never forgive himself.
As if reading his mind, Melissa glanced away, asking, "Are you still seeing her?"
He sighed softly through hos nose. "No."
She gave only a vague nod.
The names of the graduates drifted to them from the speakers mounted around and above the stage, followed by various amounts of applause."Gilbert Ontiveros."
"She's going to be called soon," Riaz said, finally smiling. His eyes searched the sea of navy blue gowns before the stage, focusing on the line of figures to one side.
"Do you see her?"
He chuckled. "They all look alike in their gowns and caps."
"Michael Olsson."
As the young man called stepped up to the stage, Riaz trained his vision on the young woman behind him. At such distance, he could not be sure, but . . . "That's her," he said. "She's next."
"Kitna Parande."
Riaz was already jumping to his feet, bringing his hands together in applause. Even though pain flooded him with every clap, he ignored it. "That's my baby girl!" he cried, making those around him chuckle and grin. A few glared in annoyance; he ignored them.
He sat back down, watching his daughter stroll across the stage, diploma in hand. Tears welled in his eyes, both from pride and pain. The pride was stronger.
"Here."
He looked to see his former wife offering a few pieces of tissue. He took them with a wry grin.She still knows me.
In his pocket, he felt the insistent buzzing of his phone. The compulsion to take it up was automatic, but he stopped himself just as his fingertips touched the device.Whatever it is, it can wait,he told himself.I'm off duty.
* * * *
Threading through the milling pool of students outside, Riaz looked all around for his daughter. He found her chatting with friends, all of whom were grinning with the accomplishment of graduation.
". . . no more reports, no more theses, no more class--"
"No more of Dr. Jackauer's bad breath!"
"But, hey, we get to start paying off our student loans in six months. What joy!"
"Hey, none of that!" snapped Kitna, giving one of her friends a playful glare. "We just graduated. Time to celebrate!"
"Couldn't have said it better," Riaz said, interrupting them as they began to whoop and holler.
Kitna snapped her head toward him, her already abundant grin becoming enormous. "Daddy!" she shrieked, taking three steps and jumping.
He winced as he caught his daughter, holding her close. Despite the pain that flashed through his shoulder and arm, he would not let go of his little girl.
She pulled back after her smothering hug an a kiss to her father's cheek. Riaz thankfully lowered her to the ground, doing his best to hide his discomfort.
"Mom!" Kitna exclaimed, giving the woman similar hugs and kisses. She stepped back, flickering eyes taking in her mother and father together. "Now, this is what it's supposed to be like."
Riaz gave both his daughter and ex-wife awkward looks. "I'm just glad I was able to be here," he said, grimacing as he felt the vibration of his phone once more. In annoyance, he slipped it from his pocket. "Just give me a second," he said and stepped away.
"Yes, Captain?"
The tired voice on the other end sounded decades older than the man himself. "You're not going to believe this, Parande . . . ."
* * * *
"My Jesus, by the sorrows Thou didst suffer in Thine agony in the Garden, in Thy scourging and crowning with thorns, in the way to Calvary, in Thy crucifixion and death, have mercy on the souls in purgatory, and especially on those that are most forsaken; do Thou deliver them from the dire torments they endure; call them and admit them to Thy most sweet embrace in paradise."
A light rain fell upon the cemetery as the priest read the prayer from the Bible. Solemnly, he clasped the leather-bound book closed as mounds of earth were shoveled atop the grave. Relatives of the medical examiner stood in line to pay their respects. Many paces back, Riaz stood beneath the shelter of a broad-limbed oak, its leaves providing some shelter from the sun above. He gazed with dark eyes upon the scene before him.
How the hell did son of a bitch survive those snake bites? I've never heard of anyone being immune to rattlesnake venom, but I suppose it's possible . . . .
He peripherally noticed the approach of the figure beside him. He instantly knew without looking who it was. "How you doing?" he asked.
June shrugged. "Still recovering," she answered. "You?"
Absently, Riaz touched his shoulder. "Same."
The detectives stood in silence for several moments, watching the sad and crying faces of the medical examiner's family and friends. The darkest face of them all was the woman's husband. Riaz had not even known she was married.
"Still no word about Talon Tolomeo?" June asked.
Riaz shook his head somberly. "Not that I'm on the case, but, no. No word."
"You think he'll come after us?"
"Anything's possible. He was the smart one; that makes him more dangerous than his brother."
June sighed in frustration. "Well, can you do something about the protective surveillance on my house? Our neighbors all hate us now because there's always a cop parked at the end of the street."



He gave a wry smile. "I guess I can ask the Captain if he can assign unmarked cars for it."
"Thanks."
"Saw your resignation on the Captain's desk this morning," Riaz commented.
June nodded, looking down at the ground like a child who had shamed herself in the eyes of her father. "I thought about telling you, first," she said in a cracking voice. "But you probably would've talked me out of it."
He ground his teeth. "Maybe. Maybe not."
June shook her head, wiping a few stray droplets that had landed upon her face. "I thought I could, but . . . I can't do it. I never want to go through anything like that again. I can't do that to Sophie. God knows why she's just willing to accept the fact that I was . . . that what happened to me--"
"Raped," Riaz said curtly, cutting her off. He turned his tired gaze upon his partner. "You were raped. If you can't say the word, you'll never be able to get over it. I can't for a second imagine what it's like to be in that situation, but I do know that if you can't accept the reality, you'll never heal."
June nodded slowly, forcing back tears of pain and anger. "It's gonna take some time," she whispered in a choked voice.
He reached out and pulled her to him. She yielded instantly, whimpering softly against Riaz's chest. "I know it will," he told her. "And I'll always be here for you. All you ever have to do is call, or come by."
June sniffled and pushed back. She laughed suddenly, a harsh, mirthless sound. "You mean, come by your apartment?"
He managed a crooked smile. "Yeah. About that--"
"I'm not an idiot, you know," she said, wiping her eyes. She seemed more than glad to change the subject. "Why didn't you tell me you got a divorce?"
Riaz breathed in and out deeply. "It happened about the same time they paired us up. You were so gung-ho about working with me, telling me all these things you'd heard about me . . . I didn't want to let you down."
She frowned quizzically. "You thought, if you told me you were getting a divorce, that I'd think less of you?"
He met her gaze. "No," he said. "But I thought, if you found out why,thenyou would think less of me. And I didn't want any of my personal bullshit to come between us."
She expelled a laugh, shaking her head ruefully. "Jesus, Riaz, you're the best damn cop I've ever known. Hell, thatanyone'sever known! But I never thought you weren't human."
His lips curled with self-admonishment. "I should have told you," he said.
She gently elbowed him. "Yeah, you should've." She stepped before Riaz, turning to face him and grabbing the lapels of his coat. "I hated my father," she said suddenly. "When I was sixteen, I told him I was a lesbian and he threw me out of the house. Just about every man I've ever met treated me like shit because I'm a dyke.
"But you--" she poked Riaz's chest. "--you never,ever, talked down to me, or made a cheap shot about my life with Sophie . . . hell, you treated me like I was just another cop. And that's all I ever wanted."
His eyes darted around her face. "I only ever saw you as a detective," he said simply. "You could have been a six-armed martian that pisses out the top of your head, and all I would see is a partner who's got my back. That's allIever wanted."
A true smile finally blossomed on June's face, the first in days. "We were a good team," she said, then lifted up to place a soft kiss on Riaz's cheek.
He smiled back. "Yes, we were. We got the bad guys, after all, right?"
She nodded with a firm, final tone, stepping back. "Right."
Riaz Parande watched his partner as she made her way back across the vibrant green lawn of the cemetery. She approached a car beside which the pretty redhead stood, smiling and patient. He wished he had someone who would wait for him like that.
His phone buzzed in his pocket. He took it out to see he had a new message. From his ex-wife.
It simply read,"Dinner at the house tonight?"
He managed a smile.
Maybe I do have someone to wait for me after all . . . .
* * * *
Epilogue
Two Months Later . . . .
Another God damned hospital visit,June thought sourly as she sat in the pristine white bed, framed by sterile walls.I hate the way these places smell. Like someone just threw up, and then they moped the floor with strawberry-scented toothpaste and bleach.
"Hey," Sophie said, providing reassurance as she squeezed June's hand. "Hey, it's almost over."
June nodded with heavy eyes. It had been over seven hours since she had been admitted to the ER for severe heartburn. She assumed she was the victim of an ulcer that had formed beneath the stress of the previous couple of months. Leaving the police force had not been a simple matter of walking away, and the high-profile aspects of the case involving the Tolomeo twins meant she had been hounded daily by reporters, Internal Affairs, and even literary agents trying to entice her into an exclusive book deal. Add to that the fact that Talon had never been found, and it had gotten so bad that she and Sophie had moved to a townhouse apartment on the other side of town.
"He better come back with a magic pill to make this shit go away," June growled. "We haven't had sex in a week."
Sophie chuckled, ruffling June's mopish blonde hair. It had grown out quite a bit in the previous weeks. "Feeling needy, baby?"
June gave a half-hearted glare. "Maybe."
A knock sounded at the hospital room door, just before the young physician stepped in with his clipboard. While he had been all smiles through the previous hours as test after test was administered, his sudden recalcitrant expression made June worry.
"Jesus Christ, doc, just tell me what the hell's wrong. Write me a prescription or whatever."
The doctor gave June a sheepish look, his eyes flickering back and forth between the two women. "I, uh, really can't write a prescription for this," he said.
June frowned. "What do you mean? It's just acid reflux, right? Right?"
He nodded slowly. "It's, uh, a little more than that, Miss Barret. The acid reflux is just a symptom. A fairly common one for your condition, actually."
Her face fell. She glared at him. "My . . . 'condition,'" she repeated darkly.
He nodded again, then took a deep breath. "I don't know how you're going to take this, so I'll just say it."
June gripped Sophie's hand and squeezed hard, afraid of the answer she already knew she would hear.
At last, the physician spoke. "You're pregnant."
-fin-
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* * * *
Heartbreak had faded, pain had ebbed. What had been the worst tragedy anyone could be asked to endure was behind me now, after more than two years. What lingered was the loneliness. And that was perhaps the worst of it all.
"Vincent?"
My mother's voice disturbed me from yet another self-pitying moment. I turned away from the packing box in which lay the photographic record of a life now gone and gave my aging mother a weak smile. "I'm fine."
She cocked her head as she leaned upon the walker. "That's not what I was going to ask," she said. "I think I've asked that question enough in the last couple of years."
"Sorry. I guess it's turned into a habit, you know, expecting everyone to ask me how I'm doing."
"People mean well," she said, in that sort of way that southern women say 'bless his heart.'
"So . . . ." I prompted my mother.
"Oh! Of course," she said as if jolted. She managed to let out a small laugh. "I just wanted to ask if you finished the list for the auction. Mr. Haverty sent me a message about it this morning."
I nodded. "I'll email it to him this afternoon," I said, then glanced to the small stack of boxes in the middle of the now-barren living room. "Although it'd be easier to list what isn't going to be auctioned off."
"Are you absolutely certain you want to do this?"
Again I nodded, more vehemently. "Yes," I told her firmly. I met my mother's gaze. "The important things are in these boxes," I said, then tapped my temple. "And up here. The rest is just . . . extra."
Her head bobbed sadly. I hadn't been the only one to endure pain and loss, after all. It seemed to have hit her harder, though; she relied upon the walker more and more and had started smoking again. I couldn't blame her for ignoring her doctor's advice in the face of overwhelming mortality. I had spent a year as a self-pitying alcoholic, after all.
"When is your flight leaving?"
"Six-thirty tomorrow morning."
She gave a wan smile. "Call me when you land."
* * * *
Friends and therapists had been telling me for more than a year I needed to get away. "You need a fresh start," they told me. "You gotta get back out to the world of the living."
Pithy words, I had thought, but the idea grew and grew until it became part of an obsession. When I finally made the decision to auction off the house and just about everything in it, I planned a vacation as the culminating chapter to the worst period of my life. Maybe it would be a fresh start. Or maybe I could just let myself feel alive again, if only for a while.
"So, where are we going?" my friends had asked, taking it as a matter of course that I would bring them along. But they had been part of the ongoing tragedy, if only by virtue of the fact that they reminded me of it through looks, words, and deeds. As touching as their sympathy and support had been, they only aggravated the situation.
"I'm going . . . somewhere," I told them cryptically. Some understood my reticence; others didn't. Those who did agreed that I needed time to myself, to reflect, to assess, to decide what was going to happen to me. Those who didn't understand thought I was snubbing them. Melancholy, fortunately, didn't allow me to care about the latter.
Banishment of such distracting thoughts came, thankfully, as I stepped from the taxi before the airport terminal. The cabbie had been a nice guy, just talkative enough to make the ride pleasant without being intrusive. I saw no reason not to share details with him that I wouldn't with even my mother.
"Have fun in Mexico, man," he said after I'd awarded him a generous tip. "Watch out for them senoritas, though. They know tourists when they see one."
I managed a smile. "Where I'm going, not many tourists know about."
"Private resort, huh?"
"Something like that."
I bid the man farewell and headed into the terminal. Each step closer to the gate seemed to echo the slowly-increasing beating of my heart.
* * * *
The little house was not much to look at, to be honest, but I had not expected a four-star resort with servants in white suits offering complimentary margaritas as soon as I walked in the door. In fact, no one greeted me after I had pulled the rental car into the short driveway. That was fine; the less pomposity, the better.
The instructions in the email told me the key to the door would be under a little clay flower pot covered by a sunset mosaic, and indeed, there it was. I had to jiggle the lock a bit to get the door open.
There were two bedrooms, a kitchen, a living room and a single large, spacious bathroom. Nothing too remarkable, until I stepped into the sunken living room and realized the entire south-facing wall was a series of wooden shutters, with slats open to reveal the generous lawn and, most importantly, the white sand beach beyond.
My cheeks suddenly hurt. I realized I was actually, honestly, smiling.
I took in a deep breath of crisp salt air. The sounds of the Pacific ocean drifted to me: lapping waves, seagulls, rustling palm fronds. Apparently, I had stepped into a Hollywood beach movie . . . just without Frankie Valli and all the annoying, giggling kids.
Upon the dining room table was a basket of fresh fruit and an envelope, addressed to "Sr. Paterac." Within was a copy of my rental agreement with the owner, as well as menus to a few local restaurants and the number for a delivery service that would bring me fresh groceries if I desired.
I took an apple from the basket. It was fresh, ripe, as good as any straight off a tree in Washington. I was beginning to feel spoiled. A man could get used to living with such simple luxuries.
After getting settled in and calling home, I changed from casual dress to a pair of brand new, rather loose-fitting nylon shorts and headed out the back. The pleasant tropical air was delightfully free of the stench of city life. There was no industry in this little Mexican town other than fishing, agriculture, and some light tourism. There were a few cars here and there but most of the locals seemed to get around on foot or on bicycle. Other than the occasional satellite dish, none of the constructions looked to have changed in over a century.
The back yard of the hacienda which was to be my home for twenty-one days was framed by tall palms and a number of thick tropical plants the names of which I could not guess. The result was a noticeable sense of privacy, which had been the main requirement for my getaway. And indeed, when speaking with Hector, the owner of the property, he assured me my privacy was virtually guaranteed. He even pointed out that the beach, while technically private, was considered clothing optional.
Hmm. Naked on a beach, I thought. I've never done that before.
But I resisted going all out on my first foray across sand so fine and white that a Zip-lock bag of it would probably get me arrested. It was hot, but not scalding, and while my feet were tender from decades of easy living, I could walk across it readily enough. With nothing more than a bottle of locally-produced beer, I found a spot where the sand was a little damp and cool and watched the tides roll back and forth.
* * * *
I slept in late every day, decided not to shave, and didn't even bother to make use of the bathtub. I ate when I felt like it, drank whatever I desired. At times I enjoyed a bit too much of the local brew and succumbed to fits of depression. Now and then I drunkenly considered going for a midnight swim and let the sea take me away forever.
But it wasn't time for that.
On the fourth day of my voluntary exile, after accepting a delivery of shrimp, flank steak, and a variety of vegetables from an extremely agreeable young man, I decided to take advantage of my beach's "option" and venture out to the surf in the buff. In the preceding days I had not seen a single other person other than dark specks moving distantly down the beach. The haciendas flanking mine were either unoccupied, or their tenants had no true love for the beach.
All that meant, of course, that stepping boldly and gloriously nude to the edge of the water was easy enough. The flow of salty air across my now-naked genitals was, well, titillating, perhaps even a touch arousing. I almost felt like swaggering. Like a naked Captain Morgan, I planted one of my feet upon a piece of large driftwood and tilted the bottle of beer to my lips.
I was lord of my domain. Vincent Paterac, King of Naked Beach.
And in Mel Brooks' immortal words, it was good to be the king.
A reckless, careless chuckle left my lips. I had never felt such freedom before. For the first time in my life, I truly had no cares, no demands, no deadlines to meet or fools to please. There was only I, the sea, and the wind.
And the woman who inexplicably appeared in the corner of my vision.
"Good afternoon," she said casually.
In that instant, I was a twelve-year-old boy, suddenly foolish and embarrassed. I settled my free hand over my crotch. "Uh . . . good afternoon," I replied.
She chuckled, amused at my gesture. "Don't worry, you're not offending me. I've seen naked men before."
Now I felt even more embarrassed. Here I was, a man of forty-four years, naked on a private beach where it had already been established that nudity was kosher . . . and I'm covering my dick because a woman happened to be there.
She was about twenty feet away, just at the imaginary dividing line between my rental property and my easterly neighbor. She wore a stark white bikini with a transparent wrap that fluttered around her legs like the tentative hands of a doting masseuse.
I could honestly say I had never seen a woman quite like her before. Her skin was darker than that of any black woman I had previously seen. It wasn't just chocolate dark, it was dark chocolate dark, like the richest and most alluring shade of pure ebony. Her eyes glowed in contrast, as if lit from behind, as did her teeth when she spoke. The pale color of her garments looked like purest ivory in contrast.
At last, I found a voice to speak with. "I didn't think anyone else would be on this beach."
Her amused expression remained, even as she gave me a once-over. "I'm getting that impression."
I looked at her painfully. "I'm not a pervert."
She just shrugged. "I didn't think you were." She took a few steps closer. "It's okay. I'm not going to call the police, if that's what you're afraid of. I don't think I could, to be honest. Anyway, I know this beach is clothing optional. I might even strip down some time myself."
I arched an eyebrow. That would be something to see, I had to admit. The woman had a very nice figure, which was thankfully showcased by her scant attire.
"My name's Nina," she said by way of introduction. "I'm guessing you're from the States, too?"
I nodded. "Chicago area."
She smiled broadly. "No kidding! I grew up in Gary."
"Small world."
She looked behind me to my hacienda. "You rented from Hector, too?"
"Yes. Four or five days ago. Something like that. I've already lost track of time."
She flashed those dazzling white teeth once more. "That just means you are officially on vacation," she commented. "How long will you be my neighbor?"
"Around two more weeks, a little more."
She nodded with a purse of lush, soft-looking lips and started to turn away. "I guess I'll be seeing you around."
I watched her go, and for the first time in a very long time, I found myself admiring the shape of a woman's behind. She wore a thong beneath the transparent wrap, which vanished between a pair of nearly perfect spherical buttocks. Despite my omnipresent somberness, I actually felt the stirrings of arousal.
"Wait!" I called.
Nina stopped and gave me a quizzical look over her shoulder.
"My name's Vincent."
She smiled. "Nice to meet you, Vincent."
* * * *
My retreat included satellite TV, but after flipping through numerous channels, I decided that all I wanted was some music. So I found a music station playing the pop hits from the 80s that I still knew and loved as I went about assembling my dinner. I fired up the gas stove, heated a pan, boiled some water. Pan-seared flank steak with steamed broccoli was on the menu for the night. I figured I would switch the 50-inch big screen TV to something banal as I ate, then maybe order a movie and crack open a bottle of tequila.
The chime at the front door was not at all anticipated.
I frowned at the sound of it and considered simply ignoring it. At just after six in the early evening, it could have been someone trying to sell something.
But it sounded again.
I grumbled as I made my way to the door. Annoyance fueling my movements, I jerked the portal open, ready to let loose an angry tirade upon whichever hapless soul happened to be standing on the doorstep.
Instead, however, there was no hapless soul. Just my beautiful, exotic, dark-skinned neighbor, holding a small basket in her hands. She flinched and stepped back before my less than amiable answering.
For a long moment, we just stared at one another. My annoyance was gone in a flash, replaced by admonishment.
"Is this, um, a bad time?" Nina asked.
I breathed out with an embarrassed laugh. "No," I said. "Sorry."
She blinked, eyes round and wide and making her look even younger than she already appeared. "I could, uh, come back . . . or, not at all . . . ."
"No, it's fine, really," I said emphatically, even as I wondered why I felt I needed to endear myself to this woman. Part of me, apparently, wanted to be a good neighbor. "I'm sorry. I'm not the easiest person to get to know. It's been a while since I was, well, social."
Her features softened. A smile crept across her face. She had a very cute and round nose, I noticed. Button-like. "Me, too, actually," she said. "But, maybe it's because I'm on vacation, but I figured, what the hell. If there's any excuse to step out of my shell, this would be it."
Now a real smile came to me. "I can relate to that," I said. I pushed the door open wide. "I was just about to make dinner. I could easily make it for two. Would you care to join me?"
Nina grinned. "I think I would."
* * * *
We ate, we drank, we spoke of banal things the likes of which two strangers would casually reveal. I learned that Nina was a professor of communication, who taught at a university in Memphis, Tennessee. I shared with her some basic details of my career in real estate. Interspersed with that was the usual banter about popular culture, a few vague references to politics, and other topics. My initial assumption about Nina's age -- which I figured, based on her appearance and energy, to be in the late-20s range -- was challenged by some of her remarks.
". . . sometimes I think I'm beating my head against the wall when I try to explain things like irony to my students," she said at one point, as we sat in the living room of the hacienda, sipping from glasses filled with wine.
I chuckled. "I love a good dose of irony," I said. "Reminds me of one of my favorite movies. 'I was thinking of the immortal words of Socrates, who said, I drank what?'"
Nina laughed, tossing her head back as she reclined upon the couch beside the chair in which I sat. "Oh my God! Real Genius! I love that movie!"
I shot her a look. "I saw it in the theater," I said pointedly.
She gave me a look of her own. "So did I," she shot back.
That surprised me. I looked her over once more, trying to assess whether or not this woman was pulling my leg. She was clad in loose khaki shorts and a yellow tank that showed off both the smooth dark tone of her skin as well as the apparently youthful muscles beneath. There was no way this woman was more than thirty, I figured, but her comments suggested otherwise.
"You look surprised," she said.
"That's because I am."
Nina tittered and sipped her wine, then eased forward to set the glass upon the low coffee table before her. Her gaze drifted out through the open doors and windows of the living room to the grounds beyond and the dark, rolling waves of the sea.
"I've always wanted to take a tropical vacation," she said absently. She dipped her head, looking down. "But we always ended up spending our vacation time on Superbowl and things like that."
"'We,'" I echoed.
Nina nodded. "My husband was a big sports fan," she said ruefully. But then she laughed and leaned back, falling into the cushions of the couch. Her breasts bounced beneath the single layer of fabric covering them, nipples making outlines against the cotton. "But this vacation . . . this is all mine." She smiled broadly.
"So . . . I'm guessing the husband is now an ex-husband," I ventured.
Her head rolled toward me with a smile. "He sure is," she said, dark eyes boring into mine.
And there it was. A meaningful look. I had not been privy to too many of those in my lifetime. A few during my collegiate days, when I was foolish enough to be part of a ridiculous fraternity, then more later, after the wedding. My wife had been exceedingly adept when it came to conveying desires and intimations with her eyes.
Suddenly, here was another woman who seemed to possess the same talent. Or perhaps that was ego, wishful thinking, or simple maladroitness on my part. Regardless of the reasons, I felt Nina was sending me a message, one for which I was not yet ready.
I sat up, looking away, seeking a diversion. "Why don't we go to the patio? It's a nice night."
I did not look to her as I stepped to the wide-open portal -- I had not bothered to close it during the last few days -- but I gave her an amiable smile as I stood aside and allowed her through. She smiled back, somewhat reserved, I thought.
"How long were you married?" I asked her as we took our seats at the round wooden table overlooking the lawn and sea beyond.
"Seventeen years," she said wistfully. "I met him in my junior year. He was a teacher's aide . . . and star running back for the football team."
I chuckled. "Brains and brawn?" I asked.
"Sure seemed that way," she answered, and I could tell she was a little perturbed by the turn in conversation. "Fooled me enough to make me want to marry him and put up with his shit for longer than I should have."
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to bring up anything painful."
She turned her face toward me, and for a moment, there was a hard, biting look in her eyes, the sort of look which would have been the inspiration for the phrase 'shooting daggers.' But quickly enough, her dark orbs softened and the warm, friendly, casually flirtatious smile returned. "What about you? How long were you married?"
I automatically glanced to the ring that still adorned my finger. After more than two years, I still couldn't take it off. "Twelve," I said. "Almost thirteen."
"Second marriage?" she asked. "Or . . . you were just waiting?"
A smile borne of nostalgia tugged at my lips. "I had a few near misses before I met Jessica," I said. "But she was the only woman I'll ever be married to."
Nina's eyes darted as she tried to read my face. "Once is enough?"
I nodded.
Thankfully, the conversation turned to more light-hearted fare after that. We talked about music, television shows, books. Nina, though she never directly came out and told me her age, was obviously a good decade older than I figured her for. I commended her on maintaining her youth.
By midnight, I was feeling tired, and announced my intention to get some sleep. Nina at first gave me a somewhat hopeful look, as if I was suggesting she stay the night and let whatever passions we may feel run their course. But by that point, the possibility of sex had already come and gone, if it had ever existed at all. So I led her to the door, thanked her for the basket, and sent her on her way.



I finished the rest of the wine by myself and went to bed.
* * * *
Over the following couple of days, I did not hear from Nina. I honestly was not surprised. If she had come over with the intention of seeking sex, and having clearly not found it, I could not blame her for not wanting to waste her time with me again.
With little else to do, I took to morning swims in the ocean, followed by minimalist meals. Abandoning the "ruffian" look I sported, I shaved off the beginnings of my beard and refrained from drinking, considering the tumultuous nightmares I suffered following my evening with Nina. Those I attributed to too much alcohol.
I called my mother. She was being cared for by a live-in nurse provided by her insurance and my additional financial support, so I had little reason to worry for her day-to-day well being. As the only real remaining member of my family, my mother was the last anchor attached to the world in which I lived.
"Are you doing alright?" I asked her.
"I'm fine," she said, following a barrage of bronchial coughing. "Lily's taking good care of me, as always. How's your vacation? Met anyone?"
I rolled my eyes. "I've met a neighbor," I said, indulging a little white lie. "He's old and fat and doesn't speak English. Not my type."
My mother laughed. "No pretty young beach girls?" she asked teasingly.
"No, none of those."
"Maybe that's just as well, they might talk you into staying there."
"Don't worry, mom," I told her. "I promise I'll see you soon."
* * * *
Being something of a fair swimmer, I made it all the way out toward a sandbar which lay a good two hundred yards or so from the beach. The water beyond was dark and cool, in contrast with the warmer, lighter-hued body swirling lazily between the bar and the beach. The edge of the continental shelf, I assumed. Even standing on the sandbar in less than two feet of water, I could feel the insistent pull of a powerful current, as gently nefarious as a siren's call.
One step over the edge would be enough to do it, I realized, and backed away. I plunged back into the warmer, safer embrace of the lagoon and headed back to shore.
"You want to be careful about going past the sandbar," a voice called as I trudged through the roiling surf at the edge of the beach. I lifted my head to see Nina standing in her stark white bikini . . . or, just the skimpy bottom, anyway. Her dark breasts hung free upon an athletic chest, nipples a shade darker even than the skin surrounding them. Based on the almost perfect roundness of the fleshy globes, I surmised they were implants. Not that the fact made her any less sexy.
"Yeah, I could feel the tide pulling at my legs," I said as I slapped wet feet upon the sand. "Don't think I'll be swimming that far out any time soon."
She cocked her head, assessing me as if we had just met. "Hector didn't tell you about the ultima ola?"
I frowned. "The what?"
"Ultima Ola," she repeated. "The Last Wave. According to local legends, the souls of drowned sailors swim just past the sandbar, waiting to drag people to their death."
I arched a brow. "I guess I'd better be careful, then. Wouldn't want any dead souls pulling me under."
For several heartbeats, neither one of us spoke a word. We stood just a few paces apart, me naked and uncaring, she topless and otherwise nearly nude. In any other context, the moment could have been the prelude to some torrid From Here To Eternity scene of reckless passion.
"I'm sorry I offended you," I said at last.
Her brow furrowed. "You didn't offend me," she said.
I nodded as I stepped past, toward my beach chair and towel. "Yes I did." I took up the towel and dabbed my face before turning back to her. "I turned you down."
Her eyes narrowed cattily. "Turned me down?"
I fixed her a look. "Nina," I said, almost patronizingly. "While we may not be old, we're both too old to play games. You wanted the other night to end a certain way. But I wasn't quite ready for that."
She faced me fully, in an almost challenging way. "Wait a sec. You think I came over because I wanted a booty call?"
I stared back. "Yes."
She started to glare, body language indicating the imminent release of a powerful vocal tirade. But then she softened, and actually smiled. I had been right, she knew it, and there was no reason to be coy about the matter. "Why aren't you ready?"
I smiled back, sheepishly. "I haven't had sex in over two years, Nina," I told her. "I haven't even masturbated. Hell, I can't remember the last time I actually had an erection. Truth is, I might be impotent, but I haven't even bothered to check."
She looked sympathetic. "What happened, Vincent?" she asked in a way that went beyond the immediate application of those words. It wasn't a 'what happened the other night' question. It was a 'what happened to you' question.
I sighed, averting my eyes. "That would be a very long conversation, and one that I don't think I want to have right now."
Nina's eyes dipped. "You're not divorced, are you?"
"No," I said flatly. "I'm not."
Her breasts rose and fell as she heaved a sigh. "Vincent, I'm sorry. I came down here to let loose and get away from some bad memories and just . . . feel alive again. I thought anonymous sex with a complete stranger would be a good way to do all that. Guess I was just being selfish."
I chuckled wryly. "You have no reason to apologize," I said. "You're an incredibly beautiful woman. I still can't believe we're pretty much the same age, because to look at you, I'd think you weren't even thirty. You just had the misfortune of taking a vacation next door a guy with a lot of baggage."
Her brow furrowed quizzically. "I think that's the strangest compliment I've ever gotten."
"As long as you take it as a compliment," I said.
She watched me as I toweled off and slipped my shorts on. "Vincent," she said at last.
I gave her a questioning look.
"You want to grab something to eat? You know, just two friends getting lunch together?"
I nodded with a smile. "Honestly, that sounds really good right now."
* * * *
We opted to walk to the little grocery down the street rather than drive. The air was warm and flavored by the sea, the sun glowing but not unpleasant. The grocery sold barbacoa tacos and had a few old weather-warped tables sitting out front. We ordered our lunch along with a couple of Mexican Cokes (made with real sugar, as opposed to the crap made in the states with corn syrup) and sat at the table, sharing anecdotes about our lives without getting too personal.
Afterward, we strolled through a local market and I bought Nina a straw hat with pink hearts painted upon it. She smiled demurely at the gesture and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. It was the closest gesture to intimacy we had shared yet.
I could not help but notice the ogles and almost outright lustful stares Nina in her skimpy white bikini earned. Men young and old stared at the exotic beauty walking beside me, and I could not help but think some of them were envious of our perceived intimacy. I could not deny that I enjoyed expounding upon the illusion, even going as far as to hold Nina's hand now and then, or touch her casually upon the arm or shoulder. Her presence was doing wonders for my ego.
We returned to my hacienda, mainly to get into some shade and relax before the TV. I cracked open a bottle of tequila and mixed it with orange juice and splashes of grenadine. Classic tequila sunrises.
"What did you want to be when you grew up?" Nina asked me as we sat on the broad couch facing the television.
I laughed. "Where did that come from?"
She shrugged. "I'm curious. What did little Vincent want to be when he was seven years old?"
"Oh, man . . ." I trailed off, thinking. "Well, I remember wanting to be Steve Austin," I said. "The Six Million Dollar Man was my favorite show. But I also wanted to be a race car driver, like Speed Racer."
Nina looked amused. "And then you ended up going into real estate."
"More like an accident of fortune that turned into a career," I said. "After six years in college, I ended up with a degree in marketing. I had no clue what to do with it. Then a friend suggested I join up with a guy he knew who had a little real estate business . . . turns out I was pretty good at flipping properties."
"Not exactly Steve Austin," she remarked.
"No, not exactly," I agreed. "What about you?"
"I . . . wanted to be a Playboy Centerfold," Nina declared.
I stared, surprised. "As a kid? That's what you wanted to be?"
She laughed. "Well, not exactly. But I did want to be a model. I was a tall, skinny kid in middle school. I remember being taller than all the boys in my class, even in seventh grade, and my teacher telling me I could be a model. The idea just sort of stuck."
"But . . . a Playboy Centerfold," I prompted.
She chuckled. "When I was a teenager, I found my dad's stash of Playboys. Not a single one of them was a black girl, and I thought, 'I could be the first black Playmate!' Of course, that didn't happen."
"Did you ever try modeling?"
Nina nodded. "After I turned eighteen, I auditioned for some local commercials, stuff like that. Made it onto a couple of of them, even did some print work. Had some, um, interesting experiences with a few less than reputable agencies."
"Let me guess: 'take your clothes off, baby, we'll make you a star!'"
Nina tossed her head back with a laugh. "You know, I think I actually heard those exact words, once." She shook her head ruefully. "Funny thing is, I think back now and wonder, if I had gone through with it, I could have been a killer porn star."
"You would have had a much different life," I said.
She nodded. "No shit," she agreed, then sighed wistfully. "Instead, I met Mr. Athlete and thought I was in love." She sipped her drink. "But I can't really regret it. Not all of it. I have two beautiful children that I love more than life. At least he could do that right."
A nostalgic wave of emotion passed through me. "Nothing better than being a parent," I said.
"You have kids, too?"
I held her gaze with my own for a moment, considering how much I should reveal. "A boy and a girl," I said. "Madison, then a couple of years later, Vinnie Jr."
Nina grinned broadly with a display of her perfectly white teeth. "Aw, a little boy to carry on your name."
I nodded somberly. "Yeah."
"Do you still see them?"

I sighed. "Every night when I close my eyes."
I stared at the TV, sipped my drink. I was peripherally aware of Nina looking to me. I could almost hear the unspoken question just behind her lips. Thankfully, however, she did not speak it.
Instead, she rolled forward on the couch and stood, setting her glass upon the little coffee table. She stepped around so that her lithe, dark-skinned form blocked my view of the television.
"Vincent."

I breathed in, feeling more than a little intimidated. "Yeah?"
She reached back to the trailing straps of her bikini top. Her dark, glowing eyes stabbed into mine. "I think I want to be a star."
I cradled my drink, but did not sip from it. A thick slug of something formed in the back of my throat, making me swallow thickly. "Right now?"
Nina nodded. "Yes. Right now."
First removed was the top, which fell to the ground with barely a flutter of cloth. Nina's breasts stood out firm and proud, glowing with a light sheen of sweat and arousal. Then she slipped her fingers beneath the straps of the bikini, and stooped over as she slid the garment down lean, athletic legs. Now fully nude -- she even stepped out of her sandals -- she straightened, arms dangling at her sides.
I would have been a consummate idiot if I did not allow myself the luxury of drinking in Nina's beautiful, exotic nudity. Ripe round breasts floated above a trim stomach, which sat upon hips that flared out nicely before flowing into strong, long legs. Her thighs were toned, not at all fleshy, and between them lay the most incredible, smooth-shaved edifice of ebony sexuality I could ever hope to see.
The sight of Nina in her delectable nudity was enough to make me lick my lips. More than that, but I felt a sincere and insistent stirring in my groin.
Giving me a look of abject lust, she pushed the coffee table out of the way and lowered herself to her hands and knees. Her eyes glowed like those of a feral cat's as she crawled toward me. "Put your drink down, Vincent," she whispered sultrily.
I numbly complied, setting the glass upon the small table beside the couch. I flinched as I felt Nina's hands gliding across the tops of my thighs. Her fingertips slipped beneath the edge of my shorts.
"Nina, I'm not sure--" I began.
"Shh," she responded, cutting me off. "If it happens, it happens."
I felt like I was suddenly a third my age, completely unsure of myself and woefully unprepared for anything that might happen next. At the same time, the unknowable future was tantalizing, and Nina certainly knew how to turn a man on.
"Lift up," she whispered. "So I can take these off."
I complied quickly, almost drunkenly, though I had not imbibed nearly enough alcohol to dull my senses. No, I was fully sober, yet at the same time utterly intoxicated.
My shorts slid down and vanished as Nina tore them from my feet and tossed them away. She was like an impish nymph, grinning from between my legs, the half-swollen tube of my erection laying between us. Her eyes remained on mine until my feet had settled to the floor.
"Oh, my," she whispered heatedly, lips spreading with an approving smile. "What have we here? Is this all for me?"
I could not respond. I was caught between two worlds, one dominated by guilt, the other by passion. The latter won out.
"What a beautiful cock," Nina murmured, just before she pressed her lips to the base of my shaft, sucking gently. I arched my back, gasping at the sensation. Sexual nerves which had long lain dormant were now suddenly brought back to life.
Eyes heavy and mouth slack, Nina lovingly licked up and down my stiffening penis, bathing it with the heat and wetness of her mouth. Tendrils of saliva stretched from my shaft to her tongue before she lapped them away. Finally, she lifted my erection and pointed it toward her mouth. Lush, thick pink lips parted wetly. She flickered her tongue out to tease the tip.
"I want to fuck you, Vincent," she said breathily.
I trembled with a heartfelt sigh. "I don't think I could stop you if I tried."
Nina grinned, then her features became almost feral, almost predatory as she sunk her mouth down my engorged cock. I gasped at the heat, the sucking, pulling, swallowing motions of her mouth and throat. She took me to the root with ease, pressing her chin to my balls, her nose against my abdomen.
Oh, God in Heaven, I thought in stupefaction.
But then she slipped her mouth from my cock, sucking up her own saliva. She gave me a wicked smile as she moved up and straddled me, one hand keeping my glistening wet penis pointed upward. Her face grew progressively slack as she rubbed the head along her fleshy dark lips, exposing the inner pink of her delectable sex. Her clitoris was thick, bulbous, peeking from beneath a fleshy dark hood.
"Push me down," she whispered hoarsely, heavy eyes staring at me.
It was the most erotic challenge I had ever been issued. If I complied, it signaled my desire for her, turning what would otherwise have been a one-sided erotic attack into a shared expression of sexual desire. If I did not . . . .
My thoughts never got that far. I slapped my hands to Nina's hips and pulled her down, while pushing up with my own. Regardless of the inner conflict raging in my heart and mind, at the moment I wanted nothing more than carnal satisfaction.
Nina sighed long and deep as my cock eased deep within her. Slick from her mouth, and with her pussy all but dripping, I had little trouble burying my penis to hilt inside her. Heat scorched through me as if I had never before felt such a thing, rekindling ancient memories which tortured me with thoughts of why did you wait so long?
For a long moment, Nina settled atop me, shifting back and forth a little, smiling with her eyes closed to savor the sensations trickling up from her sex. Her pussy pulsed and squeezed my dick like a hand adjusting its grip, looking for that perfect hold.
Hands braced upon my chest, Nina finally opened her eyes and gazed upon me with an expression that combined abject lust with abject grace. "I don't want to think about anything but what's happening right now," she stated heatedly. She leaned over, settling her body atop mine, and ran her hands down the sides of my face. "This is just us. Just what we want."
I stared into her dark brown eyes, finding a sense of loss, a sense of wanting, that mirrored my own. Nina, I realized, was just as tragic a soul as I was.
I nodded, touched her cheek. A smile drifted across my lips. "Just us," I mimicked, then kissed her, tenderly. She whimpered, body shuddering. My response had been what she had needed to hear.
We made the rounds that night. It would have been impossible to tell who was the more desperate between us. There were times when our coupling was as romantic and tender as anything penned in a romance novel, and times when we rutted and fucked like professional porn stars. We gave to each other all the energy, all the yearning, all the fierceness we could garner.
She leaned back with hands upon my knees, her legs lifted and splayed wide to afford me the incredible erotic contrast of her dark skin against my pale hue. She came with a series of shuddering cries and convulsive, jolting wracks of her body. Then I lifted up and took command, laying her upon one of the chairs. I held her lean legs wide apart and hammered deep, making her grunt, growl, and glare at me. She raked my skin with her nails, nearly bit my lip when we kissed.
I bent her over the coffee table and clutched her firm buttocks, spreading them apart to watch my slickened, pale-skinned cock plunging into her ebony-framed depths. I grabbed a handful of hair and jerked her head back, making her gasp and grunt as I pounded into her again and again and again and . . . .
And then, at last, came that incredible rush, the culmination of years of pent-up need and desire, that indescribable explosion of physical and emotional catharsis. It actually surprised me how fervently it tore through me, like a beast made to both destroy and remake me in the same moment. With each pulsing jet I spent inside Nina, I felt my strength ebb in the most delicious way possible, until I could do nothing more than collapse.
I found myself floundering on the carpet, numb, spent, incoherent. Nina giggled and cooed and curled up beside me, head upon my chest, and arm draped across my body as we recovered. She kissed my skin, hugged me close.
"Damn," she breathed at last. "Best. Sex. Ever."
I laughed ridiculously. "I can't even think."
She chuckled, warm body rubbing against mine. "Don't think. Just say you'll do it again."
* * * *
Hours later, as a sky unpolluted by man let me see the stars in all their glory, when the moon hovered above the horizon, I sat out upon the steps of the rear patio, sipping the cocktail I had set aside before.
I felt no guilt for my dalliance, as I had dreaded I would. Instead, there was a strange sort of acceptance, even approval. My departed wife, in her eternal wisdom, would understand that I, a mortal man, could not be expected to continue without certain simple physical satisfactions.
So I smiled, both from what I had enjoyed with Nina, and what I felt -- knew -- from my wife.
"There you are."
My smile remained as I responded to Nina behind me. I did not turn to look at her. "Here I am."



She stepped up behind me and settled down, wrapping naked arms and legs about my body. She was still sleepy, I could tell, by the way she lay her head against the back of my shoulder. "I woke up and you weren't there," she said. "I almost panicked. Didn't know where I was."
I touched one of her arms, kissed it. "Sorry," I said. "Just doing some soul-searching."
"Did you find it?" she asked dreamily.
I smiled. "Yeah. I think I did."
* * * *
"Vincent! How's paradise?"
I chuckled into the phone. "Still nice, Mom. In fact, it's gotten a little nicer."
"Oh? Did you meet someone?"
"In fact, I have."
"Oh, good for you," she sighed raggedly. "You've gone too long without. So, what's her name? Is she Mexican, American, what?"
I gave my mother the basics on what I knew of Nina. I knew she would have been happy for me that I had found someone to spend time with. It was what my mother needed to hear, I knew.
We had to cut the conversation short because of yet another coughing fit on her behalf. She was sounding worse and worse. I hung up feeling a slight sense of dread. There was something telling me I would never hear from my mother again. Not in this life, at any rate.
* * * *
Nina and I spent every day together following that splendidly satisfying evening. It was as if all we needed was that first consummation to allow us to be open, free, and honest with one another. Now that we had given ourselves to each other, we were like a honeymooning couple. Everything we did seemed centered around the idea of "how can we have sex while . . .?"
As an example, I rented a small sailing boat for the day. Nina climbed aboard clad in nothing more than a long T-shirt, such as that which she might wear to bed. Not even a hundred yards from the dock, and the shirt came off, revealing her beautiful, ebony body. She applied some sunscreen as I watched and hitched the sail, giving me coquettish looks of promise.
Once far enough out that we were in no danger of drifting into sand bars, reefs, or other vessels, I crawled across the boat and pushed her legs apart. Nina gave me a sultry grin, telling me with her eyes that I was free to do whatever I wished.
"You like me like this?" she asked.
I smiled up at her as I settled between her toned thighs. The aroma of her excited sex wafted to my senses. "I think I'd like you any way you want to give me," I said.
Her eyes blazed with a mixture of arousal and . . . something else. "God, everything you do to me makes me feel so good," she whispered hoarsely as she cupped and squeezed her breasts. Her dark nipples were like thick baubles of chocolate between her fingers.
I kissed along her inner thigh, from just above the knee to just inches from her pussy, before doing the same to the other. Nina squirmed, watching me, eyes heavy with passion, dark skin glimmering. The lips of her sex swelled and parted, opening to reveal the brilliant pink just beyond her dark labia. Her aroma intensified.
"Everything?" I asked teasingly, as I brushed my lips against her swollen pussy.
She hissed, pushing her hips toward me. "Oh, God, now you're teasing," she bemoaned. "Just do it, baby."
I grinned from between her spread thighs, my mouth poised over her smooth-shaved pussy. "Do what?" I asked with feigned innocence.
She expelled a sigh of sexual frustration, but even with that her face glowed with appreciation for my antics. "Do me," she responded heatedly. "Eat me. Eat my pussy."
I nipped at the juncture of her thigh and pelvis, keeping my eyes on hers. "Oh, well, since you put it that way . . ." I punctuated my words by finally and fully pressing my mouth to Nina's delectable, succulent sex. I drew her lips into my mouth, along with her engorged, needy clit, and sucked deeply, swirling my tongue all around the sensitive nerve bundles there. Nina gasped loudly and arched her back, grinding against my mouth as I gave her, at last, the sensation she desired.
Our little boat rocked upon the water as Nina and I made waves within. I devoured her ceaselessly, coaxing her to first one orgasm, then another, and finally a third. Each climactic eruption made her shudder and shake and groan and cry in increasing volume and sexual joy, until she all but screamed for the third time and pushed my head away.
She doubled up, rolling forward upon the hard planks of the sailboat's seat to cup my face and kiss and suck her own essence from my lips. She whispered things like "oh God" and "incredible" as she did so, and other praises which were much more jumbled and chaotic.
Afterward, as we held one another upon the boat, Nina stroked her fingers through my hair and gave me blissful, wondering smiles.
"This is going to be over soon, isn't it?" she asked at last, as clarity returned to her mind.
I nodded. "Vacations can't last forever."
"True, but there can be more," she said, giving me a heartfelt look. "It would be easy as hell for me to arrange a trip back to Chicago. My kids have cousins they haven't seen in years. They'd love to go back. So would I . . . now."
I shushed her with a finger to her lips, giving her a placating look. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves," I cautioned.
Nina studied my face a moment, fingers passing over my cheeks, my lips. "I told myself I'd never rush into anything ever again," she declared. Her face blossomed with a smile. "But, Jesus, Vincent, every day with you is like a fantasy. I don't want to stop wondering what you'll do to me tomorrow. Or what I can do for you. It goes both ways, you know."
I pulled back, gently pushing her hands down. "This has been the most incredible vacation I could ever hope for," I said to her. "But when life goes back to being normal, things change."
Her brow furrowed. "You saying you wouldn't be like this once we got back to the real world?"
I laughed wanly. "It just wouldn't be the same," I said. "We're living out fantasies here."
Her eyes dipped, and some of the elation fled. But she gave me a hopeful smile. "I wouldn't mind living out a few more."
I smiled back. "Neither would I."
* * * *
The phone call came just two days before I was due to fly back home, in the late morning. I was making breakfast for Nina and I, while my lover languished in post-coital bliss in the bed of my hacienda. The air was filled with the scents of pan-seared chorizo, pineapple, and scrambled eggs when I heard the trill of my phone.
The little device told me it was my mother calling, but I knew she was not on the other end. "Hello," I said.
"Mr. Paterac?"
"Yes."
There was a long pause on the other end. I could hear strained breathing, of the sort people make when they aren't sure what to say. "It's me, Lily. You know, your mother's nurse?"
I nodded into the phone and stepped away from the stove. "She's passed away, hasn't she?"
The response was a choked sob. ". . . yes."
I chewed my lip, staring out through the hacienda's windows at a beautiful, calm tropical ocean. "Did she die in her sleep?"
I heard Lily sniffle on the other end. "I'm pretty sure she did. I went in this morning, and she was just lying there, eyes closed. She was holding her bible."
I managed a smile. "She always wanted to die in her sleep," I said. "I'm glad she got that wish fulfilled."
Lily sniffled again. "Mr. Paterac, I'm not sure who to call, or--"
"Look in the drawer by her bed," In instructed. "There's an envelope with everything you need to know. It's just a matter of making a few phone calls."
The nurse's next words were tinted with incredulity. "Did she know this was going to happen?"
I held the phone for a moment, considering my words. "I think we both did," I answered.
". . . when will you be coming home?"
I hesitated before answering. "I'll be with my mother soon," I said.
* * * *
I didn't immediately tell Nina about my mother's passing. Truth be told, I was not particularly depressed. We had both known the end was coming, ever since the initial diagnosis of cancer which revealed how far it had already spread. It was just a matter of time before my mother succumbed to the body-wracking disease. It did not dawn on me, not until I had come to terms with my own grief, that my mother had simply been waiting for me to be happy again. And now that I was . . . .
Well, it was just one more chapter over.
So, instead of mourning my mother's passing -- and feeling more relieved than anything else, as I knew she was, as well -- after breakfast, I took Nina down to the market and bought her a new bikini and sarong. Upon returning to the beach outside our haciendas, she proceeded to strip out of her clothing to don the new attire, much to my enjoyment, before dashing off into the lightly-rolling surf. I chased after, feeling half my age -- a common feeling, I had come to realize since meeting Nina -- and we played and frolicked in the water before our "play" became more intimate and lustful.
As we had never seen another soul upon the beach, Nina and I had no qualms about stripping down and settling upon the beach blanket in a sixty-nine.
"I'm not going to stop sucking you until you come," she declared as she swung her leg over my head, presenting her moist and and ready pussy to me. "That's if I stop at all . . . ."
We whole-heartedly devoured each other until the air rang with Nina's hoarse orgasmic cries and I ejaculated like a canon within her mouth. As she had implied, Nina did not release me, extending the exquisite torture in a way that only a mature lover could, keeping me erect with her lips and tongue and fingers so that I was swiftly -- for my age, anyway -- ready yet again.
It had been quite a few years since I had enjoyed more than a single orgasm during lovemaking. But Nina's sexual insistence could not be denied, and she stroked and sucked me to yet another eruption, this time pulling her mouth off my cock just as I began to spasm, pumping me furiously with her hand. I shook and convulsed beneath her as if in the throes of a seizure.
Finally, she lifted off me and turned about, giving me an almost demure look as rivulets of semen dribbled down her face. Globs of my fluid clung to her cheeks and chin; one dollop had even landed on her forehead.
"What do you think?" she asked.
I laughed. "You look like you lost a fight with a can of whipped cream," I said.
She chuckled and touched her face, wiping off a smear of fluid. "Forty-one years old, and this is the first time I have ever let a man come on my face," she declared.
"I'm honored," I said flippantly.
She gave me a look. "And I need to wash up," she announced, before hopping up to run, naked, down to the water.
I propped myself up on my elbows, watching her in the surf as she splashed her face. There was a part of me that felt I could have been happy to spend more time with Nina. Crazy, simplistic extrapolations had me thinking of sharing the next several decades with her. Perhaps her children would accept me, perhaps they wouldn't. And what would my friends think? Would they accept her? Would it matter?
Nina returned, face and body glowing and glistening in the Mexican sun. Damn, but she was truly beautiful, a suitably exotic beauty for such an exotic place.
She stopped a few paces away, giving me a curious look. "What are you thinking?"
I smiled and shook my head. "Nothing. Just looking at you," I said. "And the water. Put it all together and I think I've found my particular version of paradise."
Her eyes smoldered. "There you go again," she said.
I frowned. "There I go again what?"
She dropped onto the blanket beside me. "Nothing," she said. "It's just . . . sometimes you say some really romantic things. Things that make a girl wonder."
"Wonder about what?"
She tilted her head with a placating smile. I liked the fact that she had no problem being casually naked. "Don't read too much into it, baby. Let a girl have her fantasies."
I decided not to push the subject. I didn't want to spoil the mood, nor did I want to give Nina any false hopes. So we lay in comfortable silence, watching the sea lick the sandy shore. My eyes were drawn to the way the ultima ola smacked against the distant sandbar, resulting in some impressive displays of salty spray.
"You're staring at the water like you want to go out there," Nina remarked.
I smiled blushingly. "I've always loved the water. Maybe I should have been in the Navy or something. You know, I was born at sea."
"What?"
I chuckled at her response. "Seriously. I was born on a boat."
"Now that is a story I've got hear."
I sighed nostalgically, sitting up. "I don't know how many times I heard the story," I said, staring out at the waves. "My parents were living in Virginia Beach. The due date for my arrival to the world had already come and gone by a week. There was no telling when I would decide to come out. Anyway, my father had a friend, who had a boat, and they sometimes went deep-sea fishing. On this particular day, my mother decided to come along."
"Could have been a bad choice," Nina remarked.
I nodded. "Could have been," I agreed. "Anyway, they were only supposed to be out for a few hours. But, the motor died."
"Uh-oh."
I chuckled. "Yep. But that wasn't it. Not only did the motor die, but a storm was coming in. The sea was getting choppy. Thankfully, the boat was a fairly good size, with a cabin in the front. Well, with all the rocking back and forth, and my mother getting panicked because she had never been in a storm at sea . . . ."
Nina looked amused. "Poof! Instant labor?"
"Yup," I confirmed. "The way my mother tells it, I made a great big mess coming into the world. But everything turned out fine in the end. They got the boat back to shore, drove to a hospital, and voila! Vincent Eugene Paterac!"
Nina arched an eyebrow as she looked at me. "'Eugene?'" she asked.
I shot a look back. "It's a family name," I said. "Anyway, as soon as all the documents were signed, my mother was ready to go home. Walked out of the hospital carrying me."
Nina laughed. "A real trooper," she said. "I think I'd like to meet your mother."
I sighed again, but this time, the mirth drained away from my face. I could actually feel it. "That would take some doing."
"Why? Where does she live?"
My head fell. I stared at the sand. "She doesn't."
Nina was silent for a moment. Then she rolled up beside me, sliding an arm across my torso. "I'm sorry, Vincent," she said softly.
I shrugged with a sad smile. "Don't be. She had cancer. The best thing that could have happened was when she passed away."
Nina kissed my neck tenderly. "I don't know what that's like," she said. "Both my parents are alive. Grandparents, too. Longevity runs in my family, I guess. But you . . . Jesus. You've lost your mother . . . and your wife."
Those last words were spoken in a very pointed tone. I pulled back just enough to see Nina's face. It was full of compassion. I studied her eyes, assessing her, making up my mind about how she would handle the truth of my life.
She reared back slightly, obviously noting something different about the way I looked at her. "What's wrong?" she asked.
I shook my head with a small smile. "Nothing."
Her brow furrowed. "You look so serious."
I didn't respond right away. I carefully organized my thoughts, coalescing them into a form that I could share with Nina. I pushed back, folded my legs together. Nina sat up as well, apparently understanding that I was about to share something of personal importance. She gave me all of her attention.
"I'd been having a hell of a day," I said. As I spoke, memories more than two years old flashed disjointedly in my mind. "I was in for twenty-five thousand on a business property I had picked up, and had finally lined up a buyer. I had to close the deal, so I wined and dined them, gave them my best spiel. I tried my damnedest not look desperate. But I was.
"And up through the middle of it, my wife was texting me. 'When are you going to be home?' Soon, I told her, over and over and over. She finally got fed up. The kids were hungry. It was after six when they decided to go for burgers.
"Anyway, I closed the deal, after playing games with the bank's loan officer. By the time the whole thing was over and done with, it was after seven. I sent a text to Jesse saying I was on my way home."
I met Nina's eyes with my own. "They weren't home when I got there."
She swallowed thickly, looking fearful. But she didn't speak.
I glanced away, my eyes drifting across the beach and looking at nothing in particular. I watched the Last Wave crash against the distant breach. "Maybe five minutes after I walked through the door, I got a call from the emergency dispatch service. I don't really remember much after that. I think I've blocked it out, or something."
Nina tentatively reached a hand to touch me. "Oh, God, Vincent."
I managed an unconvincing smile. "At least the accident hadn't been her fault," I said. "They got rear-ended by a truck going way too fast. It . . . shoved my wife's car against the back of a dump truck. They all died pretty much instantly. At least, I hope so, anyway."
There was a long silence between us. I could just make out the constrained sobbing sounds Nina made. They clashed with the roiling surf.
She touched my knee. "I'm so sorry, Vincent," she said at last, voice choked.
I looked to her. "So am I."
* * * *
Nina did not object when I told her I wanted to be alone for the night. We kissed, we hugged, but the actions were almost automatic, as if made for effect only. She gathered up the scattered scraps of the bikini I had purchased for her and strode down the beach to her bungalow. I watched her until she stepped out of sight, a smile on my face the entire time.
Then I stood and headed to my hacienda, and to the laptop within, to pen the last chapter of my life, a story which you have been reading.
There is no grater love in my life than that which I harbor for my wife and children. Nothing could ever take their place in my heart. That simple and mortal realization was what compelled me to come to this place, this little tropical hideaway. I had been born at sea, and to the sea I shall return.
So, early tomorrow morning, when the retreating tide is at its strongest, I will wade out to the ocean, and step onto the sandbar against which the Last Wave buffets. I will jump in, and let the tide carry me away to the sea forevermore.
And I will finally be with my family once again.
--fin--
(Thanks for reading this romantic little fantasy. Don't forget to vote, and if you wish, leave me a comment to let me know what you think. Please make sure to read all the other contest entries as well. There's some serious talent on Literotica.)
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* * * *
Of all the amenities Sylvie liked about Hunt Tower, the laundry facilities were not one of them. The twelve-story building was old and rustic, a former hotel from the 1920s which had just a decade before been revived and converted into apartments. The rent was a tad on the steep side, but Sylvie liked her floorplan, not to mention the cafe and hair salon on the ground floor.
The laundry room was like something she would expect to see in a horror movie. Walls of dark brick, lined with rumbling machines that made the air itself vibrate when they were on. The floor was dotted periodically with metal drains colored a deep, dirty red by age. The dankness of the room was further enhanced by the weak lighting that flickered constantly as if threatening to turn off.
Maybe I can do it tomorrow, she thought as she stood in the doorway, laundry basket in arm. Then she sighed in resignation. No, I have that appointment at nine-thirty, then work, and then I'll have to get ready for the party, and that's gonna take a couple hours . . . .
"Fuck," she muttered aloud. "Just do it, Syl."
Glancing to the note taped to the door -- "Management is not responsible for lost or stolen articles. Please stay with your laundry until it is finished." -- Sylvie headed to the nearest of the washers, finding it empty. Of the ten of them, only one other was currently in use. Sylvie wondered who the person was who had started it.
Oh, God, I hope it's not some sick, demented perv . . . .
The lid opened with a creak, making the invisible hairs on her neck stand up. The room felt cold and clammy, and she wished she had put on a pair of sweats over the snug-fitting boy shorts she wore. The last thing she wanted was to have Mr. Creepy come in and ogle her butt through a thin layer of cotton.
The spray of water inside the washer was loud, making Sylvie grimace. She poured in the detergent quickly, waited for it to get agitated before adding her clothes.
An eerie feeling entered her mind. She felt suddenly that she was not alone.
Eyes wide and apprehensive, she looked first to the doorway of the laundry room, then about the cavernous chamber itself. At the far end was another door, marked "Maintenance," which was ever so slightly cracked open.
Sylvie swallowed nervously. That wasn't open like that before . . . was it?
Above the uproarious sound of swirling, rushing water from the machine, she could hear her own heartbeat, its pace increasing with every second. Her eyes were affixed to the maintenance door, wondering who could be standing in the darkness beyond, watching her.
"Oh, hey."
"Ah!" Sylvie jumped at the sound of the voice, whirling about to face the young man who entered. He stopped, startled by her reaction.
"You okay?" he asked, a mixture of amusement and worry on his face.
"Jesus Christ!" she cried, then laughed nervously, slapping a hand to her chest. "I hate this fucking room."
He nodded in sudden understanding. "Gives you the creeps, huh? Sorry if I scared you."
Sylvie breathed out, calming herself. Embarrassment coursed through her, and she gave her fellow tenant an apologetic look as he headed to the other occupied washer. "No, I'm sorry. Yeah, this place freaks me out sometimes. It's like a set from Saw."
He cocked his head with a smile. "Oh, you like a good horror movie?"
She chuckled dryly. "No," she responded, giving herself a moment to look him over. He's kind'a cute, she thought. A little skinny, and he needs a shave, but he's cute.
He set a fast-food bag on the washer beside his and approached, hand held out in invitation. "I'm Ron."
She smiled amiably. "Sylvie. Most people call me Syl."
"Nice to meet ya," he said casually, then indicated the burger joint bag. "Um, you hungry?"
She eyed the bag, momentarily feeling a rumble of hunger in her belly. As usual, she'd had a long day, and hadn't remembered to eat.
Ron read her expression with a knowing smile. He reached for the bag. "Let's see . . . I got a junior bacon cheeseburger, a green chile cheeseburger, stuffed jalapenos, fries and onion rings."
Sylvie looked sheepish. "You always eat that much?" she quipped. "Anyway, I couldn't."
"I have the metabolism of a ferret. But I always end up ordering too much," Ron told her, taking out one of the paper-wrapped sandwiches. He waved it back and forth playfully before her face. "Come on, you know you want it."
Sylvie rolled her eyes, but snatched the burger from his hand with a grin. "Thanks."
He returned the smile. "No problem."
* * * *
". . . so, what are your plans for Halloween?" Ron asked as they waited for their clothes to dry.
Sylvie shrugged. Their conversation had roamed through each of their lives during the previous hour. Sylvie was impressed with Ron's laid-back demeanor, and envied the fact that he worked as a freelance computer programmer, setting his own hours. She had decided she liked him; he was intelligent and casual, easy to talk to, and most importantly, he did not stare at her like he was waiting for the opportunity to ask her back to his apartment.
More than that, he was at least a touch insightful as he listened to her, making the comment more than once that she needed to relax. He seemed to recognize that Sylvie's life was dominated by her work.
"Well, there's nothing going on tonight, but I've got a party to go to tomorrow."
Ron sighed for effect. "Today's Halloween, yet nobody's doing anything."
She laughed. "It's Thursday. Nobody parties on Thursday."
"I do," he said.
Sylvie rolled her eyes. "Sure, you do, Mr. I-Work-From-Home. The rest of us have real jobs."
"Hmm. 'Real job.' I seem to remember what that was like."
"Bragger."
"Anyway, so . . . not doing anything tonight?" he prompted.
She gave him a sly, but also apologetic, look. "Just work for tomorrow," she said. "Besides, it's already seven-thirty."
He frowned. "Damn. Is it? My, how time flies."
"But, like I said, I'm going to a party tomorrow. Typical get drunk and flirt costume shindig. You could come too . . . if you wanted."
Ron scrunched up his face. "I'm not real big on those kinds of parties anymore," he said. "I get self-conscious."
"So what do you do for fun, then?"
He leaned against one of the washers, stuffing his hands in his pockets. "I play games."
"What, like video games?" she asked dryly.
He smiled slowly. "More like . . . mind games, I guess. Or, personal adventure games."
She frowned in confusion. "What does that mean?"
He pulled a phone from his pocket. "Ever play truth or dare?"
He brow furrowed even more. "On the phone?"
He nodded. "My friends and I came up with it a few years ago. You pick one person to be the ringleader, and he sends everyone else texts with instructions on what to do. If you take the dare, you have to send back a picture as proof that you did it. Then you go on to the next dare. They get harder as you go along. But it's all done by text, so you can't argue with the ringleader. You either do the dare, or you don't."
"Sounds . . . interesting," she said cagily.
"It's actually a lot of fun," Ron insisted. "You wouldn't believe what people are willing to do for the sake of a little naughty excitement."
She arched a thin brow. "'Naughty' excitement?"
He shrugged disarmingly. "It always starts off pretty tame, but I've noticed that things almost always seem to progress toward the naughty side."
"I'm sure."
He gave her a challenging look. "Want to try?"
A moment's nervousness ran through Sylvie. "I don't know . . . 'sides, I've got a lot of work to do."
"You know what they say, all work and no play makes Sylvie a dull girl."
She suddenly wondered as to Ron's motives. It would not be the first time she met a guy who seemed nice on the surface but was in reality a raging pervert beneath the surface.
Ron could recognize her reticence. "Look, this isn't a cheap ploy to get you to send me dirty pictures or anything. It's just a fun game. Most of the time it's pretty blah stuff. Like finding a statue and mimicking it's pose. That kind of thing."
She relaxed somewhat. "Well, that would count me out anyway. I wouldn't want to leave the building."
"No problem," Ron replied quickly. "Plenty of things to do around here."
Sylvie chuckled. "Like what? Ring-and-run someone's door?"
Ron smiled mischievously. "Yeah, things like that. Innocent fun."
She eyed him with playful wariness. "Uh huh. Innocent. Sure."
"Tell you what," he said. "Just so you don't think I'm doing all this just to get your number, I'll give you mine. That way, the ball's in your court, and I won't get your number unless you text or call me. Deal?"
Sylvie pursed her lips in thought. "Okay, fine," she said, taking up her phone. "But I'm not promising anything."
Ron grinned. "That would spoil the fun."
* * * *
By nine o'clock, Sylvie could swear she heard the sizzle in her head that indicated her brain was frying. She hated the redundant and ridiculous amounts of paperwork her job demanded. In the age of the Internet, it was an annoying fact that the company she worked for still insisted on hard copies of all documentation.
She leaned back from the small dining room table in her apartment to crack her back. The series of pops she felt through her spine helped relieve some of the tension that had crept up to the back of her skull, but not much. She was aware that if stayed where she was, she was in danger of developing a migraine.
I need a break, she told herself, slipping her feet to the floor. She headed to the fridge, took out a bottle of cherry-flavored spring water. The cold liquid felt soothing as she gulped it down.
She wandered through the apartment, flipped on the television, stared at what passed for quality programming on one of the prime time stations. Her mind was still on the paperwork she had to finish, however. It would take perhaps another hour to get it all done.
She went back to the table, checked the time on her phone. 9:14. She sighed. Another wasted night, she thought.
But then another thought occurred to her. She remembered Ron and his little 'game.'
What would be the harm? she wondered. If he turns into a perv, I can just block his number.
She tapped on Ron's number, then the messenger icon. For a moment, her finger hovered, shaking slightly. Sylvie could not be certain if the sudden pulse of adrenalin flowing through her body was due to excitement or apprehension.
Fuck it.
<So, how does this game work?> she typed.
For several seconds, she stared at the screen, then decided she was being foolish for expecting an immediate answer. She set the phone down, went to the fridge for another drink of spring water.
The phone buzzed. The mechanical rattle as it vibrated on the wooden tabletop startled her. She nearly dropped the bottle.
Admonishing herself for her nerves, she put the bottle back and approached the phone.
<Oh, so you're curious.>
Sylvie's face contorted in a scowl. <Maybe. What's the deal?>
Nearly a minute passed before Ron answered. Sylvie stared alternately at the work before her and the television as she waited. <I'll give you ten dares. If you take them all, you win.>
She smirked. <What do I win?> she typed.
A few seconds later, the reply came back. <We'll work something out.>
Oh, I'm sure, she thought sarcastically as her thumbs padded back and forth on the touch screen. <What's the first dare? Remember, I'm not gonna leave the building.>
The reply took almost a minute before it came back. <Go out on your balcony. Stand with your back against the city and make a funny face. Don't forget to take a picture.>
Sylvie chuckled inwardly. Okay. Easy enough, she thought, and went to the balcony door. Still clad in the tight boy shorts and torso-hugging top, she pulled open the door. It was a windy, chilly night, especially at nine floors above the ground. Beyond her metal-railed balcony, the city glowed with thousands of amber lights.
Funny face, huh? Okay . . . . She turned her back to the city, leaning against the railing, and activated the camera feature on the phone. She crossed her eyes, sucked in her cheeks and made fish lips. Click.
Oh, God, that's a terrible picture, she lamented in amusement upon looking at the image her phone had captured. Oh my God, you can see my nipples! Nevertheless, she sent it along to Ron's phone as she returned inside.
And again she waited.
The phone buzzed almost a minute later. <I think I'll make that picture my home screen wallpaper.>
Sylvie's eyes smoldered. <Don't you dare.>
He sent back a raspberry smiley.
She switched her phone from vibrate to a Halloween-themed chime and set it on the table while she searched for a snack. As she munched on a piece of celery, the ominous sound of maniacal laughter issued from her phone, indicating a new text message.
Okay, let's see what the next dare is . . . .
<How daring do you want to get?>
Sylvie stared at the message. That's the real question, isn't it? She breathed in and out slowly, considering what her limits would be. She barely knew Ron, and as much as she admitted there was a good amount of attraction based on their initial meeting, Sylvie had to remind herself that he was still, essentially, a stranger.
<I'm not sending you any naked pics,> she sent back.
The reply was quick. <Fair enough. But how about lingerie?>
Sylvie considered the request. A devious smile crossed her face. <Maybe.>
Again, another quick response. Ron was obviously eager to play the game out. <Pose in just a bra and panties.>
Sylvie nibbled her lip, laughing softly. I've got just the thing, she thought as she headed into her bedroom. The bathroom attached included a walk-in closet, packed to alarming levels with the majority of her clothing. She set the phone on the edge of the faux marble sink, then stripped out of her shirt and shorts.
For a moment, she looked herself over in the mirror. She got enough attention from men to understand she was considered more than marginally attractive. Her skin was far from perfect, with random large brown freckles here and there that Sylvie dreaded would one day somehow morph into moles. She managed to maintain a build proportionate to her height, and while she thought her breasts looked a bit lopsided, they were firm and round.
The one feature of her physiognomy she truly did not like lay between her thighs. No matter how she tried to tuck them in, the inner labia of her vagina protruded a good half inch past her fleshy vulva when she was not aroused and even more when she was. At least one former boyfriend had commented on her "beef curtains," and the observation had prompted her to consider cosmetic surgery.
She diverted her attention from her nudity and stepped into the closet. All of her underthings had been grouped into a series of small wicker baskets stacked upon the white wire shelves. With a self-congratulatory chuckle, she selected a pair of thick, white cotton panties that completely covered her from waistline to the tops of her thighs, and a truly hideous padded bra with dented underwires which, for whatever reason, she had not yet donated to the trash.
Fully encased in the matronly undergarments, she took up the phone and carefully took another picture. Before sending it to Ron, she added a message. <What do you think? Sexy enough for ya?>
She chuckled as she awaited the reply.
A minute passed, then another. Consternation colored her features as she wondered if either Ron had missed the sarcasm of her little joke, or . . . .
The phone erupted with dramatic laughter once more.
<Wow. Nice. Think my mother has the same set.>
Sylvie shuddered with laughter. <Well, you didn't specify what kind of lingerie you wanted,> she typed, then hit send before thinking about it. Instantly, it dawned upon her that her return message had opened the door for a more risque request.
Shit, she thought.
Sure enough, another message was received amid peal of Vincent Price-quality cackling.
<So show me something really sexy.>
Another moment of hesitation gave Sylvie pause. I can stop this any time I want, she told herself. Hey, it's not like I've told this guy I wanna go to bed with him or anything. If I don't like where this is going, I'll stop. Simple as that.
But for now . . . .
Again, a devilish smile stretched Sylvie's lips. She could not deny how intrigued and excited she was by Ron's "ringleader" game. From somewhere deep inside came the impetus to not only see for herself how far she would go, but also to see if she could surprise or even shock Ron with her audacity.
The unflattering undergarments fell to the floor, and Sylvie picked through a different wicker basket for racier fare. She considered several possibilities before deciding upon a pair of lacy red mesh panties and matching bra. Her heart began pumping at a more accelerated pace as she admired herself in the mirror. Through the almost transparent fabric of the panties, the small trimmed growth of her pubic hair could just be discerned.
She took up the phone, carefully snapped another picture. Mischief glowing in her eyes, she sent the image along with another message. <Better?>
A minute passed. Then another. Sylvie stared, perturbed, at the phone as she wandered through her apartment. Damn it, she thought. If he's jacking off to that pic, I'm ending this now.
The phone laughed as she was retrieving another stalk of celery from the refrigerator. Sylvie sauntered to the phone where it lay upon the table and tapped the screen. She read the new message with a smile of chagrin.
<Do you mind if I say you are definitely the sexiest woman I've ever seen?>
Thumbs danced with practiced ease across the onscreen keyboard. <Now you're just bullshitting me 'cause you hope I'll take it off for you.>
She changed the setting back to vibrate and set the phone down, watching it as she chewed her snack. The device glowed and buzzed a few seconds later. Sylvie snatched it up.
<Hope, yes. But I figure you won't. You aren't that kind of woman.>
Sylvie considered the screen through narrowed eyes. Ron's words read almost like a challenge. <What kind of woman do you think I am?>
Ron's response was swift. <The kind that likes to tease.>
Tap-tap-tap. <Is that a bad thing?>
<Not always.>
Sylvie smiled as if by accomplishment. She decided to wait until she had finished her snack before sending another message. In a detached but affected way, she was impressed that Ron did not text her in the meantime.
<So what's the next dare?> she finally asked.
The response came as she stood before the television, staring at the screen without absorbing the content being flashed at her. Upon hearing the rumbling of the phone upon the wooden surface of the table, Sylvie jumped to see the message.
<Put on a skirt and blouse and go down to the cafe in the lobby. Hurry. It closes at ten.>



Not much of a dare, Sylvie thought. Although, he did say 'skirt.' He already knows what I'd be wearing underneath. What's he up to?
She did not bother to text back, feeling a strange sense of urgency. The time on her phone read 9:41. She would indeed have to hurry to get to the ground-floor cafe before it closed.
Darting to her closet, Sylvie snatched up a pleated plaid skirt of black and red, as well as a short-sleeved, button-down top. She jerked up the skirt and was still buttoning the top as she left her apartment and headed down the hall to the elevator.
This is crazy, she told herself as she rode down in the elevator, watching the numbers counting down on the display. I'm giving in way too much to this stupid game.
Yeah, and it's the most fun you've had in a long time, Syl. So just go with it.
She slipped between the metal doors of the elevator as they parted on the ground floor and quick-stepped toward the cafe. It was a small, cozy affair with a simple order counter featuring over-priced coffee drinks, with half a dozen tables at which to sit.
She smiled at the girl behind the counter, who tried her best to smile back. "Hey, Jessy," Sylvie said brightly.
The girl gave a half-hearted reply. "Don't usually see you down here so late."
Sylvie shrugged. "Got a lot of work to do," she replied, eyes darting over the menu. "Um . . . just a caramel macchiato. Need something a little sweet."
Jessy nodded, punching in the order. Sylvie paid with her debit card and took a seat at a nearby table as she waited for her drink.
The phone buzzed.
Somewhat nervously, she glanced down at the screen and tapped for the new message.
<Now we find out how daring you want to be,> it read.
Sylvie's heart fluttered momentarily with nervousness. The message was quickly followed by another.
<Without getting up from the table, take off your panties.>
Sylvie's eyes bulged. Where she sat, she faced the counter behind which the gangly young barrister was fixing her coffee. There was only one other patron in the little cafe, a middle-aged man she did not recognize, who sat by the window overlooking the city lights beyond. She was not being directly observed, yet still, the idea of removing her panties in such a place . . . .
Her fingers trembled as she messaged back. <I can't do that.>
<Then the game's over.>
Sylvie swallowed thickly. She didn't want to give Ron the satisfaction of her loss. At the same time, the nature of the dare was a challenge that stabbed at the core of her straight-laced upbringing. The impetus to meet it, to clamor out of her shell, was compelling.
Her eyes darted about. Neither the barrister nor the middle-aged man were looking at her. Now or never, she thought, setting her phone upon the table. Quickly, and as deftly as she could, she slipped her fingers beneath the hem of the skirt, momentarily lifting up from the wooden chair beneath. Thumbs hooked beneath the waist of the frilly red underthings and shimmied them down her cheeks, then her thighs.
She took another glance around, before looking down beneath the edge of the tabletop. Her panties hung conspicuously from her thighs, just above her knees. She quickly snapped a picture, then sent it along to Ron with a message: <No it's not.>
"Caramel macchiato," called the barrister, setting a styrofoam cup on the counter above the brewing station.
Sylvie's head snapped up, eyes wide and furtive. "That's me."
The young man behind the counter gave a tired smile and stepped back. Obviously, he was not going to bring the drink to Sylvie's table.
Shit, she thought. She cast her gaze about, and while no one was looking her way, she felt exposed and vulnerable as she pushed back from the table. Pulling the panties back up would be too obvious, she reasoned, so . . . she pushed them further down, and let them fall about her ankles as she stood. Stepping free from the garment, Sylvie stooped quickly to scoop them up, then approached the counter to retrieve her coffee. She was very much aware of the cool, conditioned air wafting between her legs, which contrasted with the emerging warm, faint wetness there.
"Thanks," she said, before turning back.
"Have a nice night."
The phone vibrated in her hand. She set the coffee down and tapped the screen.
<That's one of the sexiest pictures I've ever seen.>
Sylvie chewed her bottom lip as she typed. <I guess this is what you meant by naughty excitement, huh?>
She put the phone down and sipped the hot coffee. Her gaze wandered around the cafe, then to the doorway and the broad corridor beyond.
And at that moment, a figure stepped past the doorway, conspicuous in a beige and black uniform, utility belt sporting everything from a pistol to pepper spray. He was slender of build, pale-skinned, with shaggy black hair. Sylvie stared at him, frowning. I didn't know we had a security guard, she thought.
He paused in the doorway, his own phone in hand as he played some banal game or some such, the screen glowing beneath his face. His head tilted up and canted in her direction. He smiled thinly, but the eyes above betrayed an almost predatory expression. Sylvie felt a sudden and undeniably chill.
She looked away, then sat back down at the small bistro table, hoping the security guard would just continue on. She felt suddenly foolish, holding a pair of wadded-up panties in her hand.
She realized she had received another message from Ron. Shaking fingers brought it up.
<Naughty is good, don't you think?>
Sylvie made the effort to calm herself. She did not know why the mere sight of the security guard put her on edge. But at the moment, and in light of wanting to see the game played out, she made the effort to ignore her feelings.
<Sometimes,> she sent back.
Ron was quicker to text than she expected. <Four down, six to go.>
Sylvie stared at the screen, a smirk playing across her face. <Bring it,> she typed.
The next dare arrived after several anxious moments. Sylvie read the screen.
<Go to the lobby. Pretend to drop something and pick it up. Don't bend your knees. Take a picture showing whatever is behind you from between your legs.>
Sylvie balked for a moment. The game was, indeed, getting riskier. And naughtier. What if she did what Ron demanded and there was someone behind her? The skirt she had donned was fairly short and loose, and bending over, straight-legged, would certainly expose the most intimate part of her body.
But if I don't do it, then the game's over, Sylvie told herself. She huffed. Why the hell is this stupid game so important all of a sudden? I should just go back to my apartment and finish my paperwork.
My incredibly boring paperwork, for my incredibly boring job, which supports my incredibly boring life . . . .
Sylvie took a deep breath. Fuck it. let's do this, she told herself, and rose from the table. Eyes following the lines on the floor, she quickly made her way out to the lobby and turned toward the bank of elevators. Fortune favored her; the hall was empty.
She hesitated just a moment, again feeling a draft between her thighs. She could not ignore the naughtiness of the situation, the way it made her feel unexpectedly excited. The closest she had ever come to being so risky in public had been a brief topless flash at a spring break party years before. But then, she had just been one girl in a crowd doing the same thing.
This was much, much different.
And it was turning her on.
"Oopsie," she chimed softly, letting the wadded-up panties fall from her hand. With her phone ready, she bent over at the waist, feeling the material of her skirt slide up the smooth globes of her naked buttocks. Cool air contrasted with the growing heat emanating from her sex. She took up the panties while angling the phone to snap a picture. With a mischievous giggle, she straightened and depressed the elevator call button.
Her face fell as she looked at the picture. Standing directly behind her, some thirty feet back near the lobby's front doors, had been that very same security guard. Facing her. Smiling. He'd had a perfect view of her exposed privates.
With a gasp, she spun around, dreading that she might find him standing there, leering at her as he often did. But he was not. Sylvie could see no sign of the man.
Her phone trembled. She nearly dropped it.
<Got the picture yet?> she read in the messenger window.
She breathed out, forcing herself to be calm. <Stupid security guard saw me,> she responded.
<No kidding. Really?>
<Yeah, really. I better not get in trouble for this.>
<For what? So he caught a flash up your skirt. Not like it's against the law to go commando, right?>
Sylvie jogged her head back and forth. Okay, maybe not, she thought. She typed another message. <I just hate that it was him. I'd rather have anybody but him get a peek of me like that.>
<What's so bad about him? He's just a security guard.>
<He's creepy,> Sylvie sent back. <Like Psycho creepy.>
<Don't worry about him. We're halfway there.>
Sylvie chuckled ruefully, then remembered that she had not yet sent the picture to Ron. She had to admire his not being pushy about it. She did so quickly, adding another message: <Your picture, as requested.>
Ron's reply was not immediate, nor was Sylvie surprised. The wait, however, still had her fidgeting, especially concerning the shadowy proximity of the security guard, who could have been anywhere.
Finally, Ron's response arrived. <Lol, yeah I can see the guy in the pic. I think I'm actually jealous of him.>
On impulse, she started to type a flirtatious response, then stopped herself. <I don't wanna talk about him anymore.>
"Um, excuse me."
Sylvie looked up at the sound of the girl's voice. Jessy from the cafe approached, holding Sylvie's styrofoam cup. "You forgot your coffee."
With an embarrassed blush, Sylvie took the cup. "Sorry. Don't know where my mind is."
"No biggee," said the counter girl, eyes darting for a moment to the pair of frilly panties in Sylvie's hand. She gave a quizzical look, but said nothing about it. "It happens. Have a good night."
Sylvie sighed, rolling her eyes as Jessy headed back into the cafe. Great. First Mr. Creepy the security guard sees me flashing my puss, now the girl from the cafe knows I'm commando. Great. I'm gonna have to find a new apartment after this, I just know it . . . .
<You're getting me in trouble,> she texted.
<Me? I'm not doing anything. You're the one flashing strangers.> Ron's message ended with a raspberry smiley.
Sylvie glared at her phone, as if Ron would somehow be able to see it. <Just give me the next dare.>
The elevator bell chimed, and one of them opened. As she started to enter it, her phone buzzed. She paused to read the new message.
<Go to the lounge at the east end of the lobby.>
Sylvie frowned. She had hoped that Ron would have her go somewhere else, somewhere she was not likely to encounter the security guard again. But no, of course not, she thought ruefully, even as she headed away from the open elevator.
At one time, the east end of the lobby had been a sort of social area. There were numerous broad couches which faced a massive bank of floor-to-ceiling windows that afforded a fairly impressive view of the city below the hill upon which Hunt Tower sat. In the modern era, it was a place for tenants to hang out and quietly sip their coffee while taking advantage of free wi-fi.
At the moment, it was dark and unoccupied. The faint radiance of the glow of the city allowed just enough light to navigate by. This particular part of the lobby was canted a bit off from the lobby hall, so that only someone at the entrance of the room would be able to see within it.
She looked around briefly, satisfying herself that she was alone, then set her coffee upon one of the small, hourglass-shaped plastic tables.
<Okay, I'm here,> she typed to Ron.
<Good. Take off your clothes.>
She stared at the screen, dumbfounded. Is he fucking serious?
Agitated fingers pegged at the screen. <No way.>
Ron's reply was once more quick. He had obviously expected her reluctance. <Come on. No one can see you, and it's dark. All I want is a silhouette of you against the windows.>
Sylvie lowered the phone, looking around. The lounge was silent and dark, with hazy shadows painted on the walls from the amber glow of the city outside. Stepping to one of the immense windows, Sylvie felt a shiver of deliciously naughty excitement course through her. Never had she ever considered removing her clothes in such a place, but the darkness, the hour, the fact that it was Halloween, and Ron's silent but omnipresent challenge encouraged her to be more daring than she ever thought she would be.
She was inexorably attracted to the notion of being a woman willing to take risks. To do something so far outside the norm for her behavior that anyone who knew her would think her crazy. Strangely, she found that thought appealing. But she was still reluctant.
She cast her gaze back to the entrance of the lounge. The hall beyond held a faint glow of the lights further down, but practically none of the illumination penetrated more than a few feet into the chamber. And, as silent as it was, she would be able to hear anyone's approach long before they discovered her. Time enough, at least, to duck behind one of the couches. Or so she reasoned.
Her phone buzzed. The glow of the face was like a flashlight in the darkness as she read Ron's new message.
<Giving up?>
A catty expression crossed her face as she composed a reply. <You still haven't told me what I win if I finish the game.>
She waited as the phone went dark. Several seconds passed before it lit up again.
<You get to call the shots next time.>
The message certainly piqued her curiosity. <Oh, yeah?> she sent back. <So I get to humiliate you instead?>
<Sure. But I'll only go as far as you go.>
She chuckled wryly. Ron's willingness to switch roles sealed the deal, even if, at the moment, it was only an empty promise. But that promise of control, empty or not, triggered the last release of her inhibitions. <Just remember that when I'm in charge,> she sent.
<Like you said, bring it. Where's my pic?>
Sylvie chuckled as she returned to the table upon which she had set her coffee, and placed the phone beside it. Oh, you're gonna get your picture, she thought. And then some.
With another glance toward the hall to assure herself she remained alone, Sylvie quickly shucked off her top, followed by the frilly red bra. The cool air danced enticingly across her nipples, making them pucker. On impulse, she caressed her breasts for a few moments, lighting up the nerves and making her nipples jut out even more. Then she unsnapped the skirt and let it fall to the floor.
Nervousness and excitement jockeyed for prominence as she stood fully nude in the lounge. The combination of emotions titillated her in ways she had never imagined. She was aware of a growing sense of true sexual arousal; more than heat between her thighs, she now felt conspicuously wet. A tingling sensation crept around her groin, circling in toward her clitoris like a patient hawk.
You want a pic, Ron? she thought as she took up the phone and stepped back to the window. Well, you're about to get more than you expected . . . .
She stood before the window, legs slightly splayed, facing her phone. Turning off the flash, she snapped a picture. Looking upon it, however, Sylvie decided it was not quite teasing enough. So she turned to one side, arched her back, holding the phone out at arm's length . . . .
She took several such pictures until she was satisfied she had the right one. It showed her obviously nude from mid-thigh up, with the nipple of her right breast outlined against the hazy glow of the city. There was just enough light upon her skin to make it obvious she was fully nude.
That oughtta do it, she thought as she sent the picture to Ron. She began to dress as she awaited his response.
From the hallway came a faint scuffling sound, like that of shoes upon carpet. Sylvie froze, halfway through pulling the skirt up her thighs. She was essentially naked, and if caught, the mortification and embarrassment would be too much.
Hurriedly, she snapped the skirt around her waist then donned the shirt. With only the bottom two buttons affixed, she warily approached the hallway.
But as her eyes scanned the corridor beyond, she saw nothing but carpet, wallpaper, and sconces. Slowly relaxing, telling herself her mind was playing tricks on her, she went back to the table in the lounge.
After more than a minute, she frowned at the phone. What, is he jacking off or something?
The tingling between her legs lingered, and Sylvie found herself slipping a hand beneath her skirt to lightly massage her pussy through the lacy panties. A jolt of sexual tension shot up through her body, making her suck in her breath.
Maybe he is jacking off, she thought excitedly, indulging in a sudden fantasy. Maybe he's laying back on his bed, looking at pictures of me and getting so turned on, so hard . . . maybe he's fantasizing about fucking me. Maybe he wants to push my legs back and shove it in, or bend me over and take me from behind . . . maybe he wants to go down on me and lick me until I scream--
Sylvie bit her lip, pressing her fingers more firmly against her clit. She whimpered, shifted on her feet, pushed the material covering pussy aside. She sighed aloud as naked fingers massaged her naked clit, delving between slick, slippery lips.
The vibration of the phone upon the hard plastic table jarred her back to the moment. She jerked her hand from beneath her skirt and, with a heavy, breathy sigh, took up the phone.
<That is seriously the sexiest picture I've ever seen.>
Sylvie smirked. <I bet you say that to all the girls.>
Ron messaged back a few moments later. <Right now, there aren't any other girls. Just you.>
A soft smile crossed Sylvie's face. <Oh, you sweet-talker.>
<I mean it.>
She rolled her eyes. Don't go getting serious on me, she mused. <Well, I wanna finish this game. I'm getting a little, uh, itchy.>
<Itchy?>
Sylvie chuckled. How clueless men are, she thought. <Yeah. Itchy. You know, like horny?>
<Oh,> came Ron's reply. <Seriously?>
<Surprised?>
<A little.>
Sylvie shook her head with a thin smile. <What's the next dare?>
She sat as she waited, sipping from the caramel-flavored coffee and wondering where the game was going to lead. She leaned back on the couch and casually pleasured herself, fingers languidly stroking up and down along the lips of her pussy as she waited.
The phone lit up and buzzed. Sylvie was quick to take it.
<Go to the women's bathroom in the lobby.>
Sylvie grinned. She could already tell where Ron's directions were leading, and for the first time since the beginning of the game, she welcomed it. Coffee in one hand, phone in the other, she headed out of the east end lobby and back into the main corridor. Only briefly did she dread that she might encounter the security guard.
She passed the now closed cafe, seeing no one either beyond the metal mesh gate that had been lowered over the entrance of the establishment, or anyone else in the lobby. It seemed that, for all the world, she was alone in the long, broad hall. That suited Sylvie just fine.



Pushing open the door of the restroom, she was inundated with harsh, revealing fluorescent light. She set her styrofoam cup on the counter beside one of three sinks. The bathroom, near as she could tell, was empty.
She lifted the phone, tapped it, sent a message to Ron. <I'm here. Now what?>
<How horny are you?>
Sylvie nibbled her lip. <Tell me what you want.>
The reply was swift. <I want to see you naked.>
Reading those words elicited a twitch from Sylvie's groin. She was already wet enough to soak through the panties pressed against her pussy; indeed, she could feel smears of wetness against her upper thighs. That she was turned on was not in question. The question was, how far was she willing to go?
Fingers trembling with arousal tapped upon the screen of her phone. <How naked?>
<Top first.>
Sylvie smiled slowly. Somewhere, in the back of her mind, she had already decided that this daring little game had become foreplay, and that the culmination would include a rather torrid and energetic coupling with Ron. That he was willing to extend the game just a little further impressed her, and turned her on that much more.
She set the phone upon the counter, then quickly stripped off her shirt once more, cast into the sink. She stared at her reflection, cupping and massaging her breasts. The nipples darkened with arousal, areolas beneath them swelling as well. Despite not having had a single drop of alcohol, she felt inebriated.
With a mischievous grin, she took up the phone and focused on her reflection in the mirror. With the abundant light, her breasts were fully revealed.
She tapped on the phone, sending the picture along with a message: <This what you want?>
Sylvie watched the phone, waiting for Ron's reply. Hands wandered up and down her body, teasing the sensitive undersides of her breasts, the nerves beneath the skin of her flat belly. She pinched and pulled at her nipples, squirmed on her feet as the moistness increased between her thighs. Without thinking, she undid the snap of the skirt and let it fall to the floor, then slipped off the panties.
The phone rumbled on the fake marble surface of the counter beside the sink. Sylvie whipped it up.
<Delicious. Perfect. I want to see more.>
She grinned lasciviously. <More?> she typed back.
<Please.>
<Remember,> she texted. <Everything I do, you have to do, too.>
<I know.>
Lips stretched by a crafty smile, Sylvie climbed onto the counter before the broad, polished mirror of the restroom. Upon her knees, facing the mirror, she spread her legs wide and leaned back, taking up the phone to snap a picture. The lips of her pussy were slightly parted, hanging down beneath the bulb of her hooded clit. She wondered what Ron would think of her meaty pussy.
Then she uncurled her legs, assumed a squatting position, and fanned her thighs wide, fully exposing the sleek, glistening treasure between her legs. Pink labia flared apart, revealing how aroused she was. She tapped the phone to capture the image.
The more she gave in, Sylvie realized, the more she wanted to let go. She had always been the conservative, nigh prudish woman unwilling to do anything to compromise that image. But suddenly, the liberation of being so lewd, so free, pushed her far beyond her normal boundaries. She was, truly, a different woman.
After sending some of the pictures to Ron, Sylvie gave in to immediate, hedonistic lust. Ignoring the buzzing of her phone upon the counter, she leaned back on one hand as the other danced and pressed and pushed between her thighs. She masturbated furiously, watching her reflection in the mirror. She became both voyeur and exhibitionist, doing and watching at the same time.
The fantasy of putting on such a display for Ron -- her imminent lover -- of so obscenely spreading her thighs and masturbating for him, while watching him do the same, overtook her. She bucked and moaned, squirmed and groaned, before finally erupting in a climax which literally sprayed fluid across the mirror before her.
Easing back, Sylvie lazily reached for her phone. Several messages awaited her. She glanced through them in post-orgasmic stupor, and managed to lift the phone to capture the image of her flushed, nude body.
She was still catching her breath as she sent the picture along with a message.
<That was for you, baby. When do I get the real thing?>
But Ron's reply did not come right away, as she had expected. In a sort of strange, romantic way, Sylvie had hoped that her final acquiescence to the spirit of the game would have opened the gateway to the most profound and powerful sexual experience she had ever known. She hoped Ron would tell her where his apartment was, and she would rush up there, fall into his arms, and . . . .
And . . . .
At last, the phone trembled.
Still nude upon the counter, hovering somewhere between reality and bliss, Sylvie turned about and took up the phone. Naked legs dangled beneath the sink as she called up the new message.
<Amazing. I never expected that from you. I thought I knew you, but I really didn't.>
Sylvie chuckled. <You could know me a lot better.>
Ron's reply came several heartbeats later. <Just one last thing.>
She rolled her eyes. 'One last thing?' What the hell, Ron. If you haven't gotten it through your thick skull that I wanna fuck you, then I'm seriously reconsidering.
Regardless of her thoughts, and with a heavy sigh, Sylvie typed out a message: <What is it?>
The reply as quick, as if Ron had just been awaiting her message.
<Go to the laundry room. I left a present there for you.>
A soft smile spread across Sylvie's face. Ooo, a present, she thought excitedly. And in the laundry room, where we met, of all places. Maybe Ron's as romantic as he is kinky. I could deal with that.
She slipped back into her clothes, composed herself before leaving the restroom. She would normally have been obsessive about making sure her hair was well-groomed and makeup touched up, but she was now a different woman. Reckless. Carefree. She was the kind of woman who would masturbate for a near-stranger in a public bathroom and take pictures of it.
She giggled naughtily on her way to the stairwell door that led to the basement. As it opened before her, her Devil-may-care attitude wavered. The colder air of the basement drifted up toward her like the ghostly hand of an evil specter, chilling her arousal.
Why did we have to meet in the damn basement? Sylvie lamented as she took the stairs down. Even in her simple shoes, it seemed the sound of every step was magnified. She kept one hand on the rail as she descended, her eyes focused on the light spilling from the laundry room door at the end.
The machines were silent as she neared the door. The only sounds she heard were faint drops of water plunging to the ground and her own shallow breathing. Every nerve seemed alive at on edge.
"Ron?" she called, stepping through the door.
There came no response.
Her eyes fell to the simple blue plastic basket that lay on the last of the washing machines. It looked like the one Ron had used. She went to it, touched it. Her attention drifted toward the dryers. Within the third one yet lay a tangled mass of clothing. Shirts, jeans, pants, all mens.
A thick lump formed in the back of Sylvie's throat that she could not force down. Why didn't he take his stuff? It's been almost two hours. Why would he leave his clothes?
She cast her gaze about frantically, from the machines to the doorway and back again. Finally, her eyes fell upon the slightly canted door at the far end marked "Maintenance."
Anxiety flowed through Sylvie like an undeniable river in flood. She made an effort to rationalize her fears. It's Halloween, and he's just playing a joke. He wants to freak me out a little. There's probably some plastic Wal-Mart skeleton hanging in the maintenance closet, and I'm gonna freak out when I see it, but then Ron's gonna run in and I'm gonna smack him and then we'll go back to his place and fuck. Or my place. Whatever.
Despite the efforts of reason, however, Sylvie could not simply advance to the door and throw it open. There yet remained a powerful inkling of true nervous apprehension. So she approached slowly, step by step, the shoes of her feet smacking in brackish trickles of water as they meandered across the floor to the drain.
At last, she reached the door. Only darkness lay beyond. She reached tentatively, touching the cold metal nob, before jerking her hand back. Berating herself mentally, and making a last effort to steel herself, she took hold of the handle and jerked the door open wide.
Beyond lay a small room, perhaps ten feet deep and half that wide. A shelf on one side was cluttered with all manner of cleaning materials and other peripherals. But Sylvie was not looking at the shelf. Her gaze was transfixed upon the body before her.
The body was propped up upon its knees, arms canted up and away with strong cord lashed about the wrists attached to hooks in the walls. The head hung down, hiding its features. But the clothing, the build, the rakish cut of the hair all looked far too familiar.
"Oh my God," she whispered, inching closer, crouching down, reaching a hand out to the head of the suspended man. "Okay, Ron, you got me. Joke's over. Okay?"
Her words filtered away in the dank, cold room with no response. The figure before her did not move.
She touched the top of the head. The hair was stiff and cool. Grimacing, Sylvie let her hand drift down, touching the side of the face. Waxy skin graced her fingers, nearly as chilled as the air around her.
Fearful and trembling, she gripped a handful of hair to tilt the head upward. She had to know.
Bulging eyes filled with congealing blood greeted her, surrounded by pale cold flesh. The mouth hung agape, swollen purple tongue visible just beyond the teeth. Around the neck of Ron's corpse were several lengths of cord.
Sylvie jerked back, letting the head fall again. Abject horror charged through her with all the unfettered ferocity of a battering ram. Reality exploded in her mind: this wasn't fake. This wasn't a joke.
She was looking at a dead man.
She screamed.
* * * *
Head in her hands, Sylvie stared at the floor of the cafe as she tried to make sense of everything that had happened. She had degenerated into a frightened, confused, blubbering blob of incoherence after running from the laundry room, and was now, in the light of at least some rationality, surprised the police had responded at all.
What. The fuck. Happened?
That singular reel of thought played in her mind over and over as she sat and waited. The arrival of the police meant that the managers of Hunt Tower were roused. The cafe gate had been lifted, and it was within that Sylvie sat as patrolmen, crime scene investigators, and who knew who else milled about. In a detached fit, she wondered why so many different people had been called upon to deal with a single dead body.
"Coffee?"
Sylvie lifted her head, smoothing her hands back through her hair. She felt tired and aged. Her eyes registered the styrofoam cup held by the man before her, before gliding up to his face. "No, thanks. I just wanna go to sleep."
Detective Arturo Mendes nodded in sympathy. He set the coffee beside the young woman's phone on the small bistro table and sat down beside her.
"I understand that," he said. "You've been through a lot tonight."
Sylvie huffed and hung her head. "No shit."
The detective remained professional. "You said you were in constant contact with the victim through your phone."
She sighed. "Yes."
"But only through text."
She nodded numbly. "Yes."
"So, really, it could have been anyone."
Sylvie ground her teeth. "I thought it was him. I thought it was Ron."
Mendes shifted slightly on his chair. "Miss Davis, I'm not a forensics expert, but I've unfortunately seen my share of dead bodies in my career. From the looks of things, Ronald Hartman has been dead for at least a couple of hours. And, there was no phone on the body. All of that tells me that the person you were in contact with was probably not Ronald Hartman."
She breathed out, feeling nauseous. "Then who was it?"
"I don't know."
She snapped her head up. "The security guard," she said. "It was the security guard!"
"Miss--"
Sylvie shot up, facing the detective. "No, I'm serious," she yelled. "Talk to the security guard!"
Mendes remained calm and passive. "I can't do that."
"Why not!"
He met her gaze. "Because the Hunt Tower doesn't employ security guards."
Sylvie blinked. "What?"
"I've spoken with the property managers," Mendes explained. "They've never had security guards here."
Sylvie sputtered. "But . . . I saw him! He had on a uniform!"
The detective reached out. "Could you describe the man you saw?" he asked.
Sylvie frowned, confused. "I don't know. He was skinny. Tall. Um, black hair."
Mendes made note of what he was told. "Could you provide any more details?"
In response, Sylvie whimpered and clasped her hands to her face. She sagged back down into the chair. "No. I didn't really look at him."
Mendes took in, then let out, a deep breath. "Stay here, Miss Davis. I'll be right back."
"Sure," Sylvie grumbled. Her mind careened with torturous thoughts. No security guard . . . so who the fuck was that guy? And who was I sending all those fucking pictures to? Oh, God, this is so twisted . . . .
The sudden rumbling from the table beside her startled Sylvie. She snapped her head up, affixing her attention immediately to the phone -- her phone -- that sat upon the wire-framed table.
Her heart palpitated. She looked about the room, searching. The detective met her gaze, as if to ask, "is that him?"
Sylvie reached for the phone with a trembling hand. She tapped the screen, revealing a new message.
<Game over, Sylvie. Happy Halloween.>
* * * *
(I hope you enjoyed this twisted, dark little tale. Please don't forget to vote, and feel free to leave a comment below if you wish. I'm always interested to see what readers think of my work. Oh, and Happy Halloween.)
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"So what's your best pie?"
The waitress smiled flirtatiously at Brett's question, suggesting her response might have been a little more personal than the one she gave. "Depends on what you like," she said. She indicated the menu Brett held. "The full list is on the back."
Brett flipped it over. At just after ten at night, he was not interested in a full course meal. But a slice of pie sounded like the perfect thing to tide him over. He raised his eyebrows at the impressive list before him. "Wow. Pie's kind of your specialty, huh?"
The waitress chuckled. She was a slender young Hispanic woman, with wavy dark hair swept back in a standard ponytail, revealing rather light-toned skin dotted with endearing freckles. "You're not from around here," she commented.
Brett echoed the small laugh. "Just drove in," he said.
"Well, the Double J has the best pie in Texas," she declared. "The whole country, even. Got more awards on the walls than any other diner in Del Rio."
Brett nodded slowly. "So . . . you're saying you give good pie," he responded with a rakish grin.
The waitress didn't back down from his innuendo. "We give the best pie you'll ever have."
He cocked his head, deciding he licked this girl. "What's your favorite?"
"Cherry apple," she responded without hesitation. "Even better a la mode."
"Sold," he said, then let his eyes drift from her pretty face to the name tag that hovered over one of the round, well-shaped breasts outlined in her blue work polo. "Thanks, uh . . . Ino?"
She smiled. "Short for Inocencia," she explained, taking up the menu. "You want coffee, too?"
Inocencia, Brett thought. Why do I get the feeling her name's a misnomer? "Actually, a glass of milk," he said. "Never liked coffee much."
She winked with a sexy pout of her soft pink lips and snapped her server book closed. "Be right back," she trilled, then turned and left the booth, a sexy little sway to her hips as she stepped.
Wouldn't mind seeing what's under those tight khaki pants, Brett thought with a wry chuckle. But as Ino headed around the diner's counter, Brett's attention returned to the reason for his being in Del Rio. He took out the deck of cards from inside his worn leather jacket. The box itself was crinkled and scratched, showing its age, and the cards within fared no better. But in ten years of playing poker, Brett had never been without his lucky deck.
* * * *
"Regular cutie you picked up," commented Mona, the resident matriarch of the Double J as she stood leaning against the counter of the half-full diner. "You see that slick little roadster he's driving?"
Ino rolled her eyes. "No, actually, I didn't," she said as she opened one of the coolers and retrieved a carton of milk. "I was busy taking care of my customers."
Mona's eyes smoldered, her gaze drifting across the diner to Ino's latest guest. "Mmm. I wouldn't mind 'taking care' of that one."
Ino shook her head. "Jesus Cristo, Mona, it's like you're a guy or something. All you think about is sex."
Mona laughed. "Perks of menopause," she said. "Makes you horny as hell."
Ino filled a glass with the cold white liquid. "I'll take your word for it," she said as she returned the carton to the cooler. "Since I won't know for about another twenty years or so."
"Oh, you'll know," Mona said cattily. "In the meantime, let me know if Mr. Roadster there needs some company tonight. Mona's feelin' a little bit frisky."
Ino rolled her eyes again as the older waitress headed away to tend to her own customers. She opened another cooler, one filled with racks of the various pies the diner served, and scooped up a slice of cherry apple. As she did so, Mona's words echoed in her mind, and she found herself briefly fantasizing about her latest customer.
He is pretty cute, she had to admit. He's got that two-day stubble thing working for him, and that leather jacket. Kind'a James Dean like. Regular bad boy.
But then she caught a glint of light from the tiny diamond ring on her finger, the one that reminded her of her two-year marriage. She grimaced and shoved the budding fantasy from her mind.
Keep your mind on work, Ino . . . .
* * * *
As simple as it was, Brett considered Solitaire a nice warm-up before the main event. There was some skill involved, in having to plan moves ahead of time in order to prevent a lockout. In that regard, it wasn't completely unlike poker . . . except that there was only one opponent, which went by the name of Chance.
"Play cards, huh?"
He glanced up at the sound of his waitress' voice. She stood holding a plate in one hand and a glass in the other. "It's kind of a living for me," he said.
Ino set the orange juice and slice of pie at the edge of the table. "Now I know why you're here," she announced. "Going to the Aguilar, right? Seen a bunch of you caballeros heading there. Something going on?"
Brett smirked at the mention of the casino just across the border. "Poker tournament," he revealed.
She snapped her fingers and nodded. "Okay. Gotcha. So, you any good?"
He chuckled. "I win more than I lose."
She pursed her lips. "Always a good thing."
"You play?"
Ino shook her head with a rueful smile. "Only if everyone's drunk and we're playing for pesos."
Brett laughed. "Wanna try your luck?"
Ino scoffed. "Yeah, right," she said, setting down a paper-wrapped straw beside the orange juice. "You'd probably beat me out of my tips, shirt, and pants," she said, then stepped back and started to turn away.
"I like the sound of that," Brett retorted. "Well, the last part, anyway."
Ino paused for a long moment, a long-suppressed feeling percolating in the core of her being. But she forced it down, remembering the ring on her finger, and glanced over her shoulder with a sly look. "Eat your pie, gringo," she said, then walked away.
Brett watched her go once more, unable to push away the feeling of what if that had blossomed in his mind. But he decided he needed to concentrate on the reason for his arrival in Del Rio. Flirtatious waitress aside, he was here for a competition, and he didn't need any distractions.
He slid the plate bearing the slice of cherry apple pie closer, took up his fork, carved off a chunk, and slipped it into his mouth. Even before the tines of the fork left his lips, he was impressed by the rich flavor. His brow furrowed slightly as he considered the taste, the way his tongue felt suddenly awakened. Slowly, deliberately, he chewed the tasty morsel.
God damn, that is good pie . . . .
* * * *
He shuffled the deck, then again, smiling at the sound the cards made as they slapped together, interweaving themselves like well-choreographed dancers. He checked the time on his phone; there were still three hours until the start of the tournament. Why they had to begin it at midnight was beyond his understanding.
He was aware of Ino's presence when she returned to clear away the plate and set the check on the edge of the table. "So, uh, when you win a million bucks, are you gonna remember all us little people?"
Brett snorted in mirth. "Of course not."
She laughed airily, shaking her head. "Whenever you're ready, I'll take care of you." She blushed slightly. "The check, I--"
"Oh, I'm ready now," he said with a wink.
Once again, she fidgeted, nervous energy telling as she shifted on her feet. Her thumb toyed with the wedding band on her finger.
"I have an idea," Brett announced with his roguish smile.
Oh, I bet you do, Ino thought, but she said nothing, cocking her head in expectation.
"Play a hand with me," he suggested. "You win, I pay the check and give you a hundred dollar tip."
She arched a brow. "And if you win?"
His smile broadened. "Then I get a free meal."
Contemplation was evident upon her face. After a decade of reading poker faces, Ino's thoughts were as clear to him as if he had been a telepath.
"Tell you what; I'll even the odds. High card wins." He tapped the deck before him. "You can even shuffle them first, if you want."
Ino's lip curled at one corner. Oh, what the hell, she thought. It's only a six-dollar tab. And it's a fifty-fifty shot at a hundred bucks. Suddenly making up her mind, she slid into the booth across from Brett and took up the deck of cards. The man across from her grinned.
"I love a woman who's willing to take chances," he said gleefully.
Ino shuffled the cards -- with a noticeable lack of finesse, Brett noticed -- then cut the deck three ways before stacking the cards in the middle of the table.
He glanced to the deck briefly. "You first."
Ino reached for the top card, then paused. "High card wins, right?"
He nodded.
Ino's fingers trembled slightly over the deck, a mild rush of excitement tingling through her. This was the sort of thing she used to do when she was single: taking chances. Being free and careless.
With a smile, she snatched up the card and looked at it. She tried not to show her sudden elation, her hope.
Casually, Brett took the next card. His eyes bore into Ino's. "Call," he said.
With a sly look, Ino set her card face-up on the table. The Jack of Hearts. Of the remaining deck, twelve cards could beat it, thirty-nine couldn't. The odds were in her favor.
"Congratulations," Brett said, setting down the Seven of Clubs.
Ino emitted a shriek of joy which was quickly stifled when she slapped her hands over her mouth. "Serious?" she asked, dark eyes glittering.
Brett chuckled and leaned back, digging into his pocket. He came up with a bulging money clip, a five-dollar bill visible. Slipping off the clip, he unfurled it to reveal tens, twenties, fifties and hundreds. He set the faces of Alexander Hamilton and Ben Franklin atop the check presenter.
"Serious," he responded, sliding the money toward her. He slid from the booth with a wink. "Have a good night."
Ino stared after him, still shocked. She looked to the money, then to the retreating form of her unlikely benefactor. And for a moment that spanned an eternity-stretching heartbeat, she considered running after him to express her gratitude in a more intimate way.
But she didn't. She did, however, snatch up the money and watch through the windows as her customer headed to a sleek, dark blue roadster parked before the diner.
She smiled as she realized she had fresh fantasy material.
* * * *
Checking in at the motel took practically no time at all. He had made the reservation online and expected a place like Del Rio, Texas, to be a little slow when it came to e-commerce. But he was pleasantly surprised to find that his room was waiting for him almost as soon as he walked through the door. He handed over his ID and credit card, signed the forms, and was given a pass card to his room.
Though it had only taken him three hours to drive to the border town, he felt he needed a shower. At the least, it would make him feel refreshed and ready for the hours of poker play that lay before him.
He took his time in the shower, taking advantage of free hot water. He shaved his face, then, as an afterthought, his testicles. Stepping from the shower, he carefully groomed the dark hair around the root of his penis. He styled his hair, selected fresh clothes, dressing for both comfort and style. From experience, he knew that even the smallest detail of his appearance made a difference when it came to a good poker game. He wanted to look like a winner, and that meant donning something more than blue jeans and a T-shirt. He opted for the dark silk slacks and matching button-down shirt from his garment bag.
Recalling the waitress from the Double J, Brett hesitated before getting dressed. He considered jacking off to fantasies of the cute Hispanic girl with her young, freckled face, perky young breasts, and delicious, bubble-like behind. But he refrained, remembering a line from an old baseball movie, something about "re-channeling sexual energy," and figured his sexual urgency could just give him the extra edge he needed.
So he dressed. Standing before the mirror in the room, he figured he looked suitably impressive while at the same time not appearing to be too self-efficacious.
While filling his pockets with their usual items, he checked the time on his phone. Even after all that, it was only slightly before ten PM. He scowled. What the hell am I going to do for the next hour and a half? The casino's not even a ten-minute drive away.
He sighed. Get there early, have a drink to relax, hit one of the junior tables to get a feel for the place. That way, you won't be walking in looking like a newbie.
Brett nodded to his reflection. Sounds like a plan. He snatched up his keys and headed to the door.
* * * *
The route to the casino just across the border took him by the Double J once more. The diner sat upon a lonely stretch of state highway, a neon oasis in the dark of night. Brett slowed the car as he approached, thinking once again about his comely young waitress. It wasn't his normal pattern to go after young married women, but something about Ino enticed him. She seemed like she just might be willing to wander from her vows, if given the right impetus.
That thinking, after all, was why he let her win at their little high card game. He knew every card in his deck, and after she had shuffled the cards, he had recognized exactly which card sat on top. The Jack of Hearts had a little tell-tale crease at one corner. He did not know which card was beneath, of course, but the odds were against it beating a Jack.
And he had been right.
Giving up a hundred dollars might have been a bit extreme for some, but Brett had already planned on returning to the diner the next day. He would be greeted enthusiastically by her, with the hope that his previous generosity would be repeated. And that would give him just the opening he needed to seduce her.
In his scenarios, bedding such a delicious prize as Ino after either winning or losing in the first round of the series would be either icing on the cake or a more than decent consolation prize. Either way, it was a win-win situation. But by no means a guarantee.
As his car slowed, and he cast his gaze across the parking lot of the diner, he suddenly and unexpectedly saw her. She stood directly beneath the street light, amber luminescence raining down upon her to cast her skin in an almost sickly light. Still, she looked beautiful.
Conflicting thoughts battled in his mind in as much time as it took for Brett to blink. Even before he realized he had made a decision, he was slamming on the brakes and turning into the parking lot of the diner.
He rolled up slowly beside the street light, pushed the button to lower the passenger-side window. He leaned across the seat. "Hey!"
She glanced his way, looking up from the glowing face of her phone, appearing both perturbed and annoyed before a sense of recognition set in. She stepped closer, obviously on her guard.
"Uh, hi," she responded, stooping to peer through the window of the sleek little car. She smiled, almost gratefully, upon recognizing the face of her most memorable customer of the day. "Oh! Hi! What're you doing?"
Brett shrugged with a smile. "On my way to the casino," he said. "Then I saw you. Need a ride?"
Her eyes darted to her phone briefly. "Um . . . I'm waiting."
He met her gaze. "For your husband?"
She stared back, momentarily grinding her teeth. "A friend."
He rolled his shoulders. "I can be a friend," he suggested.
Ino considered her options. She couldn't call her husband, and her friend Casey still had not texted her back. Casey would, eventually, but how long would she have to wait? And why wait when an offer of a free ride was already at hand?
But another, more disturbing, thought occurred to her even as she reached for the door handle. "Wait a sec," she said. "Are you, like, collecting on me?"
Brett frowned, confused by her words. "Collecting what?"
A flash of foolish embarrassment bloomed within her. "Never mind," she said, then tugged open the door. She slid down into the leather seat beneath the canopy of the raised convertible top, finding herself almost laying back. She snickered as she pulled the door closed. "Never been in a car like this before."
"Nobody owns a roadster in this town?"
She scoffed, then mimicked a man's accented voice. "Cain't haul nuthin' in no roadster."
Brett grinned and let the car roll toward the street. "No, but I can hit sixty in about five seconds," he said, and shoved his foot down hard on the accelerator.
Ino's eyes flew open wide as the engine roared and the world outside suddenly began flying by as if she had been shot from a cannon. Brett worked the clutch with, deft, expert moves of his hand, making each change of gear as fluidly as possible. The wind whirled through the windows, making Ino's hair fly around her face. She had to hold it back to keep from being blinded.
"Ino!" Brett called, laughing. "Ino!"
"What!"
He laughed again over the now-stable engine patter. "You were screaming."
She huffed, blushing as she realized he was right. She joined his laughter. "Medre de Dios, I've never gone that fast!"
Brett glanced to the speedometer. "I'm not even breaking seventy."
Ino's flushed grin was persistent. "Sure felt like you were doing, like, a hundred."
He shrugged. "What are the cops like around here?"
Ino thought a moment. "Unless it's the weekend, they all hang out around the casino waiting for drunk drivers."
Brett pursed his lips with a sly smile. "So, we probably wouldn't meet any around here?"
"No, not really," Ino said, then let out a surprised puff of air as the roadster shot forward once more. "H-holy sh-i-i-it!"
* * * *
Ino's words rushed from her lips. "Ohmigod, that was intense!" She turned in the seat to look back at the sharp bend in the road they had just passed. "I've seen, like, a hundred guys go off the road on that turn!"
Brett chuckled as he eased off the gas, letting the two-seater coast down beneath the speed limit. "If they were driving trucks, I don't doubt it."
She grinned at him. "This thing is like a freakin' roller coaster."
He nodded, glancing over to her. Their eyes met briefly. Ino's heart was still pumping from the drive, her limbs still tingled from adrenaline. But now a different sort of tingle blossomed in a very specific part of her body. She found herself looking at Brett's lips, then at the firm, strong hand at rest upon the gear shift.
"When does your tournament start?" she asked.
"Midnight."
She looked forward through the windshield, watching as a road marker darted past. She knew exactly where they were. She considered her following words carefully before uttering them. "Hey, uh, could you pull over for a sec?"
Brett's brow furrowed. "You okay? You're not gonna be sick, are you?"
She didn't look at him. "Just . . . pull over. There's an old rest stop right up here."
"Okay," Brett said. "Sure."
The rest stop was illuminated in the headlights barely a handful of seconds later. The place had obviously not seen any maintenance in quite a while. The grounds were overgrown and weeds grew through cracks in the parking lot and sidewalks. Brett pulled the roadster into a space before the darkened husk of a welcome center that had not welcomed anyone in at least a decade.
As soon as the car was parked, Ino pushed the passenger door open. She paused before slipping out. "Um . . . you wanna put the top down?" she asked.
What's this girl's game? Brett thought, but he saw no reason to argue. "Sure. It's a nice night," he remarked, pushing the requisite button. As the top lifted and folded itself back, Ino stepped from the car and took a few paces away.



Brett watched her from behind as she stood outlined against the clear starry sky. Then, slowly, she crossed her arms, tugged the work polo free from her pants, and drew the garment over her head.
Brett's arousal spiked instantly. Now we're talking, he thought with a grin.
Ino turned around, youthful flesh turned pale by the radiance of the rising moon. Her natural dusky tone made her look like a tarnished doll hoping to return to its former luster. As she stepped back toward the car, her dark eyes burned into Brett's as she reached back to undo her bra. She tossed both garments onto the seat.
"Beautiful," Brett commented, voice cracked. He drank in the sight of the half-naked young woman before him. Her work shirt had done nothing to flatter the firm, full breasts she possessed. They were a bit larger than he had surmised, and sat high and proud upon the girl's slender torso. Stars had been tattooed above each one, just beneath her collarbones.
Ino leaned with one hand atop the windshield, still silent as she spoke volumes with her eyes. She shifted to step out of her shoes, then straightened and turned in profile. Unsnapping her stretch pants, she slid her hands between them and the firm skin of her hips, pushing both pants and panties down lean, strong legs.
She faced him once more, unabashedly nude. A small dark patch of pubic hair broke the uniformity of her alabaster skin, drawing his eyes to her sex. Even with the limited light, Brett could make out the slightly bulging labia between her thighs.
Brett could almost have been happy to stare at this young woman's brazen nude body and do nothing else. But Ino was not about to give him that option. She crawled across the passenger seat, bringing her face close to Brett's.
"No promises," she whispered.
"None given," he answered back, and no sooner had he done so then Ino was smothering his mouth with her own, needy whimper muffled as she sucked on his lips and tongue. She pressed herself to him, ardently pawing at Brett's shirt. She acted as if sex was something she only remembered from a distant feverish dream.
Her enthusiasm and energy were almost intimidating. Brett kissed her back, hands roaming over her slim naked form. Every touch of his fingertips only excited her more, until she was gasping and panting with need.
"God, I fucking want you," she muttered upon finally breaking the kiss. She fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, impatient to see his naked skin.
He cupped her face, making her stop and stare back into his eyes. "Good," he said back. "Because I wanna fuck you."
She grinned heatedly. "Off," she hissed. "Get your clothes off."
He smiled rakishly and shoved open the door, then stepped out. Ino stared at him like a feral vixen, naked form glowing as she propped herself upon all fours in the car. He loved the way the round cheeks of her ass swayed back and forth.
He teased her a bit at first, popping free one button, then another, revealing glimpses of his hairy chest. But her neediness became infectious, and Brett was soon tossing his shirt into the car.
Ino emitted a yearning, mewling sound as she watched his hands unbuckle his belt. She pushed upon onto her knees, cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples, licking her lips suggestively, all to entice him to strip fully nude.
It worked. By the time Ino's hand had drifted down her smooth belly to tickle the strands of wispy pubic hair above her pussy, Brett was fully nude . . . and fully erect.
Ino's lips parted amid a new rush of sexual heat as she gazed upon Brett's cock. It jutted out like a unicorn's horn, with barely a growth of hair around the base, hovering like a lance above smooth, heavy testicles. Never in her life had Ino found the sight of a man's stiff cock a turn-on, but she certainly did at that moment.
She fell back onto her hands and knees with a hungry growl, just as Brett stepped to the edge of the open driver-side door. They booth knew what was going to happen next. Ino licked her lips and parted them wide, and Brett took his head in her hands and guided her mouth down onto his cock.
He sighed as she sucked nearly half his length, bringing up one of her hands to fondle and squeeze his hanging balls. Her movements were a little rough and almost desperate, but that only added to the arousal of the moment. Brett pumped his cock back and forth, fucking her mouth, pushing a little deeper each time.
Ino gagged at one point, jerking back to cough and sputter, a long thick trail of saliva stretching from her lips to Brett's cock. It broke and splashed to the ground. But after a moment of catching her breath and stroking his hard shaft, she was back at it, pushing her mouth down his dick even as he eased it into her throat.
Her gag reflex threatened to kick in, but she forced it down, making herself swallow instead. She felt the entirely new sensation of a stiff, thick cock entering her throat, and was alternately, chaotically, both marveled and alarmed by the tight, penetrating feeling. She could not breathe, but at the same time, she wanted to keep his cock there, so deep within her mouth, feeling the soft hairs of his lower belly against the tip of her nose, his fleshy balls against her chin . . . .
But then she jerked back once again, gasping for air even as she coughed out a mouthful of thick spit that splattered upon the ground. Her eyes drifted up to his. "Never did that before," she said between desperate pants for breath.
Brett smiled and smoothed back her hair. "Let's try something else," he suggested, reaching down to slip his hands beneath her arms. He hoisted her up as he set his left foot upon the floorboard, and settled her small but impressively round ass on upon the closed convertible hatch just between and behind the two seats.
"You tasted me," he said as he lifted and spread Ino's legs, forcing her to roll back onto her elbows. "Now I want to taste you."
"Oh, God, it's been so long since anyone's done that to me," she murmured, willingly parting her thighs even wider.
Guess her husband doesn't do this for her, Brett thought as he lowered his face between the girl's thighs. What a moron . . . .
Given that she had suffered through a full shift at the diner, Ino's sex was rather strong in aroma, a scent that mingled her natural essence of arousal with the more mundane properties of sweat. But though strong at first, the smell of Ino's pussy was not off-putting to Brett. She yet possessed that natural sweet aroma that reflected her youth.
Brett smiled as he delicately parted the girl's pussy lips with his fingers. He had gone down on women with rather meaty vaginas before, but they had all possessed dark, almost unappetizing lips. Not so with Ino, whose deliciously fleshy young cunt glowed a brilliant pink in the light of the moon overhead. The fresh hue of her sex was even more accentuated by the light growth of dark hair that surrounded it.
He licked first along the outer edges of her lips, tasting her sweat, then, as Ino's breathing became ragged, dragged the flat of his tongue up and down her swollen labia, making them glisten even more than they already did. Each swipe of his tongue was like the caressing rain upon the petals of an orchid, making the lips part more and more.
She writhed and gasped, her face pained. Hands came up to clutch her breasts, squeezing them roughly. She gazed down upon Brett's face between her thighs, giving him a pleading look.
He could not deny her. With a knowing smirk, he maneuvered so that he straddled the center console of the car, his knees pushed into the seats. His cock jutted out over Ino's seething, glowing pussy. Pushing it down, he rubbed the head against the pale coral nub of her clitoris, making the girl spasm slightly and suck in a breath. Then he pushed it down even more, feeling the heat of her body as it escaped from the snug opening of her tunnel. It flowed across the head of his cock before he pushed firmly within.
They both gasped at the union. Ino's pussy trembled around the shaft of Brett's cock, stretching to accommodate him. The girl squeezed her eyes shut, mouth agape. She looked almost like a virgin being deflowered, wincing and moaning at the same time. Brett gave her a little more, then a little more still, until his loins were pressed to hers. His hips lay against the headrests of the seats.
Ino squirmed slightly to adjust, pawing absently until she found Brett's hands at her sides. She gripped his forearms. "F-f-fuck me," she whispered.
He managed a chuckle, even as he admired the luscious body before him. "As you wish," he quipped. He slipped back until the crown of his cock was just visible, surrounded by the glistening pink lips of Ino's pussy, then shoved back in. His lover responded with a sharp yelp, then a grin and a groan.
"Oh, Dios mi, Dios mi, fuck me . . . ."
He pumped into her again and again, relishing the squeezing, sucking, pulling motions of Ino's pussy. Never had he enjoyed a lover so snug and eager. He gripped her hips even as she held onto his wrists. Her sweaty back squeaked now and then as her body shifted with each forceful thrust. Brett could tell Ino liked it hard, but even after several minutes of such delicious fucking, she still had not come.
He slowed his pace until he was only gently, languidly, easing in and out of her. They were both shimmering with a thin layer of sweat. Brett allowed his hands to wander up and down Ino's body, caressing her from loins to breasts as if giving a massage. She smiled and nibbled her lips, moaning softly.
"You're not even close, are you?" he asked.
Ino opened her eyes and cocked her head, giving Brett an apologetic look. "I'm sorry," she said.
He smiled, then leaned over and cupped his mouth over a stiff pink nipple, sucking it for a moment. Ino hissed with pleasure. "Don't apologize," he said as he lifted his head. His smile remained. "What gets you off?"
She threaded her fingers through his hair, eyes roaming over his face. "Can I be on top?"
Brett grinned. "Whatever you want," he said.
He straightened, taking a moment to admire the vision of his shaft surrounded by the sublimely fleshy lips of Ino's pussy. Capturing that sight as if taking a snapshot in his mind, he gently eased out, then reached to help Ino up. They kissed torridly, sighing and moaning with passion, before Brett found himself laying back along the length of the trunk of his car. His head and shoulders hung over the end, making his neck strain with the effort of looking up.
Leaning over him, Ino grinned as she stroked Brett's slick cock, making conspicuous smacking sounds. She stared into his face as she licked the dark pink head of his penis, tasting her own essence. For a moment, she sucked as much of his length as she could, drawing off her own juices. Then she climbed up and straddled him, legs fanned wide. With hands supported upon the headrests of the car's seats, she lowered herself onto his shaft, sighing deeply as she was impaled.
The vision was intoxicating. In the stark moonlight, Brett could see the way her labia slid up and down his shaft, hugging him with each stroke. Ino's breasts bounced upon her chest. Her face was slack with passion, strands of hair streaked across her flushed, sweaty face.
She took one hand from the headrest and massaged her clit as she pumped up and down, all the while staring at Brett's face. He found that incredibly erotic. No woman he had ever known had been this wanton, this frenzied, this enthusiastic.
Her lips trembled. "Dios mi," she whimpered. "I-I'm gonna--"
Her words trailed off into a long, gasping howl that culminated in a shriek as she came. Her pussy rippled along his cock, burning intensely, and her entire body convulsed. She sank down all the way onto Brett's cock and sagged forward, slapping her hands to the trunk of the car. She panted hard, breasts heaving, nipples dragging back and forth upon her lover's chest. Her orgasm, it seemed, would never end.
Her energetic abandon inspired Brett's own release, and he only barely managed to utter something vaguely resembling a warning of his impending climax. With a gasp, Ino pushed back and lifted off his cock, grabbing it with one hand and jerking wildly. Brett grunted as he came, releasing a torrent of shimmering, milky fluid that showered Ino's abdomen and splattered onto his own. His lover gasped and grinned and giggled as she watched his eruption, and kept stroking until nothing more came out.
"S-stop!" he begged with a laugh, wincing at the feel of Ino's squeezing hand around the head of his sensitive cock. He slapped his hand to her wrist.
With sated sigh, Ino lay upon him, head upon his chest as she recovered her breath. Brett encircled her with his arms, feeling the tremors through her body.
Wearily, after several moments, Ino lifted her languid face, which yet glowed from her experience. She smiled as if drunk.
"That was pretty intense," Brett commented.
She moved up and kissed him deeply. "It's been a long time since I, uh, came like that," she said. "Or at all, really."
He stroked her hair from her face, trying to read her eyes. What kind of selfish dickhead is she married to? But he kept the question to himself. Now was not the time for journeys of personal discovery.
"Well, maybe I'll stop by for some pie tomorrow," he said.
Ino nibbled her lip. "My shift starts at three," she said.
* * * *
Ino's elated mood faded as the roadster rolled to a stop at the end of the long gravel drive. About a hundred feet or more from the road through the mobile home community lay a rather impressive double-wide, with whitewashed walls and solar panels on the roof. Not quite the trailer park ghetto in which Brett had assumed Ino lived in. There was a red Jeep on oversized tires parked beside the house, as well as white extended-cab pickup with some company logo upon it.
"Ah, mi casa," Ino said sourly, glaring through the window.
"Hey, uh, if you think you're going to get in trouble," Brett began. He faltered as Ino glanced to him, face drawn and dark. The bliss of their coupling seemed to have completely faded. "I mean, if he's abusive, you can stay--"
She laughed sharply. "He's not abusive," she said. "Well, not like that. Not yet. He's just . . . he's not . . . anything. He works all day, then comes home and drinks until he passes out. I think he wanted a wife just to keep his house clean and do his laundry."
Brett did not know what to say. He told himself not to involve himself emotionally. What they had enjoyed -- and probably would again, if he kept cool -- was just sex. He wanted it, she apparently needed it, and that's how it should remain.
"Well, uh--" he began, but Ino thankfully kept him from saying anything trite or embarrassing as she leaned across the seat and gave him a rather chaste kiss on the cheek.
"See you tomorrow," she said casually, pushing open the door. She smiled in admonishment. "You know, if you want to."
He nodded. "I do."
She stepped out, closed the door, then turned around and ducked her head through the passenger window of the car. "Good luck in the tournament."
He smiled. "Thanks," he said, then watched Ino as she trudged down the gravel drive to her home and husband.
* * * *
The screen door creaked loudly as she opened it, making Ino grimace. She only hoped her husband was drunk enough not to notice. Pushing open the door, she stepped into the home they shared as casually as could be. The sounds of a baseball game blared from the game room of the house.
"That you, babe?"
Ino gritted her teeth. "Yeah."
"Long night, huh?"
She sighed. "Yeah."
"Get me a beer since you're by the kitchen, okay?"
She rolled her eyes. "Sure."
* * * *
Panic gripped him once he was away from Ino. The initial plan had been to arrive at the casino early and ease into the tournament with a sense of calm confidence. That plan was now shot. Brett rushed to find his way back to the casino, eyes darting furtively to the clock on his stereo as it blasted out AC/DC's Highway to Hell. It was 11:39 when he got back to the state highway.
The aroma of sex was conspicuous about him, and he did not need that as a distraction. Thankfully, Brett found a corner drugstore that had not yet closed, and jogged in for a package of unscented baby wipes. Sitting in the idling roadster in the parking lot, he unbuttoned his shirt and unzipped his slacks to clean up . . . much to the chagrin of a middle-aged woman heading past to do some late-night shopping.
Without the aroma of bodily fluids adorning his body, Brett felt a little more ready for the tournament . . . if he made it in time. Chancing that Ino's assessment of the local police was correct, he broke half a dozen traffic laws getting to the casino, slowing down only once he spied the brilliant lights of the complex ahead.
The time was 11:53 when he found a parking spot, several rows out from the garishly-lit building. Cursing himself for compromising his entry to the tournament over some piece of ass -- never mind how delicious it had been -- Brett all but sprinted to the front doors. Thankfully, there signs aplenty to lead him past the whirling, twinkling lights of the banks of slot machines, roulette wheels, and junior tables toward a set of double doors at the far end of the casino's lobby.
A chubby bouncer in a tuxedo stood beside an attractive, middle-aged woman beside the doors.
"Texas Hold'em Tournament?" she asked professionally.
Brett smiled. "I hope I'm not too late," he said.
She checked the slim watch at her wrist. "Two minutes to go," she said with a thin smile. "Name?"
"Brett Walker. I've already registered."
She referred to the clipboard she held. Her smile became just a bit more real. She reached beneath the podium beside her and extracted a plastic-sheathed card with a metal clip atop it. "So you have," she said, handing the badge over.
Brett smiled and let himself relax as the bouncer stepped aside. "Thank you."
* * * *
An usher on the other side of the door helped Brett to his table. There were more than thirty round tables in the room, which also contained a small stage at one end upon which a rather portly older man stood, displaying an almost comical handlebar mustache of silver hue upon his upper lip.
Brett took his seat at the table, taking a brief moment to assess the other five players against which he would be playing. They ranged in age from early twenties to perhaps late sixties. Two of them were women, both older than Brett as far as he could tell. They gave him various looks, appraising him even as he did the same.
A steward approached, setting a tray loaded with chips before him. "What would you care to drink, sir?"
"Maker's Mark, double, on the rocks," he responded, shifting in the plush padded chair. The steward nodded and backed off to fulfill the order.
The pudgy man in his impressive suit tapped the microphone before him, resulting in a muffled thumping sound that echoed through the ceiling speakers. "Can you hear me?" he asked, which resulted in more than a few chuckles and one or two hollered responses from the room.
"Alright." The man smiled with a twitch of his mustache. "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to the first round of the Aguila Casino Poker tournament!"
His announcement resulted in applause and a few uproarious calls from the players.
"My name is Howard Preach, and I am the owner of this casino. It gives me great pride to host the first round of this auspicious tournament, and I wish all of you all the luck."
I'm sure you do, Brett thought with a smirk.
"Unfortunately, most of you won't be making it past tonight."



Dark and guarded laughter followed Preach's words. Brett glanced around his table, noting a few challenging looks. He ignored them casually.
"This tournament consists of three rounds," Preach continued. "Only the winner of each table will go on to tomorrow's round, and only the top six will meet for the final round on Friday. This is a test of skill and luck, from which only the best will emerge."
"Which will be me," declared a hefty, bearded man who sat across from Brett. "So the rest of you might as well fold now."
Brett responded only with an amused look. He'll be the first to go, he thought.
"Dealers!" Preach called with a grin. "Man your stations!"
At each table, a dealer approached, setting a bank and a card shooter upon the table. They took their seats and nodded professionally to the players they were to serve.
"Let the tournament begin!"
Indeed, thought Brett as he straightened in his chair and faced the dealer across him. Let's get this show on the road.
* * * *
The first hand was kind to Brett, and he triumphed with a pair of jacks. The bearded man, to Brett's surprise, was not the first to go; it was one of the women, who backed out with an unfinished straight. She set a fifty-dollar chip on the table to cover the next round of drinks, and walked away with a defeated smile.
Brett barely touched his bourbon throughout the first hand, but took a sip before the second. The bearded man, he noticed, ordered a second drink.
The second round saw the bearded man coming out on top with three nines, to beat out Brett's trio of sevens. A man clad in a gold paisley shirt was excused.
By the third round, it was obvious that Brett and the bearded man -- known more formally as Walter -- were the two main contenders. It also became obvious that Walter was becoming progressively drunk. He was yet to allow that to compromise his playing, but Brett figured it was only a matter of time.
"Come on, kid, let's make this real," Walter said at the start of the fourth round. It was only he, Brett, and the other woman, a rather pretty fake blonde who had remained conspicuously quiet throughout the previous hour. But Brett had already discovered one of her tells; she sucked in her bottom lip when she had a bad hand.
Brett leveled his gaze on the more inebriated man. "How real do you want to make it?"
The man grinned through his beard, showing nicotine-stained teeth. "Next ante's a thousand," he declared.
Brett shrugged recklessly. "Sure." He glanced to the woman; she was already sucking her bottom lip.
The cards were dealt, three down, two up. Brett's face remained impassive as he looked upon the five and seven of hearts. He tossed in his ante, and so did Walter.
The woman made a flustering sound. "I'm out," she announced, setting her cards down and pushing back. "Have fun, guys."
Brett smiled from the corner of his mouth and stared at Walter. "I already am," he said.
The dealer turned over the cards, and Brett noticed the eight of hearts right away. He slid the other two aside, feeling his heart palpitate. If I pull this off . . . .
"Cards, gentlemen," the dealer prompted.
Brett kept his calm gaze on Walter. "Two."
The corner of Walter's left eye twitched. "Two."
Brett smiled knowingly. He had discovered Walter's tell. He took up the cards given him, hiding the elation as he saw the seven of hearts. He pretended to frown, then covered that by straightening and clearing his throat. "Uh, raise five hundred," he said, dropping the chips onto the pile in the table. There was already a good three thousand there.
Walter gulped down the rest of his drink, then laughed. "Stupid punks," he muttered, picking up and dropping the required five hundred worth of chips onto the table. He then picked up another short stack while giving Brett a look. "This is how it's done, kid."
Brett matched the bet without hesitation. "Call, old man," he said.
Walter bristled slightly, beard twitching. "Call," he grumbled, laying down his cards. A pair of tens.
Brett sucked in a breath and effected a disappointed look. "Oh, well," he said, then laid out his cards. "Guess I'll have to try harder."
Both Walter and the dealer stared at the straight before the younger man. The dealer smirked; Walter cursed. Brett grinned rakishly. "Oh. I guess I already did."
"What gave me away?" Walter barked as he leaned across the table.
Brett chuckled and scratched the corner of his mouth. "Might wanna shave your beard for next time," he said, then leaned in to gather the chips.
The dealer offered his hand across the table as Walter stomped away in disgust. "Good game."
Brett shook the man's hand, grinning genuinely now. "Thanks."
* * * *
His companion back to the motel was a dark blue bank bag containing more than eight thousand dollars. Not a bad amount of change, Brett figured, for two and a half hours' work. He'd had the option of placing the money in a casino safe, but decided instead to hang onto it until the the following day, so that he could take it to a local branch of his bank.
Hell of a night, Brett, he thought as the crisp dark wind rolled over him in the roadster. Had some damn good sex, then played some damn good poker. Maybe Ino's your new good luck charm?
He grinned at the thought. Well, if she is, you'll just have to see her again tomorrow . . . .
* * * *
Ino awakened before her husband; she always did. He snored in drunken slumber as his body yet processed the alcohol he had consumed. He would not be up until ten o'clock, at least.
Guilt momentarily gripped her as she sat on the edge of the bed. She could not help but recall the incredible sensations she had enjoyed the evening before. No coupling with her husband had ever come close to such frenetic, orgasmic ecstasy. Given his increased propensity for drinking on a nightly basis, Ino doubted her husband would ever be capable of the sort of fucking she had enjoyed with Brett.
Brett. Just the thought of his name made her smile. She wanted to see him again; she needed to see him again. She could not wait for the following six hours to pass, so that she could be at the diner, waiting for him to show. Not knowing for certain if he actually would was maddening. She wanted a guarantee. She wanted to know she could enjoy his carnal skills at least once more.
"Hrm mrmm mumm muhn . . . ."
Ino looked back with disgust upon her husband as he rolled on his side toward her, expelling a breath pungent with the stench of alcohol. She wrinkled her nose in disdain. How could I have ever said "I do" to you?
* * * *
The time on his phone glowed 3:17 when Brett stepped into the diner. A middle-aged woman whose name tag read "Mona," and looked like she belonged on an old episode of Cheers lead him to a table in a section of the restaurant otherwise devoid of patrons. She set the menu before him after he sat down, winked, and strutted away.
He waited patiently, peripherally hearing Mona call out toward the back: "Ino! Got a customer, honey!"
"Be right there!"
Brett smiled at the sound of her voice, shrill and impatient as it was. He relished the sense of anticipation as he waited. He was not sure if the hours away from him would have given Ino the time to regret her actions. Maybe she would feel guilty about cheating on her husband. Maybe he had found out. There were so many options, so many possibilities, but that was what made the entire scenario as enticing as it was.
She came through the set of swing doors from the diner's kitchen, still tying her apron as she walked. Her eyes were cast to the floor, and she did not see Brett until she was perhaps five or six paces away.
When she did, she stopped cold. Her freckled face became blank. Her lips parted slowly. Beneath the fabric of her unflattering shirt, breasts rose and fell amid a deep breath. Dark eyes quivered. She shifted on her feet.
Though they had shared but a single hour of incredible sex, Brett could tell Ino was aroused. But there was something else, something reticent about the way she looked at him. Perhaps she was just nervous, or scared.
"Uh . . . hi," she said at last, coming up to the edge of the table. Her cheeks were flushed already.
He smiled back. "Hi, yourself."
She glanced around furtively. "What are you doing here?"
He chuckled, the corner of his mouth turned upward. "I'm hungry."
Ino blinked. "Right," she said, then expelled an anxious breath. "You're just a regular guy coming to a diner for something to eat, like any other guy in the world."
Brett nodded, his smile fading. "Hey, if you want me to go--"
"No!" she snapped in response, looking skittish. Her eyes darted away as she made the effort to control her behavior. They drifted back to Brett's as she spoke again. "No," she repeated, more softly, and with more meaning.
Brett gladdened. "Good. 'Cause I've heard this place has the best cherry apple pie in all of Texas, and I'd hate to go anywhere else for it."
Ino nibbled her lip. "So, uh, you liked my pie, huh?"
Brett breathed in, feeling his slacks tightening. "Very much so," he answered. "And I'm pretty sure I'd like some more."
Blush colored her cheeks. "Well, uh, I'll be more than happy to give it up . . . uh, I mean, get it for you," she said, coquettish look decorating her beautiful face.
"My mouth is already watering," Brett said.
Ino gave him a flirtatious wink, then glanced around briefly before suddenly bending over and bringing her face close to his. "I so wanna fuck you right now," she whispered heatedly, then spun about and pranced away.
Brett breathed in deeply, quelling the almost overpowering arousal that spiked through his chest.
* * * *
It seemed strange to Brett that so simple a thing as a slice of pie could assuage not only the real, but also the sexual, hunger. But it really was that good; every bite had him savoring every little nuance of flavor, from the slightly bitter to the poignantly sweet. He took his time eating, cleaning away the crumbs of the latest bite before slicing in for another.
If only everything in life could be this good, this simple, he thought as he licked the tines of his fork following the last bite.
Ino approached him as he finished, having watched the way he had slowly and deliberately devoured the pie. "I swear, if pie could have an orgasm, then that piece you just ate would have," she commented as she took the plate away.
Brett chuckled, easing back in his chair. His eyes roamed over her body. "I sure wouldn't mind another one right now," he said meaningfully.
Ino bit her lip. "Later," she said softly.
He grinned rakishly. "Why not now?"
Her eyes bulged. "I'm working."
He cocked his head. "So?"
Ino huffed. "Don't torture me," she pleaded.
He backed off with a sullen nod. "Sorry."
But an idea blossomed suddenly in Ino's mind. She looked about her section of the diner. The time of day, the day of the week . . . it was pretty slow for the Double J. Not even the early bird crowd of cheapskate senior citizens would be in for about another half hour.
She looked back to Brett, the naughty thought she harbored already generating a twitch between her thighs. "Anyway," she said, taking out a check presenter from her apron and setting it on the table. "You should probably go wash up in the men's room. Don't wanna have sticky fingers for the rest of the day, right?" She accentuated her words with a wink, then stepped away.
A knowing smile dawned upon Brett's face, even as his erection began to return.
* * * *
The bathroom was small, with only a pair of urinals and a single large cubicle at the end, housing a toilet and large enough to accommodate the handicapped. There was a middle-aged man washing his hands at the single sink when Brett stepped in, but he left moments later as Brett pretended to use one of the urinals.
Quickly, he headed to the stall and stepped within. It was clean enough, with an almost pristine toilet and no rancorous odors. Brett waited, standing over the toilet.
He heard the door creak open loudly.
"Brett?"
"Yeah."
A pattering of rapid footfalls echoed in the bathroom before Ino pushed open the stall door. She grinned upon seeing Brett, then all but tackled him, pressing her lips to his in a needy, demanding kiss. Her hands fumbled at his belt.
"We gotta be quick," she whispered heatedly, tugging on his slacks.
Brett kissed her back. "What do you want, baby?"
She grinned devilishly. "I want you to try to keep quiet while I suck your cock," she declared, then dropped to her knees upon the tiled floor.
Brett's head spun, even as he helped Ino loosen his slacks. His belt flung open, the zipper came down, and in a matter of moments his slacks were at his feet and Ino was hungrily, yearningly, mouthing his shaved balls, inhaling his scent. His cock jutted out over her forehead, already at full mast.
With a heated breath, Ino left Brett's balls slick and shimmering with her saliva and reared back, reaching up to grasp and stroke the impressive shaft. She stared at it wantonly, pumping it back and forth. A glistening bead of clear fluid oozed to the tip of Brett's dick; she swiped it away with her tongue, leaving the tip shiny and wet.
"Don't hold it, baby," Ino whispered hotly, her mouth poised over the head of Brett's cock. "I wanna make you come. I wanna taste it."
He groaned, lost to passionate need. "Do it," he grunted, then held back a deep, heartfelt groan of pleasure as Ino engulfed his cock, wrapping it within warm sucking, massaging flesh. She emitted a muffled moan of her own, as if tasting his cock, and feeling the stiff, throbbing tube of flesh in her mouth, was all that she desired.
Brett fell against the wall behind him, settling his hands to Ino's soft dark hair as she serviced him. He loved feeling her head bobbing back and forth at such an insistent, urgent pace. She stroked the shaft while sucking him, bringing up her other hand to cradle and fondle his balls. Now and then, a rush of air between her lips and his penis would make an abrupt sucking sound, but that only reinforced to Brett how eager his lover was to get him off.
Only a few minutes into the exquisite blowjob, Brett was already beginning to feel the teasing beginnings of his orgasm. But the door to the bathroom suddenly crashed inward, preceding a pair of boisterous male voices.
". . . gonna be a damn good fight," insisted one of the voices. "Jimenez ain't lost one yet."
"Maybe, but Storyweather's had twice as many fights. He's more seasoned."
As the two men discussed their assessment of an upcoming boxing match, Brett looked down at Ino, who was frozen on her knees, lips wrapped around the head of his cock. She looked up at him, blushing, smiling with anxious arousal. As the two men outside continued to chatter, she once more began pushing and pulling with her mouth, albeit not quite as energetic as before.
The scene was strangely arousing. All that stood between their illicit coupling and discovery was a thin wall. Indeed, if either of the men had reason to stoop down and look beneath the stall edge, he would see pretty young Ino on her knees. It would not take much to guess what was going on.
The two men washed up and left, cluelessly continuing their discussion. As soon as the door closed and silence once again filled the bathroom, Ino resumed her voracious oral attack, pumping her mouth back and forth along Brett's shaft. Though his orgasm had been kept in check for the previous minute, it quickly began to well again. He began bucking his hips, and Ino stopped moving, allowing her mouth to be used for his pleasure.
Only a few more thrusts of his cock, and Brett was fighting down the urge to groan as he erupted. Ino let out a slight, muffled moan as her mouth was suddenly filled with warm, bittersweet fluid. Her brow furrowed as she contemplated the flavor. She kept her mouth locked around Brett's shaft, feeling every pulse and spasm through the man's cock as he emptied his seed between her lips.
He finally stopped moving, nearly doubling over and clutching Ino's head in his arms. He breathed out heavily. "Holy shit, that was incredible," he muttered.
Ino giggled, letting his penis slip from her mouth, lips pursed around the thick fluid within. She pushed back and looked up at him as Brett straightened. He gave her an almost worshiping look. Her freckled face glowed and her eyes shone with her accomplishment. A single dribble of thick white cum dangled from her lower lip.
Keeping her eyes on his, Ino made a slow, deliberate showing of swallowing the liquid gift Brett had given her, licking her lips afterward for effect. She wiped up the strand of cum from her lip and sucked it clean. Brett watched with dutiful amazement all the while.
"I gotta get back to work," she whispered hurriedly, pushing herself to her feet. She kissed him quickly, then opened the stall door and stepped out. Brett remained where he was, blissfully numb, as Ino left the bathroom.
I think that was the best damn blowjob I've ever had . . . .
* * * *
Panic gripped Ino as she scurried back to the dining room, trying to be as casual as possible. She was aware of the fragrance of Brett's semen on her breath, but had no mints or gum to counter it. She hoped it would not be noticeable.
It was not only because of her naughty behavior in the bathroom with Brett that had Ino's heart pounding with anxiety. It was the fact that she recognized one of the voices of the men who had nearly discovered them.
The voice of her husband.
Indeed, there he sat with his friend Joe, at the table beside Brett's. The two men looked somewhat perturbed as Ino approached, looking sheepish.
"Hey, babe, where you been? We're hungry," her husband said, casually reaching out to smack the side of her ass.
"I was doing some cleaning up in the back," she explained. "Slow part of the day, you know."
"Just so you ain't messing around with the dishwasher or nothing," he chided. His remark made his friend chuckle.
No, I just sucked off a guy who fucks me like you never could, Ino thought in a flash of anger. But she maintained a practiced smile. "So, uh, iced tea?" she asked, then gave her husband an accusing look. "Or beer?"
He frowned. "I'm working, babe," he scoffed. "Yeah, tea. You want tea, Joe? Yeah, two teas." He tugged on his wife's apron. "Hey babe, you're off tomorrow night, right?"
Ino rolled her eyes. "First Friday night off in a month," she said.
"Good. The guys are coming over for the fight. You're gonna take care of us. Gonna need to get some more beer and snacks and shit."
Ino balked. "What? I spend six days a week serving people, and you want me to spend my Friday night handing out drinks to your fucking buddies?"
Her husband glared hard. "Yeah, that's what I want. You're my wife, remember? And don't you ever use foul language with me. And, don't forget I give you a home to live in. Or do you wanna go back to living with your crack-whore mother?"
Ino seethed, but she held it in. There were so many things she wanted to say at that moment, especially considering she was aware that Brett had quietly returned to his table and had been privy to most of the conversation. But she bit her tongue, as she so often did.
"Anyway, get the drinks," her husband said dismissively. "And don't waste any time. We're thirsty."
Ino stepped back, briefly glancing to Brett. She thought -- and hoped -- that the expression on his face was one of sympathy, and that made her feel a tiny bit better about herself as she made her way back to the ktichen.
Now I know what kind of asshole she's married to, Brett thought. Sitting surreptitiously at his table, he was able to observe the two men. Ino's husband faced him past his friend. The man was hefty, probably around Brett's age but already going bald. He had round, boyish features that told of Mexican and caucasian heritage. His words, his gestures, the clothes he wore bespoke a simple, hardworking life. Brett would normally admire that in a man.



But not in a man who treated his wife like a serving wench.
"Still gotta crack the whip on her sometimes, huh?" asked Joe of Ino's husband.
The man shook his head wryly. "She'll come around," he declared. "Or she's gonna get tossed out on the curb."
Brett listened to as much of the macho banter as he could. He sighed heavily. Why did this suddenly have to become complicated?
Signing the charge receipt, Brett left a generous tip, then turned the restaurant receipt over and quickly scribbled something upon it. Closing the check presenter, he stood and headed out of the diner.
* * * *
It was a little after nine o'clock when she called. Brett felt the buzzing of the phone in his brand-new slacks as he sat at a blackjack table in the casino. He snatched up the phone with a smile, even though he did not recognize the number. He knew it had to be her.
"Ino?"
He could almost hear the relieved smile on the other end. "My shift's done. They let me go early since it's so slow."
"Are you still at the diner?"
"Yeah. Do you think--?"
"I'll be there in about ten minutes."
* * * *
She simply could not keep her hands to herself. As soon as she was in the car and they were driving away from the Double J, Ino leaned across the seat to kiss and suckle Brett's neck. Her hands roamed, one of them pulling Brett's free hand to her upper thigh, the other groping for the rapidly-swelling bulge in his slacks. She had his cock free and was stroking it while stealing steamy kisses before they arrived at the decrepit old rest stop.
"I thought ahead this time," Brett said with a wink after cutting the engine.
Ino's eyes glittered naughtily. "Oh, yeah?"
With a knowing smirk, he stepped out of the car, not bothering to tuck his erection away as he came around to the trunk. Ino giggled at the sight of her well-dressed lover with his cock bobbing through the unzipped fly.
Brett popped the trunk and took out the flannel blanket he had purchased that afternoon. "I thought maybe it'd be nice if we stretched out a bit," he said, taking the blanket to an unbroken part of the parking lot.
Ino watched him, feeling more than just sexual arousal. The previous evening, she had not been certain if she wanted to give herself to this stranger. Now she was sure she did. More than that, she saw in Brett the kind of man she had always longed for, but never thought truly existed. At the young age of twenty, she had determined for herself that knights in shining armor didn't exist . . . so she had settled for the burly man-at-arms who, if not promising happily ever after, at least promised better than what she had.
Now, two years later, the man of her dreams -- or so it appeared -- had come serendipitously into her life, without promises, without lies, without anything other than reckless forthrightness.
"Ino?"
Brett's query brought her back to the moment. She saw that he had the blanket laid out upon the ground, and he lay reclining on one elbow, turned toward her. She smiled affectionately.
"Sorry," she said with a touch of embarrassment.
"Looks like your mind's a little occupied," Brett suggested.
"What? No," she said quickly, then repeated herself, more firmly. "No. I'm fine. I was just . . . thinking about something for a sec. Nothing worth talking about."
Brett pursed his lips with a slight nod. Don't want to talk about your husband and how he makes you feel, he thought. Wouldn't want to ruin the moment, right?
"So, uh, you want something to drink?" Brett asked. "I brought some water, sodas, even a bottle of Southern Comfort."
Ino smiled, but it faded as arousal took over. "No," she said, standing from the car and pulling her shirt over her head. "I just wanna get naked with you."
Brett grinned, then lay back and unbuckled his slacks.
* * * *
From one moment to the next, it was difficult to tell if they were making love torridly, or fucking with abandon. Ino was as voracious, aggressive, and needy as ever, and once their clothes were out of the way, and the moonlight washed their bodies in its almost purifying, pale radiance, there was nothing to keep them from satisfying any and every desire they had.
She settled atop him in a sixty-nine upon the blanket, murmuring with affection as she stroked the cock which had earlier that day relinquished such a surprisingly satisfying gift. She had never enjoyed the taste of semen before she had met Brett, and perhaps it had been the circumstances of that first taste that made her adore it so, but she now wanted to taste it again.
But her yearning stroking and sucking upon his cock was interrupted by the delicious diversions of Brett's tongue and fingers upon her aching pussy. Ino already knew her lover was skilled when it came to servicing a woman that way, but he was doing things to her she never imagined she would enjoy.
He licked from her swollen clit, along her pink, bulging lips, and even beyond, to the firm ridge of her perineum and the tight, virgin anus beyond. At the first touch of his questing tongue against the surprisingly sensitive opening, Ino faltered, whimpering, taking her mouth from Brett's cock.
Oh, God, that feels good! she marveled. Automatically, she tilted her hips down, giving Brett easier access to her rear opening. She pushed up with her hands and down with her pelvis, gasping when Brett's tongue actually pushed just past the tight sphincter of her anus.
She rolled her hips in tight circles for several moments, giving in to the sublime naughtiness of having a man tonguing her asshole. It was such a deviant, dirty, delicious sensation.
But then she descended upon him again, submerging his cock in her mouth with a hungry growl, inspired by her lover's ministrations upon her backside. So hungry and eager was she to work Brett to orgasm that she did not realize he had moistened two of his fingers until he was pushing one against the entrance of her vagina, the other against her anus. Incredibly, she felt both her holes invaded at the same time.
She snapped her head up, Brett's cock popping from her mouth. The rumbling stirrings of her orgasm surprised her.
"Madre de Dios," she whimpered, grinding back.
And then he latched his mouth to her clit, sucking fiercely, swirling his tongue about in firm, insistent motions. His fingers penetrated deeper into her depths. She could feel them touching between the thin wall of muscle dividing the two heated tunnels.
Ino shuddered, slack-faced, panting. Never in her life had she ever experienced an orgasm unless she was astride a man, or laying back and fingering herself. But now, even in such a position that rubbed her knees raw, she could feel the near-volcanic eruption building.
She started bucking. "D-don't stop," she begged, grinding against Brett's mouth, his fingers. "Oh, fucking God don't stop!"
Brett had no intention of doing so. He kept sliding his fingers in and out at the same steady, rhythmic pace, never ceasing his oral worship of Ino's stiff, needy clit. She rocked and bucked and trembled atop him.
She came with a howl that frightened coyotes for miles, throwing her head back and shoving down against Brett's mouth. Both her tunnels clenched tightly around the digits invading them. The explosive force of her orgasm was unlike anything she had ever known before, and she huffed, sighed, panted, and giggled her way through it.
She did not even know that Brett had rolled her over, onto her back upon the blanket, and shifted positions. As she lay quaking with aftershocks, he spread her legs apart and insinuated his cock against her seething, glowing pink pussy. She was still spasming as he pushed inside her. The contractions of her inner walls nearly made it impossible for him to enter her fully.
Nearly.
She came to amid the realization that he was inside her, and fluttered her eyes open with effort. Brett was leaning over her, gazing down upon his lover with the satisfied smile of a hunter having taken his prey. But Ino was a prey who very much wanted to be taken.
In a state of drunken satisfaction, Ino passed her hands over Brett's strong arms, his chest, his abdomen. She loved the way he felt atop her, within her. She tilted her head to look down at the amazing union of cock and pussy. Never had that sight seemed so beautiful to her. Her gaze drifted back to Brett's.
"Don't ever stop fucking me," she whispered.
He grinned, then leaned down for a kiss that was ardently returned. He kissed and licked her neck, making the girl purr, then made his way down to her breasts, sucking each nipple in turn. Ino writhed beneath him, insistently grinding her hips against his. She seemed to be trying to get every last inch of him inside her, and then some.
Brett had been holding back long enough, and knowing that he had the time, decided he could let loose the flood of his own passion. Pushing her lean thighs back so her knees practically touched her armpits, he drove into her hard and fast, making Ino yelp and gasp and growl. As hard as he gave it to her, the harder she seemed to want it.
Finally, with a long, loud groan, Brett slipped his cock from Ino's slippery tunnel and pushed out over her abdomen. Thick milky streams of cum lanced from his cock. The first jet splattered squarely upon Ino's chin and lips. Subsequent spurts spattered her neck, breasts, and belly. Ino gasped and giggled, watching gape-mouthed as Brett inundated her body with his seed.
But he was not done. Even as the last dribbles of pearly fluid leaked from his cock, he shoved it back inside her, to let her inner muscles milk him dry. Ino stared in amazement at her lover's virility, but offered no protest.
After a few more thrusts, Brett pulled out and reached for her. "Turn around," he ordered.
Ino did so eagerly, slipping over onto her hands and knees. She arched her back, looking over her shoulder at Brett, offering up her cunt in the most lewdly arousing way. Breath poured out between clenched teeth. Shimmering semen dripped from her chin and lower lip. "Keep going, baby," she demanded.
But he hadn't been waiting for her compliance. Gripping the firm cheeks of her ass, he lined up his cock with her saturated pussy and pushed back in, all the way to the hilt. Ino emitted a loud cry as he filled her, but still, she shoved back, wanting everything he could give and more.
The still, humid air was silent save for the wet, feverish smacking of sweaty flesh against sweaty flesh as Brett pounded into the young vixen over and over. He gave in to the moment, becoming nothing more than an animal, and Ino responded in kind, grunting and grinding back.
Yet again, she felt herself beginning to come in a way in which she never had before. Feeling Brett's cock forging deeper and deeper within her, the hot rush of release coursed over her body like a flash fire of the most intimate and pleasurable sort. As she came, pussy clenching hard upon the cock inside her, she reared back, hands off the ground, head to the sky, and announced her carnal joy to the stars overhead.
At the edge of bliss himself, Brett snatched her arms in his own, pulling her against him. He wrapped one arm about her torso, the other just beneath her chin, and exhaled a long, deep, satisfied sigh as he poured forth his passion deep within Ino's womb.
For long moments, they shuddered together, neither of them aware of anything other than the fact that they were alive. Their bodies trembled and shook, sweat and other fluids trickling down their bodies and limbs.
Finally exhausted, they fell to the blanket upon their sides, holding one another close.
* * * *
Brett awakened first, with a start, lifting his head above Ino's shoulder. He looked about, having expected, for a moment, to be in his motel room. But the cooling night air, the buzz of insects in the trees, and the uncomfortable ground beneath reminded him of where he was.
He looked to Ino, cradled tightly against him in his arms. She seemed so sweet, perhaps even innocent, despite the dried fluid upon her chin. He kissed her forehead, making her murmur. He kissed her nose, making her smile.
"Ino."
She shifted, pushing against him, and cuddled his arms more tightly.
Brett chuckled, then pulled his arms away from her amorous clutches. He swept strands of hair away from his lover's face. "Ino. Wake up."
"Hmmm . . . ."
He rolled his eyes. "Ino!"
Her eyes snapped open with an accompanying expression of alarm upon her face. "Que pasa!"
Brett cupped her chin, tilting her face toward him. "Hello, beautiful," he said.
Her features relaxed. She smiled sanguinely. "I was having a dream," she said. "We were having sex on a beach in Mexico."
He gave her an affectionate look. "Sounds good," he said. "But we gotta go."
Ino pouted for a moment, but then she seemed to remember the circumstances of the coupling. She shot up, looking anxious. "What time is it?"
"Time for us to get going."
* * * *
Brett had thought ahead on a number of fronts, one of them being a means to cleanse themselves of the tell-tale residuals of sex. A thick package of medicinal wipes did the trick. He and Ino both used several of the fragrant cloths to wipe their bodies of the residues of sex. Ino seemed a bit distraught when she needed more than one of the thick tissues to clean the fluid from her vagina.
"You came inside me?" she asked as she sat upon the open edge of the passenger door, legs splayed wide.
"I didn't plan on it," Brett said from behind her, cleaning his own genitals. "Hey, I'm clean; I promise."
Ino looked at the streak of milky fluid upon the sanitary towel in her hand. "It's not that," she said. "I just . . . ."
"Just what?" Brett asked.
She cocked her head back with a disarming smile. "Nothing," she said, then offered a kiss.
* * * *
The room appeared much smaller to Brett as he entered. Partitions had been pulled in, so there was just enough room for the six round tables and the small stage at one end.
He was glad to have arrived a little earlier than the previous evening. The stakes where higher tonight -- double the ante -- and he wanted a bit more time to assess the other six gamblers at his table. As with the evening before, the majority were men, with only one woman. She was, Brett realized, quite attractive and probably in her early thirties. She wore a low-cut top that accentuated the size of her undoubtedly fake breasts. Brett's immediate assumption was that the woman relied on her sex appeal to help her game.
But fresh from Ino's passionate embrace, he could not help but compare the woman across the table to Ino's simple beauty, to find the fake-breasted woman lacking.
Mr. Howard Preach stepped onto the small stage, garish mustache twitching. "Welcome to the second round of the Aguilar Poker Tournament," he announced to much lighter applause than the previous evening. "Tonight will determine the final six players for tomorrow's game. That game, in turn, will determine who walks away with five hundred thousand dollars."
Brett's heart palpitated at the thought of winning such a prize. In his years of playing poker, the best night he'd enjoyed had earned him just over forty thousand dollars -- less than ten percent of what he could potentially walk away with from this tournament.
Easy there, tiger, he chided himself. Don't think about the prize. Think about the game. Don't get distracted. Don't even think about how damn good Ino tastes when she's squirming on your face . . . .
Brief arousal shot through his groin. Fuck, he thought, shifting in his seat.
"Ladies and gentlemen," Preach continued, raising his hands to the air. "Round Two will now begin!"
* * * *
The first round did not bode well for Brett. He was nearly called out on a bluff, but one of the other men at the table, a cocky kid younger than he, couldn't keep his eyes of Miss Fake Tits and ended up losing the round.
After a short break, Brett came back stronger, winning the hand soundly and raking in about three and a half thousand for his troubles. With that victory, his confidence remained high, winning through the rest of the hands until it was just he and Miss Fake Tits.
"You ready, hun?" she drawled in a distinctive -- but fake, Brett was certain -- southern accent. She adjusted her top, a move designed to bring Brett's attention to her breasts rather than his cards. But Brett could only be amused.
"Ready as a hound dog on a rabbit chase, ma'am," he shot back, effecting an even more exaggerated southern accent than hers. Brett noticed the smirk on the dealer's face. Miss Fake Tits narrowed her eyes and glared. Brett winked back.
If she had been affected by his barb, she did not show it. However, she did seem to take longer to decide on her cards than usual, and Brett noticed what he hoped was one of the woman's tells: she sucked in her bottom lip when she arranged her cards.
Brett kept his face stoic as he looked over what he held. He had a good chance at either a basic straight, or three of a kind. He had two nines already, and if he magically received a third, he would have more of a leg to stand on.
"Cards?"
"Two," said Miss Fake Tits.
Brett thought briefly, then made up his mind. Fuck it. Win or lose, I'm still thousands ahead. "One," he said.
He took up the new card after it had been passed to him. What the freakin' luck, he thought, setting the Nine of Hearts against those of clubs and diamonds.
"Mr. Walker?" the dealer prompted.
"Raise," he responded, dropping a thousand dollars worth of chips onto the already substantial pile. Then he shrugged and added another stack of like amount. "What the hell," he said with a cocky smile aimed at Miss Fake Tits.
"I see your raise," she said, placing the chips in the center. "And raise you again. Two thousand."
Brett flashed a wink. If you're gonna go, go with a smile. "Two thousand," he said, dropping the chips on the table. "Call."
The dealer cocked a brow. "Sir, Ma'am, cards, please."
Brett lay out the three of a kind, giving Miss Fake Tits a challenging smile.
She stared for a long moment, then sighed deeply, setting out a pair of queens.
"The round to Mr. Walker," the dealer announced.
Brett eased back with a disbelieving grin. "All of a sudden, I feel like lighting up a really expensive cigar."
Miss Fake Tits stared at him as a steward gathered and arranged Brett's chips in preparation for checking out. "So, uh, how about a friendly wager so I can get me some of my money back?"
Brett cocked a brow. He loved having the upper hand. "Such as . . .?"
She pouted her lips and effected a smoldering look. "Such as, something I'd rather propose in private."
Brett chuckled, which grew into a snicker, then became a laugh. He was still laughing when the woman stood and left the room in a huff.
"Nicely played, young man," came the voice of Howard Preach, appearing at the edge of the table. "Did well with the cards tonight, too."
Brett grinned, then took a breath to flush away the almost undeniable sense of invulnerability he felt. He pushed himself to his feet to accept Preach's outstretched hand. "Thank you, Mr. Preach. It's been a fun ride so far."
The short-statured man chuckled wryly. "It's going to get even more fun," he said ominously, taking a gold-colored card from inside his blazer. "This will get you into my private suite here at the casino tomorrow. Three o'clock. Don't be a moment late, son, or you forfeit."
Brett took the card and nodded. "I'll see you then."
"In the meantime," Preach said in a more cheerful tone. He raised his voice for the other five winners to hear. "Drinks are on me all night."
* * * *



Preach's offer was not exactly generous, since anyone actively gambling got free drinks. Brett decided to call it a night, perhaps hit a drive-through for a late night snack. He wanted to get enough sleep to be sharp and focused the following day. In a way, he was glad that the last round of the tournament would be during the day rather than at midnight. Win or lose, he would be done with Del Rio by dinner.
Which would only leave the question of what to do about Ino . . . .
His sudden thought of her made him reach for his phone. He had turned it off during the game as per house rules, and now switched it back on while making his way toward the casino doors. Sure enough, there were two messages from his lover. The first had been sent perhaps ten minutes after he had dropped her off at home. It simply read, "good luck."
The second had come just under twenty minutes earlier: "I am so wet for you right now. I can't stand it. All I want to do is make love to you."
Her message aroused him, but he hesitated before responding. His gaze focused on two particular words: make love.
How serious is she taking this? Brett wondered, stopping in the middle of the casino's lobby, surrounded by flashing lights and a cacophony of sounds. Hell, how serious am I taking this?
She's a married woman, Brett. An unhappily married woman. She probably wants out, and maybe she thinks she's falling for you. Maybe she thinks you're gonna take her away from the shitty life she's trapped in.
Question is . . . are you? If you win tomorrow, and you've got half a million in your pocket . . . that'd be enough for any two people to live on for quite a while. Long enough to decide where to settle down . . . .
The conundrum nagged at him as he headed toward the doors and out into the warm night air. Finally, halfway to his car, he stopped and sent back a short message. "I keep thinking about you, too."
He checked the time on the phone -- 2:24 AM -- then tucked it back in his jacket.
It vibrated just as he reached his car. He had not expected that. At such a late hour, he would have thought Ino would be asleep in the bed she shared with her drunkard husband.
Standing beside the roadster, he took out the phone to see the message she had sent.
"I masturbated twice tonight thinking about you. I licked my fingers after and it tasted different because you came inside me. My husband's passed out and won't wake up for hours. I want you."
Despite his reservations, Brett could not ignore the sharp and sudden arousal that gripped him. He could just pretend he did not get the message, he knew, and head back to the motel for some much-needed sleep. He needed to be fully rested and ready the following day.
Logic told him to just let it go and get some sleep.
But his reckless mind would not let him listen to logic.
* * * *
This is stupid, he told himself. There's reckless, and then there's stupid, and this is definitely stupid.
Mental berating notwithstanding, Brett stopped the car just past the entrance of the drive leading to Ino's house. He pulled off the gravel road and cut the engine, then stepped out into the still night air. He could hear crickets chirping and the occasional rustle of some small animal in the darkened grass, but nothing else. The homes in the spacious park were all darkened for the night.
He looked for the large cedar Ino had mentioned in her text, finding it standing between the edges of her property and that of another tenant of the park. He approached warily, cool, damp grass crunching beneath his shoes. As he stepped closer, he could make out the swinging bench suspended from the limbs above.
Like a ghostly manifestation, a figure emerged from around the far side of the tree's thick trunk. Even in the deep shade provided by the tree, Brett could tell it was Ino. More than that, he could see she was totally and unabashedly nude.
He took in a deep, calming breath, but it helped little to assuage the rapidly-growing sexual need within him. He slowed in his steps, watching his lover as she slid onto the hanging bench. She casually lifted and spread her legs wide while facing him. One of her hands settled between her legs, upon the delectable young cunt Brett had come to treasure.
He stopped several feet away, watching Ino as she stroked her thick, dark pink lips. Knowing she had his rapt attention, she slipped a finger between her folds, then brought it to her lips. Through the gloom, she stared at his face as she sucked the tangy flavor from her finger.
"I want you," she declared huskily.
Brett did not respond with words. Instead, he approached his unabashed lover, nearly pressing himself between her thighs as he reached out to snare her fine-boned ankles. Almost rudely, he pushed her legs back, making Ino gasp. His hands then slid down her inner thighs as he dropped to his knees.
The fragrance wafting from her sex was strong, feral, almost overpowering. Her pussy was swollen and pink and more than obviously wet. The fleshy lips overlapped the dark, spritely hair surrounding her labia and glistened in the dim light.
He latched his mouth to her pussy and sucked deeply, making them both moan. Ino did, indeed, taste a little different, Brett decided. Stronger. Perhaps he tasted a bit of himself upon those sublimely sleek lips. He did not care. He devoured her as a starving man would feast upon the most delicious buffet, sucking, licking, digging, pulling.
Ino whimpered and moaned, slapping her hands to the back of Brett's head, wanting to get off. But just as he could detect the tells of opposing gamblers, Brett could tell when Ino was about to come. And just at the apex of her sexual high, he suddenly jerked back, his mouth as dripping as her pussy, and lurched to his feet.
He had unzipped his slacks while servicing her, and now his cock was thick and stiff and ready. Just as Ino was about to protest her denied orgasm, he shoved himself inside her, making the broad swing creak and moan, echoing the sounds his lover now made.
Ino sighed deeply, a sound mingled with a staccato, girlish whimper as Brett's cock dug deep within her. She looked up at him with complete adoration.
He leaned over her, slipping a hand behind Ino's head to tilt her face up for a kiss. Their lips and tongues dueled feverishly as he pumped back and forth, each thrust harder and firmer than the last. The bench swing croaked in protest. Ino's legs danced and trembled.
"Make me come," she pleaded, her voice soft, hoarse, distant. "Please."
Brett responded only with a grin and a growl, fucking harder and harder, his balls slapping against her buttocks, his cock squelching with each determined thrust within her snug tunnel.
Around them, the air seemed to become charged. The wind picked up. The sharp aroma of ozone filled their senses. Brett ignored it all, focusing upon his union with Ino.
All the while, her eyes stared into his, a constantly pleading expression within them. But then they suddenly closed, and her features twisted. Her body quaked and stiffened, vaginal muscles gripping tight around Brett's cock. He knew she was on the verge, and to send her over, he settled his lips against her neck and sucked.
"Oh, God!" Ino cried, convulsing in orgasm. She shook back and forth, making the swing protest against the strain. Her pussy clamped down around Brett's cock, as if wanting to keep it inside forever.
But just as Ino's orgasm played out and she began to ebb down, Brett thrust a few more times within her before pulling out. His cock stiff and wet, shimmering with his lover's fluids, he stroked himself to climax. Spurts of milky fluid splattered onto Ino's breasts and heaving stomach.
She giggled at the feel of his warm offering, and suddenly doubled up, bending over to suck the head of Brett's still-gushing cock in her mouth. She moaned at the taste of his semen, and pulled him closer to make sure his penis remained in her mouth until his orgasm had run its course.
Brett smacked his hands to the back of the swing, trembling and on the verge of losing balance. His cock burned within Ino's mouth, especially given the way her tongue massaged it, coaxing out every last drop of precious fluid he had to give. She pushed him back gently, just enough so that the very tip of his cock graced her lips, and swallowed with a soft, contented sigh. Then she engulfed him almost to the root, running her hands up and down his body.
He finally drew back, penis softened and spent. She gave the head one last loving lick and leaned back, smiling sublimely.
"I never liked the taste of it before," she revealed with a sigh, looking up at him. "But if you wanted to do it in my mouth every time, I'd love it."
He chuckled, still euphoric, and cupped her face. "You're an amazing woman," he said.
She grinned with pure affection. "I love the way you look at me."
He settled onto his knees once more before her, smoothing his hands up and down her pale, toned thighs. The satisfied flesh of her sex seemed to wink at him, as if to suggest further consummation. He kissed the edge of her pubic mound, feeling the soft wet hairs against his lips.
"You didn't tell me how you did tonight," she said.
He looked up at her with a crooked smile. "I won the second round," he told her.
Ino grinned again and clapped her hands together girlishly. "Yay!"
He laughed. "Still one more round to go," he said. "Tomorrow at three in the afternoon."
"Not at midnight?" she asked.
He shook his head with a wry chuckle. "I should really be getting some sleep right now."
Ino's face darkened, looking apologetic. "Oh, God, baby, I'm sorry."
Brett shook his head. "Don't you dare apologize."
"But--"
"But nothing," Brett said firmly, pushing up to kiss his lover. He did not mind the stickiness of her lips, the lingering flavor of his own semen. "You're my good luck charm."
Ino smiled sweetly and touched his cheek, gazing dreamily into his eyes. "What're you gonna do if you win the whole thing?"
Brett shrugged. "It might be bad luck to think about that, you know," he said.
She laughed softly. "What do you win?" she asked. "I mean, if you, uh, win?"
He smiled. "Half a million dollars."
Ino's eyes bulged. "Seriously?"
He nodded. "Yup."
"Wow."
He laughed. "'Wow' is an understatement," he said. "And I don't think I'm gonna win the whole thing. Best I can hope for is to at least break even and walk away with the winnings I've already put in the bank. Seriously, what I've already won from the first two rounds has made this trip worth it. But not as worth it as meeting you."
She both swooned at his words and gave him a you're-full-of-shit look. "So, what if you do win the whole thing?"
Brett shrugged, casually caressing Ino's naked legs. He ducked his head to plant a kiss upon her glowing pink pussy. "Actually, if I did, I figured I'd go full pro," he said. "Cash in my car, buy a nice little RV and go on the road, hitting every casino with a tournament."
She smiled. "Sounds nice," she said.
"Nice for a pipe dream," he responded. "Truth is, I'll do my best, but I won't win the big purse. I'm okay with that. This has still been the best tournament I've ever been to."
She touched his lip with her thumb, eyes roaming across his face. "You'd really sell your car?"
He laughed. "Yeah, probably."
"I like your car," Ino said absently. "Some really nice things've happened in it."
Brett smirked. "In, on, around," he said. "Tell you what; if I win the tournament, the car's yours."
Ino bit her lip, staring into his eyes. "Pinky swear?"
He nodded and raised his hand, curling his little finger. "Pinky swear."
* * * *
If ever there was a day in which Brett was ready for anything, that Friday was it. Despite finally making it to his motel room bed at just after four in the morning, he awoke refreshed and smiling a little before ten. With hours to go before the final round of the poker tournament, he made a deposit at the bank, did some light shopping, and gradually made his way back to the Double J diner for a slice of cherry apple pie.
The flirtatious middle-aged waitress, Mona, greeted him with a randy smile and told him, before he asked, that Ino wasn't working that day and that she would be taking care of him. Brett chuckled at first, but the woman's blatant come-ons nearly became annoying.
Still, he savored every bite of the pie, having come to the conclusion that it was as much a determinant of his good luck as coupling with his favorite, sexy young waitress.
Just as he finished the last bite of pie, Mona appeared to clear the plate away. "You know," she drawled in her trailer trash accent. "Something occurred to me while I was watching you eat."
Brett wiped his mouth with a napkin and regarded the woman dubiously. "What's that?"
The corner of her mouth curled as if she had gained the wisdom of the ages. "You don't do nothing halfway."
He frowned in confusion. "Is that good or bad?"
She laughed softly, assessing him once more with her eyes. "I know lots'a people around here," she said in a quietly ominous way. "I hear just about everything that goes on in this town."
Brett watched her, effecting his poker face. "Okay."
Mona smacked her gum with a self-efficacious smile. "You been doing pretty well at the Aguilar," she said. "Sent some people packing. They say you're pretty smooth."
Brett smiled back, cocking his head. "Have to be."
Mona nodded. "Uh-huh. Sure do. But there's a big difference between hearts on a card and hearts on a person."
He stared back, stoic. "Not sure I know what you mean."
Mona slid into the chair across from him, boldly meeting Brett's eyes with her own. "Not that it's general knowledge at all," she said, then laughed to herself. "Hell, I'd be surprised if anyone else has picked up on it . . . but you and Ino . . . that ain't no stroll in the park. I figure you already know that."
Brett said nothing, not knowing who this woman was beyond her name and occupation.
"You ain't gotta say a thing," Mona continued with a casual wave of her hand. "Don't need to. But Ino ain't exactly happy where she's at."
"No kidding," Brett said.
Mona smiled, appearing glad that Brett decided to join the conversation. "You know what she's looking for."
He pursed his lips. His eyes drifted away. "A way out."
A wink dusted the mature woman's eye. "Now, I ain't gonna dare to think I know what either you two are feeling, but I got suspicions. And I gotta wonder if my baby girl Ino's gonna ride off into the sunset, or if she's just gonna get left behind to watch another sun go down."
Brett didn't respond. He did not know what to say.
Mona stood and slipped a check presenter from her apron, setting it down upon the table. "Whenever you're ready, hun."
* * * *
Brett was of two minds when he entered the casino. Part of whim was concentrating upon the battle of wits that lay ahead, while the other wrestled with his choices concerning Ino. Win or lose, he knew, Ino would be hoping in some doe-eyed fashion to be carried away from her life of minutia. Brett had all but promised her that through his actions.
Damn it, he cursed himself as he made his way through the casino, fingering the gold card in his hand. All I wanted to do was play some fucking cards . . . .
A series of ushers pointed him in the right direction, and he found himself being guided along a short carpeted hall to a rather unassuming door. Stepping through as it was opened for him, Brett looked upon a private parlor. There was a single large round table in the middle of the room. The opposite wall was a bank of windows looking out upon the Mexican desert.
Howard Preach in all his diminutive glory was there to greet him, offering an empty hand. "Mr. Walker," he said with a twitch of his mustache. "Welcome to the final round."
Brett managed a smile, banishing, for the moment, all other thoughts that did not relate to card-playing. He shook Preach's hand. "Are you playing?"
Preach barked in laughter. "Oh, hell no," he declared. "I'm a businessman."
Brett winked. "Me, too."
* * * *
The six of them sat quietly, professionally, anxious around the table. Brett let his eyes drift over each of the four other men and one lone woman -- unlike Miss Fake Tits, this one was modestly dressed and into her sixties, not at all what Brett would want to see posing in a mechanic's photo calendar -- finding each of them a par above the opponents he had faced the previous two days, if only by dress alone.
"Gentlemen and lady," Preach said as he stood off to one side of the room. He held no microphone this time. "This is the final round in the Aguilar Poker Tournament. My congratulations to all of you for making it this far."
Light, scattered applause followed the man's words, but Preach waved it away with an amused look. "I don't care what happens tonight," he said. "As long as it is fair and just. The six of you are the best this tournament has brought, but only one of you can win. Let it be a respectful win." He took up a glass of champagne, identical to the one before each of the players.
"Salud."
"Salud," responded the gamblers.
Carelessly, Preach hurled his glass toward the hearth of the corner fireplace. He grinned. "Let's get to it!"
* * * *
Brett stared at the cards in his hand. The only bright points where the seven and nine of hearts. Two hearts, he thought. Is that supposed to mean something? I'm one heart and Ino is another? Nine minus seven is two, which is how many years she's been unhappily married . . . .
"Cards?" asked the dealer.
"Two," Brett muttered, tossing cards across the table. He slapped up the fresh ones, finding a seven of clubs.
Okay, so Ino's the seven, and I'm the nine . . . there's two of her and one of me . . . two different ways her life can go . . . what the fuck am I thinking? Get your head out from between her legs, man!
Brett was barely aware of what was going on around him. He was operating on automatic. When there was a raise, he put in his chips, and when the call came, he laid down his cards.
He did not have the best hand, but neither did he have the worst. A rotund fellow in an impressive suit swore under his breath and rose to cash in his remaining chips. Brett looked up to the man briefly, as if wondering what was going on, and sipped his bourbon.
Clear your head, damn it!
The following hand was equally semi-disastrous. Brett ended with a pair of tens, barely beating out a pair of nines and keeping himself in the game. For Brett, however, nearly losing twice in a row was tantamount to folding and walking away.
"I need a moment," he announced, abruptly pushing back from the table and standing.
"Mr. Walker, we cannot stop the game once in progress," Mr. Preach warned.
"Then deal my cards," Brett replied, taking a few steps and turning away. He stared out across the serene desert view, imagining a playful young Ino, as innocent as her name implied, growing up with such surroundings . . . only to find herself trapped before she had even finished the first quarter-century of her life.
It's not my responsibility to take care of her, he thought angrily. She's not my responsibility. She's beautiful, she's sweet, she's an incredible lover, but I didn't come here to save someone from misery. I came here to win.
"Mr. Walker, if you do not take your seat, you will be considered as forfeiting. You will lose."
Brett's eyes narrowed. Mona's words resounded in his mind, a snippet of the conversation they'd had. "You know what she's looking for," she had said. And you said, "a way out."



A way out . . . .
Half a million dollars is a lot of money.
"Mr. Walker--"
Brett turned about quickly with a suddenly confident smile on his lips. "I'm in."
* * * *
He was like a machine focused only on the outcome, anticipating the moves of the other players, reading their faces, looking for tells. He remained rigidly stoic, and noted a few looks of consternation amongst his opposition. He was up against Old Lady, a hefty man Brett could only call Pudge, and a tall, skinny man with a bad complexion and wiry facial hair which Brett had come to refer to as Scruffy.
"Cards."
Old Lady slid one across the felt table top, as did Pudge. Scruffy gave up two. Brett didn't move.
"Mr. Walker?" asked the dealer.
He gestured casually. "I'm fine."
"In that case, I raise two grand," said Scruffy, dropping the chips on the pile. Brett and the others all chipped in.
"I raise another five," Brett said, taking up half of what he had before him and setting it carefully in the middle of the table.
The others shifted in their seats. Pudge cleared his throat. He looked uncomfortable. Finally, after a few moments, he sighed heavily. "Fold," he announced and set his cards down.
Scruffy snorted. "Not me," he said as he met the raise. "You're bluffing."
Brett only shrugged, keeping his eyes on the cards.
Old Lady hesitated a moment, then also chipped in. It was time to call.
This was the big gamble, Brett realized. But he had a feeling. Fate, perhaps, or providence. Unless he did something really stupid, this was going to work out.
He hoped.
"Let's see what you got," drawled Scruffy, setting down a pair of jacks. Old Lady dropped a triplet of sixes.
"Nice," Brett said, then very deliberately revealed his straight.
Scruffy stared, mouth agape. "Son of a bitch," he grumbled, then slapped the table and pushed up. He shook his head with a rueful smile, wagging a finger at Brett. "I'll be looking for you next time," he said, then stepped away.
Brett smiled, easing back in his chair as he let the tumultuous pounding of his heart fade to normal. "Thanks for the warning."
"Nicely done, Mr. Walker," Preach commented. He looked from Brett to Old Lady. "So now it's down to just the two of you. Half a million dollars to the winner, and nothing to the loser."
Brett nodded with a smug smile, the best he could deliver. He addressed Old Lady. "Shall we?"
He stared back, the corner of her mouth twitching. "By all means," she said.
* * * *
Brett stared at the cards laid out upon the green felt table top. They seemed to glow on their own, as if infused with some sort of supernatural power. The ace of spades sat prominently atop a classic flush, quietly lauding its supreme status.
His shoulders slumped. He managed a chuckle. Win some, lose some, he thought darkly, leaning back from the table and lifted his gaze to address Old Lady. "Good hand," he said.
She smiled. "Thank you, young man," she responded, and lifted her glass. "Age has taught me many things."
Preach clapped his hands together loudly. "Mrs. Carmichael, congratulations," he said heartily. "You've won the first Aguilar Poker Tournament!"
The elderly woman beamed. "Thank you."
Preach turned briefly to Brett. "Damn good game, Mr. Walker, but we can only have one winner."
"I understand," said Brett.
Preach gave a brief wink. "My assistant will show you out," he said.
Brett sighed and stood from the table. A slender young man approached with an expectant look. Brett managed a smile.
"Guess I should be happy with my winnings, right?"
"Absolutely, Mr. Walker," the assistant agreed. He gestured to the door. "Follow me."
* * * *
The key to a good bluff, Brett thought as he left his car, stacked boxes cradled in his hand. Is knowing how to use your opponent's perceptions against him.
He walked past the carelessly-parked vehicles, most of them trucks and Jeeps and other four-wheel-drive monstrosities on his way to the double-wide trailer. He ascended the stairs to a small deck built of weathered wood and kicked the screen door.
There was no response after nearly a minute. Brett could hear loud male conversation from within the abode. He grimaced, lifted a foot, and managed to touch the doorbell with the toe of his shoe.
Mumbled words drifted closer until they were almost intelligible, before the door on the other side opened. Ino's husband frowned upon him, only briefly looking at the boxes Brett held.
"Who the fuck are you?"
"Uh, delivery from the Double J," Brett said in his most amiable voice. "Four cherry apple pies. I think I got the right place."
The man rolled his eyes. He was already more than halfway drunk, and the televised fight had not even begun. "Probably my wife," he grumbled, then leaned back, cocking his head over his shoulder. "Ino! Get your ass up here!"
Brett struggled to maintain an impersonal, professional smile as he waited. Finally, Ino's husband stepped back as Brett's beautiful lover approached. Her eyes bulged at first as she saw him, but she corrected herself quickly.
Brett could not help but look over the young woman. She wore a tiny blue bikini top that just covered her nipples, and a pair of denim cutoffs that would have made Daisy Duke blush. Brett would have felt instant arousal if not for the fact that his lover's attire was the result of her husband's demand.
"You order some fucking pies?" her husband asked.
Ino's eyes flickered back and forth from her husband to Brett. She caught on quickly. "Uh, yeah," she said, effecting a disarming smile. "Thought the guys might like them."
Her husband rolled his eyes. "Should'a got more beer, but hey, pie is always good," he said and stepped away, giving Ino a smack upon one of her mostly-bared buttocks. She stiffened with a scowl, but kept her tongue in check. Once her husband was gone, she addressed Brett.
"What are you doing?"
He smirked. "Just thought I'd bring some pie," he said.
Quickly, he transferred the boxes over to Ino, who set them upon the top of a bookshelf near the door. Then she stepped out, looking both apprehensive and hopeful. The door closed behind her.
Urgently, needfully, she pressed herself to him, whimpering into his mouth as she kissed him. Her hands gripped his shirt, his pants. "Oh, God, Brett, I've been thinking about you all day," she panted.
He gently pushed her back with a smile on his lips and his hands upon her shoulders. He gazed into her eyes. "Been thinking about you, too."
She grinned, giving an adoring gaze. "Did you win?" she asked hopefully.
He studied her face a moment. "I won," he said, then cast his eyes down. "And lost."
Ino's shoulders fell. "Oh."
He shrugged. "Still made twenty grand," he said. "Not bad for three days."
She smiled affectionately. "That's still a lot of money," she said.
"Enough for two people to live on for a little while, right?"
Ino's smile drained away. Her soft pink lips parted beneath an expression of incredulity. "'Two?'" she asked.
Brett touched her face. She leaned her cheek against his hand. "What do you want, Ino?" he asked her.
"I want you," she responded breathlessly.
His eyes bore into hers. "No. What do you really want?" he asked. "Not from me, not from him, not from anyone. What do you want?"
She swallowed thickly, eyes shaking. Finally, she looked away. "I just wanna be able to . . . to live," she said at last. Her furtive eyes darted back to his. "I wanna be able to come home to somewhere I don't hate. I wanna feel like I don't belong to anyone. I wanna have great sex." She laughed chaotically, but it faded away before a petulant countenance.
She grabbed handfuls of Brett's shirt and spoke in an emphatic voice. "I wanna be free."
Brett placed his hands over Ino's and gently uncurled her fingers. "If you could leave right now, would you?" he asked.
Her head snapped up, wide dark eyes glistening with hope. "Without even thinking about it."
He touched her cheek. "You working tomorrow?"
She nodded. "I go in at eleven."
Brett smiled, then stepped back, though he still held her hands. "I'll be there."
Ino squirmed on her feet and squeezed his hands. "You wanna come back later?" she asked hopefully. "He won't know if I'm gone; he'll be too drunk."
Brett took his hands from hers. Their fingertips danced together briefly. "Tomorrow," he said, then turned and headed down the steps.
He did not look back. The walk back to his car seemed to take forever.
* * * *
The rain that had been threatening the border town finally let loose its torrent early that Saturday morning. By the time Ino made her way to the bus stop at the entrance of the trailer park, light rain had given way to a sound and steady downpour. She clutched the nylon windbreaker about her shoulders as she waited for the bus.
Stepping off on the edge of the parking lot of the Double J some fifteen minutes later, Ino danced through spray and across puddles on her way to the front door. She cursed under her breath as she was forced to take a few extra steps to get around a parked yellow cab taxi. Even as she did so, however, she spied the sleek little convertible roadster parked near the entrance. Her heart leapt.
"Hey there, little girl!" exclaimed Mona as Ino stepped through the doors. The older woman looked amused. "Get a little wet this morning?"
Ino shook off her windbreaker and gave a wry look. "Just a little."
Mona smacked her gum, looking her protege over. "Just so you know, you got something waiting for you."
Ino looked excited. "I know."
Mona chuckled, watching after the girl as she darted toward her station.
The part of the dining room to which Ino had been assigned was mostly empty of customers when Ino entered. In fact, it was entirely empty of patrons, although, within the furthest booth, a single empty glass sat upon the table, beside a conspicuous manilla envelope.
Ino approached slowly, brow furrowed, not knowing what to expect. She looked back, hoping to see Brett somewhere, or even Mona, but neither were there.
Perturbed, Ino took up the envelope, surprised by the weight; it jingled. Opening the flap, she found a folded note taped to the inside of the envelope, conspicuously labeled "read first."
What's going on? She unfolded the note and read with some agitation.
"Ino,
"I originally wanted to do this face-to-face, but I knew I'd change my mind halfway through and sweep you off your feet. As much as we both might want that, I can't do it. It wouldn't be right for either of us. Everything would be great and wonderful for a while, and then we'd both start thinking we made a mistake. I'm not ready to settle down, and you settled down to soon.
"But I can't just leave you where you are. You said you wanted to be free. Well, now you are. Money doesn't fix everything, but it sure as hell can help. You'll find everything in the big envelope.
"Good luck, Ino. I couldn't say it to your face, but I'm pretty sure I love you.
--Brett"
She snapped her head up, tears dripping from her eyes, as she read the last lines. Mona approached her, a slice of pie on a plate.
"Where is he?" Ino asked desperately, jumping to her feet. "Where's Brett?"
Mona frowned. "I thought you saw him outside. He left just before you came in. Here, he told me to give you--"
But Ino ignored the woman and instead jogged toward the front doors. The rain was no less oppressive than it had been, but Ino didn't care. She dashed out into the thick of it, stopping at Brett's car. It sat empty.
Perturbed, confused, anxious, she cast her gaze about. Where would he go if he didn't take his . . . A sudden strange realization dawned on her. . . . car?
Uncaring that her clothing was now soaked through, clinging like wet paper to her skin, Ino spun about and marched back into the diner. Mona scurried toward her with the windbreaker held at the ready.
"Girl, are you crazy?"
"Hey!" Ino barked toward the dozen or so men sitting at the diner's bar. She ignored Mona's offering of the jacket and marched towards the men as they turned toward her, bemused expressions coloring their faces as they beheld the young woman's perfectly-outlined breast.
"Something we can help you with, Ino?"
"Yeah, some of you guys followed that poker tournament at the casino, right?"
A few men nodded. One raised his hand. "Yep. Hell of a game."
"Who won?"
"Some dude. Some old lady supposedly took the pot, but turns out she was cheating. So the guy she was up against in the last round won."
"What was his name?"
"Uh . . . Bill Walker. I think. Something like--"
"Brett?" she asked hopefully.
The man snapped his fingers. "That's the guy. Hey, Ino, I didn't know you liked poker . . . ."
The man's words trailed behind her as Ino returned to the table, leaving a trail of droplets across the floor. Mona huffed to catch up.
"Girl, what the hell is going on?" the older woman queried.
But Ino snatched up the manilla envelope. He wouldn't. He couldn't. She dumped out the contents. A single large, silver key clattered across the table, along with a simple white envelope. Ino's heart flipped. Madre de Dios, He did.
Behind and beside the young woman, Mona gasped. "Is that . . . what I think it is?"
Struggling to hold her emotions in check, Ino held up the key. "If you think it's the key to a solomente dark blue convertible, you're right."
"Oh, that's better than an engagement ring!" exclaimed Mona. "So, when's the date?"
Ino chuckled, her shoulders falling. The urgency was gone, having suddenly vanished upon sight of the key. It put all the pieces together for her, told her everything she needed to know.
"There's not going to be a wedding," she said, then picked up the envelope. It opened easily, revealing a check. Her eyebrows arched, and she felt another palpitation in her chest. "But there sure as hell is gonna be a divorce."
Mona peered over the younger woman's shoulder. Her eyes bulged comically. "A hundred thousand dollars!" she shrieked, then slapped a hand over her mouth. When she spoke again, it was nearly in a whisper. "A man's gonna give you that much money and he don't wanna marry you?"
Ino smiled. "Yep. And I think I love him because of that."
"Now that just don't make any sense."
Ino turned to the woman who had been like a second mother for the previous five years. "No, it doesn't," she admitted, fresh tears welling in her eyes. Impulsively, she hugged Mona, crying out a mixture of emotions. She felt as if she had lived through the entire day, yet it had barely begun.
"Well," Mona said as she and Ino pulled back. "You need to dry off. Why don't you sit and have your pie?"
Ino glanced to the plate sitting upon the table and emitted a small laugh. "Cherry apple, naturalmente."
"Of course. Your favorite."
"For so many reasons," Ino said, taking a seat and picking up the fork. She sliced off a bite and regarded it for a moment. "Oh, Mona?"
"Yeah, hon?"
Ino grinned and shoved the bite into her mouth. "I quit," she said as she chewed.
Mona grinned. "Bet your ass."
* * * *
The salesman looked up from the game of solitaire before him as he heard the door chime at the front of the lobby. Standing quickly, he stepped from his small glass-walled cubicle to see a well-dressed young man setting a suitcase on the tiled floor. Behind him the rainy gloom, a yellow cab was leaving the curb.
"Good morning! I gotta tell you, with all this rain, I didn't think anyone would be coming through the door today. How are you doing, sir? I'm Stan Hanley."
Brett smiled upon the salesman, accepting the man's proffered hand and introducing himself. "Nice to meet you."
"So, what brings you here?" Stan asked, glancing briefly to the suitcase on the floor. "Wife kick you out?"
Brett chuckled. "No, sir," he said with the air of a man who held all the right cards. "I'm looking for an RV. And--" he opened his blazer, revealing a bank bag tucked inside the waistband of his slacks. "I'm paying cash."
* * * *
Two hours later, Brett pulled the hulking monstrosity of a Windsport motorhome out of the dealership's parking lot. It wasn't brand new, but new enough, and with enough features that Brett felt he could live comfortably within it for quite some time. It wasn't a roadster, but driving it somehow made Brett feel more free, more alive.
I hear New Mexico has some pretty good casinos, he thought as he angled the RV west.
* * * *
On the other side of Del Rio, Ino finished loading the trunk and front seat of the roadster. She could not take much, but she didn't care; she was finally and for the first time truly free to do what she wanted. She had written and re-written the letter to her soon-to-be ex-husband several times before finally leaving a simple note:
"Roberto,
"Clean your own fucking house. I'm gone. The next thing you hear from me will be from my divorce lawyer.
"Ino."
She drove away from the trailer park and toward the highway. On a whim, she decided to turn west.
As Ino drove, the grin upon her face grew and grew.
-fin-
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* * * *
Neon reflections glistened on the street. The dive bars with their glowing beer signs were minimally populated. That wasn't uncommon for a midweek night. I typically stayed away from them, often crossing the street so as not to arouse the attention of those within. I was more than passable for a woman, but if any of those burly caballeros discovered the truth, leers would turn to jeers, quickly followed by punches or worse.
I sighed. Eternally judged, that was me. Judged for who I was, what I was, what I did with my life. My brother Jeff's words from years before still stung in my ears, mainly because he echoed what everyone else in my family had long been thinking:
"You're nothing but a cheap faggot, Joey. Just you being alive is an insult to this family."
I shrugged off the memory. I had other things to think about. The pair of heels I had purchased the day before took me past the door of El Jalisco. Tejano music spilled out from within, carrying along with it a cloud of hazy cigarette smoke and lost opportunities. I chanced a look within, seeing the backs of three middle-aged men at the bar. I kept going.
Second pack, I thought ruefully, tearing off the plastic wrapper on a pack of Camels. The lighter flicked in my hand. I inhaled, still walking, blew out. The street was dead, a frustrating truth for someone in my line of work. Like any business, I needed customers.
The tearing sound of tires across wet asphalt bade me look back. A minivan slowed, driver within craning his neck to get a look at me. It only lasted a second before he was gone, continuing down the road. I sucked on the cigarette, staring at his rear window. I knew he would be back. They always came back.
Sure enough, after turning down a side street, the same van came rolling back. Headlights flashed as the sedan hit a rough patch on the road. I cast looks left and right, checking for the cops, but the coast was clear. Though the heels were killing me, I managed to cross the street quickly enough, stepping onto the sidewalk at a corner.
The minivan approached, slowing again. This time I winked, smiled, waved my hand. The man inside nodded with a nervous smile. Middle aged, white, a little pudgy. I met a lot of those, looking for something risky -- or just risque -- on their way to their wives.
He turned at the corner and stopped. The passenger-side window rolled down as I approached. The van was clean; a good sign. "How you doing, honey?" I asked playfully. Over the years, I had perfect my feminine voice, completing the illusion that I was what these men wanted me to be.
The man shrugged. "Good," he responded. "You busy?"
I flashed my best catty smile. "You generous?"
That was the code, the trick, that established our relationship right up front. You want time with me, you gotta be ready to pay.
His face flushed slightly. I figured a good quarter of the johns I met had never picked up a girl off the street before. What they knew about the process came from seedy movies and cheap erotica. This man was one of those.
"Yeah, sure," he said.
I popped open the door and stepped into the van. A quick check of the back told me we were alone. Caution was important in my game; just a few days before, another T-girl like me had been stabbed to death after picking up a john.
"You're pretty," he said awkwardly as I settled my tight butt on the seat. I smiled and reached across between us, groping his crotch. That was the standard move to make sure we weren't cops. He sucked in a breath.
"You're sweet," I said, then pulled on my cigarette.
Silence floated between us. He was nervous, unsure of how to ask for what he wanted. So I made it easy on him.
"What's your name?"
"Uh, Don."
I blew smoke and stared at him. "Would you like me to suck your cock, Don?"
He swallowed thickly, but smiled and expelled a broken laugh. "Yeah, uh . . . yeah. I'd like that."
Of course you would, I thought. What man doesn't want a blowjob? "Fifty bucks," I told him.
His pudgy face grimaced. "Fifty?" he asked.
I leaned close and squeezed his crotch once more. He was hard already. My lips brushed his ear. He smelled like coffee and Tic-Tacs. "I'll be the sweetest five minutes you'll ever have," I whispered.
Don trembled. His erection was pushing against my hand through the khaki slacks he wore. "O-okay," he responded.
I told him where to go. Other than that, there wasn't much talking. We parked beneath a tree at a park five minutes away. Soft radiance from a streetlamp filtering through the leaves gave me just enough light to see what I was doing. Don handed over the money. I unzipped his pants.
He wasn't big --far from it -- and he smelled more than a little musky. He'd probably spent all day and evening sitting at a desk somewhere, his crotch leeching sweat into his boxers. I had smelled worse in the past, and still did what I was paid to do.
Don gasped as if he had never had his entire penis sucked before. Hands fell to the back of my head, my back. He didn't push. He just needed some place to put them. Maybe he liked feeling my head bouncing up and down against the palm of his hand. Maybe he thought he was directing me.
With my talent, it didn't take the poor man long at all to serve up his frustration. He groaned, gasped, hissed and bucked as I sucked out every last drop of fluid from his cock. The taste was bitter and sour. Not the most savory load I had ever sampled, but not the worst.
With his shuddering over, I sat up and turned to the window, finding the toggle for the window. Semen splattered on the ground as I spat. The flavor lingered in my mouth, but I had gum for that.
"You can take me back now, honey," I told him.
* * * *
My first trick of the night was gracious enough to let me out at a gas station. The employees inside knew who I was, what I was, even if they didn't know the full truth. But they didn't care, and neither did I.
In the bathroom, I checked my makeup, applied some lipstick where it had worn off on Don's cock. I wondered if the man would think to clean himself before returning to his wife. That gave me a chuckle.
A woman stared back at me in the mirror. I was pretty damn convincing with my long straight hair and artful application of makeup. I could stand right in front of the judgmental members of my family and they wouldn't know who I was. That thought gave me another chuckle.
Back on the street, with a pair of twenties and a ten tucked inside the top of my stockings, I ventured back along the pavement. Another cigarette dangled from my fingers. Another car slowed as it passed. I gave a wink. The car continued on.
A check of the woman's watch on my wrist told me it was nearing midnight. It wasn't my norm to stay out past then. I wanted to avoid the late-night thugs and pendejos who got high on weed before looking for a "bitch." But the evening hadn't been kind. Half a Benjamin wasn't worth my night.
A rude voice called from a passing low-rider. "Yo, mama, how 'bout a blow?" Congratulatory laughter erupted from the heckler's friends. I responded with a middle finger. They, too, continued on.
A rumbling engine -- one of those big block hemis my asshole brother was fond of -- caught my attention. A jacked-up truck with a crew cab appeared at a corner just ahead, passenger window rolled down. All I saw was a hat and sunglasses peering back at me. He was giving me that look.
Hmm. I might be able to salvage a hundred bucks from tonight.
Keeping my cool, I approached the idling monstrosity. A girl can't seem eager, you know. Some of these guys were just enough of a shark to talk a price down. So I continued to wear my indifferent, take-it-or-leave-it face.
"What you up to, honey?" I asked.
The face, from what I could see, was handsome. He seemed slender, like me. I wasn't too put off by the glasses and hat. A lot of johns did that, as if afraid someone they knew was going to see them picking up a streetwalker. Or maybe it just helped them pretend they were turning into someone else for the sake of the deed. Distancing themselves. They'd go home, take off the hat, take a shower, and I never happened.
I couldn't care less. As far as I was concerned, they never happened. I just magically acquired a wad of twenties during a casual walk down the street.
He studied me for a moment, then shrugged. "Get in." His voice was scratchy and rough. It sounded fake, like that of an amateur actor portraying a chain smoker.
Man of few words, I thought. I liked that. I hated the talkers, who went on and on about their wives, rationalizing why they wanted to pay some stranger to suck them off. On the other hand were the silent ones, who never said anything. They were just creepy. But the ones in the middle, they suited me just fine. A little chit-chat, whip it out, blow your load and I'm done. On to the next.
Once I was in the cab of the truck, Mr. Quiet started driving. He seemed to know where to go. This was nothing new to him.
"What's your name?" I asked him.
He didn't answer. He put his hand on my leg, fingers creeping up my inner thigh. I covered it with my own. "You don't wanna go there, baby," I said. "Wrong time of the month."
For most guys, that was enough to keep them from grabbing a pussy that wasn't there. But Mr. Quiet just chuckled. "Don't give me that. You're a tranny. I want the whole package."
I was impressed. I had only been outed once before, and nearly got stabbed as a result. But this guy was actually looking for a T-girl. Fine with me.
So I let his hand wander. "Gonna cost more than fifty," I told him.
"I'll give you twin Benjamins," he said. Fingers traveled under my skirt, touching my tucked-under cock.
Two hundred bucks? Sold to Mr. Quiet! My night was looking up. "Up front," I told him.
He nodded and kept driving, taking his hand back. "I got condoms and lube," he said. "Like I said, I want the whole package."
The prospect gave me a tingle. It had been a while since I bottomed. To be honest, I was getting a little antsy. Okay, so I normally like my men beefier than Mr. Quiet. But I had a feeling we were going to have some fun. When it came down to it, with my line of work, looks didn't matter as much as intention.
He pulled the truck into an industrial park and drove around to the back. There was ample light provided by harsh light poles, but no vehicles parked nearby. The result was an enticing contrast between high profile and low risk. If someone came driving around the corner of the building, we would have time to get dressed.
I wonder how many other girls he's brought here, I wondered, then pushed the thought from my mind. Despite growing excitement, I had to remain the professional.
Mr. Quiet put the truck in park and eased back. "Wanna see what you got," he said.
I raised my hand and rubbed the tips of my fingers together.
I think he scowled under his flat black glasses. But then he reached into his pocket and came up with a nicely thick wad. One, two, three, four . . . he counted off the fifties and handed them over. Into my stocking they went.
With the niceties over, I hitched up the skirt, splayed my legs as wide as the seat would allow. A tug on the black nylon covering my crotch and out popped my cock, already swelling. Mr. Quiet seemed to approve. He reached over for a grope, then a stroke. I sat back and let him have his fun.
"Nice dick," he remarked, then took his hand away. He shifted, working his belt, the button on his jeans, the zipper. "Check out mine," he said, lifting up and shoving the denim down. His cock was thick, stiff and long. Impressive, I had to admit.
I reached, feeling the warm tube of erect flesh filling my hand. He was shaved silky-smooth. Not a hair anywhere. My other hand went under his balls, fondling them. Mr. Quiet parted his legs.
"Suck it."
I didn't hesitate. Leaning over, I held his cock at the base and swirled my tongue around the tip. Slowly, teasingly, I took the length of him into my mouth. Inch after inch slid over my tongue, to the back of my throat. I inhaled through my nose, held it, pushed down. His cock stretched my esophagus.
Mr. Quiet grunted, pushed up. His balls pressed against my nose. I closed my mouth around the base and suckled like a lamb at mama's teat. But it wasn't long before my lungs began to protest.
Sliding up, I swallowed a mouthful of thick spit and regained my breath. Mr. Quiet's hand pressed at the back of my head. I went down once more, allowing him to use me, if only just this bit. His cock popped back into my throat. He groaned again. Obviously, my trick was an admirer of deepthroat.
I bobbed up and down, holding my breath until I felt my eyes leaking. Sliding up, I slipped my mouth from his dick and stroked it. I didn't look to his face. Guys like him, I knew, wanted to stay as anonymous as possible. That was fine. The only things about him that interested me were his money and his cock.
Mr. Quiet let me jack him for a bit. He squirmed with the way my fingers squeezed and massaged the head. I'd been told before -- many times -- that my hands were just as good as my mouth. Sometimes, I'd get a guy off that way, and they never complained.
He slapped a hand onto my wrist. "Don't make me cum yet," he grumbled. He sat up, turned in the seat. "Show me that ass."
I got on my knees. My skirt was already bunched up around my waist. All I had to do was pull my panties to the side. Like Mr. Quiet, I was smooth as silk all over. Judging from the murmurs he made, he approved. His hands slapped to my ass, pulling the cheeks apart. I felt my anus gape slightly.
"Yeah. Nice. Stay like that."
I turned my head, watching him as he produced a foil package and a small bottle. "Like my ass, baby?" I cooed. "Wanna fuck it?"
He gave a grunt. Despite his stoicism, he was turned on, I knew. Hell, so was I. I watched him take out the condom and roll it down his cock. Then he popped open the lube.
"Might wanna loosen me up, first," I suggested.
Mr. Quiet stroked his latex-wrapped dick, then positioned himself on his knees. The truck rocked a bit. He squeezed some slippery stuff on his fingers. I bit my lip with anticipation.
Thumb and forefinger of one hand spread my sphincter open. I felt the nudging of two fingers against my tight man hole. I pushed back, and he pushed in. My tunnel opened up to let him in. Oh, deliciousness!
But he only fingered me for a few seconds before climbing over the console to get behind me. I was pressed against the back of the seat. His stiff cock probed around my anus, slipping back and forth. Then he found the mark and barged in. Oh, the heat! I whimpered as the girth of his penis stretched my hole and filled my bowels. He pushed in, then pulled back, then pushed in some more. Finally, his hips were against my ass. I felt his taut balls against my own.
"Fuck me."
I wasn't sure who said it. I didn't care. I hadn't had a proper fucking in months. Just days on end with anonymous cocks spewing anonymous fluid across my tongue. No thought to my desires, my needs. But that dry spell of personal relief was coming to an end. I was getting fucked, and fucked well.
Mr. Quiet gripped and squeezed my hips as he pounded into me. He was a hard and deep man, which suited me just fine. He liked to pull back until just the tip of his cock remained inside me, then shove the whole thick throbbing mass back in. It just so happened that I liked that, too.
My own cock was throbbing with the need for attention. I reached down and grabbed it, stroking madly. My body trembled with each deep plunge of the john inside me. My prostate tingled. Each thrust made me think I was about to cum at any moment.
But then he pulled out, leaving me gaping and wondering.
"Turn over," he growled.
Eagerly, I brought up my legs, flipped around, then lifted and fanned them wide. My cock jutted up from beneath my flat belly. His cock pushed back against my hole. Mr. Quiet curled my legs back until my knees touched my chest. I gibbered in bliss as he resumed fucking me. Automatically, I stroked my cock with both hands, jacking furiously up and down. I was going to cum. I wanted to cum.
"Do it," he grunted, still plowing into me. "Shoot it off."
I managed to lift my head, just seconds before I erupted. The hat, the glasses, they hid everything from me. But his movements told me all I wanted to know, and all that mattered.
Whimpering gasps were all I let out. Held firmly in both hands, my cock sprayed thick droplets of cum that fell onto my stomach, my hands, my upper thighs. I thrashed and moaned, giving in to the sensations. I didn't want them to end.
And then he was jerking his cock free from my ass with all the forceful acumen of a sexual professional. As if a camera somewhere had been all along recording our coupling, he rose up, leaning over me. His tense cock jutted toward my face. One hand held it while the other ripped off the sticky condom with a loud snap! Still in my orgasmic daze, I stared at the shiny head of his dick, at the widening slit.
Thick white fluid poured out, splattering my face, my neck, my chest. A few warm, bittersweet globs fell onto my tongue. He jerked and stroked, sending all of his seed onto me. I think I laughed, or at least giggled. He pushed his cock into my mouth. I didn't much like the taste of the spermicide, but his cum was strangely welcome. I sucked the last of it from him. He shivered in bliss over me. His thick shaft twitched between my lips.
Finally, Mr. Quiet pulled his cock from my mouth and fell onto his back in the driver's seat. Neither of us spoke as we regained our composure. My fall from orgasmic grace to brutal reality came quicker than I would have hoped. Sitting up, I looked about the truck's cab.
"Got a towel?" I asked.
He jerked a thumb behind him, indicating the back seat. I looked, and found a neatly-folded terrycloth. Thankful for such small considerations, I wiped up the spunk from my body and face.
"That was," he began, then forcibly cleared his throat. His voice changed as he spoke again. "That was fucking great."
I smiled. "Glad you liked it, baby," I said, then stopped. No, it was more like I froze. Like it was one of those old science fiction movies in which some kind of alien paralysis ray put everyone in stasis. I froze because of his voice. It sounded eerily, frighteningly familiar.
My eyes wandered over his face. The chin, the lips were suddenly familiar. He was panting as he recovered, and half out of it. My hand came up and touched the sunglasses, then pulled them down.
I was sure I gasped then. I had to have.
"Hey!" he exclaimed, jerking back. "Hands off! What the fuck!"
I recoiled, falling into the passenger seat. I looked down at my feet as I straightened my clothes. I was dumbfounded by the revelation. Why hadn't I seen it sooner? How could I not have known?
The drive back was done in silence. It gave me time to put things in perspective. By the time I stepped from the truck an onto my familiar street, the delicious irony of the entire situation had come full circle.
"You got a number?" he asked the back of my head.
I didn't turn to look at him. "You already have it, Jeff," I said pointedly. I used my "real" voice, the one he would recognize. Then I shut the door and started walking. I didn't look back. I didn't need to. The reality of the startled look on his face would never match the image in my mind.



The chuckle that formed in my throat turned into a loud, harsh, maniacal laugh that reverberated off the buildings around me. I could just make out the screech of tires as my one and only brother, the man who had just fucked me, peeled out. I imagined him desperate to leave this part of town and return to his wife and children. He would want to put this entire episode behind him and pretend it had never happened.
I think I'll call him tomorrow, I thought wickedly. I'll ask him how he's been, what he's been up to. He'll be rude and play ignorant, of course, but we'll both know the truth. And that's what's important.
I lit up another cigarette, inhaling deeply, then headed back to my little apartment only a few blocks away.
Tomorrow . . . yes, tomorrow we'll see . . . .
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High above the western desert, a single black-winged figure floated upon the heat rising from below. Sharp eyes scanned here and there for something to scavenge or, if need be, something to kill.
But the raven's attention was brought to an open-topped vehicle rumbling along the lone highway carved through the sparse trees and rugged rocks of the landscape. There was but a single person within it, a young man clad in shorts and a sleeveless shirt, sunglasses covering his eyes, colorful, swirling tattoos spiraling down both arms from somewhere beneath the shirt.
The raven followed for perhaps a mile, until the vehicle slowed and turned onto a road that led to the camping grounds. The raven knew where the young man was going; it had seen him many times before.
* * * *
Arrival at the camp ground's entrance brought a smile to Ethan's lips. He loved his weekends at Enchanted Rock. Others looked forward to Fridays because it meant binge-drinking and hapless flirtations with members of the opposite sex; for Ethan, it meant escaping the rigidity of the modern world and being close to nature for a couple days.
The middle-aged woman did not even bother to stop Ethan's Jeep as he rolled the vehicle toward the small wooden shack beside the open gate. Ethan was almost as much a regular occurrence as the comings and goings of squirrels, birds and deer. But Ethan never took his apparent welcomed status for granted, and always slowed down as he drove through, if only to give a friendly smile and wave his annual pass to the always cheerful woman.
Being early autumn, the campgrounds were not quite as heavily populated as they usually were during the summer. Not that it really made a difference, since Enchanted Rock was so vast that thousands of people could pitch their tents and never be closer than a hundred feet from their neighbor. But the obvious dearth of vacationers made the state park calmer, quieter.
He parked the Jeep, bolted it up, and took the heavy backpack and rolled-up tent from the back. With a grin of anticipation, Ethan made his way into the mixture of red oaks and mesquite trees, on his way to his favorite spot.
* * * *
Ah . . . home sweet home, he thought with a smile.
His favorite camping spot was well away from the numerous hiking trails that meandered through the park. Indeed, Ethan wasn't sure if it was even within the "official" camping zone. But he had never been accosted by a park ranger - had never even met one this far in, in fact - and had never encountered any problems with the local wildlife. While signs abounded here and there warning of wolves and coyotes, Ethan had never seen either at his spot.
A covering of freshly-fallen leaves and dried twigs covered the small clearing. It measured about twenty feet across, more than large enough for a tent and a campfire. At the same time, the branches of the gnarled, twisting mesquite trees formed a canopy that nearly always kept the clearing in shade. It was the perfect spot.
Using a stout branch he had found months before, and left within the twisted split trunks of a particularly large old tree, Ethan cleared away the leaves, creating a pile just off center of the clearing. Doing so revealed the pit he had dug a year and a half before, ringed with stones, and had used practically every weekend since.
He also revealed the three large, strange stones that sat equidistant around the edge of the clearing, obviously placed there with purpose at some time in the distant past. There were very faint carvings upon each one, facing inward. Ethan figured they had probably been set there by members of a native American tribe hundreds of years before. Maybe, at some distant point in the past, this little clearing had been a place of communion.
But Ethan had never thought to research it. His college days were thankfully over and with them, the need to look into useless, trivial matters. It was enough for Ethan to get away to the natural world; he felt no need to learn about its history.
The large, four-person tent was the first task, which Ethan accomplished with practiced ease and speed. Next, he cleared out the pit and formed a framework of dry twigs and bark within it, with a tightly-compacted ball of crushed leaves and paper from his backpack in the center. He had the fire going within a minute, and knew he would be able to keep it going until the following Sunday afternoon, when he left.
Now, he thought, looking about with a smile. Time to get comfortable.
As casually as if he had been in his apartment back in the city, Ethan stripped off all of his clothes, setting them within the tent. From experience, he knew he would not have to wear anything but his all-terrain shoes for the duration of his stay. That was the part he loved the most. That was the freedom he craved from the moment he awoke every Monday to the moment he left the city every Friday afternoon.
Gloriously naked, Ethan stood from the tent and stretched, feeling a few pops in his back and shoulders.
Now I'm settled in, he thought with a grin.
A flutter of wings caught his attention. He looked to the northernmost of the three aged carved stones, upon which had lit a large, black-feathered bird. Ethan chuckled.
"I was wondering when you'd show up," he said.
The bird's head cocked back and forth, training each eye upon Ethan in turn. Taloned feet tapped upon the stone surface as the avian shifted its weight.
"Want some beef jerky?" Ethan asked the bird, almost as if expecting it to respond. He ventured toward the tent. The raven's eyes followed him, watching as if in expectation until Ethan returned, holding a piece of dried meat.
"Here you go," Ethan said as gently as he could, approaching the raven with slow, careful steps. "You know I'm not gonna hurt you."
The bird fidgeted, head snapping back and forth. But it did not take flight as Ethan approached. Indeed, only once Ethan was within arm's reach did the raven puff up its wings in preparation.
Ethan smiled. "Okay, okay," he said, stopping where he was. He tossed the piece of dried, salted beef toward the bird, which caught it expertly in its beak. A rapid flutter of feathers, and the raven took to the air, darting above and beyond the canopy.
"You're welcome," Ethan called with a wry smile.
* * * *
Almost exactly ninety-nine paces from his camp - dependent upon how Ethan placed his feet as he trudged through the underbrush - brought the young man to a small trickling stream at the bottom of a ravine some nine or ten feet deep. During heavy rainfall, Ethan figured, the stream was a roaring, narrow river. But he had never seen it. The deepest the water had ever been in his memory was around two feet; at present, it was half that, but moved along at a crisp enough pace that he felt sure it was safe to drink.
He squatted at the edge and scooped up a handful to drink, then another to splash upon his face and shoulders. He smoothed back short, dark, wet hair with satisfaction, loving the play of the breeze across his features. A natural impulse had him reaching down to lightly fondle his dangling penis, transferring wetness from his fingers to the slightly-swollen tube of flesh.
He looked around, feeling randy. Hmm . . . why not?
A wide, flat rock lay several feet from the stream. He knew where it was almost from memory. He sat upon it, legs splayed out, leaning back with his left hand upon the edge of the mostly smooth, water-polished surface. His other hand settled between his thighs, lightly tickling his testicles.
Arousal welled within him. He watched his cock swell and lengthen, then rise up between his legs. The broad, pink-purple head emerged from its snug fleshy sheath.
Fingertips danced slowly up along the shaft, making it twitch in anticipation. A thick, clear bubble of fluid oozed from the slit at the tip. Ethan massaged it into the head and glans, making them slippery. He squirmed and sighed. Wrapping his hand around the shaft just beneath the rumbled edge of the foreskin, he began stroking his cock.
* * * *
Camping. I fucking hate camping.
Gina grumbled as she made her way along the trickling, meandering stream. Perhaps two hours, at the most, had passed since she had arrived with her family at the campgrounds, and already she had been besieged by any and every blood-sucking insect on the planet. Cans of Off! notwithstanding, she felt like she had lost a pint of blood already.
At least I got away from them, she thought ruefully, thinking of her mother and the latest "love of her life," Ben. God, why couldn't they just go camping on their own? Why make it some half-assed bullshit "family weekend?"
Grumbling and tired, Gina continued along the bank of the trickling stream, peeling apart dead leaves she found here and there. But then, as she rounded a bend, she saw something she had not expected to see.
Her eyes bulged, and mouth fell slack as she gazed upon the naked man seated on a rock by the stream. Her gaze was instantly directed to the impressive phallus jutting up from his groin, and the firm hand stroking up and down.
Holy shit! Automatically, she clapped her hands over her mouth and ducked to the side, seeking the shadows along the bank. She could not tear her attention away from the masturbating man.
Oh my God, she thought, looking back and all around, as if afraid she might be caught in her voyeuristic moment. But the air was still, save for the occasional scuttling of some invisible creature in the wood, or the chirruping of some insect.
An excited smile slowly stretched Gina's lips as she watched the man jack off. He was pretty attractive, she realized. Slender frame, muscles in all the right places, sexy tats, and a damn impressive cock sticking up from his loins . . . God damn, he's really pounding that thing!
Uncontrollably, one of Gina's hands made its way down her buxom body, fingers delving under the waistband of her snug-fitting shorts. She found her suddenly needy clitoris just past the smooth-shaved mound of her sex and massaged it in time with the rapid, up-and-down strokes of the man she watched.
Come on, she urged silently. Make that thing shoot . . . .
As if in answer to her mental yearning, the man arched his back and thrust his hips up off the rock. His impressive cock shimmered for a moment, glistening in the sparse trails of light stabbing through the wooded canopy overhead. Gina watched, biting her lower lip.
Then . . . thick fountains of glimmering fluid erupted from the tip of the man's penis, arcing in the air before splashing into the stream and upon the banks. He panted and groaned, obviously thinking himself alone in the world as his orgasm coursed through him.
Gina grinned, following the last few dribbles of semen with her eyes as they ran down the man's cock and over the clutching fingers of his hand. The liquid was so thick and clinging, unlike that of any man she had seen before. She found herself licking her lips.
* * * *
Ethan panted as he came down from his orgasmic plateau. No release from masturbation could match the sensations of being with a woman at such a moment, but he had to take what he could get. It was enough, for him, to placate the neediness of his libido.
He snapped his cock forward repeatedly in an effort to shake off the last few drops of cum, then sat up to recover. He smiled in his self-created afterglow, elbows upon knees, dripping cock angled down between his legs as it softened.
That was a good one, he thought euphorically.
Snap!
The sound of a twig breaking brought Ethan's attention to the forefront. He automatically slid off the rock, crouching down to cover his genitals as he looked about. Anxiety blossomed in his heart. Great. That's all I need, is to get caught jacking off by a park ranger.
"Hello?" he called.
But no answer was forthcoming.
He sat still for several moments, gradually relaxing. He reasoned that if someone had seen him, such as a park employee, they would have made themselves conspicuous. But as the seconds ticked by, Ethan became more and more convinced that what he'd heard had been the work of some forest animal.
Still, time to get back to camp, he thought, and pushed up from his crouching position. Gingerly climbing up the bank of the narrow ravine, he began making his way back toward his tent.
* * * *
Crouched low behind a tangle of roots at the edge of the ravine, Gina watched the man climb up and away, disappearing into the forest. She still had her hand in her shorts, clutching her pussy, but the excitement, the arousal, had faded.
Somewhat, at any rate.
Slipping her hand from her shorts, she casually brought her fingers to her lips, and sucked the pungent essence from them. A smile spread slowly across her lips.
Maybe I'll see you later, she thought.
* * * *
As the sun descended and the night arose, Ethan reclined comfortably upon a roll-out beside the fire. The temperature was dropping, cooling the skin that did not face the small blaze. He scooted a bit closer, so that the heat spread across his body, and lay back, gazing up through the opening in the leafy canopy overhead. Without the intrusion of the city glow, the sky was dark already, with dozens of stars already winking down upon him.
If only I could just live out here, he thought with a smile.
* * * *
On the one hand, Gina was glad to see her mother happy. The woman had gone through a string of would-be suitors since the divorce five years before, when Gina was only fourteen. Most of the men she attracted had been, well, questionable, to say the least. But Ben, at last, appeared to be genuinely interested in Gina's mother, and not just physically. Their relationship had already passed the six-month mark, which was longer than any relationship Gina herself had enjoyed.
Still . . . it was downright awkward to watch them cuddle and kiss beside the small fire, clutching one another, holding hands, gazing into one another's eyes. There was the ick factor, of course, of watching her own mother in a state of semi-arousal, and then there was the reminder that Gina's own personal life had been lacking since the girl's own breakup a few months before. The combination of the two made her uncomfortable.
Following the hackneyed tradition of fire-roasted s'mores, Gina politely stood. "Um . . . I'm gonna go use the little girl's forest," she said with a wan smile.
Her mother and Ben were busy nuzzling. "Okay, dear," Gina's mother murmured. "Don't go far."
Gina rolled her eyes. "Be back in a bit," she said, stepping away from the campfire. She headed first to her tent, from which she extracted a small flashlight, then went in the direction of the ravine and the little trickling steam within.
With the flashlight leading the way, it took Gina perhaps only ten minutes to find the spot where she had seen the naked man. Delicious anxiety caused her heart to pound in her ears; she had no idea what to expect if and when she met the man she had seen earlier. Indeed, she was not even certain whether she wanted to meet him or not; the diversion he posed, however, was enough to give her something more exciting to think about than campfire songs and watching two middle-aged people make out.
There was enough pale moonlight shining through the break in the trees above the stream to make the flashlight unnecessary. She turned the device off and slipped it into the pocket of her shorts. Looking about, she found where Mr. Tattooed-And-Nude had climbed up the ravine; the exposed roots of a large red oak provided excellent handholds.
She climbed up, and found, to her delighted surprise, a narrow path just obvious enough beneath the filtered moonlight. She followed it carefully, trying to be as stealthy as possible. After all, she did not know exactly who she might be sneaking up on. There was no way of knowing if the man she had seen was alone. Maybe he had come with friends.
A sudden distressing thought occurred to Gina, which made her stop in her tracks. Oh, God, what if he's gay? Oh, that would be, like, the cruelest trick ever . . . .
But she forged on, and after less than a minute, the fluttering glimmer of a campfire could be seen ahead past the trees. It seemed to sit in the midst of a clearing, if the gentle glow of the moon shining down was any indication. Inspired, Gina moved on, placing her feet carefully upon the tiny path.
And then she saw him. She grinned, congratulating herself.
The tent, certainly, was large enough for at least two people, but there was no sign that the little clearing was inhabited by anyone other than the deliciously nude man laying upon the rolled-out sleeping bag beside the fire. Encouraged by that apparent fact, Gina ventured closer, until she was just at the edge of the clearing, obscuring herself behind the twisted dark bark of a mesquite.
Mmmm . . . nice, Gina thought, looking upon the naked man. She found herself smiling. In her rather limited experience, she had never been privy to the sight of a slumbering, naked man. She found the novel sight endearing. Here lay a man, oblivious to her presence, so casually and - to Gina's eye - beautifully naked. Here lay an opportunity to observe a man with an uncompromised and unabashed eye.
He had a good build, Gina decided. Slim and toned, but not skinny. He obviously worked out. His stomach rose and fell slowly, lightly decorated with a growth of soft, light-toned hair that was a bit thicker upon his chest and around the base of his languid penis. His testicles, Gina noticed, seemed shaved, otherwise they would not have glowed with such a slightly pink fleshy radiance.
The tattoos that covered his chest and arms were a myriad of colors, and she could not make out the exact forms. Still, the play of etched ink only added to his innate sexuality. His face was strong and still youthful, telling Gina he was most likely in his early or mid-twenties. He possessed a strong jaw and smooth features. He smiled faintly in his sleep.
Her eyes were drawn to the man's thick phallus, which was impressive even when relaxed and lay across his groin. Smooth foreskin enveloped it like fleshy cling-wrap, keeping the contents within fresh and protected.
Some guys are showers, Gina thought as she nibbled her lip. And some guys are growers. This guy's both.
As she had done before, Gina slid a hand within the beltline of her khaki shorts and the cotton panties beneath. Her nipples became more and more sensitive as her arousal grew. As the fingertips of her hand found her clitoris, she almost gasped.
God, what would happen if I just . . . jumped him right now? she wondered. She giggled at the thought. She imagined the man waking up in a fit, and looking down as she stroked and licked his cock . . . .
What would he say? What would he do?
She whimpered as the array of possibilities exploded in her mind, like fractured scenes from some implausible porno movie. She squeezed her pussy with her hand, feeling how wet she was.
He suddenly stirred, grumbling in his sleep. The movement instantly quelled Gina's libidinous fantasies and made her crouch behind the tree.
Don't wake up! Don't wake up!
And he did not. He simply shifted, rolling onto his side to face the fire. The orange glow played across his features, outlining the lines of his muscles.
Gina's arousal shot back to her in spades. Heavy-eyed and in need of relief, she backed away from the clearing and made her way along the narrow path to the ravine.
* * * *
She felt possessed, as if overtaken by some naughty natural spirit that would not be satisfied until her libido was. Once she had jumped down to the edge of trickling stream, Gina shoved off her shorts and panties and sat with lean legs splayed wide on the selfsame rock upon which she had watched the tattooed man masturbate.



Leaning back on her left hand to support herself, Gina madly stroked up and down the slick, smooth lips of her pussy with the fingers of her right. Her clitoris was thick and swollen, glowing like a pearl in the light of the moon between the dark pink petals of her pussy. Gina rubbed it furiously, panting, gasping, and twitching as her orgasm approached with greater speed and urgency than she had ever known before.
Spurred by disjointed fantasy images, Gina lifted her legs and all but cried out as she came. Her buttocks tensed, her body bounced, and a brief, light spray of clear fluid erupted from her vagina. Gina gasped at the sight of it; she had never actually squirted during orgasm before, and frantically massaged her needy clitoris all through the delicious experience, resulting in several smaller, though thoroughly enjoyable, aftershocks.
Finally, her feet smacked to the damp ground and she pressed her hand against her quivering pussy. Panting and spent, she blinked her eyes open moments - minutes? - later, looking up at the moon high overhead.
Holy . . . wow . . . that was . . . um . . . I gotta get back . . . .
Numbly pulling her shorts on, Gina stumbled her way back along the ravine toward the tent that awaited her.
* * * *
Ethan awoke in discomfort. The fire had degenerated to embers, and laying atop the roll-out left him exposed to the night's chill. He sat up in a state of minimal consciousness, looking around. For some reason, he had the feeling there had been someone nearby. But as he scanned the edges of the clearing, he could see no direct evidence.
Tiredly, he added some more fuel to the fire, smiling as the twigs and roots and leaves caught the blaze. Then he pushed himself to his feet and, dragging the sleeping bag behind him, headed into the tent.
* * * *
Gina was unsure if she had a plan or not. She awoke with a demanding libido, but masturbating in her tent was simply not an option, not with her mother and Ben nearby. So she made the effort to dress in a clean pair of cotton shorts - naughtily "forgetting" panties - and suffered through the ritual of a campfire breakfast.
"Gina, sweetie, we're going for a nature walk," her mother said as she and Ben laced up their hiking shoes. "Are you coming?"
Gina's heart leapt. "Uh . . . no, if it's okay, I'll just stay here and read or something. You know how the mosquitoes get me if I'm not by the fire."
Her mother smiled. "Alright then, honey. But if you need to get in touch, I've got my phone on me."
"Sure," Gina said with a nod, watching her mother and boyfriend head off into the forest. Thankfully, they were headed in the opposite direction of the ravine.
As soon as their crunching footfalls had faded away, Gina jumped up. Arousal was already making the pit of her stomach warm. Switching out the rather loose T-shirt for a much more snug top - and also slipping off her bra - Gina made sure she had her phone and little else before making her way toward the woodland stream.
* * * *
Though not particularly heated, Ethan's skin was deliciously and erotically tickled by the cascade of water trickling down his body. He squatted over the stream, clad once again in nothing more than his shoes, and scooped up handfuls of water again and again, splashing them to his face and atop his head. It was as good a shower as anything he could accomplish in his apartment at home.
Standing in the indirect light of the sun diffusing through the trees, Ethan watched a few forest birds pecking along the banks further downstream. He had awakened not long before to the cawing of his friend the raven. It appeared he had a penchant for attracting avian friends. Or maybe it just seemed that way.
Taking a seat upon the smooth, flat rock beside the stream, Ethan stretched out a bit. He pulled his arms above his head, splayed his legs out while curling his feet back. He could feel the muscles and tendons coming awake. Automatically, his hands fell to his lower abdomen and smoothed downward. The tips of his fingers graced the base of his penis, which was slowly stretching and filling out.
A basic fantasy took hold in his mind. He looked along the trickling stream, watching the way the sun glittered upon it, and imagined some eager young woman coming upon him, innocent yet open-minded. She would see him sitting naked, and become mesmerized. Something about him would make her aroused.
Yeah, as if that would ever happen, Ethan thought, closing his eyes as he stroked himself leisurely.
He suddenly heard the scuff of a shoe, the splash of water. Ethan jerked up, looking about frantically. As a matter of course, he pushed his erection down between his legs to hide it. Alarm took hold of his senses.
Darting eyes surveyed his surroundings in an instant, before he saw the young brunette crouched and half obscured by the bend in the stream. He could really only see her face. Wide, round eyes dominated her features. She stared at him with as much apprehension as he felt himself.
Shit.
Curling up and folding his legs together, Ethan extended a hand toward the girl. "Hey, it's not what you think!" he exclaimed, the first words he could think to utter. "I mean, I didn't think anyone else was gonna be around here."
She said nothing, only blinking once, soft, ripe lips parted slightly. She was pretty, Ethan realized. Very pretty.
The state of her attractiveness notwithstanding, Ethan continued. "Look, please don't tell anyone, okay?" he pleaded. "I'll just go."
He started to make his way backward toward the edge of the ravine. Climbing up it would prove difficult, he knew, without further exposing himself to the young woman.
"Wait!" she called.
He stopped, frowning. "Wait, what?"
The girl uncurled herself from her hiding place and took a couple of steps toward him. She wore snug-fitting shorts and a tight top which outlined her round breasts rather nicely.
Hesitantly, she offered open hands in a gesture of amelioration. "I'm not gonna tell nobody," she said. "Promise."
Ethan's eyes narrowed in suspicion. He looked around, wondering if he was about to be the victim of a trap of some kind. But for all his senses would tell him, he and the girl were alone . . . save for the black raven that inexplicably appeared, landing upon a rock further down the stream amid of a flutter of of its wings.
"Look," the girl continued. "I saw you yesterday. You know, last night."
Her words brought his attention back to her. "You did?" he asked, perturbed.
She nodded, gaze drifting down his crouched body. "And I didn't tell anyone about it."
Despite himself, Ethan began to relax. "So, what are you, some kind of voyeur or something?"
Her brow furrowed. "A what?"
He managed a small chuckle. "A voyeur," he said. "Someone who likes to watch other people . . . you know, when they're . . . ." he trailed off, groping for words.
"When they're doing something naughty?" she prompted with a sly smile.
"Yeah," he responded with a small laugh. "That's as good a way to put it as any, I guess."
She ventured closer, almost skittishly, as if approaching a small animal that might bolt if she made any sudden moves. The sly smile had evolved into a more interested, curious one as her darting eyes tried to sneak peaks of hidden manly flesh. "I guess so," she said. "I know it's weird, but I always thought it was hot to watch a guy . . . you know . . . beat it."
Ethan was suddenly suspicious again. Her manner of speaking and appearance both had him wondering. "Look, uh, you seem awfully young," he said.
She stopped, annoyance coloring her face. "You think I'm a kid?" she asked.
Anxiety returned. If I piss her off, then she's going to run and tell someone . . . "No, I don't think you're a kid," he said. "I mean, you're obviously smart, and the fact that you're not freaking out tells me a lot about how mature and patient you are, but at the same time . . . I mean, I've known girls who matured pretty fast."
She seemed to relax. The corners of her mouth curled upward again. "Well, trust me, if it bothers you that much, I'm over that magical age of eighteen."
Relief was obvious on Ethan's face. "Okay."
"Are you?" she shot back teasingly.
He rolled his eyes. "Wanna see my driver's license?"
The girl suddenly giggled. "Please don't tell me you actually have it, because if you do, then that means it's in a really gross place."
Ethan looked down at his body, as if he had forgotten he was nude. He chuckled. "Uh . . . yeah. Right. No, obviously, I don't have it right at the moment."
She moved forward a little closer, then squatted down to his level. Ethan could not help but notice that doing so made her pale-colored cotton shorts press tightly between her legs, forming a very delectable cameltoe. He made an effort not to stare. "Um, what's your name?"
He blushed in admonishment. "Ethan."
She smiled. "I'm Gina." For a moment, she nibbled her lip in contemplation. Okay, so now you've met Mr. Hot Naked Guy. Now what? "So, uh, you do this a lot? Walk around naked, I mean."
Ethan relaxed visibly. The simple nicety of a more or less formal introduction, as well as the verification that his voyeur was not some underaged kid, placed him more at ease. "Actually, yeah, I do," he said, shifting to get more comfortably on his rock. He decided to test the waters and parted his legs slightly, allowing Gina to get a glimpse of his dangling and slightly swollen penis. His gesture was instantly rewarded when Gina's gaze dipped to his exposed crotch.
"I come up here almost every weekend," he said. "Camp in the same spot every time. I've never seen anyone this far in, so I figured . . . might as well let it all hang out."
Gina giggled again. "Well, you're, uh, definitely hanging out," she commented with a blush.
Ethan shrugged. The anxiety was gone, now, replaced with the delicious anticipation of the unknown. "To be honest, when I'm at home, I never wear clothes."
"I couldn't do that," she said. "I still live with my mom."
Ethan smiled. "Having my own place has its benefits."
Gina couldn't keep herself from looking the man over. He wasn't being pushy, he wasn't being rude or crass, he was just a humble naked guy sitting on a rock by a stream. He may not have been some chiseled, manscaped, pretty boy frat jock, but Gina was finding Ethan to be the most attractive man she had ever met.
"So, um, what about you? You come out here to camp a lot?"
Ethan's question jolted her out of her silent musing. "Uh, well, not really," she said, blushing. "But my mom and her boyfriend really wanted to come, and I guess they didn't want to leave me at home alone for the weekend."
"Afraid you'd throw some wild party or something?" Ethan asked pointedly.
"Pfft!" Gina replied. "I'm not that type. I mean, I go to parties and stuff sometimes, but I'm really pretty quiet. I guess I'm the mousy librarian type."
He gave her a look. "I think you're a very beautiful type."
She snapped her eyes to his immediately, feeling a quick rush of arousal flash through her. She squirmed in her crouched position, fanning her thighs slightly to keep her balance. She was aware of the steadily increasing dampness between her thighs. "I think you're kind'a hot, too," she whispered.
Okay, Ethan, don't fuck this up! The last thing you wanna do is lean back and flop your dick around and ask her if she wants to play "snake charmer." Keep it cool.
"So . . . what happens now?" he asked.
Gina sucked her bottom lip and shrugged. "Whatever," she said, then immediately recanted. "I mean, not really 'whatever,' just, um . . . you know, you were gonna . . . do something, right?"
He nodded slowly with a smile. Gina's beating around the bush, as it were, was both endearing and frustrating. They could go on forever without getting to the point of why they were both there. Ethan decided to take a chance, and he leaned back while simultaneously stretching his legs out. The exhibitionism of the moment was powerfully erotic, and his cock responded appropriately, stiffening and angling upward.
"Yeah, I was gonna do 'something,'" he responded, not looking to her as he leaned back and supported himself on his hands. He looked down at his stiffening penis as it rose above the level of his legs, outlined by the warm radiance of the sun.
Gina looked as well, lips parted in an excited smile, eyes wide with anticipation. Never had she seen a naked man in such a state, not within these circumstances. Ethan's penis, to her, was a beautiful work of art. She was fascinated with the way it grew and stretched out, how the sheath of skin around it became smooth, how the bulbous pink head protruded from its fleshy confines, so shiny and bright. As she had the night before, she licked her lips.
To his credit, Ethan had the wisdom to recognize that if anything further was going to happen, to voice any suggestion would be counter-productive. Gina wouldn't do anything if he simply asked her; he had to trust - and hope - that his actions would arouse her beyond the level of simply being a voyeur.
He shifted, brought up his right hand, wrapped it around the shaft of his cock. He breathed out as he began slowly stroking up and down. Satisfying as the act was by itself, it was incredibly moreso now that a beautiful young woman was watching him so avidly.
Gina's attention was fixated upon Ethan's actions. She did not realize she had settled a hand between her own thighs and was clutching and squeezing her pussy through the single layer of cotton. Seeping wetness soaked the material the more she massaged her sex, until it infused her fingers. She whimpered slightly, squirming, and had to roll onto her knees at the edge of the stream to keep from toppling over.
"Do you want to see me come?" Ethan asked.
Gina responded with a staccato moan. "Yeah," she breathed.
He gave her a knowing smile as he continued pumping his hand up and down. "I think you wanna come, too."
Gina blushed, smiled. "Maybe," she admitted coyly.
He glanced over, watching the way the girl rhythmically squeezed her pussy through the shorts. He was not sure, but he thought he detected the faint aroma of her arousal. His dick twitched in his hand. "I bet that would be something to see," he said suggestively.
She met his eyes briefly, pondering her options. Part of her wanted to rip off her clothes and pounce on the man. She had already been entertaining fantasies about him while they conversed, imagining herself stroking his cock, licking it, sucking it, riding it. But what if he did not want to go that far? What if she suddenly became aggressive, and it turned him off?
Besides, she reasoned, I don't know why, but doing this slowly just makes it hotter . . . .
"Well," she said at last, straightening upon her knees. She gave Ethan a naughty look as she slipped her fingers beneath the waistband of her shorts. "I guess it's not exactly fair that you're completely naked and I still have everything on."
Ethan's heart palpitated at Gina's words, and he kept his eyes fixed upon her as the girl stood beside him. She bent over as she slid the shorts down and stepped out of them, then straightened. For a moment, she stood quietly, as if awaiting the full assessment of his gaze.
Now nude from just above her navel to her feet encased in ankle socks and sneakers, Gina was a delicious, erotic sight. The filtered sunlight painted her tanned body a light golden tone, with obvious tan lines showing that she wore a rather small bikini when laying out. He realized Gina had a habit of shaving her pubic hair, for there were no pimples or ingrown hairs upon the mound above her sex, but it had been a couple of days since she had done so; a light shadow of stubble was visible, but not at all unattractive.
Perhaps the most erotic aspect of Gina's pussy was the fact that her labia were not tightly pursed together, as Ethan had seen on other women. In fact, even standing, her inner lips protruded slightly, thick, fleshy and lightly pink. The shroud of her clitoris was visible as well, only barely hiding the swelling pebble beneath.
Ethan realized he had been holding his breath, and now let it out, letting his attention drift back to the teenager's face. "God, you're sexy," he breathed.
A sudden large cawing startled them both, and they looked to the raven perched upon its rock in the stream. It hopped up and down, as if dancing. Ethan laughed. "She thinks so, too."
Gina giggled. "Friend of yours?" she asked.
Ethan shrugged. "It's always here when I am," he said, then returned to his perusal of Gina's unabashedly revealed genitals. The young woman moved until she stood before him, straddling his outstretched legs.
Gina gave Ethan an intent look. "I can trust you, right?" she asked.
He nodded humbly. "I won't make you do anything."
"Or stop me?" she asked coquettishly, shifting closer on her feet. Her legs spread wider and wider, exposing her pussy completely. Then she eased down until her spread thighs framed his legs just above the knees. He bent his legs, giving her a more secure perch, and Gina smiled, supporting herself with her left hand on Ethan's right knee as she faced him. Her other hand descended to her moist, glistening pussy. As she stroked the lips with her fingers, they swelled and parted.
He started to speak, found he had no voice, then cleared his throat. "I couldn't stop you if I tried," he croaked. He pumped his fist up and down his cock more urgently now. It did not escape his attention that all he would have to do is push his cock out and down, and it would brush the silky lips of Gina's pussy. The tease was infinitely stimulating.
For what seemed an endless array of minutes, Ethan and Gina masturbated for each other in the hazy sunlight. Excitement and humidity combined to make their skin eke trickles of erotic sweat. Gina rolled her hips forward and back, breathing becoming more and more shallow. She rubbed her clitoris in slow, firm circles, now and then pushing a finger within her slippery tunnel. The forest around them was just quiet enough that Ethan could make out the wet sucking sounds of her pussy around her finger.
So engrossed in the sight of Gina's sultry display, Ethan all but forgot about his own needs. He stroked his cock slowly, but only as a matter of course. He was enamored with this young vixen, this fantasy-cum-reality. He could not have imagined a more erotic experience.
Then she took the game to the next level. "Ethan," she whispered, taking her hand from her sex. She stared into his face as she sucked her finger, tasting her own tangy essence.
"Yeah?"
"I wanna touch it."
His cock throbbed. He grinned foolishly. "Okay," was all he was able to utter.
With a girlish grin, Gina slipped back, then got onto her knees before Ethan as he parted his legs widely. He took his hand from his cock, which fell forward, stiff and anxious and pointed at her face. Gina breathed it, excited and nervous at the same time. Her hands smoothed up along Ethan's thighs toward his groin.
"So, um," she began, then blushed with an embarrassed, breathy laugh. The sultry vixen had become the bashful schoolgirl. "How do I do it?"
Ethan held out a hand in invitation, then directed the one given him toward his cock. "Just wrap your hand around it," he directed, tensing slightly in erotic bliss as Gina's fingers curled around his shaft. He helped her adjust her grip. "Like that. Not too close to the head. Yeah, like that."
"Like this?" Gina asked, experimentally stroking up and down. She grinned widely, mouth hanging open as she slowly pumped up and down. She marveled at the feel of the almost liquid foreskin gliding up and down the rigid tube of flesh beneath.
Ethan sighed, taking his hand away to place upon the rock behind him. "Oh, God, just like that," he groaned.



Utterly stupefied by what she saw and felt, Gina stroked Ethan's cock with careful enthusiasm. She loved the feel, the weight, the texture of it. Even his musky scent turned her on. Her other hand joined in, and she was soon pumping up and down with a two-handed grip.
Ethan squirmed. "You've done this before," he observed, eyes heavy, jaw slack.
Gina shook her head, attention riveted to the stiff penis she stroked. "First time doing this," she whispered heatedly. "Does it feel good?"
He laughed. "You have no idea."
Gina grinned, then let her eyes dart up to his face. "Feels that good, huh?"
He could only nod.
She grinned, slowed her strokes. "Then I wonder how good this'll feel," she said, leaning in, keeping her eyes on Ethan's, as she slipped out her tongue and licked slowly, seductively, around the straining head of his cock. She tasted the clear, sticky fluid that had seeped from his slit, and decided the flavor wasn't at all bad.
"Oh, God," Ethan groaned, almost falling back. But he did not want to miss a moment of whatever may transpire next.
Gina grinned wickedly, swirling her tongue all around the head of Ethan's cock, masturbating him toward her mouth. She puckered her pink lips and rubbed the head against it, even sucked it into her mouth now and then. Ethan bucked when she did that, involuntarily trying to push more of his dick into her mouth.
But Gina kept up the tease, giving him just a little here and there. She had already decided what she was going to do for him, and wanted it to be a surprise.
Her hands pumped up and down steadily, squeezing and kneading. She was good at reading Ethan's expression for cues, adeptly discovering what worked for him and what didn't. She kept one of her thumbs massaging just beneath the head of his cock at all times, while the rest of her fingers caressed and massaged firmly. She quickly realized that no matter how firmly she squeezed the shaft, it was never too much.
Finally, his body began to tense. His breathing became ragged. He gave Gina a pleading look. "Gina!" he grunted, punching his hips up off the rock.
"Yeah?" she responded heatedly, face glowing.
"Gonna . . . I-I'm gonna . . . oh, fuck!" He suddenly spasmed, every muscle in his body contracting. He nearly doubled over as his cock flared and stiffened and throbbed in Gina's hands. And just at the peak of his orgasm, as he was about to erupt, he watched as the girl cupped her mouth over the head of his glistening penis, the tip of her tongue barely touching it.
He growled like a feral beast as he came. The first thick salvo of milky fluid burst from the tip of his cock to disappear inside Gina's mouth. She flinched slightly, brow furrowing, and reflexively closed her lips. Subsequent spurts of thick semen splashed against her lips, her chin, across her cheeks.
Gina giggled and gasped, pumping up and down to get it all out. More of the bittersweet fluid shot into her mouth; the rest flowed down over her fingers as she continued stroking and milking Ethan's cock. Her lover squirmed, face contorted as if in pain. He jerked this way and that, tossing his head about. He finally had to slap a hand over hers to stop the torture.
"Oh, shit . . . ." he mumbled, falling back. His head smacked against the damp ground behind him. He heaved several deep breaths, as if he had just swum to the surface of the ocean from some impossible depth.
Gina grinned at her accomplishment. Gingerly, she took her hands from Ethan's slowly-softening penis, looking at the gooey tendrils of fluid stretched between her fingers. The flavor and aroma of his cum filled her senses. She had swallowed some of it, and considered the aftertaste. It wasn't bad, she decided. She licked and sucked her lips, then eased back into the stream to wash off her hands and face.
Languidly, Ethan managed to sit up. He both looked and felt drunk. He grinned crookedly upon Gina as she wiped away streaks and smears of white fluid from her face. "Th-that, uh . . ." he began, struggling to compose his thoughts.
She looked up, smiling proudly. "You okay?"
He laughed. "Best, uh, orgasm I, uh, ever fucking had," he declared.
Gina beamed. "Seriously?"
He rolled forward, elbows upon his knees. Clarity seemed to return - somewhat - as the blood rushed down from his head. He gave Gina a supremely impressed look. "You're amazing."
She passed a hand down over her face, wiping the water away, then came up between his legs, beneath his face. "Guess you could say I was inspired," she whispered sexily, craning her neck as she offered her lips.
They kissed softly, then with more and more passion. Now it was Gina's turn to whimper.
"Your turn," Ethan whispered meaningfully.
The brunette's only response was a hopeful look as she nibbled her lip.
He pushed back off the rock and pulled her with him, then turned the sexy girl about and eased her down. She responded willingly to all of his voiceless directions, and was soon laying back, hands planted on the ground behind the rock to steady herself, lean legs lifted and spread wide. Her flushed and ready pussy was totally and uncompromisingly displayed to Ethan in all its glory.
He ran his hands back and forth along her inner thighs, admiring the way Gina's pussy splayed open for him like a blossoming orchid. He planted soft, teasing kisses upon her slippery lips, gaining a taste of her fresh, ripe essence.
His eyes wandered to hers, as his mouth was poised over Gina's sex. "Beautiful," he whispered, before covering her pussy with his mouth and licking deep between her sleek inner folds.
Gina gasped and trembled with passion, tossing her head back even as she pushed her hips out, grinding against Ethan's mouth. He sucked, licked, and lapped, moaning at the flavor of her, the feel of her fleshy lips gliding around his tongue. He laved from her tight pink anus to the top of her hooded clit over and over again, all the while feeling the trembling rumbles of orgasmic need as they coursed through Gina's thighs.
His tongue dipped into the well of her pussy, finding a thick, sweet, musky essence, and he pushed in as deep as his tongue could go. Gina gasped and squirmed, pushing back against him. He could just feel the contractions of her inner muscles around the tip of his tongue.
But then he would slip up suddenly and fasten his lips around her clitoris, sucking it deeply, using his tongue to push the hood back to get to the sensitive pearl. Gina cried out in passion when he did that, bucking and clamoring and begging for release.
Release finally came. Unlike Ethan, Gina found no voice to tell her lover she was about to climax, not that she needed to. She ripped her hands from the ground behind her and slapped them to the back of Ethan's head. Her legs kicked and trembled in the air. Her face became a mask of contorted bliss when she came. Ethan moaned and held on, sucking fiercely upon Gina's clit, letting her grind against his mouth all throughout the seemingly endless throes of her orgasm.
She clutched him close, panting feverishly, until the tumultuous tides of pleasure ebbed away. She slid down off the rock, wrapping her arms around Ethan, seeking his mouth with her own. They kissed torridly, affectionately. She tasted her own flavor upon his lips and tongue.
Passion ebbed, replaced by primordial closeness neither of them had ever experienced before. They held one another close, as the lazy, trickling stream bubbled.
Gina finally pulled back with the most incredibly satisfied smile she had ever worn, and gazed upon Ethan's equally halcyon face. They breathed in and out, stroking, touching, petting, sharing kisses and meaningful looks for which no words would ever do justice.
Finally, Ethan spoke. "Wanna come up to my tent?" he asked.
She nodded with a broad smile. "Wanna make love to me?" she asked in kind.
He matched her grin. "Oh, God, yes," he replied.
They uncurled themselves, then washed up quickly in the trickling waters of the stream. Gina sought out her shorts, and, out of habit, dug out the slim smart phone still tucked in one of the pockets. She frowned as she looked at the screen, before an expression of true alarm crossed her face.
"Oh, shit."
"What?" asked Ethan.
Gina tapped on the screen, consternation becoming more and more evident with each passing moment. "My mom's looking for me," she warbled. "They came back from their hike and I wasn't there."
Ethan stared at her, feeling his shoulders slump. "You gotta go back," he said dejectedly.
"No shit," she sputtered. "'Cause if they find me like this, I'm seriously toast." Her fingers danced across the phone's screen. Finally, she looked up, giving her lover a profoundly apologetic look.
"It's okay," he said, averting his eyes. "If you gotta go, you gotta go, right?"
She slapped the phone against her thigh. "I'll come back," she said. "I mean it."
Ethan nodded, but he was obviously not putting much stock in his lover's words.
But Gina suddenly pressed herself to him, staring fiercely into his eyes. "I mean it," she repeated.
He settled his hands to her shoulders. "I hope so," Ethan said softly.
* * * *
The fierce dichotomy of the situation all but ripped him apart as Ethan trudged his way back to the clearing. On the one hand was the thought that what he had enjoyed with Gina was simply a prelude to something even more amazing, more satisfying, and perhaps - perhaps - more real than anything he had ever known with a woman before.
And then there was the cynical devil on his shoulder telling him Gina had gotten what she wanted, had her fun, and was never going to come back. She played you, bro, and all that.
He returned to his lonely clearing with a mix of emotions. He wasn't sure what to believe, or expect. He tried to tell himself that what he had experienced with Gina had been on the order of mind-boggling, and he should just be glad for that.
Yeah . . . be glad for that.
He tended the fire, foraged for more wood, fixed himself a bacon sandwich. He listened to some music on his phone as he lay back in the tent and drifted off. Despite any cynical misgivings, Ethan could not help but fantasize about his delectable lover and what he might enjoy with her if and when they may next meet.
If . . . .
* * * *
As the night fell, Ethan felt even more dejected than he had when he and Gina had parted. Consigning himself to the apparent fact that he had, yet again, been played for a fool, he busied himself with the mundanities of camping. He gathered more wood, took a nap, watched a movie he had saved to his tablet. By the time the shadows became more prevalent than the light, Ethan anticipated another night alone with his fantasies and memories.
Then came the flutter of wings, and the raven appeared once again, settling itself upon life-scarred talons on one of the three ancient rocks framing the clearing. It cawed a few times, as if it was just as perturbed as Ethan.
"Yeah, I know," he grumbled, sitting before the fire, stirring the contents of a stripped metal can that sat upon a metal grill placed over the licking flames. "I don't think she's coming back."
The raven cawed again, head twitching back and forth.
Ethan shrugged with a heavy sigh. "I wish I knew what I did wrong," he said as if in answer to the bird's cry. "Looked like everything was going hunky-dory. Then, all of a sudden, she was gone."
The bird fidgeted, fanning its wings, shifting back and forth. One of its eyes trained on Ethan.
He gave a mirthless smile. "Guess it's just you and me again," he said. He took the wooden spoon from the tin can, tasted its contents, then looked back to the raven. "Want some chili?"
The bird shook its head rapidly.
He shrugged. "All the more for me, then."
"Is there enough for me?"
Ethan snapped his head around, finding the source of the soft, feminine voice. She stood at the edge of the clearing, upon the narrow little path that led down to the ravine. She wore the same top, but had changed her shorts, Ethan noticed.
A slow smile stretched his lips. He was guarded. "It's just chili from a can," he said. He lifted up a small box. "And crackers."
Gina stepped closer. Her body glowed with a pale radiance beneath the moon above. Her eyes were fixated upon Ethan. "Sounds good to me," she said softly, venturing closer.
He reached for the can, taking it up by the edge with the tips of his thumb and forefinger. "How'd you find me?"
She smirked. "Actually, I found you last night," Gina revealed. "Came up here and saw you all laid out and naked and . . . ." she trailed off with a wistful sigh.
He shot her a look. "Last night?"
She nodded. "Yeah," she said, venturing even closer, until she was but a few paces away. Her eyes grew heavy with lust as she gazed up and down Ethan's body. "You were sleeping. You looked so . . . perfect."
He managed a smile. "Funny. That's what I think when I look at you."
Gina stopped, brow furrowing. "Are we crazy?"
Ethan frowned in response. "What do you mean?"
"I mean . . . here I am, just about friggin' desperate to throw myself at you, and I don't really even know you!"
He smiled ruefully. "Good point," he said. "So, what do you want to know about me?"
Gina looked even more confused and perturbed. "That's just it," she said. "I don't wanna know more about you. I mean, not right now. I just wanna fuck you!"
Ethan laughed, rolling back from the fire. He felt flippant. "Well, I wanna fuck you, too," he shot back. "So where's that leave us?"
Gina's features smoldered. Her bottom lip pouted. She stepped closer to Ethan, stopping but a few steps away before dropping to her knees. "I've been tasting you all day," she said, her voice a hoarse, breathy whisper. "When I got back, they had a grill going. Making hot dogs. I had one. But all I could taste was you."
Ethan met her eyes. "I keep thinking about the way you looked when I made you . . . you know," he said.
Gina's cheeks colored and she smiled with remembrance. "That was . . . oh my God, it was incredible."
Ethan stared. "I want you."
She swooned. "I want you, too."
He pushed himself up and approached her, reaching out to take Gina's face in his hands. He stared intently into her eyes. "No matter what?"
She swallowed thickly, but nodded. "No matter what," she whispered.
They kissed, tenderly at first, then with more and more heat. Hands fumbled as Gina's clothes were removed. The young woman blushed and sighed as her naked body was revealed to the humid night air, then again as Ethan's lips danced across her skin.
He made his way down her body as she trembled against him, holding onto his head for support. She raised one of her legs readily, giving him access to the succulent pink petals of her sex. She gasped in passion when his tongue passed across them.
"Come here," he said abruptly, getting to his feet and tugging on her hands. Gina followed him numbly to the bedroll on the other side of the fire, watching his face. She had never been so enamored of a man before, so desperate to feel his touch. What she felt for Ethan was something new, something overpowering. Passion gave her no choice but to give in to him.
Amid more kisses and caresses, they wound up with Gina settled atop Ethan's body, her thighs spread over his face, her hands and lips and tongue pleasuring his stiff and eager cock. She murmured around his shaft as it filled her mouth, squirming at the feel of his tongue slipping between her sleek pussy lips as far as it could reach.
But even as Ethan worked her toward orgasm, Gina couldn't put off the incessant longing within her. Sucking her mouth from his cock, she suddenly crawled forward, lifting herself in a squat over his body. Ethan knew instantly what she wanted, and supported her with his hands upon her firm round cheeks. Gina reached down between her splayed-open thighs to position his stiff, slick cock against the opening of her pussy, and slowly, languidly, pushed down.
"Oh-h-h, fuck that feels good . . . ."
Ethan could only grunt something similar as he pushed up with his hips. The liquid heat of her body soaked through his cock to light up every nerve he had. Her pussy sucked him like a mouth, pulling and massaging, but with vastly more sensation. Ethan could have stayed within her all day.
She finally began moving, leaning back with hands upon Ethan's chest, gliding up and down his cock. She panted in bliss, grinning to the dark night sky overhead. A slight breeze inexplicably poured over them, cooling their skin if only just a little.
God, this feels incredible. I can't believe how perfect this is . . . Her face contorted as a rush began to spike through her. I can't believe I'm gonna come already!
Ethan was amazed as Gina suddenly trembled and whimpered in orgasm, her pussy clenching and squeezing tight the cock inside her. She fell back against him, heaving and giggling. Ethan wrapped his arms around her, still inside her, and rolled them over until he was atop her. He could barely hear her voice.
". . . don't stop . . . ."
Ethan kissed the back of her sweaty neck, bracing his hands upon the ground beside Gina's shoulders. Her straddled her thighs, keeping her legs locked together. She eagerly pushed her hips up, giving him better access. In the light of the fire, he could just make out the fleshy lips of her pussy wrapped around his cock, the tight pink anus above.
Inspired by the sight, he thrust into her again and again, reveling in their animalistic coupling. Gina huffed and groaned with each deep thrust he made, and pushed back as if that would somehow give her even more of him. At times, he went so deep as to mash his cock against her cervix, but even that pain was pleasurable. She had never felt anything so deep.
They tumbled from the bedroll and across the dirty, leaf-covered ground. Gina propped herself upon her hands and knees, ignoring the pain of sharp twigs and small rocks that bit into her skin.
She came and came again, each orgasm stronger than the one which preceded it, each one empowering her even more. They both seemed fueled as their lovemaking continued.
At last, with Gina astride him, Ethan laying upon the dirty ground, hands groping her breasts as they shared deep, intimate looks, he felt the stirring of a powerful orgasm.
He did not have to tell her; she could see it in his face, feel it in his movements. She rode him harder and harder, coaxing out his climax. When finally he arched his back and growled in release, cock burning and flooding her womb, Gina shared his ecstasy as well.
With a great sigh, she collapsed atop him. Ethan barely had the strength to hold her close. The world around them was blurry and dark; their senses were as dulled as their muscles.
After many long minutes, in which what little strength they had left was devoted to soft kisses and shared grins of satisfaction, Ethan found enough energy to speak.
"I'm glad you came back," he said.
Gina smiled, strands of sweaty hair framing her face. Her features glowed in the light of the campfire. "Can I stay?"
He smiled. "As long as you want," he said earnestly, then kissed her once more.
Several feet away, the black raven stood upon its stone, watching them. Had it features to read, and had Ethan and Gina bothered to look, they may have seen a smile.
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* * * *
I guess a job's a job, Candace thought.
She stood before the doors of Jack's Cabaret on a chilly Tuesday morning. The place was not yet open for business, but the phone call from the previous day told her to arrive at nine for an initial interview. Thankfully, she had learned the bus route system quickly and arrived a good fifteen minutes early.
Early is on time, on time is late, and late is not acceptable, her military father always told her. Whatever his failings as a parent, Candace had to admit he raised her to be a very punctual young lady.
Whatever it takes, Candace told herself. You've been in town a week and you've got less than a hundred bucks left. So do whatever it takes to land a job . . . even if you gotta give a friggin' handjob or something. The last thing you wanna do is go back home after what a big deal you made about not being too naïve for the city.
Straightening her skirt and adjusting her glasses, the slender brunette stepped to the door. It came open silently, revealing a broad foyer with a receptionist's booth. The walls were black and covered with various black and white stills of scantily-clad young women. A red curtain at the rear hung open, showing a hallway.
"Hello?"
Candace's voice fluttered through the silence. She frowned when there was no response.
Stepping gingerly to the curtain, she peered down the hall. Left would lead her to the restrooms; to the right, the hall opened into a cavernous room dominated by a long oval stage and an equally long bar. The stage was easily as high as Candace's chest and sported a pair of polished brass poles. Padded booths lined the walls, and tables with soft, cushy chairs lay scattered around the floor. Along distant walls were other, smaller stages, each with their own glossy poles.
So this is what a strip club looks like, Candace thought. It's a lot bigger than it looks from outside.
She made her way cautiously toward the bar, looking around for signs of life. Bright stage lighting reflected in the polished bar top, and glinted off the hundreds of bottles of alcohol stacked on glass shelves behind.
". . . hello-oh . . . ."
A man suddenly appeared from beneath the level of the bar. "Can I help you?"
Candace jumped back with a gasp, then covered her mouth and heart. She glared at the muscular, good-looking guy who now smiled upon her. "You scared the shit outta me!"
The man grinned with a small chuckle. His eyes roamed over the comely brunette. Her skirt and sweater weren't very flattering, but the legs were nice, and she had a very pretty face, he decided. "Sorry. I was just doing some work back here. Didn't hear you come in."
Calming herself, Candace regained her composure. "I'm, uh, here to see Jack," she said. "For an interview."
The man's smile changed slightly, becoming sly. "Well, you're talking to the right guy," he said, then extended a hand across the bar. "I'm Jack."
Candace smiled professionally and shook the man's hand. "Candace," she replied.
"'Candace,'" Jack repeated. "Is that your stage name?"
The brunette's eyes widened. "Stage name?"
"Yeah, most girls use a stage name," Jack informed. He narrowed his eyes. "You, uh, you're a dancer, right?"
The girl reared back as if struck. "What? No! No, I'm here for the waitressing job! You called me back last night after I called about the Craigslist ad."
Jack smacked his forehead. "That's right. Candace. Okay, yeah, I remember. Sorry. Last night was kind'a hectic." His eyes roamed over the young woman once more. "But, uh, you might want to seriously consider being a dancer. Not that I can see much, but you've got some killer legs and that naughty librarian look is pretty hot."
Candace's face colored a deep shade of rouge. She touched the rim of her glasses self-consciously, suddenly unable to meet Jack's eyes. She had always considered herself rather mousy in appearance. Not even her former boyfriend referred to her as being "hot."
"I, uh, never really thought about it," she said awkwardly.
"Well, let me come around and get a look at you," said Jack as he moved to the end of the bar. He flipped up the panel at the end and stepped out, approaching Candace with an assessing gaze. Candace fidgeted, as if she had been slapped on a slide and placed under a microscope.
Jack stopped several feet away, crossing his arms and cupping his chin. "Hmm," he muttered. "Hike up the skirt a little."
Candace stared. "Seriously?"
The man chuckled. "Even if you just want to serve drinks, you're gonna be wearing a miniskirt. We're pretty minimalist here."
Candace considered the man's words. Okay, that makes sense, she decided. This is a strip club, after all. With only some hesitation, she reached for the fabric of her skirt and inched it up. Her eyes studied Jack's face, reading his reactions.
The man cocked his head, watching as the girl's thighs were revealed. Nice and lean, he thought. No blemishes. He gestured. "Turn around."
Candace complied, turning her back to him.
"Hike it up a little more."
The girl blushed again. I'm already showing pretty much everything, she thought. Still, she complied, until she felt the hem of the skirt against her panty-covered cheeks.
Jack smirked. "Granny panties, huh?" he remarked. "You're gonna have to invest in some thongs. Still, looks like you've got a pretty nice ass."
Candace dropped the skirt and turned back around. "Thanks," she said with a hint of annoyance.
"Of course, the real deal is what you've got on top."
Candace reflexively placed her hands over her breasts. "You mean, my boobs?"
He chuckled again. "Yeah, your boobs. Your tits."
She swallowed thickly and looked down at her chest. "They're not very big," she bemoaned. "I mean, don't strip . . . er, dancers usually have big ones?"
Jack shook his head. "Not always. There's one girl here who's an A-cup, and she's pretty popular. It's all about knowing how to work with what you've got."
Self-consciousness returned. Candace looked away from Jack's eyes. "Well, I'm not sure I could . . . I mean, I really just came for the waitressing job."
Jack shrugged. "You have experience?"
Candace met his eyes nervously. "Well, yeah . . . kind'a. I worked at Dairy Queen for a year. I know all about customer service."
Jack's brow furrowed. "Dairy Queen," he said.
The girl nodded.
He sighed. "There's a lot more to serving drinks than being friendly," he said. "You gotta be able to balance a tray while wearing heels, make change, and since guys get drunk, you gotta be able to laugh them off when they start playing grab-ass. I don't think you had to put up with that at Dairy Queen."
Candace's heart sank. She picked at her nails. "I'm a fast learner," she said sheepishly.
"I'm sure you are, but we usually hire girls with at least a couple years experience in this kind of environment."
She gave the man a pleading look. Desperation was beginning to kick in. "Look, I really need a job," she said. "I'll pretty much do anything."
Jack arched a brow. That's what I wanted to hear, he thought. "Well, that brings us back to you being a dancer. Don't need much experience for that. Plus, the money's a lot better."
Candace gave an uncertain look. "Like, how much better?"
Jack rolled his shoulders. "Some of the girls make three or four bills a night, even more."
The girl looked stunned. "Three or four . . . hundred?"
"Yep," Jack confirmed. "Hell, even the daytime girls usually break a Benjamin."
Candace thought a moment. Her reticence over the idea of dancing practically nude before strange men was suddenly mitigated by the allure of a good income. Three or four hundred bucks a night, she thought. That's more than I ever made in a whole week at DQ . . . .
Jack noticed the change in demeanor upon the girl's face. "Tell you what," he said, fishing out his phone. "I don't want to, uh, turn on the sound system just yet, but if you want to try a little audition, I can play something on this."
Candace's nervousness returned. "Audition," she said warily.
Jack nodded. "But you know what that means, right?"
The girl forced down the thick lump in her throat. "It, uh, means, uh . . . I gotta get, um . . . naked, right?"
Jack spread his hands. "Hey, if you can't strip down in front of me, how are you gonna do it with a room full of guys staring at you?"
Good point, she thought. She briefly considered her options. Okay, you can walk out and keep your dignity, but you're not gonna have any money. Or, you could swallow your pride and land a job that's gonna pay more than you've ever seen.
"Not to be rude," Jack said. "But I haven't got all day."
Candace drew in a deep breath and straightened her back. She made her decision. "Okay, so, uh, how do we do this?"
Jack smiled. Good girl. "First, get rid of the sweater," he said. "The most you'll be wearing is a bikini top or something like that."
Candace nodded and crossed her arms, gripping the bottom of the sweater. She pulled it over her head, revealing the slightly transparent white blouse beneath. The outline of her bra was visible through the fabric. Carefully folding the garment, Candace set the sweater on a bar stool. She hesitantly reached for the buttons on her blouse. "This, too?"
Jack smiled as an idea occurred to him. "Actually, leave that on. For now." He took a couple steps toward the elevated stage and patted it. "Come up here."
Candace looked around, trying to find a way to ascend the stage gracefully. She spied a set of narrow steps toward the end and headed to it. Conscious of Jack's eyes upon her, she took the steps onto the glossy black tile. Her eyes drifted to the polished golden pole, wondering what she was supposed to do with it.
"What kind of music do you like?" Jack called from the other end of the stage.
The brunette shrugged. "Uh . . . Maroon 5," she said. "Stuff like that."
Jack tapped on the screen of his phone. Whiny boy music, he thought derisively. "Don't have any of that, but . . . try this."
The plucking notes of a bass guitar emanated from Jack's phone, which he set on the end of the stage. A rhythmic drum beat followed, then the singer's scratchy voice.
"Who's that?" Candace asked with a small smile.
"The White Stripes," Jack said as he started dancing in place. "Just go with it. Think sexy. Start with unbuttoning your blouse."
"Okay," Candace whispered. The jitters were threatening to take over her body, but she fought against them. She swayed back and forth, focusing on the music as it spilled out toward her. With every other beat, she popped one of the buttons on her blouse, starting at the top.
Jack's nodding smile encouraged her, and she stepped closer, keeping to the rhythm of the song. Think sexy, she told herself. Think like you want to be naked in front of this guy.
She let the blouse flutter open, revealing the firm smoothness of her torso. She did not have much of a tan, she knew. She hoped it would not matter.
Judging from the interest glimmering in Jack's eyes, it didn't. Emboldened, she let the garment fall to the stage, and left it behind as she danced even closer to the man. As the music rose in energy, she suddenly squatted down before Jack and fanned her legs open. She had seen something like that in a movie once.
"Nice," Jack commented. "You're getting into it. Now, lose the skirt."
Candace fought down the anxiety once more and straightened. She decided to be a little playful, and looked down at Jack as she undid the snaps of the skirt. At least he's a good-looking guy, she thought.
Jack's eyes followed her movements avidly. "Yeah, that's it," he said. "Tease me, baby. Make me want you. Make me think you want me."
Candace nibbled her lip, moving to the music. She let the skirt slide down her legs and stepped out of it. With only her bra and panties on, she was beginning to get turned on. It certainly did not hurt, they way Jack's eyes drank in her body. She never thought she was anything more than an average skinny girl, but Jack's attention was making her feel like some kind of sex goddess.
Damn, this girl's cute, Jack thought. Nice legs, tight little bubble butt . . . hmm, play this right, man, and you could get some action.
The music rose with a pounding of drums, inspiring Candace further. She turned away from Jack and rolled her hips the way she had seen Miley Cyruss do. Jack laughed and clapped.
"Yo go, girl!" he cried.
His words spurred her on, and she turned back, reaching for the clasp of her bra. This is what he really wants to see, Candace thought. With the naughtiest look she could muster, she released the bra and let it fall to the floor.
Jack stared, smile growing. "Nice," he muttered.
Encouraged, the girl cupped her breasts. They were firm and round, capped with dark pink nipples already swelling with arousal. She pinched them lightly, all the while staring into Jack's eyes. Her libido was beginning to take over, eliciting a warmth that started in the pit of her stomach and traveled down.
Jack lifted a hand and crooked a finger in a beckoning gesture. Dutifully, Candace sidled closer, realizing that the elevated stage placed her crotch at the same level as Jack's face.
His eyes drifted across the girl's panty-covered crotch. Through the thin layer of white cotton, the shadow of her dark-haired pubic mound was enticingly visible. "Now you really wanna work it," Jack told her, eyes roaming back up to her face. "Touch me. Rub against me."
"Really?" the girl asked.
"That's how you sell it," Jack informed. "Turn me on. Make me want you. Make me feel like . . ." He spoke slowly and deliberately as he continued, capturing her eyes with his. " . . . like you might actually want to fuck me."
Candace said nothing. Truth was, her arousal had already reached the point where the thought of sex with the man before her had become a real consideration. His words, rakishly crass but with a primal sexiness, all but tipped the balance.
She stepped to the edge of the stage, pushing her hips out toward his face. Settling one hand to the back of Jack's head for balance, she rolled her hips back and forth, nearly brushing the man's nose against her cloth-covered pussy. She found herself enjoying the tease, especially given Jack's avid attention.
Then slowly, seductively, Candace lowered herself before him, letting her flat belly slide lightly down his nose. She spread her legs wide as she descended, feeling the cotton press against her increasingly damp sex. Her breasts rubbed against the man's forehead. Nipples dragged down Jack's face. Her hands caressed his face, his shoulders as she came level with him.
"Like that?" she whispered.
Jack stared back, unable to disguise his own arousal. "Yeah, like that. That's, um, pretty good."
Candace grinned, then laughed softly as she pulled back. She settled her hands to the stage and with her legs still splayed wide, lifted her pelvis until her pussy was mere inches from Jack's face. "How about this?" she asked.
Jack stared. The cameltoe formed by the girl's underwear was inviting, delicious, made especially so by the small dark spot of moisture that revealed the girl's roused state. He could sense the fresh, enticing scent of her through the panties.
"Even better," Jack whispered, lifting his hands to place them on Candace's thighs. He looked up to her face, seeing the blush in her cheeks, the heaviness of lust in her eyes. Bingo, he thought. But he resisted the urge to take her. She needed a little more coaxing, he knew.
He leaned in slightly and tested the waters with a gentle nip of his lips against the inside of her right thigh. Candace didn't back off. She stared, biting her lip. The contact of his lips sent a shiver through her. Aching need began to blossom in her groin.
Emboldened, Jack kissed her thigh again, this time closer to her pussy. He sucked tenderly at the tendon standing out against the girl's skin, keeping his eyes on hers. Then again he kissed, moving closer, closer, closer . . . .
A heavy, heated sigh escaped Candace's lips as Jack's mouth pressed firmly against her panty-covered sex. She pushed against his mouth, shuddering at the feel of his tongue digging through the fabric. She lowered her hips to the stage, laying back in wanton desire as the man came with her, ardently sucking the flavor of her pussy through the cotton.
No resistance came from Candace as Jack curled his fingers beneath the waistband of the panties and tugged. Indeed, she planted her feet on his shoulders and raised her hips just enough to let the man slide the underthings along her thighs. She straightened her legs in the air to let him pull the panties past her heels. Now fully nude save for her footwear, Candace eagerly opened herself to him.
Gorgeous, Jack thought, gazing upon Candace's succulent young cunt. A trimmed growth of light brown hair adorned her pubic mound and framed the fiercely pink lips of her pussy. Her clitoris, engorged, stood out like a pearl in need of polishing. The man couldn't resist fastening his mouth to her pussy once more, this time with nothing in the way.
A hoarse cry of passion spilled from Candace as her lover devoured her. In her limited sexual experience, she had never enjoyed anything so delicious. The sucking, the licking, the probing of the man's tongue brought new and novel sensations which she never wanted to end.
"Yes, yes," she moaned over and over, clutching the back of Jack's head, grinding against his hungry mouth. Lean thighs kicked in the air above the man's head. Candace arched her back, writhing on the stage, feeling all too soon the beginnings of an explosive climax. And when it hit, Candace shrieked with her release, slapping hands to the stage. The deliciousness of Jack's tongue probing deep inside her tunnel heightened her orgasm even further.
She panted for seconds afterward, only numbly aware of her surroundings. She felt movement on the stage, heard the fall of heavy boots. When she opened her eyes to look up, she found Jack standing over her, unbuckling his belt.
Randiness gave the girl a grin, and she eagerly rolled onto her knees before the man. She knew what he wanted, and what she wanted to do. With no pretenses of shyness now, Candace jerked apart the man's jeans and tugged them down to mid-thigh. Without underwear in the way, his erect cock popped out, the head shiny and wet.
The girl giggled and swooned like the schoolgirl she only recently had been and wrapped her hands around the man's shaft. She licked the head, tasting the sticky sweet fluid emerging from the tip, then slid her lips around the crown. She loved the way his cock filled her mouth.
Jack sighed in bliss, threading his fingers through the brunette's lush hair. The erotic sight of this girl slowly sucking him into her mouth made his cock twitch. She was a little awkward, he noticed, evidence of her youth, but the girl's enthusiasm made up for it. After taking half his stiff length, she slid her mouth back and swallowed before going back for more.
He cradled Candace's head, pumping his hips forward each time she dove in. The sensations of her tongue massaging his cock were maddening. She would gag slightly now and then, but it did not stop her from trying to work Jack to the same frenzied explosion of bliss he had given her.



"Don't make me come yet," he said suddenly, pulling his wet cock from her mouth.
Candace emitted a soft gasp of disapproval and looked up at him. "But I want you to," she said.
He smiled upon her, cupping her face. He leaned over for a kiss that was hotly returned. "Turn around," he told her.
Candace grinned and quickly complied. Concerns over precautions were hurled to the winds as she positioned herself on her hands and knees, back arched, offering up the prize between her legs. She felt, somehow, that she could trust this man. She wanted to.
Jack settled between the girl's legs, his cock laying heavily between the firm mounds of her ass. He ran his hands across Candace's back and hips, making the girl whimper with need. He slid back, letting the head of his cock slide down over her puckered, obviously virgin anus to the sleek labia of the girl's cunt. The heat of her sex seared through his cock. Candace trembled in anticipation.
Slowly, teasingly, Jack pushed the head of his penis inside the girl, nudging her entrance. Candace squirmed, pushing back, and the head popped inside. They moaned in unison. Hands gripping the girl's hips, he slid more and more of his cock within her, relishing the snugness of her depths, the heat of her delightful body.
"Oh, God," murmured Candace, lowering her head and shoulders to the stage. Heated breath steamed the glossy tile as she panted.
Jack began pushing in and out of Candace's pussy, watching the way her pink lips hugged his shaft on each withdrawal. The pace was slow and methodical at first, but increased gradually until his hips smacked against the girl's tight cheeks. Candace trembled and moaned upon the stage.
The steady pounding thrusts of Jack's cock lit up every nerve in Candace's body. She had never enjoyed anything so tawdry and torrid before. This was the sort of sex she only dreamed about, fantasized about. The incredible reality was even more electrifying than her imagination could conceive.
The girl suddenly lifted her head from the stage, face contorted as another orgasm erupted within her body. She let cry a long, staccato moan as she came, her pussy squeezing tightly around the cock inside her. She bucked and shuddered, her entire body heaving in the throes of climactic bliss.
God damn, this girl's a firecracker, Jack mused in wonder. He held her hips against him as Candace's orgasm ran its course, then slowly pulled out. Not much time, he thought. Better finish this.
He rolled the panting girl onto her back, lifted her legs and rolled them toward her breasts. "Hold your legs just like this," he directed her. Candace complied with an eager giggle, gripping her legs behind the knees. The position left her pussy gaping open, a slick invitation as Jack supported himself over her, hands on the stage to either side of her head. Keeping his legs straight, he hovered above the girl as if about to do push-ups.
Both Jack and Candace watched as glistening cock sank into saturated cunt once more. The girl sighed and moaned with each deep thrust the man made. She looked up into his face, giving him a worshipful look. I could do this all damn day, she thought blissfully.
But after only another minute or so, Jack's body trembled as his own orgasm finally began to build. He plunged into the girl over and over, working himself toward a much-needed release. Just as the welling of sublime pressure began in his groin, he dropped his knees and pushed up, sliding his cock free of Candace's seething pussy.
"Finish me off, baby," he growled, slipping a hand behind her head.
Candace wantonly curled up, locking her legs around Jack's thighs, slapping her hands to his hips. She tasted her own creamy essence on the man's cock as she sucked as much of it into her mouth as she could. She had never tasted herself like that before. The kinky naughtiness of the act thrilled her.
Jack moaned as he thrust into her mouth. The rush began with a tingle in his legs and traveled upward to his crotch with the speed of a bullet. He felt the contracting of his pelvic muscle, then the glorious flood of release as semen pumped through his shaft to erupt in Candace's mouth.
He groaned through his orgasm, shuddering against the girl as her willing mouth sucked every surge and spurt and dribble of cum from his cock. The sensation was immense, overwhelming him. He winced slightly as his cock burned within Candace's mouth, as she milked him with her lips and tongue. He heard and felt her swallow several times. She seemed content to stay how she was.
Finally slipping free from Candace's mouth, Jack eased back on the stage to catch his breath. He looked to the young woman before him, who stared back, blush-faced and eyes glowing. Her mouth was slick with the remains of his orgasm. He chuckled. "That was fantastic," he said.
"You're telling me," Candace murmured, falling onto her back. She looked around at her surroundings, suddenly remembering that she was on a glossy stage in a strip club. "Shit, I'd better get dressed."
"Yeah, you'd better," Jack said. He was already standing and pulling up his jeans.
Candace scrambled around on the stage for her clothes as Jack jumped down and headed back around the bar. He acted as if he was suddenly on a schedule and time was running out.
The girl slipped on her panties and slid the blouse around her shoulders. Gathering her skirt and bra, she slid to the floor. She watched Jack duck behind the bar.
"So, uh . . . um, when do I start?"
Jack gave no response. She heard frantic shuffling behind the bar, the sound of a long zipper being drawn. With brow wrinkled in confusion, Candace approached the bar. "Jack?"
His head popped up once more, again startling the girl. "Stop doing that!" she exclaimed with a laugh. "So when do I start?"
The man shrugged as he hefted a small nylon bag. "Beats me. I don't do the hiring around here. I don't even work here."
Candace gaped at the man. "WHAT!" she shrieked.
He grinned and stepped quickly to the end of the bar. "Seriously. I'm just robbing the place."
The girl's eyes bulged. "WHAT!" She jumped to the bar, leaning over the wooden surface. Laying on the floor on the other side was a rather portly man, unconscious, beside an open floor safe.
Candace lifted her head in disbelief, staring after the thief. "Jack?"
He paused at the end of the bar and looked back with a wry grin. "My name's not Jack," he revealed casually. He started for the exit, then stopped. Unzipping the nylon bag, he drew out a small handful of stacked bills and set them on the bartop. "You might want to get out of here before the owner wakes up and calls the cops."
Candace could only stare in stupefaction as the man jogged down the hallway and disappeared into the foyer. She heard the door open, then close.
A faint moan sounded from the other side of the bar, where the real Jack lay. Candace's heart pounded. In desperation, she pulled on the skirt and slid her sweater over her head. She snatched up the money the thief had left her -- ten wrinkled hundred-dollar bills -- then darted for the door.
I didn't want to be a stripper anyway. At least I got something out of it . . . .
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* * * *
Eleventh Day, Second Quadrimester, Year 3743
Aging eyes watched from the shadows of the pillared, circular room. The Minister of Compliance of Owrn Sovereignty was a powerful man, with influence surpassed only by the Regent. Yet the ritual the Minister was about to witness was a sacred one, not normally intended for observation, even by such as he. But the Minister lived in desperate times within a desperate world, and he needed answers.
The muscular stewards retreated, having supplied the three young women in the middle of the chamber with wine and fruit. They sat upon piles of luxurious cushions, sharing silent smiles as they fed one another grapes and slices of peach. To the Minister, the scene was a reminder of a better time, when the world was not as stark and deadly as it was now. A time when the Minister was a young man, when everyone lived idyllic lives and wanted for nothing. A time before the Blaze.
A soft, airy giggle caught the Minister's attention. A grape had apparently fallen into the bodice one of the young women wore, and another was using her tongue to search for it. The third woman looked on with interest.
The Minister could not help but admire the loveliness before him. Uniformly, telling of their protected and privileged status, each of the women was fair-skinned, two with long dark hair, the third a blonde. Each also sported swirling tattoos from shoulder to wrist on each arm, permanent badges that identified them as practitioners of zantri mysticism. The pattern of the tattoos was different, if one bothered to look closely enough; the inked patterns indicated the skills - both sexual and otherwise - each zantrist had mastered.
What little the women wore was quickly and efficiently divested, revealing pure naked beauty. The blonde took the lead, trailing lips and tongue from the fine-boned ankle of one of the brunettes, past the knee, to the stark line of the woman's tendon which led the eye along the inside of the woman's thigh.
The other brunette looked on with the glowing smile of arousal, watching the blonde kiss her way toward a smoothly-shaved pussy now colored with the blush of arousal. With a heavy-eyed look of desire, the blonde placed her mouth over the sumptuous, plump lips and sucked tenderly.
Emotional sighs and gasps of passion filled the air, especially once the other brown-haired woman spread her thighs over the first brunette's face, then pried the blonde's legs apart to dip her tongue into the sweet nectar seeping from her sex. For many minutes, the only sounds were those of ardent, eager, wet sucking and licking and the moans and groans of gratitude they elicited.
The Minister turned his attention away, forcing himself to look out over a city which had once been the heart of an empire but was now little more than a last stand against the chaotic evil of the world and an ironic beacon for beggars, panderers and thieves.
There was a time, he thought grimly. In which this city would inspire millions to greatness. A time in which I could look upon the scene behind me and hope to enjoy as more than just an observer.
The first of the orgasmic cries sounded from the zantrists, quickly followed by others. Grunts, growls, mews, whimpers, pants and moans all created a symphony of aural erotic bliss, forcing images into the Minister's mind that he tried in vain to block. But he could not.
Finally, turning back, he looked upon the trio of women. They had formed a circle, a triquetra of three naked bodies, legs spread wide and feet pressed together, the women watching each other as they masturbated. The Minister recognized the significance of the womens' positioning, and the sight of it sparked a flame of hope within him.
Will they do it? Gods, please, yes . . . .
Breasts heaving, faces and necks glowing with rouge, fingers dancing in furtive blurs between their thighs, the trio of zantrists seemed to be coordinating themselves, watching each other for orgasmic cues, slowing, speeding . . . before all three cast their heads back, crying out to the world as they erupted together. Bodies trembled, limbs shook. The cushions beneath their naked bodies darkened as fluid gushed and soaked into the fabric.
The Minister stepped to the very edge of his allowed presence, looking upon the women. Their sublime bodies rose and fell as they breathed, breasts flowing back and forth, nipples stark and dark and jutting out.
Abruptly, the three of them rose up, as if dragged by the invisible wires of a puppeteer. They came together to embrace upon their knees. Their heads then tilted back, eyes open and glowing like pale white orbs.
Yes, thought the Minister. This is it!
The women then spoke, with a multitude of haunting voices all uttering as one.
* * * *
Far to the west, in the midst of a bleak landscape alongside a dry river bed, the city-state of Neustis Sovereignty was the furthest known bastion of civilization thus far into the continent. At one time a great hub of trade, with access to the world's mightiest river and the most fertile fields, now Neustis, like the rest of the world, was dying. Even the massive tower in the center of the city was beginning to show signs of decay.
For the young-looking woman who stood before one of many steepled windows in the tower's highest chamber, the state of the world was not her concern. She lived a life of unparalleled privilege and luxury. At one time, she had been known by the name given her at birth, but for more than six decades she had been referred to by the title bestowed upon her, a title of peerless respect and power.
The True Oracle.
As the woman whose voice influenced the Seven Regents, dictating everything from trade laws to war, there should be little that would vex her. But she was troubled. For the first time in known history, the Zantri Temple had refused to send a delegation to Neustis. The breach in tradition was an insult to the Oracle . . . and a deadly complication.
How dare they? They cannot do this to me! I am their Lady, their mistress, the only voice of power left in the world. To deny me what is mine is insufferable.
Anger simmered quietly within the Oracle's thoughts. They have to know that I can destroy them with a word. All it would take is an order under the guise of a divination to send the armies of the Sovereignties to their temple and drag every one of those harlots to their knees before me.
A cruel smile stretched the woman's lips. Yes, they must know this. Yet they defy me anyway. The audacity.
"Audacity to be sure," came a dark voice from behind.
Startled, the Oracle whirled about to face the black-garbed man in her private chambers. He was insidiously handsome, with powerful, glaring eyes that could, the Oracle knew, literally burrow into her soul.
"But then, if you were to impose your will upon the Temple," he continued with a knowing smile. "You would most assuredly not get what you want. And this they also know."
The Oracle glared at the man. "Why do you insist on popping in on me like this?"
He chuckled. "Oh, weren't you expecting me?" he asked with rhetorical sarcasm. "You are the True Oracle, after all. Surely, you would have foreseen a visit by the Dark One."
The Oracle's eyes narrowed with a mixture of fear and contempt. "Are you responsible for this?" she asked bitingly. "Did you tell the temple to break from sacred tradition?"
The Dark One chuckled. "Oh, I believe your sacred traditions have already been broken, Tannamille. Broken, trampled, and ground into the dust of the world."
The Oracle bristled at the use of her real name. It indicated an intimacy she would rather not share with the vile god. "Thanks to you," she shot back.
He feigned a look of exaggerated innocence. "Me? Why, I only responded to a plea of distress, the crying of a soul desperate to offer a most delicious bargain. How could I resist?"
Tannamille looked forlorn. "Why do you take such delight in torturing me? Why agree to my bargain in the first place, if only to take joy from seeing me in distress?"
The Dark One laughed uproariously, shaking his head. "Did you forget who I am?"
Tannamille ground her teeth, silent.
The Dark One sprawled himself across a luxurious chaise covered in fine white leather. "Have you ever had roast lamb?"
The Oracle's brow furrowed. "What?"
"Roast lamb," her unwanted guest continued. "You know, before all the sheep died in the world. You are just old enough to remember the world before the Blaze."
Tannamille huffed. "What is your point?"
The Dark One grinned. "You see, it takes a long time to prepare and cook roast lamb. Hours upon hours. A full day over a bed of coals, if you want the best results. It is a long wait, but by the time the lamb is done and is ready to be devoured, it is truly, sublimely, delicious."
He eased forward, the mirth upon his face darkening as he sneered at the Oracle. "You are my little lamb, Tannamille," he said with grim joy. "And I am so enjoying watching you roast. The feast that awaits me is . . ." his words trailed off as his eyes did the same down the Oracle's body. The expression of abject hunger he effected was chilling. "Well, I believe you understand the gist of it, now."
Tannamille trembled, swallowing thickly. She turned away from the Dark One and looked over her dying city.
There must be a way, she told herself. There must be . . . .
* * * *
Upon the table lay three items: a handkerchief, a book, and a knife. Gavin looked the objects over with casual interest. His practiced eye told him they had been imbued, but he could not discern the individual auras. Lifting his gaze, he stood patiently as the Minister of Compliance approached.
"Knight-Gunman Reed," the stately man said, towering nearly seven feet in height in his gold-bordered ivory robe. He had a look of extreme age about him, despite the fact that he was merely seventy years old. "You have been assigned a sacred duty."
"Thank you, my lordship," Gavin responded with a short nod and the customary circular motion with his right hand over his chest. "Any way I can serve the sovereignty is an honor."
"Indeed," intoned the near-skeletal man. "The objects before you will be of great help in this assignment. Each has been potently imbued with the Reaching Aura. The handkerchief, for instance, will heal any wound it is placed over, and cure any malady, no matter how grievous, but only three times before it's aura is gone. Similarly, the knife will pierce any armor and slay any foe, but again, only thrice."
Gavin arched a brow in interest. "And the book, Minister?"
The man smiled thinly. "The book is your charge. You are not to open it under any conditions. Am I clear on this?"
Gavin nodded curtly. "As clear as the blood of an aquan."
"Good. Your duty is to deliver the book to the True Oracle in Neustis. The divinations of our own zantrists have given you three days to make the journey. If you do not arrive in time, you will be expected to take your own life."
"I understand, Minister," said Gavin.
* * * *
Murmurs of excitement wafted through the luxurious chamber within the zantri temple of the northernmost of all the city-states, Bellisane Sovereignty. For the dozen or so zantrist disciples, a gathering of this sort, at this particular time, warranted rumors that a new adept - and thus a new potential True Oracle - was to be chosen. Would this at last be the year that the Gods would be pleased with the temple's selection?
Adastriana did not feel quite the same level of excitement as the other sisters of the temple. Her divinations had been sporadic at best and while thus far always correct, she had as much chance of becoming the next True Oracle, she reasoned, as she did a knight.
Nor would I want to be the oracle, she thought. I can think of no more dubious an honor than to be the voice of the Gods for a dying land.
"Chin up, sister," one of the other zantrists told her with a slight scowl. "This could be the day."
Adastriana started to respond when the golden doors at the far end of the chamber opened, revealing half a dozen near-naked, bronze-skinned men of utmost physical attractiveness. Adastriana smiled slyly, realizing that the approach of these men meant not a ceremony for choosing an adept, but a rather conventional orgy.
"Oh, it is certainly a day," Adastriana, stepping past her sisters to greet the men. She already had her eye on the one she wanted.
Despite obvious disappointment among the comely disciples, the promise of carnal fulfillment quickly had them assuaged. In pairs, they guided the men to various pillowed areas of the chamber, while more servants arrived with rolling carts upon which lay pitchers of water and wine.
She knew him only as Lon, and very little else about him. But that suited Adastriana just fine. She did not couple with him for love - that would wait for later in her life, she assumed - but for his impressive gifts and skill. Of all the temple servitors, Lon possessed, to Adastriana's eye at least, the perfect example of manhood.
He said nothing but smiled as the lovely brunette guided him toward a collection of large, earth-toned pillows near the center of the room. His loincloth was swiftly discarded as Adastriana slid to her knees before the man, revealing her most favorite part of his anatomy. His cock was not the longest nor the thickest, but it was smooth and firm and possessed a broad, pink head. Adastriana eyed it hungrily before licking all around the bulging dome, making it glisten.
"My favorite toy," she murmured, before sliding her mouth down his length. She moaned softly in contentment, savoring the taste of the stud's cock, the aroma of his recently-cleaned skin, the weight of his testicles which she now cradled in her hand.
"Allow me?" queried a feminine voice from just behind, before Adastriana felt a pair of hands settle to her shoulders. Adastriana chuckled, keeping her mouth on Lon's cock, and only nodded. Within moments, her temple sister had her naked, warm, skilled hands running over the brunette's nude body.
"Lift up, sister," the woman said. From her voice, Adastriana knew it must be Callista, and as Adastriana rose up on her knees, she felt the other woman position herself beneath, face just below Adastriana's moistening sex. For a brief moment, she slipped her mouth from Lon's cock, stroking it firmly, and looked down between her legs.
"It's been a while, Callista."
The blonde-haired woman smiled up past Adastriana's small nest of carefully-trimmed curls. "Far too long, if you ask me," she responded, before sensuously passing her tongue across the brunette's sleek pink lips.
Adastriana sighed, then took Lon back into her mouth with growing gusto, sucking and pulling with her mouth, eager to bring the man to the first of several orgasms that day. All around, soft sighs and moans rose from the others. And above, in the alcoves, the temple matron watched with her servants the writhing dance of wantonness.
* * * *
Adastriana reclined upon one of the lounges that ringed the chamber. Doing so indicated she was more or less off-limits to the others in the room. There were still those frolicking upon the pillowed floor, but after hours of heated and sometimes frenzied sex, Adastriana decided she had had enough. Her pussy was swollen and wet from more than just her own fluids, and her jaw was on the verge of aching due to all the genitals she had been sucking and licking. The flavor of both Lon and another man lingered on her tongue, as well as that of at least three of her sisters.
Body heated and sweaty, surrounded by the cloying aromas of sex, Adastriana emitted a heavy sigh and accepted a copper goblet from one of the stewards. She drained the water quickly, then indicated her next drink was to be wine.
"Had enough, dear daughter?"
Adastriana lolled her head, offering a languid smile upon the middle-aged woman who had approached. Alone in the room, she remained fully clothed. As the temple's matron, she referred to each of the younger women as "daughter."
"For the time being," Adastriana replied.
The temple matron smiled. "You are going to make your husband a very happy - and tired - man."
Adastriana rolled her eyes. "If and when I find a husband," she said, then noticed the meaningful look upon the matron's face. Her smile faded quickly and she sat up. "Do you mean to tell me . . .?"
The matron nodded curtly. "This was not a celebration today, rather more of an audition," she informed the now timid-looking brunette. "The third son of the Regent of Sothari Sovereignty has reached marrying age. The Regent himself, being here for diplomatic reasons, was very impressed with your skills this afternoon. He has chosen you as bride to his son. It is a great honor, both for you, and for this temple. Congratulations."
Adastriana swallowed thickly, all lingering traces of arousal banished before the heavy rush of trepidation. "So I am to be married off to a man I've never met? Have I no choice in the matter?"
The matron's eyes and face grew stoic. "It is a great honor, Adastriana," she repeated forcefully. "So great, in fact, that a more powerful alliance between Sothari and our own sovereignty will likely be forged. Your compliance is . . . requested by our very own lord."
Adastriana inhaled deeply, forcing herself to remain calm. Her perfect world of privilege and carnal indulgence had been abruptly shattered.
"Is he at least handsome?" she managed to ask.
* * * *
Within the tiny spartan apartment that had been his home for seven years, Gavin assembled his armor. Though it was composed of nine different pieces, once fully donned the molded leather and ceramic bodysuit hugged his form like a protective lover. Of a deep, rich bronze tone, the armor blended in quite well with the wastelands through which he would be traveling.
He tucked the handkerchief into one of the small breast pockets, while the knife went into a sheath on the outside of his right calf. The book he placed in the detachable leather pack that adhered to the back of the armor. There was only one more item he needed before beginning his journey.
Three large wooden boxes were affixed to the wall opposite his bed. Gavin thought carefully before taking the middle one down and opening it. Within was his first love, a massive revolver with a thick cylinder, grips carved from the horn of a young convolution beast, and a barrel nearly as long as his forearm. The weapon could hold only five rounds at a time, but he had yet to meet a foe that could withstand more than a single well-placed shot.
He slid the pistol into its holster, then attached it to the front of his belt in cross-draw fashion. The four replacement cylinders he settled into individual pouches that were also placed on the belt.
He faced his reflection in the mirror upon the back of the apartment door and decided he was suitable for travel. Tracing the Circle of Life over his chest once more, Gavin Reed opened the door and headed out to meet his destiny.
* * * *
Of all the city-states, Owrn was perhaps the most prosperous, situated at the edge of the sea. Most Owrnites sustained themselves through fish, crab, and kelp, trusting the fishermen to only keep those which were not obviously diseased. Those who could afford it were allowed to supplement their meals with exotic fare such as imported fruit or even beef. But even in Gavin's short lifetime, he had seen fewer and fewer such offerings over the years. Owrn's vast market square, supposedly once bustling with strange imports from around the world, now entertained perhaps only a few dozen stalls each day.



"Salted roast pig, sir knight?" offered a gap-toothed merchant as Gavin rode past. "I guarantee it is the freshest swine you'll ever get in this market."
Gavin gave the man a dubious look. His eyes wandered over the slabs of pinkish meat hanging from the wooden frame of his stall. "And when was the pig slaughtered?"
"Eh . . . just yesterday morn, I swear it."
The knight's eyes narrowed coldly. "You would not lie to a knight in service to the Ministry of Compliance, would you?"
The man swallowed nervously. "Eh, of course not, good sir. What I meant was, as far as I know the pig was slaughtered yesterday."
"And you would never use food dyes to make the flesh look unnaturally pink, would you?" Gavin asked pointedly.
The meat merchant glanced back to the hanging meat for a moment before responding. "It is a trick of the light," the man offered. "I keep the meat moistened."
"But isn't it salted?"
"Repeatedly. Of course, I only offer the best."
Gavin scowled. The hawkers seemed to be getting more and more desperate every day. "I think I will be content with what I have."
The merchant looked relieved. "Well, of course, your garrison keeps you well supplied, I am sure. Have a wonderful day."
Gavin looked about at the other stalls within the square. The wares displayed were anything but choice, but for those desiring something other than fish and kelp, the pickings were slim. They would pay what the merchants wanted for something that, a decade before, would have been destined for the garbage heap.
With a snap of his reigns, Gavin spurred his mount toward the western gate. The crammed three-story homes and businesses along the avenue gave way to a large open space near the gate, within which stood a massive mechanical construct with vaguely human proportions. It was an intimidating, if aging, monstrosity, one of the last of its kind. Owrn was home to three of the mechanical constructs, more than any other city in the land.
"May the Gods never forsake you, knight-gunman," came the mechanized voice of the West Colossus. Gavin gave the man within the towering metal battlesuit a professional nod, saying nothing as he waited. His presence alone was enough for the guardsmen to give him passage.
He watched as the massive drawbridge was lowered. Swirls of orange-amber dust rose from the ground opposite the deep, seawater moat as the immense stone bridge settled into place. Without hesitation, Gavin spurred his steed along the span and into the wastelands.
* * * *
In a time not so long ago, before the sky caught fire and the Blaze burned away most of the world, the land outside the city had been lush and fertile, teeming with farms and gardens that kept nearly everyone from want. But that had been long ago, decades before Gavin had been born into a world that seemed to die more with each passing day.
He left at mid-day beneath the hazy glow of twin suns, knowing it would be another nine hours before nightfall. The plan was simply to reach the Dying Grotto before then; he did not want to make camp upon the dry desert plains where blacknails and gapemaws hunted for travelers.
Digging his boots into the steed's flanks, he urged the beast to the edge of its endurance. Time was not a kind companion on this journey.
* * * *
The silhouette of the distant oasis of the Dying Grotto was revealed to him just as the primary sun slid beneath the horizon. The second sun would give him less than two more hours to reach his mark before it, too, vanished from the world. He would reach the grotto, Gavin was certain, with little time to spare.
But as he guided his mount to the top of a crest, the unmistakable cacophony of violence reached his ears. Gunshots, howls, and screams for mercy floated on the dusty wind. Immediately, Gavin pulled in on the reins, then slid from the saddle of his mount. He gave a voiceless command to the panting steed; its superior training, he knew, would keep it in place until Gavin returned, or issued a different command.
Crouching low, Gavin slid his pistol from its holster and crept to the top of the crest. More screams - cut brutally short - reached him before his eyes settled upon the scene below.
A simple caravan with a draft team of six horses had been ambushed by blacknails. All but one of the horses lay dead. Several bodies of travelers were strewn about, bleeding profusely from wounds inflicted by the hairless, pale-skinned cannibals that had attacked them. The cursed creatures themselves seemed to be after at least one more victim within the large caravan. They surrounded the wagon, jumping and screeching in bloodlust frenzy.
Gavin's eyes narrowed. This was not his fight, he knew, and a smart traveler through the wastelands would take advantage of the fact that the blacknails had found themselves enough prey to satisfy them, and thus continue on.
But through one of the small windows in the caravan, his eyes saw a feminine face masked in terror. The brief flash of youthful, fine skin and hair nearly as dark as a starless night was enough. For a moment, even his duty-bound heart was touched by the helplessness he read. In a single moment, he made his decision.
Standing fearlessly upon the crest, pistol held conspicuously at his side, Gavin let his presence be known through a simple clearing of his throat.
For all their degenerate human nature, the blacknails possessed acute senses, more than adequate enough to detect the sound Gavin made above their own dissonance. Their excited screeching stopped as the monsters looked his way. Pale eyes capable of seeing through the dimmest light glittered in the growing gloom. For a moment, not a move was made.
Then one of them - the leader, the alpha - emitted a commanding shriek, and the others broke off from the caravan to clamor up the hill like skeletal, alabaster primates, snarling and sneering in anticipation of another kill.
Gavin counted six of them coming his way, with the leader remaining behind. Seven, all told. Two more than he had rounds to fire. But he knew he did not need to kill them all.
With a swift, deft move, he raised the pistol and fired. The explosion shattered the night as a brief gout of crimson flame erupted from the barrel of Gavin's weapon.
The onrushing blacknails faltered, haltering their charge out of self-preservation. But none of them had been hit. For a moment, the savages shared dark chuckles, thinking their prey more sound than substance. But then they looked back to their pack leader.
Still beside the caravan, the blacknails' alpha stared at Gavin with a confused jumble of emotions upon its vampiric face. Glimmering eyes drifted down to the large burning hole within the center of it's chest. Legs wobbled as strength ebbed. Falling to it's knees, the pack leader tried to voice a command, but it no longer possessed lungs to give breath. Silently and unceremoniously, the body pitched forward flat.
Gavin stared down along the barrel of his weapon. Without a pack leader, he knew, the others would become confused and unsure. Their confidence lay within the strength of the alpha, which was now a corpse.
"Who will die next?" Gavin asked grimly.
The remaining blacknails exchanged questioning hisses and grunts, then turned and fled. Their pale forms grew dark against the descending night as they vanished into the desert.
Holstering his pistol, Gavin snapped his fingers, indicating his steed to follow. Descending down the slope to the caravan, he approached the small window through which he had seen the feminine face. "Are you alright?" he called.
"Who are you?" cried an hysterical voice.
"I am Gavin Reed, knight-gunman in service to the Ministry of Compliance of Owrn Sovereignty," he replied.
A few moments passed before the face appeared at the window. Much closer now, Gavin could see that the woman beyond was quite lovely, if he could only judge by her face. Youthful but not young, he judged her age to be close to his.
Quivering eyes stared at him. "A knight?"
He nodded. "You are safe," he said. "For now. But the blacknails will regroup, once they've determined a new master for their pack, and they will return. You need to travel far away from here. What is your destination?"
"Sothari Sovereignty," the woman replied. "Is anyone else alive?"
Gavin glanced around at the bodies, then back to the window. "Are you alone in there?"
"Yes."
"Then there is no one else alive."
"Oh, Gods," she sputtered, face ashen.
"Miss," Gavin said. "I understand you must be very emotional, but you should be on your way. One of the horses still lives; you can ride it east to Owrn. Mention my name and they will give you sanctuary until you are able to continue your journey to Sothari."
Her alarmed face appeared in the window. "What? Will you just leave me here?"
"I am on a quest," he responded. "As it is, I have strayed too long already."
"But . . . you can't just leave me!"
"I assume you have food," he said calmly. "And you can gather the armaments from your dead companions. The blacknails won't be back for another hour or so. Enough time for you to put some distance between you and they."
A small door to the caravan suddenly burst outward. The woman, clad minimally in red-stained cloth that just barely covered her breasts, hips and groin, leaned out. Her arms were covered in swirling black lines of ink embedded in the skin. "I am not well-suited for traveling alone," she protested.
Gavin looked the woman over. His eyes read the tattoos upon her arms and noted her bare feet. "You are a zantrist," he commented.
She nodded. "Yes, I am," she said. "So now you know why I cannot travel on my own."
Gavin puzzled a moment. Zantrists were the prize of any court, from Uban Abar to Zhamvari and every sovereignty in between. As both supposed seers and consorts, their talents were unparalleled. In effect, zantrists were akin to royalty in their own right, for they claimed to have the power to see the future and read the past. But Gavin had always dismissed such tales of the zantrists. Only the True Oracle could divine the future with any surety. Still, he knew the zantrists lived protected, cultured lives with no training for survival.
"I do indeed," Gavin responded at last. "And I must apologize for my intervention. I should have let the natural course of events unfold."
The woman gawked. "Do you mean you should have let me die at the hands of those flesh-eating monsters?" she shrieked.
Gavin cocked his head, addressing her unemotionally. "As horrific a death as it would have been, it would have been quick," he said. "Far quicker than what you will suffer out here on your own." He nodded his head and offered the Circle of Life. "My apologies, dear lady."
The woman stared after him, astonished, confused and frightened as the man who had just been her savior turned and walked away.
"If you leave me to die, I will haunt you!" she cried.
Gavin scowled and turned back. "Give me no hasty threats," he growled.
She stared back with pleading eyes. "I beg you. Take me with you. Do with me as you will. I will give myself to you if that is what you want. But do not leave me to this forsaken waste."
He took the few steps between them, advancing upon the woman until he towered over her. To her credit, she stared back, defiant in the face of his intimidation.
"I am a knight in service to the Ministry," he said carefully. "My duty supersedes any . . . personal needs I may have. I do not wish your favors, or your company."
"Then why did you save me?" she countered.
Gavin stared into the woman's eyes. Had he not been charged with his sacred duty, he would have allowed himself to admire the loveliness of the woman before him. But he kept to his resolve, and rather than answer her question, turned away again. "I shall be on my way," he said.
The woman followed him with her eyes as he approached the horse that awaited him. Furtively, she glanced about, desperation making her assess what she did and did not need to gather. Her heart palpitated in anxiety as she realized she was being left behind.
As Gavin climbed into the saddle, he heard the woman's voice calling after him.
"I'll die on my own!"
Gritting his teeth, Gavin spurred his mount, continuing west. He tried not to think of the fate of the woman he left behind.
* * * *
He reached the Dying Grotto not long after the second sun had dipped below the horizon and plunged the world into star-dotted blackness. The gnarled husks of once-thriving trees surrounded him like the skeletal arms of a dead earth-god, reaching up from the parched floor of the desert. With the dark massive boughs to deflect the wind that washed across the plain, the sunken vale was still and quiet.
He found a spot at the base of a massive trunk and pitched his camp. Once he had a small fire burning in the shadow of the old dead tree, Gavin erected a simple lean-to shelter. He drank from his waterskin, slipped a feed bag over the muzzle of his steed, then broke open one of the ration packs from the saddle bags. Salted fish, dry cheese and a wheat biscuit hardly made for a sumptuous meal, but they provided what the knight needed.
He could not stop his mind from wondering as to the fate of zantrist woman he had met. The most optimistic scenario in his mind had her riding hard to Owrn, arriving haggard, tired, but alive and untouched as the morning light spilled across the grand city's walls. She would be accepted, nursed, fed, and provided another guide for her trip to Sothari. Her life would continue on.
But other, less forgiving scenarios plagued him. He imagined the woman being ambushed by blacknails, or gapemaws, or any of the other murderous beasts that hunted the wastelands at night, and being torn apart while cursing his name.
He pinched the bridge of his nose and told him he had done what was right. He had followed, as he always had, the all-consuming mantra of a knight in service to the Ministry. Duty was first and foremost. Individual lives were but grains of sand cast to the wind before the majesty of the True Oracle, who alone knew the destinies of all living things. He had to trust in that simple truth, Gavin knew.
In the midst of his commiserations, he became aware that he was not alone. Shuffles of something moving through the grotto came to his ears. He heard the snap of a dry twig. He smelled something . . . different, but familiar. Something both sweet and desperate.
Without looking, Gavin snatched up the pistol and shifted slightly to aim it behind him, to the direction from which the gentlest of breezes rolled. "For my love of humanity, I should kill you now and be done with it," he said. He let his gaze drift slowly around until he was looking upon the zantrist woman. She had donned a heavy cloak that covered her from neck to foot and led a horse that had been hastily laden with bulky amounts of provisions.
The woman stared at him as she stopped in her tracks, both fear and hopefulness dueling for prominence in her wide, glistening eyes. "Why would you kill an innocent?" she asked.
"To save you from a more gruesome death," he answered. "You've never seen the wastelands before, have you?"
She shook her head. "I've only heard stories."
Gavin returned the pistol to it's holster. "'Stories,'" he repeated with a mirthful tone. "And what have the glorified tales of the world outside your sheltered temple told you?"
She studied him with eyes far more mature than they should have been. "That our world is dying," she said. "That we cling to allegiances and notions of duty and honor that no longer hold any weight."
He glared at her. "Without duty, there is no life," he intoned, invoking one of the many mantras by which he lived.
She stepped forward gingerly. "Perhaps, if you only define yourself through service," she said, eyes wide with trepidation. "Duty is only a part of life."
He turned back to his meal with a frown. "Says the temple harlot."
The woman came around before him, keeping her distance. She lowered herself to her knees on the other side of the fire, folding her legs beneath. The cloak draped about her like a small tent. "It is true that I also belong to a life of service," she admitted. "But there must be more than that, don't you think?"
"When I was a child, I thought so," said Gavin pointedly. "Then I matured, and discovered we all have a place in the world."
Her eyes fell to the fire, watching the flames, seeing within them ghosts of things she had not yet experienced. "When I was young," she said. "When I was first taken to the temple because of my gifts, I dreamed of being a princess, or an adventurer. Life was still so simple and unspoiled then. But as I grew came the cynicism. It was told to me, again and again, that we are not harbingers of our own fate. We cannot change what we were meant to be."
Gavin snorted. "Then you were taught well."
She stared at him above the flames. "I did not believe it then, and I do not believe it now."
"Then you have not learned what you were taught," he snapped, standing abruptly.
The woman's eyes widened. "What are you doing?"
He gave her an amused look. "If you must know, I need to relieve myself," he said before stepping away from the fire.
She watched him walk toward a nearby tree, then turned back to her absent watch over the fire. She shifted beneath the cloak, finding that it scratched her fine skin. She had become accustomed, during her years of training at the temple, to wearing little in the way of clothing, and often nothing at all. But the cold desert demanded more protection than her minimalist garb.
"You really should have gone east," Gavin growled as he returned to the fire. "Owrn would have taken you in and arranged for passage to Sothari once you explained yourself."
"And I would have been back on the road to servitude," she said. "I would rather chance my life with a knight-gunman traveling the wastelands."
He frowned. "Is your life truly that terrible?"
"Terrible?" she repeated. "No, I suppose not 'terrible,' but it is hardly my life, especially now that I have been promised to another."
"You are to be married, then."
"If I continue to Sothari, yes."
"Then why delay?" Gavin asked. "In Sothari, your protected life would continue. I am confused as to why you would not want that."
Her eyes softened as she regarded him. "Do you know anything of the zantrist life?"
"I've met a few of your kind before."
She laughed, a short, sharp, tittering sound. "'My kind,'" she repeated. "As if I am of some other race." She shook her head with a rueful smile that turned nostalgic as she spoke. "Zantrist training is not like what knights, or surveyors, or marksmen go through. There is regimen and discipline, yes, but there are also equal amounts of freedom. No single zantrist does everything the same way. We are encouraged to develop our own particular skills."
Gavin gave the woman a look. "Oh, I've been fortunate enough to sample some zantrist skills now and then," he said.
She smiled back cattily. "I'm sure you have sampled some small measure of a zantrist's ways," she said. "But our sexual prowess is secondary to our true abilities."
He studied her face. "Prophecy," he said dubiously.
She nodded. "Prophecy," she repeated. "But it is a double-edged blade. It makes us valuable to others, so valuable in fact that we are treated as prize possessions. Pampered, spoiled, but still not free."
"Most in the world would willingly trade lives with you," Gavin pointed out.
"Certainly, at first they would. But when everything you do is under the watchful eye of someone else, when you are so protected from the world by bodyguards and laws that you dare not make friends outside the temple . . . privilege is just another word for a comfortable life of slavery. And then, of course, we are called upon to divine the future for some gluttonous politician who wishes to stab another in the back, or to determine if a marriage will result in healthy children for the ruling family."



Gavin cocked his head in interest. "So you really can read the future?"
Adastriana nodded. "The future, the past . . . but the future is fluid; what we divine is usually only the most likely outcome. But too many do not understand that. We are not perfect."
He gave her a cocky smirk. "So divine me something," he challenged.
The woman frowned. "Now?"
"Yes, now," Gavin said. "I have saved your life. Is that not worth a divination?"
She looked about, plainly ill at ease. "This is not what I would call the best of circumstances," she said.
He looked upon her, expectant.
She met Gavin's gaze, reading the challenge in his eyes. "Alright," she said at last, shifting beneath the voluminous cloak. She pushed herself to her feet, then reached up and undid the clasp. The heavy fabric fell to the ground. Her eyes remained on Gavin's. "But remember that you asked for this."
The knight said nothing as he watched the beautiful woman before him reach to the red leather top that encased her breasts. A quick turn of a clasp, a shrug of her shoulders, and the brassier fell to the ground. Next she unfastened the skirt and let it slide down her thighs. Stepping free from the garment, she stood fully nude before his interested gaze.
Never had Gavin seen a woman of such sublime pale beauty. Aside from the intricate tattoos, not a mark or blemish adorned her skin that he could discern. Her skin was nearly as pale and shimmering as mercury. The woman's breasts hung suspended upon her chest as if invisibly supported. Her belly was taut and smooth, with a narrow navel that seemed to point downward to a neatly-trimmed triangle of dark hair just above smooth and silky labia.
Unabashedly, the zantrist lowered herself to her knees once more, but this time spread her legs far apart. She pushed her hips out, thrusting her sex toward the fire and leaned back upon her hands. Firm breasts, nipples darkening, thrust toward the dark sky above. With her head cast back, she muttered words Gavin could not hear.
He watched through the fluttering haze of the fire as the zantrist brought up a hand and settled it to her pubic mound. Fine-boned fingers wandered back and forth through soft dark hair, occasionally touching the thick pink shroud between the puffy labia. As the moments ticked by, she began touching herself in earnest.
Gavin found himself enraptured by the sight. He had never before been privy to watching a woman pleasure herself, and found the scene all at once fascinating and supremely arousing. The zantrist woman's fingers began massaging the enclosed button above her sex, delving down between bright pink lips as they flared out more and more.
As her self-pleasure mounted, she fell onto her back, still with her legs curled beneath, and spread her thighs widely apart. First one, then another finger plunged into the glistening depths of her sex. Gavin could hear the smacking wet sounds as the woman repeatedly and rapidly stabbed into her sex over and over.
Hoarse gasps and wanton sighs rose in pitch. While the one hand was busy jabbing away at her pussy, the other caressed blushing breasts and pinched stiffened nipples. The woman's entire body undulated as if a boat riding a tumultuous sea.
Then, finally, she gasped and cried out with release, her body shuddering, bucking, convulsing upon the ground. She buried the fingers within her pussy deep, pressing her palm against her clit.
Gavin's aroused gaze wandered over the woman's body as she slowly relaxed. He shifted upon his seat, finding the armor around his groin suddenly uncomfortable. But more than being aroused, he was curious.
With a heated sigh of satisfaction, the zantrist pushed herself up. Her face, neck and the tops of her breasts glowed with rouge. Her eyes were heavy, hair casting strands across her face. She slid the fingers from her pussy and brought them to her face. With a contented murmur, she sucked her own slick essence clean. She closed her eyes, savoring the moment.
"Gavin Reed," she said at last, her words strangely echoing, as if spoken by several similar voices at once.
"Yes?" he asked tentatively.
She continued, still with her eyes closed, speaking in between licks and sucks of her fingers. "Born to a dead mother, raised by a soldier father. You followed in his boots, and surpassed him. He has not spoken to you in four and more years. In your life, you have claimed one hundred and twenty-three lives and known nine lovers, none of whom you loved . . . and in two days' time you will die."
As she spoke, Gavin's expression changed from aroused interest to perturbed annoyance. The fire of fear was ignited in his heart with the final words she spoke. In a sudden move, he leapt across the fire to land beside her, and lifted her head.
"How do you know this?" he demanded. "Who are you?"
The woman's head lolled back and forth. Her eyes split open, revealing cloudy white orbs. "She is Adastriana, the next True Oracle," she said, the multitude of voices rising in pitch and clarity.
He took his hand away and stepped back, looking down upon the nude woman beneath him as if she ahd become something alien, something dangerous. A battery of chaotic thoughts assaulted him. He could not believe what he had just heard and witnessed, yet neither could he deny the truth of his own senses.
After pacing back and forth for several moments, Gavin looked upon the zantrist. She lay in a stupor, panting as if recovering from supreme exertion. The thought occurred to Gavin that he could end her life and bury the corpse within the grotto and be done with it. He could continue on with his quest alone, as had been intended.
Instead, he gathered the comatose woman in his arms and carried her to the shelter of his simplistic tent. He covered her in the cloak she had been wearing, and set the rest of her clothing nearby.
Troubled with his thoughts, he shook out another blanket and lay down beside the fire. He did not sleep much that night.
* * * *
Neither Gavin nor Adastriana spoke beyond the niceties of cleaning up the camp and getting underway. Gavin could feel a barrier between them - not that they'd had much of a rapport previously - that kept him from asking the zantrist about the evening before.
After over an hour of riding, however, the tension finally broke as Adastriana spurred her mount closer to his and spoke. "What was your divination?"
The sudden voice startled him, and Gavin had to struggle to comprehend what she said. He frowned upon her. "You do not remember?"
She laughed softly. "I never do," she informed him. "The gift of prophecy is sent to me. I am merely a medium."
Gavin read her face, but he could see no sign of deception. She was the same frightened woman from the previous day, though the fear was becoming lessened now. Gavin could only assume it was due to his presence.
"Well?"
He shrugged his shoulders dismissively. "Nothing particularly impressive," he said.
Adastriana nodded slowly, unconvinced, but remained unwilling to push the point. "Ah." She shifted in the saddle, hitched up the reins. "So, where are we going?"
Gavin responded with obvious irritation in his voice. "You are going to Averine," he said pointedly. "As soon as we get through the Rift. I am leaving you there and continuing on my own."
The zantrist woman let her eyes drift ahead to the horizon, where a dark shadow lay hovering above the entrance of a deep rift in the ground. "There are only two cities this far west," she said. "Averine being the closest. So if you are continuing on, you must be headed to Neustis."
He shot her a dark look, said nothing.
"You are going to see the True Oracle, then?"
Gavin gritted his teeth. "It is no concern of yours, Adastriana," he said. "I am leaving you in Averine."
His horse plodded on for several moments before Gavin realized his unwanted companion had stopped. Pulling back on the reins, he turned in his saddle and looked back. The pale-skinned woman sat still, almost mannequin-like, staring back at him. Their eyes met, his dark and annoyed, hers wide and questioning.
"How do you know my name?" she asked.
The creases in his brow darkened. "You told me," he said. "Last night."
Her eyes dipped. She fell quiet. The cloak billowed about her slender body, tugged by the dry wind of the desert. "I don't remember that," she muttered, her voice almost unheard.
Gavin huffed, perturbed. "You should cultivate your memory," he snapped, then slapped the reins of his steed. "Come, keep up."
* * * *
The Rift, as it's name implied, was a great, deep gouge in the land. The shadow of the scar upon the world was visible on the plain for hours before Gavin and his companion came to it. To north and south, the terrible gap stretched to the horizon. Where they approached, simple stone buildings stood at the edge of the chasm, with lifeless windows staring out. The bank of the other side was nearly half a mile away, eliciting hopelessness that it could ever be reached.
Gavin slid from the saddle and drew his pistol as they approached. "Be alert," he barked.
Adastriana looked about in consternation. "Shouldn't we go around?" she asked.
"No," said Gavin, leading his horse past the stone constructions. He stopped at the edge of the Rift, peering down. A yawning darkness stared back, promising only death. But even in the depths of such a monstrous chasm, there remained hope. A stony bridge had been built, some ages before, between the walls of the Rift. It lay more than five times the height of a man beneath the cliff's edge.
Gavin turned back to the zantrist, who looked fearful and anxious upon her horse. "Going around would take more than half a day," he said. "There's a bridge below that spans the chasm. We'll take that. But be wary."
Adastriana swallowed thickly, eyes quivering. "I've heard stories of the Rift," she said. "About the rift trolls."
Gavin nodded, leading his steed toward the largest of the buildings. A broad archway beckoned within, revealing a large metal platform set into the ground, with mechanical controls in the wall beside. "We'll have to watch out for them," he said. "It's been years since anyone has crossed the bridge, so perhaps the rift trolls are no longer around. But we shouldn't expect that."
The zantrist eased from the saddle and walked her mount into the building after Gavin. Following his lead, she made sure her horse was positioned upon the rusted metal platform. "And if they are?"
Gavin cast the woman a look. "Better arm yourself," he said. He reached to a conspicuous lever on the wall above the platform and jerked hard upon it. The metal platform shuddered, then groaned as it began to descend. The horses snorted and clipped their hooves in apprehension. Adastriana wavered on unsure feet.
Amid great moaning mechanical gears and the screams of protesting metal, the platform descended. The zantrist looked about in uncertainty as uneven stone walls scrolled by. Her eyes finally settled upon Gavin, who remained stoic in the corner of the elevator. His apparent calm gave her reason to quell her fears, if only a bit. Heeding his advice, she took from her horse one of the weapons she had salvaged from her caravan. It was blunt but impressive, and gave her a sense of confidence as she held it.
"Make sure it's loaded and ready to fire," Gavin remarked, having watched her.
Adastriana looked to the weapon in frustrated confusion. Seeing the look, Gavin rolled his eyes and snatched the shotgun from her grip, making the woman gasp.
"Have you never been trained to use a weapon?" he asked.
She stared back acidly. "Where I am from, there are always those trained to protect me."
Gavin grimaced, checking the weapon. Thankfully for his companion, she had taken one that would load itself after each shot. He clicked the small button beside the trigger that turned off the safety, then gave the woman a look as he handed it back.
"Do not," he said firmly. "Under any circumstance, point this at me. Hold it firmly with both hands, the stock against your side. You only have five rounds, so if you must, make them count."
Adastriana nodded as she took the weapon back. At that moment, the platform shuddered to a stop, making the zantrist gasp in startlement. Gavin lifted the gate. Beyond, a tunnel led to the bridge, which stretched like a long, stony arm from some bygone giant into the darkness. The bridge was wide enough for two horses to move side by side across its span.
"Gather the reins, but not too tightly," Gavin ordered. "We'll lead the mounts."
"Why not just ride across?" Adastriana asked.
He met her eyes. "Because if we're attacked, or they slip, better to lose just them and not ourselves."
She swallowed thickly. She grabbed a handful of the leather straps dangling from her horse's bit, then held them against the stock of the shotgun. She offered a look to the knight-gunman which she hoped conveyed her readiness.
"Stay beside me," he told her stepping forward. As he approached, then set foot upon, the bridge, he cast his gaze about. Up, down, left, right. Where he looked, he followed with the pistol in his right hand. Winds swirled within the Rift, tugging gently at their clothes as the two advanced across. Various haunting moans drifted around them, like the voices of ghosts.
"How did they build this?" Adastriana asked after several minutes had passed.
"Geomancers," Gavin responded. "According to legend, it took half a dozen of them a full seven days to grow this bridge."
Adastriana bulged her eyes, impressed by the information. "They . . . 'grew' it?" she asked.
Gavin nodded, casting a quick look back. "That's the legend," he said. He suddenly stopped, senses alert. A faint skittering noise reached his ears.
"That's amazing," Adastriana uttered, looking down at the broad path upon which they traveled. She tried not to think of the great chasm that waited below, like a hungry mouth eager to devour. "I've barely heard any tales of the geomancers-"
"Quiet."
Gavin's rough, commanding voice sent her into silence. She stopped walking, standing beside him. Her eyes gave silent, quivering questions to the knight-gunman.
The man himself stood still, training his senses. Through the wind, the faint echoing howls, the skittering noise persisted. It conjured to his mind images of giant beetles clamoring over rocks. With a sense of dread, he realized the sounds were coming from below.
From the underside of the stony bridge.
He cocked the hammer on his revolver. "They're beneath us," he said.
Adastriana trembled, eyes suddenly wide with fear. "'They?'" she asked.
Gavin nodded grimly. "Do as I say and don't hesitate," he told her. "Otherwise, you will die. Do you understand?"
She breathed heavily through her nostrils, heart palpitating. She looked about, furtive, darting snaps of her eyes. She could not see what Gavin had somehow detected, but neither did she doubt the man.
"Do you understand?" he repeated, more forcefully.
She bobbed her head. "Y-yes," she answered.
"Good. Now, run."
Adastriana's eyes widened. "What?"
"RUN!"
Gavin's uproarious cry filled the air, both startling and spurring the young woman. With a gasp, she charged forward, horse in tow, running full tilt across the bridge. Gavin watched her as she and her steed passed, but only for a split-second before his attention flipped to the bridge behind.
Hairy dark forms suddenly shot up from the darkness beneath the bridge, howling, cackling, sneering. They flashed yellowed fangs and dark claws, blazed amber eyes more feral than those of any wild animal. Gavin did not hesitate as they pounced upon the bridge, letting loose with his pistol.
Deafening roars shattered the air. Two of the rift trolls pitched back, their chests exploding with gore before they flew over the edge into the unforgiving deep. Even before they had vanished from view, Gavin was already sprinting to catch up with his companion, knowing that his well-trained horse would keep up.
"Don't stop!" he barked, firing his pistol again as another of the rift trolls emerged before them. The head of the monster shattered with a spray of ichor before the body toppled back.
Adastriana kept running, peripherally seeing the movements of shadows as she did so. Her heart hammered, driven by fear, fueling her limbs beyond their normal limits. All she wanted was to get across the bridge, to the implied promise of safety on the other side. But salvation seemed almost too far away, a tiny black maw at the end of an impossibly long and treacherous bridge. Still, she had no choice but to continue. She had not braved the dangers of the wastelands to become a meal for rift trolls.
I shall make it, she told herself. I must make it!
Gavin saw the clawed hand rising from beyond the edge of the bridge, but Adastriana's cloak billowed behind her, obscuring the taloned hand from view. In the next moment, the zantrist was crying out as she tumbled to the floor of the bridge, slapping her hands across jagged rock in an effort to keep from going over the edge. "Gavin!"
But as the knight-gunman charged to her rescue, several more rift trolls lept before him, sneering and snarling in premature triumph. Gavin's senses told him more had clamored up behind, between he and the horses. His attention, however, was upon Adastriana and the troll-like creature climbing up over the edge, pulling her to it. Her eyes burned with fear.
Gavin did not hesitate. The word was not one of which a knight-gunman was aware. Holstering his pistol, he hurled himself toward the closest pair of rift trolls, curling his hands around the far sides of their heads, pulling them down toward him and locking his arms about their necks. Using their bodies as crutches, he kicked with both feet, sending two more rift trolls sprawling upon the bridge.
Momentum carried him up, and he drew in his legs to somersault backward. He felt the satisfying cracks as the necks pinched in his arms snapped. Landing on his feet, he dropped the bodies to the ground and glanced back. He need not have bothered; the pair of trollish monsters had their hands full with Gavin's horse, which reared up, foremost hooves lashing out. The hairy little creatures would not last long, he knew.
Turning back, the two rift trolls he had kicked, along with a third, were now coming toward him. Gavin strode toward them with purpose, mindful of Adastriana's screams. But as a knight-gunman, he could not let her predicament impede his skill. He remained calm and focused.
The three trolls charged at once, seeking to bring the man down through numbers and savagery. But Gavin was a quick, well-trained warrior, more than capable of anticipating the clumsy attacks of near-mindless brutes. As the trio of rift trolls pounced, Gavin effected a practiced stance. He curled his fingers in, pressing hidden buttons in the palms of his gauntlets. Curved blades sprouted from either side of his wrists.
The rift trolls came to him, snarling, howling, anticipating a glorious kill. But as their claws raked across armor, Gavin moved with swift, slicing strikes, his blades ringing as they slashed through flesh and bone.
The creatures stumbled past him, wavering as blood poured from wounds across their necks and under their arms. Gavin ignored them, continuing on to Adastriana. Behind him, the rift trolls pitched to the ground, twitching in their final moments.
It took only a kick to send the obscene troll upon the woman screaming into the abyss below. Gavin knelt and helped Adastriana onto her knees. She clutched him desperately, as a child would a protective father.
"Th-they c-c-could have k-killed me," she stammered. "They c-c-could have killed me . . . ."



He smoothed her hair, holding her close. "Are you wounded?"
She remained shuddering for a few moments before pulling back. "I . . . I don't know," she said, then drew back the cloak to look upon her body. A group of puncture wounds was conspicuous on her upper thigh, where the rift troll had gripped her. She hissed at the sight.
"Oh, Gods," she whimpered. "They're infectious, aren't they? The rift trolls?"
Gavin nodded. He was already reaching for the uppermost pouch on his armor. "Yes. Under normal circumstances, you would begin degenerating into a rift troll yourself in half a day. Usually, I would either slit your throat or push you over the side, depending on how I felt for you."
His words brought a fervor of alarm to Adastriana's face.
He extracted the white handkerchief, and, for the first time since they had met, gave the zantrist woman the barest of smiles. "But I won't." He unfolded the piece of imbued silk and settled it over Adastriana's wound. She caught her breath and tensed as the aura-touched fabric began to do its work.
"It hurts," she muttered.
"Better this than the alternative," Gavin said, watching as the cloth turned pinkish as it soaked up the blood. But then, after a few moments, the blood seemed to dissipate, and the cloth was once more stark white. He took it away, revealing nothing but unmarred skin.
"Interesting," he commented, mostly to himself, and folded the handkerchief before tucking it away.
"Where did you get that?" Adastriana asked in amazement.
"It was a gift. It supposedly heals any wound, no matter how grievous," Gavin replied, standing. He offered a hand and helped the woman to her feet. His eyes traveled down the bridge to the other side. "We had best continue on. There may be more rift trolls about, but it will take them time to garner enough courage to attack again."
Adastriana stared at the man before her. "Yesterday you would likely have let me fall into the chasm and continue on as if I was nothing to you," she said pointedly. "But today you act as if it is your duty to protect me. What did I say to you last night? What was your divination?"
Gavin studied her eyes a moment, tempted to reveal what he had been told. It was suddenly clear that, at least for the sake of the divination she had performed the earlier evening, she truly was not privy to her own words. But Gavin remained stoic.
"Perhaps we'll discuss it later," he said. "For now, let us continue on."
The zantrist began to protest, but realized it would be futile to challenge the grim knight. With an exasperated huff, she took up the reins of her horse and followed close as Gavin led the way across the chasm.
* * * *
The rest of the crossing across the Rift met with no further complications, for which both Gavin and Adastriana were thankful. Upon reaching the far end, they directed the horses into yet another creaking, aged elevator and rode to the surface.
A light dust storm greeted them, casting up pale yellow dust that made visibility beyond perhaps thirty feet or so difficult. Gavin narrowed his eyes against the caustic uplift, and with a motion to Adastriana to remain close, led his mount out into the wastelands once more.
Only a handful of steps from the shelter of the elevator building, Gavin stopped as he noticed an obscured form standing upon the plain before them. There was a familiar look to the man; he stood casually alert, clad in the same bronzed leather armor which Gavin himself wore. A horse laden for travel stood patiently nearby. Propped against the skeletal remains of a long-dead tree was a large rifle. Even through the swirling clouds of dust, Gavin could tell it's make. He owned one just like it.
"Stay here," Gavin ordered Adastriana, without looking to her. Leaving his steed behind, he stepped forward, stopping when the man's pale blonde hair and features were visible.
"Hail, fellow knight," the man called as he made the Circle of Life motion across his chest and gave a quick bow. "I am Knight-Gunman Corvo, of Neustis. The Oracle was concerned you may need assistance to arrive in time, so I was dispatched to meet you."
Gavin narrowed his gaze even more, this time with suspicion. "That is not usual protocol," he said.
Corvo approached with a chuckling smile. "No, it is not," he agreed. "And I informed Her Greatness of that. A knight's quest is a sacred duty. But the Oracle insisted, and as we are all honor-bound to obey Her wishes . . . well, here I am."
Gavin relaxed somewhat. "I suppose I can understand that," he said. "Another gun cannot hurt, after all."
The man strode closer and extended a hand. "I have also been instructed to take possession of the book you carry," he said.
Suspicion returned to Gavin. He regarded the man before him warily. "It is my charge. I am not to give it up."
Corvo nodded with an apologetic look. "I know. Under any other circumstance, I would not dare to ask you to break the knight's code. But I have been specifically instructed to do so."
"By the True Oracle?" Gavin asked.
"Yes. By the True Oracle."
Gavin fell silent. This was not the first time the protocol of the knight's code had been breached during his years of service. It was a rare thing, but not unheard of. Still, Gavin could not allow himself to give in so readily.
"Gavin."
Adastriana's voice drifted to him from behind, faint so as not to be overheard by the other man. Gavin turned his head only just, so that he could still see the other knight peripherally. "Yes."
"He is not to be trusted," the zantrist continued. "Do not ask me how I know this, but I do. He has other intentions."
"Is this a divination?" Gavin asked.
"A feeling."
A feeling, Gavin thought warily. From a zantrist. He addressed Corvo, taking a few steps toward the man. He noticed that his fellow knight-gunman was already standing balanced and ready, as if expecting a fight.
"I cannot let you have the book, Corvo," he said. "Under the circumstances, I would suggest you return to Neustis on your own."
A malevolent smile crossed the other man's face. "Then we have arrived at an impasse. I am to have that book, or die trying. That is my quest."
The two men stared at one another as the dusty wind swirled between them. Adastriana watched fearfully, not knowing what was to happen. She wondered why, now that Corvo had made it plain that he was to take whatever book he and Gavin were discussing, by any means necessary, Gavin did not simply shoot the man. After all, Corvo appeared to be unarmed. His rifle lay conspicuously out of reach.
Gavin settled his hand upon the butt of the pistol at his waist. "If you were of the mind, you could have taken me down from a distance with your rifle," he said.
Corvo nodded. "We may be at odds, but you are a fellow knight and I would not do that. I had hoped I could parlay for the book, but it seems my skills at diplomacy are lacking. So that leaves us with a situation. You could now claim my life before I have a chance to reach you. But that would be doing me a disservice. You are a knight as I am. We follow a code."
Gavin nodded grimly and drew the pistol from his belt. "That we do," he said carefully. He regarded the weapon as Corvo waited, teeth gritted.
"Prepare yourself," Gavin said to the man, and tossed the pistol aside.
As the weapon fell heavily to the dirt, the two men burst into action. Both quiet and grim-faced, Gavin and Corvo charged, meeting one another with flurries of blows. Hands and feet swung and kicked, countered by the practiced moves. The air around them was filled with the sounds of impacts against armored arms and legs, the occasional blow to the torso.
The two combatants seemed evenly matched. But as Corvo jumped back after Gavin's strike found its way to his midriff, the enemy knight pivoted with a kick aimed for Gavin's head. But the kick was a feint, and as Gavin ducked, Corvo spun and lashed out with his other foot, catching Gavin in the chest.
Gavin grunted as he fell back, landing hard upon the ground, breath expelled from his lungs. Dazed for a moment, he nevertheless had enough wits to anticipate his opponent's leap. He rolled to the side just as Corvo landed heavily where he had been, heavy booted foot crashing into the ground where Gavin's head should have been.
Gavin rolled back, striking deftly into Corvo's side with his left hand, then following with a sweep of his right arm. Grunting with pain, the man fell back, giving Gavin the opportunity to jump to his feet. Both men came up at the same time, facing each other with hands raised. Blades sprang from their wrists. The combat entered the next stage.
Their strikes were more furious, more swift now. Blades sang as they slashed across armor they could not penetrate. More impacts sounded as the two men blocked strikes. Adastriana could not follow the movements with her eyes. She was watching something that, to her, seemed supernatural. No one should have been able to move as quickly and deftly as these two men. She shuddered with anxiety, wanting the fight to end, and for Gavin to emerge the victor.
But then Corvo became totally defensive, not trying to strike as he fended off Gavin's furious strikes. The man back-stepped, blocking blow after blow, letting Gavin advance. But then suddenly, he caught his opponent just right, and as Gavin over-extended with a vicious swipe toward his neck, Corvo reared back, spun about, and slashed.
Adastriana's voice pierced through the howling winds. "No!"
Gavin stumbled, falling to the side, reflexively clutching his neck. The warmth of his own blood flooded down to his shoulders, across his jaw. He fell to his left knee, feeling his strength ebb. Turned from Corvo, he lifted his eyes and found Adastriana, offering a silent apology.
But . . . she said I would die in two days' time, he remembered. And it has not yet been two days . . . .
Adastriana stared back, wanting to do something, anything. She fumbled to take up the shotgun, wondering if she could shoot Corvo before he finished off her knight.
But Gavin raised a hand, cautioning the woman to stay out of the fight. A sudden moment of clarity dawned across his face and through his mind. He remembered the knife in its sheath against his right calf.
As Corvo approached with the obvious intent of ending the fight, Gavin reached for the blade, jerking it free as he spun about. With all the strength he had left, he caught Corvo's upraised arm with one hand and stabbed deep into the other knight's chest with the other. The knife slid easily through armor as if it was not there, and through flesh, muscle and bone just as readily.
Corvo froze, an expression of shock dominating his face. He stared at Gavin in wonder. "So . . . we kill . . . each other . . . ."
Gavin grimaced, then twisted the knife, driving it deeper, piercing the man's heart. "Only you," he managed to grunt, before shoving the man away and falling back.
Sprawled upon the ground, Gavin gestured to Adastriana, even as he pulled at the pocket of his armor in which was kept the handkerchief. He tried to speak, but that required too much effort. He could not even see clearly. The darkness was closing in.
He was just able to see the zantrist's form hovering over him before he succumbed.
* * * *
"Gavin!"
He sat up suddenly, startling the woman. His hand reflexively went to his neck, finding the handkerchief there. He took it away and watched as it transformed from a blood-saturated cloth to its pristine white hue once more. He touched his bare neck again, finding no trace of a wound.
Adastriana beamed with relief. "You're alive."
The knight-gunman nodded. "I am indeed," he said. "Thanks to you."
"I remembered the cloth," she said, moving about on her knees before him. "If you had not used it to heal me I would not have known about it."
He breathed out. Strangely, he felt rejuvenated, as if he had not lost any blood at all. Given such a grievous wound, even if it had been closed he would expect to be weak for days. Yet instead, he felt as fit and hale as if he'd had several nights' rest in a comfortable bed.
He looked about, spying Corvo's body on the ground, the hilt of the knife protruding from the chest, then the man's horse and his equipment. He rolled to his feet and stood.
"I was not out for long," he commented.
"No," Adastriana confirmed. "A few minutes."
Gavin stepped to the body and withdrew the knife from the dead man's chest. One of three kills, he thought. "Good. We need to keep moving if we want to make Averine before the inns close."
Adastriana stood, a forlorn shadow crossing her face. "You still intend to leave me there?"
He looked to her. "For both our sakes, it would be best, wouldn't it?"
She cast her eyes down. "I suppose," she agreed in a small voice.
* * * *
They rode in relative silence, punctuated now and then by inane casual conversation, as the hours passed upon the stark, lifeless plains. As the hazy glow of the sun disappeared, replaced with abject darkness, Gavin kept on until the gently-glowing mecca of Averine appeared in the distance beyond a set of rolling, dust-streaming hills.
"We should just make it!" he called over the growing winds, and spurred the mounts further.
Indeed, just as the sentries at the gate to the city switched off the gaslight lamps upon towering poles above the walls, Gavin and Adastriana approached. They were allowed in, mainly due to Gavin's obvious status as a knight-gunman, and led their mounts through the arch before the portcullis descended with a heavy sound.
"This is good," Gavin said, bearing a rare but faint smile. "Neustis is three-quarters of a day from here; I should arrive on time."
"And what of me?" Adastriana asked as she rocked back and forth upon her plodding mount.
He met her gaze with his own. "You will be safe," he said pointedly. "And able to continue on to wherever you wish."
Adastriana fell quiet, looking about at her surroundings. She did not like the idea of having to fend for herself in such an alien environment, not when she was used to luxury and protection. She decided, with a moment of reflection, that she could do without the luxury, but not the protection.
Especially the protection of Gavin Reed.
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Twelfth Day, Second Quadrimester, Year 3743
Taverns and inns were customarily open well into the night, and those of the city-state of Averine were no exception. Gavin found one close to the city gate and gave a few coins to the valet to secure their horses. With Adastriana close beside him, he led the way into the tavern.
Eyes fell upon them. The sight of an armored knight-gunman with a comely young woman - even one swallowed up by a cloak - beside him was enough to stir imaginations and make those with guilty consciences squirm in their chairs. Gavin ignored the sometimes fearful, sometimes challenging looks and stepped directly to the bar. He was conscious of how close Adastriana stayed to him, and he did not blame her. A woman of her qualities alone in such a place at a late hour would be mercilessly set upon by those with cruelly carnal intent.
"Good evening, knight-gunman," said the stocky man behind the counter. "I hope this is not an official visit?"
"No. Just passing through. I need a room for my companion and I, one with hot and cold plumbing, and soap. And if I could have a menu; we are in need of real food."
The bartender relaxed with a smile and handed over a folded menu. "Of course, good sir. I'll have your room prepared." His eyes flickered across Adastriana's pretty face. "Eh, one bed, or two?"
"Two," Gavin said quickly as he perused the fare.
"I will see to it. Call on me when you have chosen your meals."
Gavin turned to Adastriana as the bartender stepped away. "You do not mind sharing a room for the night, do you?"
She shook her head. "Of course not." He brow furrowed in thought. "Gavin, why are you continuing on to Neustis when another knight, dispatched by the Oracle, was sent to kill you?"
"Because that is my mission," Gavin replied simply. "I do not have the option of abandoning my quest. My life would be forfeit."
"But if you arrive, and the Oracle demands your death, what then?"
"Then at least I served my purpose in life," Gavin replied curtly. "What do you want to eat?"
Adastriana gave a frustrated sigh at the change in conversation, and told herself she would resume it later. "Let me see the menu."
* * * *
Sated from their meal, Gavin and Adastriana were lead to their room on the topmost floor of the inn. The elderly woman who escorted them was the owner's mother, a kindly woman who assured them they would be left in privacy after commenting on what an attractive couple they made. The zantrist blushed but said nothing. Gavin scowled.
"You may bathe first," the knight-gunman said once they were within the room with the doors closed. He removed the holstered pistol from his belt and tossed it onto one of the beds.
Adastriana looked about the room, noting the amenities. A large open alcove included a tub, sink, and toilet. She was grateful for at least some measure of civilization away from her temple. "More than I expected," she commented, unfastening the clasp of the cloak. She let the garment fall to the ground amid a cloud of wasteland dust.
"More than we need . . ." began Gavin as he unfastened his bracers. He followed after Adastriana with his eyes, watching the way the woman casually divested herself of her minimal clothing. Dust and grime from the wastelands contrasted starkly with the pale, revealed skin as she slid off the rest of her clothing. Casually nude, the woman stepped to the tub and turned on the faucet.
Having adjusted the temperature of the water as it flowed into the large basin, Adastriana stood in profile to Gavin. He admired the shape of the woman's firm breasts, the tautness of her buttocks, the intricate swirling tattoos that covered her arms and shoulders. Even with the grit of travel upon her, she was easily the loveliest woman Gavin had ever seen.
He suddenly realized she had turned her head to look his way, and quickly cast his eyes down. "My apologies," he muttered.
"I am not embarrassed," she said. "You have, after all, seen me fully before."
Gavin allowed himself a small, fond smile. "Yes, and it is something I will never forget."
She turned to face him, delicious and unabashed in her casual nudity. Her nipples stiffened, growing darker. A flirtatious smile stretched one corner of her mouth. "A cherished memory?" she asked.
He looked upon her, feeling less embarrassed for doing so now that she was obviously enjoying his attention. Even his stoic nature could not help but give way to a sense of arousal upon seeing Adastriana's brazen beauty. "Perhaps."
She flashed her eyes. "I would be willing to give you another memory," she said suggestively. "One even more . . . intimate."
The armor over Gavin's groin was beginning to feel confining. "You do not need to give yourself to me."
She stepped closer. "I know that," she said. "I am not a 'temple harlot,' as you would say, right now. I am my own woman. I do not offer myself out of gratitude for having saved my life at least twice. I offer myself because I want to."
His brow furrowed. "'Because you want to,'" Gavin repeated skeptically. He found it strange to consider that anyone would do something they were not directed, or compelled to do in some fashion.
She stopped just before him, close enough that her nipples nearly grazed his armor. "Is that really a difficult concept to understand?" she asked in a soft, seductive voice. "That a person - a woman - would want to be with you out of simple desire, and nothing more?"
"I . . . am not the sort of man women desire," he said awkwardly.
She studied Gavin's face a moment, reading his loneliness. Her heart fluttered amid a sudden realization that her grim knight's stoicism was not simply an occupational requirement, but the result of a life dedicated to spurning desires in favor of following duty.
She lifted up and brushed her lips gently across his. "You are now," she whispered.
He said nothing in response. No words came to mind. He could face any number of deadly threats and emerge the victor, but at that moment, Gavin Reed, accomplished knight-gunman of Owrn, felt . . . vulnerable. He did not know how to act.
Thankfully, Adastriana took the moment in hand and encouraged him to divest himself of his armor. She stepped back, watching as Gavin removed the bracers, then the greaves, then every other piece of potent protection he wore until he was clad only in a quilted bodysuit with a zipper down the front. The aroma of sweat, sweet yet strong, wafted from him. He had been wearing his armor for two full days without removing it, after all.
Adastriana reached for the small tab of the zipper and pulled it down. The cloth separated from his skin, revealing the muscled torso beneath. As she smoothed her fingers between cotton and skin, pushing the bodysuit from his shoulders, she observed numerous scars, burns and other marks, the result of a life of constant conflict. Some of them looked ghastly, prompting her to wonder how he had ever survived such wounds. Each one of them was a story, she knew, and probably not one she would be able to hear without cringing.
At last, she lowered herself to her knees, dragging Gavin's bodysuit down his body. She smirked knowingly at the outline of his penis before it was revealed, and licked her lips in approval at the half-swollen phallus as it dangled before her. She helped Gavin step from the garment and settled her hands to his thighs, gazing upon that one delicious part of his anatomy that thoroughly identified him as male.
"I have always admired the sight of this particular part of a man's body," she remarked. "Each is like a face; no two are alike. I find the variety . . . stimulating."
Gavin grimaced, feeling uncomfortable in his nudity, despite the arousal the woman before him elicited. He was conscious of the odor of his body, though it did not seem to perturb the zantrist woman at all.
She slid upwards until she was standing, and took his hand. "Come. Share the bath with me."
Gavin yet remained silent, but he allowed himself to be led to the tub.
* * * *
Never had he been so pampered. The attention Adastriana gave him was almost embarrassing. In his life, the simple act of cleaning one's body had been nothing more than a series of mechanical motions. But now, Adastriana tended to him as if caring for a child. Sponges had been placed at the tub's edge, and the zantrist used them with thoroughly sensual motions, lathering them with soap and caressing Gavin's body. The water grew cloudy as the dirt was washed away.
Then the temptress treated Gavin to another erotic sight, one far more sultry and arousing than the self-pleasuring display of the evening before. She sat upon the edge of the tub, thighs casually parted, and washed herself. Skin glistened wetly as she massaged the soap into her body. Adastriana seemed lost to her own world as she carefully cleansed every part of her body, from her face and neck to her feet and toes. She even lifted both legs to settle her feet on opposite sides of the tub, fully exposing the fleshy pink heart of her sex, as she ardently scrubbed around her labia and anus.
With a final dousing rinse from the shower above the tub, Adastriana again took Gavin's hand and led him from the tub to one of the beds. They did not bother to dry off. Feet smacked wetly upon the bare floors, leaving prints upon old wooden grain.
She turned to face him once they reached the bed, giving a look of uncompromising desire. Her eyes were heady, lips parted and moist. "Tell me how you want to make love," she whispered.
Gavin's eyes shifted nervously. He could not meet her gaze. "I am . . . easily satisfied," he managed to say.
She placed her hands upon his chest, feeling the muscle, the scars, the pain beneath. "I don't want to satisfy you easily," she said. "I want to satisfy you completely." She planted small kisses upon his chest, working up to his neck.
Gavin shuddered. He was not used to not being in control. The reversal of roles between he and Adastriana were both aggravating and alluring. His cock was firm and thick, brushing against her abdomen. There was a part of him that demanded he throw her down upon the bed and have his way, as he had always done with women. They had always given themselves so easily, but without passion. It had been their duty, after all. But now, here was a woman providing the passion he had never known. He was unsure of how to act.
She sucked tenderly at the base of his neck, then pulled back and stared into his eyes. Her own were soft, round, eager. She wanted to please. "Tell me."
He cleared his throat nervously. "I . . . don't know. It has always been the . . . basic way for me."
"'The basic way,'" she echoed, then smiled meaningfully. "Well, there will be nothing 'basic' about tonight, I assure you." She stepped back, then lowered herself to the bed. Wooden posts and old springs creaked slightly as the woman eased back, parting her legs to showcase the glistening treasure between her thighs.
"Have you ever tasted a woman?"
Gavin's gaze fell between her thighs. Adastriana's pussy glowed a succulent pink, the inner lips flaring out as she casually stroked her sex. "Tasted?" he asked dubiously.
She tittered softly. "Yes. Tasted." She tapped a fingertip upon the hooded bulb of her clitoris. "I want you to lick me. Right here."
Dutifully, Gavin lowered himself to his knees between Adastriana's splayed thighs. The aroma of her arousal, mingled with the clean scent of the bath, filled his senses. Tentatively, he placed his hands upon the zantrist's thighs and leaned in. He was enraptured by the sight of the woman's sex. Never in his life had he been so close to a woman's treasure. And never had he been so aroused.
"Go on," she urged him softly. "Taste me."
He looked to her face, seeing the heavy passion coloring her features. Something in him understood that she was genuinely aroused, and becoming moreso as he succumbed to her desires. And that, in turn, fueled his own. So he leaned in further, inhaling more of her succulent scent. The aroma made his cock throb. He eyed her pussy, noting the slick wetness of her inner lips as they shimmered between the more pale and firm outer flesh of her vulva. Carefully, he slipped out his tongue and lapped along the soft wet flesh.
"Oh, Gods . . . ." his lover moaned, lifting and spreading her legs even more. She slipped a hand behind his head, stared down with an impassioned face. "Go on. Do that again."
Gavin smiled, like a schoolboy praised by a teacher he wished to impress. He licked again and again, finding the flavor of Adastriana's pussy to be, all at once, gamey, pungent, bitter, sweet, and savory. Never had he tasted anything like it. The uniqueness spurred him on, encouraged him to delve further with his tongue. He slipped into the heated heart of her wetness, making the woman shudder.
Adastriana groaned and rotated her hips, pushing against Gavin's mouth. She whimpered, mewed, moaned and gasped. Falling back upon the bed, the alluring zantrist curled up her thighs and placed both hands upon the back of Gavin's head. She pulled his mouth firmly against her pussy.
"Don't stop . . . don't stop . . . ." she panted heatedly, over and over. Gavin didn't. Encouraged by the effect he was having upon his lover, he licked and sucked, moaning on his own, finding a sense of accomplishment at making his lover writhe.
After only a few minutes more, Adastriana began convulsing, arching her back, gasping and grunting like an animal in heat. She took her hands from Gavin's head and slapped them to the tattered bedcovers, clawing handfuls of cheap linen. She shoved her pussy against Gavin's face and cried out with her orgasm.
He clutched her thighs and kept licking, kept sucking, tasting a different flavor now. It was much more bittersweet than what he had experienced before, and overall, much more enticing. He lapped between her slick folds to get it all. Pulling back, a tendril of sticky white fluid stretched from the opening of Adastriana's vagina to his chin.
The woman sat up suddenly, still panting, breasts, neck and face glowing with primal rouge. She grinned upon him, a thankful, worshipful look, then cupped his face and kissed him deeply. She did not seem to mind the flavor of her own climax upon his lips; indeed, she licked all around his mouth.
"Now it's your turn," she whispered hotly. "Lay on the bed. I want to taste you."
Gavin arched a brow at his lover's words, but his libido had been piqued to the point of not questioning anything Adastriana proposed. So as the woman made room upon the bed, Gavin lay upon the mattress, his stiff cock jutting up with need. Adastriana cooed playfully at the sight of it, then grasped the shaft firmly while swinging her leg over Gavin's body, positioning herself atop him so that her slick pussy was over Gavin's face, and her own poised above Gavin's cock.
The zantrist murmured in approval as she stroked the stiff shaft beneath her face. The head glistened wetly, due to the clear, sticky fluid that had already begun to seep from the slit at the tip. Emitting soft moans and sighs, she licked all around Gavin's cock, tasting the seepage. Then, slipping her fingers to the base, she slid her mouth down the shaft, sucking the full length of him past her tongue and into her throat. Her chin pressed against the flat muscular plateau of his lower abdomen. For as long as she could hold her breath, Adastriana sucked and caressed her lover's cock with all the skill she possessed, letting her throat massage the head.
Gavin groaned. The sensations his lover gave him were new and incredibly delicious. Try as he might to continue pleasuring Adastriana's nearly addictive sex, he could not deny the overwhelming esthesis her talented mouth was delivering upon him. He flicked his tongue, nipped, kissed, even tried to suck, but the ministrations of his lover were too much.
Very soon, he felt the pulses of a powerful orgasm building beneath his groin. As Adastriana pumped her mouth up and down, sucking ardently, he could actually feel his cock swelling between her lips. The instinctual urge to experience the rush completely overcame any thought he might have to warn his lover.
A hoarse, heated cry erupted from Gavin's lungs, just as his cock erupted in Adastriana's mouth. Thick gushes of warm fluid saturated her tongue, her cheeks, yet the woman responded with a muffled moan of approval, and continued sucking to draw out every last drop. She slipped her lips up to just the tip, swallowed, then delved back down to coax out more of Gavin's rich gift. She found the taste primal and semi-sweet, the consistency almost as thick as pudding; it had been a quite a while since her lover had last enjoyed a release, she realized.
He twitched and shuddered beneath her, clawing at the woman's firm buttocks. The feel of her mouth upon him after orgasm was maddening, a strange convergence of pleasure and pain. But Adastriana seemed to know when to stop the delicious agony. She simply held his cock within her mouth, suckling gently, feeling it twitch between her tongue and palate as a few last trickles of fluid seeped across her tongue.
With a soft muffled chuckle of proud satisfaction, she slid off Gavin's body, still massaging him with her mouth. She knew all too well that men were typically inspired by an erotic sight more than anything else, and she was certain Gavin was no different. Indeed, as he lifted his head to look down upon the lovely zantrist, and seeing her still ardently suckling him, he groaned with renewed arousal. His cock twitched between Adastriana's lips, remaining firm.
She slid her mouth from him with a self-impressed smile, then moved about until she straddled him. The heat of her sex soaked into his still-erect shaft. "Not done?"
Gavin managed a small chuckle as he regained his breath. "I was about to ask the same."
Adastriana smiled adoringly upon the man beneath her. Her gaze wandered, again, over the multitude of scars and burns upon his body. There was even one just above and to the right of the base of his penis, which she traced with a finger. Yet for all that physical deformity, she found him handsome. A man who could survive as much as he had was certainly due a good deal of respect, and a respected man was, to Adastriana, a sexy man.
She carefully lifted his cock and pressed the shaft against her pussy, gently undulating back and forth to stimulate him. She was careful not to massage the delicate area just beneath the crown of his penis, knowing from experience how sensitive men were there after orgasm. "Do you like a woman to be on top?" she asked.
He lifted his hands to caress her body, her breasts. "This would be the first time," he responded truthfully. Bidden by sexual instinct, he shifted his hips, pushing up against her. Adastriana smiled, both in response to his statement and to the obvious indication that he was ready for more.
She leaned over him, supporting herself on one hand as the other guided the head of his cock toward the slippery entrance of her pussy. "Do not be afraid to take control of me," she said meaningfully, eyes blazing with lust. "I do so like that sometimes."
Gavin smoothed his hands along her lean, smooth torso, enjoying the contrast of his battle-worn body against her younger, supple one. "I will keep that in mind," he returned, then grunted as the woman slid down, enshrouding his length within a cocoon of snug, pulsing, heated flesh.



Adastriana moaned softly as she rolled her hips back and forth, moving just that part of her body. The shifting movement of his cock inside her was lighting up every nerve within her tunnel. She decided that he fit her perfectly, as if his penis had somehow been crafted specifically to fit every contour of her vagina.
She settled atop him. They kissed torridly. The residual flavor of his orgasm upon her lips did not deter Gavin; instead, he found it arousing, and began pumping up into his lover with carnal intensity. Adastriana willingly surrendered to his thrusts, her body quaking atop his with every erotically forceful drive he gave.
Abruptly, Gavin sat up, one arm around Adastriana as the other supported his weight. He lifted off the mattress for a moment, his lover wrapping her legs around his waist to keep him inside her, then turned about and lay her upon her back. Adastriana sighed and smiled sexily, face, neck and breasts blushing. She opened herself willingly to him. Now on top, Gavin kissed her as she had done him, and slid back and forth inside the beautiful zantrist. Knowing he would not achieve orgasm too soon, he did not bother to slow his movements for his own sake. He pounded into her again and again. Adastriana gasped, gritted her teeth, contorted her face. Her pussy sucked madly at his shaft.
Gavin pushed himself up until his weight rest on his knees, and held his lover's legs wide. He stared at the erotic sight of his cock sinking again and again into Adastriana's body, watching the way the pink petals of her lips flared around his shaft. Sex for him had always been a discrete, mechanical affair, often conducted in a harlot's room with little, if any, lighting. But this coupling with Adastriana was undeniably the most erotic experience of his life. He felt as if he was giving himself to a woman for the first time.
She tensed and moaned after only a few minutes more, inner muscles clenching his cock like a silk-wrapped fist. The woman gasped, convulsing slightly upon the bed as she experienced another orgasm. Aroused even further by the sight, Gavin nearly joined her in throes of passion. But he managed to hold back.
Adastriana gave her lover a burning-eyed, fierce look of passion. "Let me turn over," she managed to say. "Take me that way."
Skin glistening from his exertions, Gavin smiled euphorically. "Whatever my lady wishes," he said, withdrawing from Adastriana's pussy. His stiff shaft glistened with her fluids.
The zantrist doubled over, gripping Gavin's cock at the base. With a growl of approval, she engulfed his length to the root, sucking away her own essence. She pushed every inch of him into her mouth and throat, slipping out her tongue to caress his testicles.
"Gods," muttered Gavin, placing his hands upon her head. The sensations were incredible. A minute, at the most, and he would be feeding the woman his seed once more.
But Adastriana slurped her mouth from him and flipped about, positioning herself on all fours. She arched her back deeply, brazenly offering the swollen wet sex beneath her perfect cheeks. With an intent glare over her shoulder, she commanded, "take me. Use me."
Gavin groaned, a feral sound that confirmed his complete surrender to primal urges. He lined up his cock with the glistening, gaping entrance to Adastriana's pussy and shoved in deeply. She responded with a hoarse cry of abandon. Her inner walls spasmed around his cock.
Gripping the woman's hips, he pounded into her again and again. The air became filled with the sounds and aromas of their coupling. Adastriana's body trembled with each powerful thrust, making even her firm backside ripple.
Giving in to primal lust, Gavin reached for a handful of dark hair and pulled her head back. His lover responded with another heated expulsion of breath and shuddered once more. Pumping into her again and again, Gavin felt the beginnings of his rush. His breathing became more labored, his movements more urgent. Adastriana could tell he was about to erupt, and that realization triggered her own orgasm.
They climaxed together, moaning, crying, sighing, grunting. Gavin's cock burned with the release of his seed deep within Adastriana's womb. Her spasmodic tunnel rippled along his shaft as the woman's body heaved up and down, milking his shaft for every drop of fluid. At the culmination of their shared bliss, Adastriana reared back, lifting off the bed to press herself against Gavin. His arms encircled her automatically. Only by clutching one another did they keep from falling over.
He kissed her shoulders, the back of her neck, tasting fresh, sweet sweat. Adastriana sighed in approval, clutching the strong arms that embraced her. Together, they began to recover, letting the heated moment cool blissfully.
As her face was turned from him, Gavin did not notice that the zantrist's eyes had become cloudy white orbs once more. But he did notice the sudden snuffing of the lamps and the resulting plunge into darkness, and the stereophonic flow of the voice from the woman's lips.
"She needs you, Gavin Reed."
The words startled him from post-coital bliss. He fell back, watching Adastriana as she turned about on the bed. A baleful gaze spilled from the naked woman's ghostly eyes she she looked upon him.
"You must take her to Neustis, to confront the puppet and her master. All will be revealed there."
Annoyance rose in his heart. "Why? Is she truly the next True Oracle?"
"She is."
"I need to know more than that."
The woman was silent for a long moment, unmoving. In the darkness, her entire body looked almost ethereal. But then her lips moved once more.
"Show her the book. She will know what it is."
"And what of me?" asked Gavin in a slightly trembling voice. "Am I still to die tomorrow?"
Adastriana's pale eyes looked him over, an expression that might be considered sad decorating her face if not for the unearthly pale eyes. But then the lips curled slightly, almost as if to offer hope even though the word that next came was anything but hopeful.
"Yes."
Abruptly, the woman collapsed to the bed like a marionette whose strings had been suddenly clipped. The lights blazed once more within the room.
Gavin found himself breathing heavily. He took a moment to calm himself, to remember his years of devotional teachings. The idea that every day in which he breathed might be his last had always been a given; he had never believed he was afraid of death. But to be told when he was to die was frightening, even to him.
He managed to center himself, then reached for Adastriana. She lay recumbent, angelically comatose, breasts rising and falling as breath passed between slightly-parted lips.
If she is the next True Oracle, then her divinations are as certain as the rise of the suns. I cannot escape my fate, I know. The day, after all, was going to come sooner or later. What better way to die than in the service of the next True Oracle?
An unlikely calm came over the knight, and his hard face cracked slightly with a smile of acceptance and pride. He settled a hand upon Adastriana's naked hip. And I could not have asked for a better way to spend my last night alive.
"You are a strange and incredible woman, Adastriana," he whispered, before placing a tentative kiss upon the woman's lips. He rose from the bed, turned off the lamps, then slid back upon the mattress beside his lover. He curled up beside her, and she shifted in her sleep to accommodate his position. But it would be quite some time, Gavin knew, before he would follow his enigmatic companion into dreamland.
* * * *
Adastriana awoke with a smile the following morning, stretching upon the bed. She searched with her hands for the lover she hoped still lay beside her, but found herself alone. With a tired groan of mild distraught, she opened her eyes and pushed up.
Gavin faced her as he sat upon the edge of the other bed. He was clad once again in his armor, and the hallow look upon his face was both intimidating and worrisome to the zantrist. In his hands he held a simple, small, leather-bound book sealed closed with a silver clasp.
Her eyes darted from his stoic face to the book and back. "Gavin?"
He tossed the book onto the bed before her. "What is it?" he asked in return.
Confused, Adastriana reached for the aged volume. Its surface was scarred and worn, telling of its age. The cover sported a barely discernible rendition of a tree with numerous branches and roots, enclosed within a circular cartouche. As she took it up, a spark of recognition ignited in her eyes. She gasped. "The Journal!" she exclaimed.
"What is it?" he asked again, his voice more forceful.
She regarded the small tome with an obvious sense of reverence. "This . . . this book . . . It's the Journal of Insight. It contains the prophecies of all the Oracles throughout history. How did you come to possess it?"
His strong eyes studied her face. "You're certain it is that book?" Gavin asked.
She looked upon it once more and nodded firmly. "Though I have never seen it, I know this is it. In my temple, we have engravings based on the Journal. It is said that every divination of every True Oracle is imprinted within this book, at the moment the divination is given. For centuries, it was used to verify the prophecies of the True Oracle. Please, tell me, how did you find it?"
"It was given to me by the Minister of Compliance of Owrn," Gavin said. "My charge is to take this book to the True Oracle in Neustis. I am to have it there by midnight today."
Adastriana passed her hand over the cover of the book, evidencing her sense of awe. "It has been missing for half a century, even more," she said in a soft voice. "Ever since the current Oracle assumed her position. Many in my temple feared it had been destroyed."
Gavin shoved himself to his feet. He was obviously agitated as he paced in the room. "I was given a simple task," he said in a grave, aggravated voice. "To take this book to Neustis within three days' time. If I do not deliver on schedule, I am to take my own life."
He stopped pacing and faced Adastriana directly. "Since the start of my quest, many unusual things have happened. You're involvement is one, and that errant knight-gunman Corvo is another. Either someone really does not want me to deliver this book . . . or someone - or something - does."
Adastriana frowned. "I do not understand."
He stepped toward her with such directness it made the zantrist flinch and pull back upon the bed. Gavin lowered himself to one knee and stared into her eyes. "In my years of service to the Ministry of Compliance, I have done as they commanded without question. I was content to follow my orders. I found purpose and pride in that. I took lives, took liberties, took what I needed when I needed it and always felt I was doing right."
Adastriana's eyes quivered in response. She said nothing.
"But all that has occurred in the last two days has challenged everything I have ever known," Gavin continued. "And I want to know why. You have given me two divinations, neither of which have been none too encouraging."
She blinked. "Two?"
He nodded. "I lied to you, when you asked me as to the nature of the first divination you gave me. I said it was nothing of import. But it was."
"What was it?"
Gavin sighed heavily. "You said I was born to a dead mother and raised by a soldier father. That is true. My mother died during childbirth; I never knew her. My father was a simple infantryman, who always hoped to one day become a knight. But he failed every trial. He raised me, trained me, so that I would become what he could not. And in that, he succeeded. I became a knight, and at first, he was as proud as any father could be. But as my successes grew, as I advanced, he resented me. I was granted one of the highest honors I could receive, that of the Order of the Knights-Gunmen, and when that happened, my father turned his back. For more than four years, he has not spoken to me."
Adastriana's face fell in vicarious sympathy. "I am sorry."
He waved his hand dismissively. "I've come to terms with that," he said sharply. "I told you that only to confirm that the first part of your first divination was true. And because that part was true, I feel I have to believe the second."
"Which was . . .?"
He settled his eyes upon her. "That I am going to die today."
Adastriana caught her breath and looked upon Gavin with frightened eyes. "I said that?"
He nodded. "And you confirmed it last night, after we . . . after our . . . time together," he said awkwardly. "But you also said something else. Something about this book. That you would know what it is."
The zantrist looked at the small, slender tome she held. "And I do," she said, voice scarcely more than a whisper.
"But that was not all," Gavin said. "Apparently, I am also supposed to take you with me to Neustis, because, supposedly, 'all will be revealed there.'"
She lifted her eyes, wearing an expression that was conflicted between hopefulness and anxiety. "You are?"
"Yes," said Gavin with a nod. He drew the large pistol from its holster and held it at his side. His voice grew grim. "So now I am faced with a conundrum. A knight's charge is always singular and sacred. My quest is my own. To reveal my quest is tantamount to abandoning it. Therefore, I have two choices. The first, and most logical, is to kill you and continue on."
Adastriana's eyes flew open wide. She quivered in fear, eyes darting back and forth from Gavin's weapon to his face.
Gavin continued. "The other is to take you with me, and violate the code I have faithfully served for all of my adult life."
She watched his face, his body, the unsure trembling of the hand that held the pistol. After a few deep breaths to quell her own fears, Adastriana spoke.
"If you truly wanted to be done with me, you would have killed me already," she said. "You may be a machine in human form, but you are not heartless. For the sake of last night's lovemaking, you would not be so callous and cruel now."
His eyes remained hard. "From my point of view, it would be a kindness."
"But there is not only your point of view to consider, is there?" she asked pointedly. "There are other forces in play, other . . . views."
"So, what is yours?" he asked.
She stared back, never wavering as she captured his eyes with her own. "I have never believed that there is only one destiny for every soul; there are always choices," she said adamantly. "And you must understand that, otherwise we would not be having this conversation."
His eyes dipped. "There is a part of me," he said in a distant voice. "That could kill you and still love you, to savor the memories of our time together. It would be a way, I suppose, to lock those feelings within my heart without ever having to worry about disappointment or betrayal afterward. Especially more bearable, if I am, indeed, to die before this day ends."
His eyes flashed back up, fierce and strong. "But that would be lying to both myself and your memory," he growled and replaced the weapon in its holster. "And it brings me back to the notion that someone, or something, wants me - us - to continue. To see this through."
Adastriana breathed a heavy sigh of relief now that Gavin had put his pistol away. "Are you finished frightening me, now?"
The knight's face softened somewhat. "I am finished frightening us both," he said. "For the foreseeable future at any rate, the meaning of which, considering your involvement, takes on different meaning."
Adastriana made the effort to compose herself. "What are we to do, then?"
"First, we need to get you dressed, and quickly," Gavin replied. "Guardsmen have been searching the inns since dawn, ostensibly looking for me."
She gave him a quizzical look. "So you are a zantrist, now?"
He smirked. "A good listener," he corrected. "I went down to the stable just before daybreak to tend to our mounts. Some of the stable hands tend to speak loudly. So, come. We need to act with haste."
She threw off the covers then, and searched for her clothes. Gavin watched her with a faint smile, remembering the delights they had so recently shared. Under any other circumstance, he would have been willing to spend another hour or so reliving those delights. But time was not being kind to them.
Within minutes, Adastriana was clothed and their gear had been gathered. Leading the way, Gavin opened the door to the hall and started for the stairs at the end of the corridor. But he stopped after only a few steps. Adastriana nearly collided with him.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
He settled a finger to his lips, indicating silence, as he listened. Two floors below, hard, commanding voices wafted from the tavern. They were voices of authority.
"Come," he urged his companion, heading back into the room. His eyes fell to the two windows through which rays of the early morning sun painted the far wall in gilded radiance. Quickly, he pushed open the one above the beds and peered out. Serendipity was on their side as he spied the roof of the stable shack below.
"I'll jump down first," he instructed Adastriana. "Then catch you. Once on the ground, we stay quiet and head to the stables, then ride out casually with cloaks donned. Understood?"
She nodded, then impulsively grabbed his head to plant a quick, searing kiss upon his lips. "For luck," she said.
He arched a brow. "A zantrist who believes in luck. Interesting." Before his lover could retort, Gavin pulled himself through the window, casually dropping the two stories to the roof of the shack below. He landed quietly, bending his legs to both absorb the shock and to lessen the noise. Glancing upward, he gestured to Adastriana.
She stared down in trepidation, but she harbored nothing but confidence in her protector and lover despite the tense start to their morning. Climbing onto the window sill, she teetered in a squat within the opening, looking down upon the man below, the man she could not help but trust . . . and even love.
Behind her in the hallway she heard heavy footfalls stomping closer. Her heart fluttered with anxiety. Gods! They're coming!
A moment later, the door burst open before the appearance of four armed guardsmen. They held their impressive shot-pistols at the ready, looking about the room. But they had come too late. All that greeted them were an unmade bed and an open window.
* * * *
Gavin tossed the stable hands a few extra coins to secure their silence before he and Adastriana, long traveling cloaks obscuring them, trotted the mounts out into the avenue before the inn. The early morning was typically busy with laborers on their way to work and shopkeepers opening their doors. Beggars were ubiquitous, seeking any handout they could get. But there were also guardsmen out in force, clad in the conspicuous red and green hauberks that marked their station. Gavin kept his eyes to the street.
The city gate ahead came into view. It lay open as merchants were checked in. Another minute of casual trotting, and their horses, Gavin knew, would bear them to freedom.
They passed a group of guardsmen who stood on the edge of the street, speaking casually.
". . . a man and a woman. The man is a knight-gunman, so take no chances. Anyone who kills him gets to have the zantrist bitch for an hour as payment . . . ."
Gavin frowned in alarm. They're looking for both of us? How do they know she's with me? In his remuneration, he turned his head to look upon the guardsmen. A couple of them looked back, and within Gavin's hard, experienced face, they saw something that made them suspicious.



"You there!" cried one of the men, jogging into the street. He was quickly joined by his fellows. "In the name of the Regent of Averine, you are commanded to stop and dismount!"
Gavin cursed under his breath and pulled back on the reins. Beside him, Adastriana also drew her mount to a halt. She gave him a furtive, apprehensive look.
He looked back. "When I drop my cloak, you ride for the gate and do not stop. Do not stop, do you understand?"
She swallowed thickly. "Why not break for it now?"
"Because I can handle being shot once or twice. Can you?"
She grimaced and remained silent. Her eyes darted toward the open gate, only a hundred yards or so away. She forced herself to nod curtly. "I am ready," she whispered in a shaking voice.
Keeping his cloak gathered around him, Gavin slipped from the saddle to the ground. He kept his back to the guardsmen as he took several steps back, glancing casually this way and that. Others were getting out of the way, staring wide-eyed at the developing situation.
Five guardsmen formed a semi-circle across the breadth of the street. They held their weapons in readiness. The center guardsman spoke again. "Remove the cloak, kneel upon the ground," he commanded. "If you make any other moves, you will be shot."
Gavin took a slow, calming breath. His senses were on high alert. He could pinpoint the position of the man who spoke from the origin of his voice, and from the curious gaze of the civilian onlookers, could reason where the others stood. Years of training and experience crafted a quick, tactical map in his mind.
He lifted a hand and undid the clasp of the cloak. The heavy garment slid from his shoulders.
In a whirlwind of motion, the knight-gunman spun about, snapping up the pistol from his belt. He fired swiftly and surely, the explosive reports of his pistol filling the air. One by one, the guardsmen were sent flying off their feet, fatal wounds burning through their chests. It happened so swiftly that the last of the five guardsmen was shot before the first fell to the ground.
Adastriana did not look as she spurred her mount, digging in as fiercely as she could with her heels and slapping the reins to either side. Leaving the violence behind, her focus for the moment was on reaching salvation through the Averine gate. She directed her horse around carriages and wagons, ignoring the alarmed looks she was given. As the gate neared, a pair of guardsmen looked up with consternation.
"Drop the gate! Drop the gate!" one of them yelled. The other darted for the guard shack beside the gaping entrance to the city.
No! Adastriana fumbled behind her in the bags she had hastily loaded with, among other things, weapons from the blacknail-slaughtered caravan. Her fingers found something with a pistol grip and she jerked it free. It was large and bulky and very unwieldy, but with as much determination and effort as she could muster, she aimed for the guardsman running to the shack and pulled the trigger.
The weapon bucked repeatedly in her hand. Nearly invisible flame spat from the barrel as bullet after bullet was sent in rapid succession toward the small wooden building and the man within. Wood splintered. Glass exploded. A cry erupted from within, but whether it was from fear or pain Adastriana did not know.
All she knew was that the gate remained opened, and a moment later, she was riding through as if chased by the demons of the Nine Hells themselves. The empty weapon fell from her grip to the muddy ground at the gate.
Once out upon the dusty wasteland, she kept riding until the rush of adrenaline subsided, allowing for the emergence of calmer, clearer thinking. When she finally thought to stop and turn about, she was a good half-mile from the walls of Averine.
A broad smile of elation lit up her face as she saw Gavin riding toward her, bent low over the undulating neck of his horse. He made it, she thought thankfully. But her joy faded as she observed the company of riders close behind her knight.
"Keep going!" Gavin roared.
With a frightful cry, Adastriana urged her steed around and spurred it once more into desperate flight.
* * * *
The guardsmen of Averine were not paid well enough to risk going too far into the wastelands; after a mere handful of minutes, they gave up the pursuit and let Gavin and Adastriana flee into the deadly wilderness. Still, Gavin insisted on riding the mounts hard for another quarter-hour, just to secure their distance. Once he was satisfied that no one continued the pursuit, he and his companion slid from the mounts to walk them for a while and conserve their energy.
"Something vexes me," Gavin said as they shared a casual meal of jerky and water. "It was obvious those guardsmen were looking for us both, not just me."
"Someone must have mentioned I am with you when we arrived in Averine," she suggested.
"I considered that," he said with a nod. "But I do not think that is the case. I've been going over the encounter with Corvo yesterday. He did not seem at all surprised you were there."
". . . as if he already knew I would be," Adastriana said after a moment's thought. She looked to Gavin worriedly. "He could not have known."
"Yet I believe he did," the knight said. "Given the circumstances, there is only one way I can think of, or rather, one person I can think of, that would have given him that information."
Adastriana inhaled deeply and let it out. "The Oracle."
Gavin nodded. "What do you know of the True Oracle?"
The zantrist woman was quiet for a few moment as they walked. "The True Oracle is the voice of the world," she said at last, as if reciting a childhood school lesson. "For ages, she has counseled kings and lords, peasants and warriors. Until the Blaze, anyone could be seen by her and receive her counsel, if they were of mind to accept her divination."
Adastriana continued: "The True Oracle is always a woman, and, according to tradition, is replaced every thirteen years as a new one is chosen by providence." She suddenly smiled wryly. "The . . . selection process is quite a ceremony, from what I hear."
"Oh?"
Adastriana chuckled. "You have seen how we zantrists divine the future."
Gavin managed a small smile of his own. "Yes, I have."
"Well, imagine that process with a hundred zantrists like myself, along with carefully-chosen male servants, all in one room. It is an orgy the likes of which every zantrist dreams. It goes on for days on end, with barely a break for feasting or sleeping. In the end, a single zantrist adept is chosen by the voice of the Gods, and it is she who is taken to Neustis to relieve the current True Oracle and take her place."
"That is . . . quite a process."
Adastriana chuckled, but then her countenance darkened. "But things have changed," she said. "The tradition is no longer honored, from what I hear."
He frowned. "How so?"
She drew in another breath. "The last few times a new True Oracle was supposedly taken to Neustis, she was found lacking. There have been accusations of false prophecy and favoritism . . . I am not an expert on these things. I never envisioned myself becoming the next True Oracle, so I never looked that deeply into it. But I do know that, for the last fifty and more years, the Oracle has been the same woman. And it appears she will continue being the Oracle, since there has been no selection process this year."
The knight's brow furrowed in thought. "So it would be this year that the True Oracle is replaced?" Gavin asked.
"I believe so, yes."
Gavin's eyes narrowed as he stared toward the horizon. "I think I am beginning to see what is going on."
Adastriana stared at the man as they continued, waiting for him to say more. But when he did not, she stopped. Gavin went on for several paces before he realized his companion was no longer leading her horse across the desert. He stopped as well and glanced back.
"There is something you're not telling me," Adastriana declared.
He faced her. "You're right."
"Why?"
He approached her carefully. "Because you told me 'all will be revealed' when we arrive in Neustis, as if to suggest that it will not be revealed before. Who am I to argue with a zantrist's divination?"
She huffed. "You are an aggravating man, Gavin Reed."
"Yes. I know."
* * * *
The day wore on. The two travelers rode in silence punctuated by the occasional comment or attempt at casual conversation. The winds of the wasteland were stronger the further west they traveled, necessitating the donning of scarves around their lower faces to keep them from choking on the swirling dust.
Gavin found himself becoming increasingly more alert the further they trekked. Adastriana's prophecy that his life would come to an end some time this very day weighed heavily upon him. It was one thing, he realized, to know one's life was always in danger. He had come to terms with that as a knight-gunman and thought nothing of the precarious edge he walked between life and death. But it was another to be told one's life was fated to end on a specific day, without being told how. As far as Gavin knew, he could accidentally slip from his horse and gnash his head upon a rock and that would be the end of it.
Every sound, every shadow in the dusty maelstrom around them had him anxious. He found himself reaching for the butt of his pistol more than once, as if he had somehow regressed to a first-year infantryman. He berated himself time and again for his nervous reactions . . . but could not stop them.
But the day passed, strangely enough, without incident. Not even a single gapemaw threatened them as they followed the worn road leading to Neustis which, to Gavin, was a mild miracle. These lands, he knew, were virtually infested with the broad-jawed predators. But aside from occasional spor, there was no sign of them.
Mounting the crest of a high hill, Gavin reined in his steed as he looked upon the great walls of the city before them. Adastriana also stopped, staring ahead.
"Neustis?" she asked, pulling down the scarf covering her face.
The knight-gunman nodded. "Yes," he confirmed. He noticed a group of caravans heading toward the gate. Unlike Averine, Neustis was as fortified as Owrn, with impressive walls and steep-sloped towers that stabbed like swords into the heavens. Even from his distance, Gavin could make out a massive, mechanized colossus standing to either side of the gate.
"If they are watching for us, simply riding in as we are will not do," Gavin said. His attention shifted to the caravans, and an idea blossomed. "But there may be another way in. Come."
* * * *
"Check every caravan," the Master of the Guard reminded his guardsmen. He stood upon a podium as tall as the average man, watching the large covered wagons as they arrived at the gate.
"You will know the knight by his armor if you see him, and the zantrist by her tattoos. Be swift of action; the errant knight is to be executed on sight, but the woman must be captured alive."
With these orders, the guardsmen went to task. As a colossus stepped in to fill the entrance to the city with a heavy mechanical whir of gears and hydraulics, the guardsmen approached the first of the five wagons as they trundled to a stop. Unceremoniously, they demanded that every man and woman pull back the hoods of their cloaks and reveal what they wore beneath. One after another, everyone was inspected.
Other guardsmen searched through the crates, boxes and bushels within the wagons and checked underneath with the aid of bull's eye lanterns.
"Here, now, don't go upsetting me goreberry bushes," grumbled the portly driver of the last caravan. "Them things are hard enough to grow. I don't need some clumsy guardsman jostling the roots."
One of the guardsmen turned the blinding light of his lantern upon the round-bellied driver. "We are looking for fugitives. If we, eh, jostle your berries," he said with a chuckling sneer. "'Tis our right to do so."
"I'll be remembering that come tomorrow morning if you visit my stall," responded the driver with a scowl. The young man seated beside him stayed sheepishly quiet.
The guardsman in the rear of the cart looked among the large potted plants, moving aside heavy sacks filled with plucked berries. He kicked each one for signs of a human form within, but found nothing.
"No sign in this wagon," called the guardsman. Another piped up as he straightened after inspecting beneath. "Nor under."
"Fine," said the man with the lantern. He gestured to the driver. "In you go."
The driver offered a false smile, then slapped the reins and clucked his tongue. The cart's four horses moved forward. The towering colossus began to move aside so the caravans could enter the city.
"A moment," called the guardsman. The colossus paused. Faces from within the wagons turned to look as the guardsman approached the portly driver once more.
Gavin felt a brief flash of anxiety, wondering if this was to be the moment of his demise. How ironic, he thought, that it would occur when we are so close.
The guardsman stepped to the side of the cart. "I rather happen to like goreberries," he said. "What stall will you be in?"
Gavin scowled in thought for a moment. "Seventy-three, if I remember correctly," he said, knowing there were hundreds of stalls in every market. He only hoped that his random guess did not clash with information the guard already had.
But the guardsman only winked. "I'll see you tomorrow," he said, then raised his voice. "Sorry to have troubled you all."
The colossus finally stepped to the side, and the caravans rumbled into the city.
"Stay alert!" cried the Master of the Guard after the wagons had passed. "The fugitives will be here by midnight!"
Gavin allowed himself a small smirk as the wagon he drove bore him forward. Beside him, the real driver of the cart expelled a heavy breath of relief.
* * * *
Many minutes later, under cover of darkness in an alley between a pair of tall stone buildings, Gavin pulled off the cloak and unwrapped the sack around his middle which had given the illusion of a thick belly. It fell heavily onto the wagon's dashboard, filled as it was with the pieces of his armor. Gavin stepped to the rear of the wagon, to one of the potted goreberry bushes. He gripped the thick trunk of the six-foot-tall shrubbery and lifted with great effort.
Sputtering and coughing, Adastriana climbed out from her hiding place, covered in black soil. She shuddered and slapped at her arms and legs. "There were . . . worms crawling on my skin," she complained.
Gavin helped bat away most of the dirt from his lover. "If I could have fit inside one of these pots, I would have happily taken your place with the worms."
Adastriana shivered once more. "At least we are in. I did not think that would work."
Gavin looked to the still-nervous young man who owned the cart. "We thank you greatly for the chance you took," he said, then held out a handful of coins. "Go find yourself a comely wench for the night."
The young man beamed. "Oh, I shall, sir," he declared, snatching the coins. "I shall indeed."
"But say nothing of us to anyone," Gavin warned, fixing him a look of dire surety. "Or I will find you later."
The young man swallowed thickly. "As far as I can tell, all this has been a strange dream, very quickly forgotten."
Gavin nodded, watched as the man gripped the reigns of his horses and lured them, along with his cart, away. "Smart man." He returned his attention to Adastriana. "Now, let's get you cleaned up . . . before one more divination."
The zantrist arched a surprised brow.
* * * *
As with every city-state within the land, there were more and more buildings every year that fell into ruin and disrepair. Many such constructions became the homes for the abject poor, but others, such as the one into which Gavin led Adastriana, remained dark and empty.
Building a small fire upon the floor of what had once been some sort of warehouse, the knight turned his attention to his nervous-looking charge. "Are you ready?" he asked.
Adastriana looked about with an expression of distaste. There were a few pieces of furniture here and there, tables and chairs in advanced stages of wood rot, and little else. The walls and grime-darkened windows reflected the pale amber flames that danced within the fire, casting distorted shadows in all directions.
She addressed her knight. "For what?" she asked.
Gavin gave a small smile of self-admonishment. "So much emphasis," he said, stepping to the closest of the tables. "Is placed upon the zantrist ability to divine the future. I'll admit; until I met you, I never placed much stock in that. I, like the majority of people in the sovereignties, believe that only the True Oracle possesses such power."
Adastriana frowned, confused as to where Gavin was leading with his words. "I will be the first to admit that my divinations could not possibly compare with those of Her Truthfulness," she said.
From the pouch on his vest, Gavin withdrew the handkerchief, then stooped to draw the bone-handled knife from the scabbard along his right calf. The first item he placed gingerly upon the table; the second, he stabbed harshly into the wood so that it stood up straight. His movements made Adastriana start.
"Right now, I am not interested in the future," Gavin said, bracing his hands upon the table and looking down at the items. He turned his head so that his gaze fell meaningfully upon Adastriana. "I am more interested in the past."
The zantrist was silent for a few moments as the meaning behind the knight's words and actions sank in. Carefully, she approached the table, stepping around so that she faced Gavin across it. Her fingertips trailed lightly across the handkerchief, then across the flat of the impaled blade and its handle.
"As a zantrist, I can read the future," she said. She lifted her eyes to gaze into Gavin's. "Or the past. That is what you want, isn't it?"
He nodded. "Call it an inspiration," he said. "But I believe the key to understanding what is going on lies within these items. And only someone like you can tell me what it is."
Adastriana drew in a breath and regarded the objects. "Do you want me to tell you," she said. "Or show you?"
Gavin frowned. "What do you mean?"
She smiled thinly. "I can read the knife, and the silk," she said. "The nature of my ability, however, means that I will not remember any of it. So, either you will have to possess a very good memory, or . . . or you can share the divination with me. But that means we must be joined."
Gaving cocked his head. "'Joined,'" he repeated, unsure of what Adastriana meant.
She smiled coquettishly and stepped back, beginning to divest herself of her clothing. Firm, naked breasts were revealed as her top fell to the floor. "Remove your armor," she whispered coyly.
Gavin's eyes widened a moment before he understood. Hastily, he began to loosen the straps and buckles that kept his armor secure and let the pieces fall to the ground. But even as Adastriana, the most beautiful and erotic woman he had ever known, now stood naked before him, the circumstances kept him from responding as he otherwise would have.
But the zantrist only gave him a look as she sidled closer, brushing her nude body against his. "I need you to relax," she said pointedly.
He gritted his teeth. "I am trying."
She smiled sexily, then slid down to a squat before him. "Let me do the 'trying,'" she said huskily, brushing her cheeks against his dangling penis. Still keeping his attention, with her eyes upon his, she parted her lips and worked Gavin's cock into her mouth, sucking gently.



He sighed in response, settling hands to her shoulders, her head. Adastriana moaned softly, her mouth emitting wet suckling sounds that just reached his ears and ignited the bonfire of his libido. As his cock thickened, the zantrist took him deep, engulfing the stiffening tube of flesh within a cocoon of sucking, caressing warmth.
"Gods," he murmured, shifting on his feet to remain standing.
But then Adastriana released him and stood, her mouth wet and glistening. A fierce look burned in her eyes as she took the knife and handkerchief from the table, then pushed Gavin back. Her lover eased himself to the floor, fierce erection jutting upward, then groaned as Adastriana impaled herself, straddling his hips.
She stared into Gavin's eyes, even as her own began to turn cloudy. "See what I see," she breathed heatedly. "Know what I know."
Gavin nodded, then lifted up enough so that he cradled Adastriana in his arms. His cock pulsed and throbbed within the woman's massaging depths. His hands roamed across her back, from buttocks to neck.
"Show me."
Adastriana stared back, and her eyes glossed over with the now-familiar radiant sheen of cloudy-white hue. She tilted her head back, clutching the handkerchief in one hand, the knife in the other, and hugged herself close against the knight.
The vision began.
* * * *
Images, thoughts, feelings . . . they were many and confusing, none of them complete, and all of them assaulting him at once. Gavin felt as if he had been drawn into a maelstrom of some kind, with wind, water, fire and earth whipping about him, assaulting from all sides. He struggled to resist the onslaught, holding onto Adastriana who, he realized with a start, was no longer with him.
Abruptly, however, the storm vanished, replaced by a chilling calm. Gavin found himself within a long corridor, framed by pillars on either side, the floor gilded and inset with gleaming marble.
A palace? Gavin thought.
He stepped forward, looking around, seeing not a soul. The realization came upon him that his footfalls, while normally very light by practice, made no sound whatsoever.
Well, of course, he chastised himself. This is a vision. It's not real.
Suddenly, however, sound seemed to flood into the hall. The cadence of numerous booted feet marching in tandem came to him, and Gavin turned about just as two ranks of guardsmen in gleaming silver armor, rifles held against shoulders, marched toward him. Between their ranks was a stunning young woman with light, chestnut-colored hair and a voluptuous frame barely concealed by red-stained leathers. Her arms sported the same basic dark swirling tattoos Gavin had seen on every zantrist disciple.
He jumped back to get out of the way on reflex, but he need not have bothered. None of the guards looked his way, nor did the woman. After a brief moment of reflection, Gavin chastised himself yet again.
I am not here. This is just a vision . . . one that feels like a memory.
As the woman passed, Gavin could see at the woman's waist lay a very familiar-looking blade within a sheath, and tucked into the top of her bodice, like a petaled flower, was a silken cloth.
The knife, the handkerchief, he realized. But where's the book?
At the far end of the corridor, the guardsmen stopped and fanned out, standing six abreast to either side of the massive double doors gilded impressively in golden scrollwork. The zantrist woman took a moment to compose herself, and Gavin found that he now stood inexplicably beside her. The woman smiled, looking excited, proud.
With nary a sound, the great doors opened inward, revealing a circular chamber with a simple wooden throne - little more than a high-backed chair, seated upon a three-step dais. Within the chair sat a blonde-haired woman clad in a shimmering, transparent white robe, one leg crossed over the other.
The zantrist woman smiled broadly, as if greeting a dear friend. "Your Truthfulness," she said, effecting a deep bow. She straightened and continued: "This is a glorious day."
The blonde woman - she was older than the voluptuous brunette, yet no less attractive - nodded with a smile. "It is indeed. Thirteen years have come and gone. The Gods have chosen my successor."
The blonde stood and descended the throne. She reached for the brunette, and the woman clasped hands. "Welcome, Onamara."
The brunette's eyes dipped. "Thank you, Lady Tannamille. I am honored to follow in your auspicious wake."
Tannamille cocked her head with a smile, looking over the younger woman's fine form. She caressed Onamara's cheek with the backs of her fingers, which then trailed down the strong, pale neck to the woman's abundant breasts. Onamara's lips parted at the touch. She lifted Tannamille's other hand to kiss it.
"There is, of course, the matter of the ritual," Tannamille prompted.
The brunette's cheeks colored slightly. "I am ready to begin, my mistress."
The blonde woman smiled, but to Gavin, it seemed the expression was tinged with the steadily growing hint of malevolence. "I see no reason to delay," she said, stepping back. She raised her hands and clapped twice loudly above her head.
In an instant, a hidden door to one side of the circular room opened, through which a quartet of muscular men clad only in loincloths appeared, pushing a broad, low bed across the floor. Upon the singular mattress sat only a pair of pillows. Leading the bed to the floor, the men quickly retreated, leaving the two women alone.
Hand in hand, Tannamille the True Oracle and Onamara, her successor, approached the mattress. The older woman paused a few paces away and waited for the brunette to stop and turn. With a casual shrug, the transparent white robe slipped from Tannamille's shoulders to the floor.
Onamara smiled with approval, taking in the mature woman's firm body, her fine skin, the trimmed thatch of dark golden curls above her sex. The blush of arousal was plainly evident upon her face.
Reaching up, Onamara undid the clasp of her top and let it slip away. The handkerchief tucked within the brassiere fluttered like a feather to the floor. The she eased the lower garment from her hips, sliding it and the knife attached down her shapely, strong legs. As naked as her mistress, Onamara stood proudly, offering herself to the woman she - indeed, all of the Seven Sovereignties - considered a mortal goddess.
"Beautiful," Tannamille whispered, before stepping forward and cupping the brunette's face. The women kissed heatedly, sucking one another's lips, tasting each other's breath as they sighed.
The women moved to the bed, where they stood upon their knees as the kisses became more passionate. Hands roamed; fingers teased soft flesh, leaving wakes of awakened nerves. Nipples stiffened. Labia moistened. The great chamber echoed softly with the murmurs of impending sexual fulfillment.
Onamara lay back upon the bed, a sultry smile inviting Tannamille to position herself on top. The blonde did so readily, straddling the younger woman's comely face as she moved to poise herself above the brunette's eagerly spread thighs. Onamara's pussy was slick, fleshy, and dark pink, with lips that flared out, splaying open like the petals of an orchid. The bulbous clitoris glistened as it peaked from beneath its fleshy shroud.
"Oh, what a treat," Tannamille murmured before lowering her head to entrap her lover's pussy in a suckling, massaging sheath of oral flesh. At the same time, Onamara dragged her slick tongue up along the older woman's wet lips, before pushing it as deep inside the entrance to Tannamille's sex as it could reach.
Both women moaned as they devoured one another. Bodies writhed. The bed groaned and creaked. Muffled groans and gasps permeated the air.
Gavin watched with interest. He had never been privy to the love play between two women, and had often wondered, from his limited experience, how women could derive any amount of sexual pleasure from one another.
But now he was beginning to understand. And he was humbled.
The mutual oral pleasure continued for quite some time, with the wet smacking of lips and tongues against increasingly sopping vaginal flesh filling the air. The brunette erupted first, grunting beneath Tannamille's body, writhing and arching her back as the older, more experienced woman voraciously devoured her lover's sex.
But then Onamara increased the stakes, and as she was still flushed and panting from her orgasm, she gripped the blonde's firm cheeks and spread them wide before lifting and craning her neck. With a firm jab, the brunette drove her tongue deep into Tannamille's rectum.
The blonde woman gave a primal groan, lifting up and pushing back. She shifted her thighs and hips, giving Onamara better access to her puckered anus. Slack-faced and close to release herself, Tannamille rocked back and forth, using her lover's talents to bring herself closer and closer to the tilting point.
Finally, with a cry, the blonde cried out, raking her nails across Onamara's body, leaving trails of pinkish welts. She grinned with her orgasm, and sighed heavily in satisfaction.
Slowly, languidly, Tannamille drifted down from her orgasmic precipice. Onamara lavished her anus and pussy with affectionate, caressing swipes of her tongue.
Satisfied, Tannamille turned about, swinging her legs and arms until she was poised, face-to-face, above Onamara. The brunette smiled up at her, lips and chin and cheeks glistening.
"I am glad to have pleased you, Tannamille."
The blonde leaned down and kissed her lover deeply, sucking her own flavor from the brunette's lips and tongue. Then she lifted up, gazing down into Onamara's liquid eyes.
"There is one more thing you can do," Tannamille said.
Onamara smiled, smoothing her hands along the older woman's back. "Please, tell me," she said. "Before I take your place and you leave for your home."
Tannamille said nothing. She looked upon the brunette beneath her with a smile that became progressively more contemptuous and predatory.
Too late, Onamara read the malevolence within the Oracle's face, but when she did, she found that the supposedly dismissed male servants had inexplicably reappeared, one at each corner of the bed, and now snatched wrist and ankle, holding them down against the sexually soiled mattress.
The young woman struggled against her constraints, becoming more alarmed and apprehensive with each beat of her anxious heart. "What's going on?" she cried. "What have I done?"
Tannamille ran her hands down Onamara's body with an evil sneer decorating her face. "You have done what you were supposed to do," she said. "Which is, to deliver unto me the power that I need to remain as the True Oracle."
The brunette stared back, plaintive, angry and confused all at the same time. "What do you mean? Am I not to take your place? Is that not what the Gods decreed?"
Tannamille laughed harshly, then slapped her hands to either side of Onamara's face. She stared into the young woman's shimmering, fearful eyes. "The Gods, as a whole, are complacent," she said. "Except for the one I serve: Malefleas, the Dark One, who has granted me the power to take from such as you what I need to remain where I am. I have no wish, after all, to return to a life of pathetic mundanity, not when I can remain here indefinitely."
Onamara stared back in horror. "You . . . you serve the Dark One? But . . . you are the True Oracle . . . ."
The blonde woman grinned evilly. "Yes, I am," she said. "And I will continue being so. You, Onamara, were not brought here to replace me, but rather . . . to replenish me."
The younger woman squirmed and began to protest, but Tannamille lowered herself and pressed her mouth to the brunette's in what could have been seen as a deep, soulful kiss. However, as the union continued, Onamara struggled, kicked, moaned . . . then became progressively less animated.
Her body sagged.
Her eyes fluttered closed.
At last, Tannamille lifted up with a great sigh. Her skin rippled like the waters of a pond after a stone had been hurled within it, revealing the sleek, unmarred skin of youth. For the Oracle, the clock had been turned back. She looked as she had nearly a decade and a half before.
But for the woman beneath her, nothing remained save for a corpse with glassy eyes that stared up at nothing.
As a last act of spiteful cruelty, Tannamille slapped her hand hard across the dead brunette's face, knocking it to the side. Drops of blood danced from Onamara's lifeless lips, sailing through the air to land upon the knife and the handkerchief laying upon the floor.
A soft, hazy glow filled the room, and Tannamille, her guards, the bed, everything faded away, leaving only the ethereal apparition of the dead young woman floating in the air. Gavin approached, looking down upon the poor girl.
A stereophonic conglomeration of voices emanated from the air around him. "She was Onamara, the intended True Oracle. But her story did not end here. It now continues with you, and with Adastriana . . . ."
Gavin listened with a heavy heart as the unearthly voices continued. There was part of him that felt remorse for the dead woman, and another, stronger part that felt a need for revenge. Within his seething heart, a single thought blossomed.
You will not be allowed to escape your judgment, Oracle . . . .
* * * *
Within the large circular hall with its gilded floors and ornate pillars, its grandiose throne made to look like a phoenix with wings spread in flight, Tannamille paced slowly, fidgeting. Though she looked no older than the barest onset of middle age, her furrowed brow brought out the wrinkles of the hidden elderly woman within.
"The hour approaches, Tannamille," came the ominous voice of the Dark One.
She cast a look of annoyance - tinged by fear - to her otherworldly benefactor. The god of deception and cruelty wore the same smug smile upon his face as he had given thirty-nine years previously, when he had first appeared to Tannamille with a promise of keeping her station . . . at the eventual cost of her soul. Since that fateful day, three zantrist women had been sacrificed to him, their youth bestowed upon her each time. Had the zantrists continued with their usual ritual every thirteen years, Tannamille could conceivably live forever and never know the horrors the Dark One would visit upon her.
But this year, the Zantri Elders had not selected a replacement, and therefore a sacrifice, to the dark god Tannamille served. The god who now stood before her, gloating as he anticipated taking her instead.
"And has not yet arrived," she answered acidly.
The Dark One snickered. "Oh, but it will," he said. "Even I cannot challenge the march of time, as much as I would love to do so. But not in your case, of course. I think your selfishness has been served enough."
Tannamille blanched. "Are you saying it is not to happen tonight?"
A chuckle rolled forth from the Dark One's lips. "How am I to know? I am no harbinger of prophecy. Perhaps you should appeal to your god of portents," he said condescendingly. "But . . . oh, that's right; he so rarely sends you divinations anymore. Except when it pertains to your own doom."
The Oracle shrieked in frustration, the pitch of her voice echoing in the chamber. "Possible!" she cried. "Possible doom! No divination is absolute! I will have that zantrist harlot here before the turn of midnight, and you will not have my soul!"
"Oh, I will have it," the Dark One responded with calm surety. "Perhaps not tonight, my little lamb, but then . . . perhaps."
Tannamille seethed, trembling in fear at the possibility that, after merely more than half a century, she might have to pay the price to which she so willingly agreed as an impetuous and avaricious young woman. It seemed to her too short a time to enjoy the status she had come to take for granted.
"I did not come this far to not cheat you yet again," she claimed.
The dark god laughed softly. "The designs of mortals are always so amusing to me," he said, circling her as he spoke. "So sure of your strength of will, you are. So many of you have no grasp of what it truly means to live. You bemoan the inevitability of death and let it consume you. After so many eons, I am still perplexed by that fact. But the truth remains."
He faced her directly, and both his countenance and voice darkened. "You are not immortal. You all die. Every . . . last . . . one of you. It is simply a matter of circumstance, chance, and providence acting in concert. Make no mistake, Tannamille. You will die. And it will be a delicious event when you do."
She was about to retort when the chime sounded, indicating someone at her door. She glanced briefly to the towering portal that divided her chamber from the hall outside. "Report!" she called.
A voice filtered through disguised speakers. "We have captured the knight-gunman. He is being brought to you now."
"What of the woman?" cried the Oracle.
"He claims to have knowledge of her location. He wishes to parlay for his freedom."
A wicked smile crept slowly across Tannamille's face. "Oh, what beautiful irony," she muttered. She glanced to the Dark One. "Not even a knight-gunman is immune to the fear of death."
The man in black remained amused. "It would seem that way," he said. "But you should certainly know by now that not everything is exactly as it seems."
Tannamille huffed and stepped toward the door. "Bring him in!"
* * * *
Standing in readiness in the broad hall outside the Chamber of the Oracle, a dozen figures clad in sterling armor and hefting rifles awaited the approach of the prisoner. Though well-trained and outfitted with the ultimate gear, even they had to admit to some level of trepidation when it came to facing a knight-gunman.
At the far end of the corridor, a door opened. The man himself appeared, clad in his distinctive armor, wrists shackled before him. A single armored guard marched beside him, one hand upon a rifle, the other upon the knight-gunman's elbow. Their matched footfalls echoed within the hall.
As the knight was brought closer, the waiting guards fanned out, forming a circle which enclosed the prisoner and the guard which escorted him. Both stopped.
"Has the prisoner been searched?" asked the lieutenant of the Oracle's detail.
Silently, the escorting guard held up the knight-gunman's massive pistol.
The lieutenant smiled thinly. But then his eyes drifted down Gavin's armored body, noticing the hilt of a knife within its sheath at the man's right calf. "Why did you not take his blade?"
"Because I still need it," Gavin replied, before bursting into action.
With a jerk of his hands, the shackles were sundered, casting steel rings that flew through the air. In the same moment, the knight-gunman snatched both his pistol and the rifle from the escort while shoving the armored figure aside. Then he began firing.
The thunderous eruptions of his weapon filled the room. Five men, one after the other, were sent hurtling back, fatal wounds driving through their chests. Even as they still tumbled across the polished floor, Gavin tossed aside the pistol and opened fire with the rifle.
Chaos reigned. The armored guards cried out as more of them were brought down. Gavin moved swiftly and with superhuman poise, evading the attacks of his enemies. Bullets lanced through the air where he had been less than a heartbeat before. He pivoted, ducked, leapt, cutting down his foes. When the ammunition in the rifle ran out, he darted to close quarters, engaging a final trio of the Oracle's detail with his wrist blades.



A flurry of slashes sliced efficiently through armor, muscle and blood, leaving the men gasping and convulsing in their death throes. As the final man fell, clutching a neck gushing with blood, Gavin retracted the blades and calmly stepped back. He looked to the side, where Adastriana emerged, pulling off the helm she had worn as part of her disguise. She looked about at the carnage. In the space of mere seconds, Gavin had reduced a dozen men to nothing more than well-trained meat.
"It frightens me, how efficient you are," she said.
He gave a short, stiff nod. "Sometimes it frightens me, too," he admitted. He held out a hand. "The time has come."
Adastriana took a breath, then tentatively slid her hand into Gavin's. Together, they faced the impressive door to the Oracle's chamber.
* * * *
She did not need to be the True Oracle to deduce what had occurred on the other side of the chamber door. Tannamille sat upon her golden throne, glaring at the portal as she anticipated the arrival of her guests. She effected a haughty expression, conscious of the presence of the Dark One even if she could not see him.
"It seems your plan has developed a wrinkle," came the menacing voice.
"A minor one," she responded arrogantly. She pressed the aura-touched ring upon her finger, activating her personal armor. In a moment, she was surrounded in a hazy, shimmering field which no conventional blade or bullet could penetrate.
The chamber door burst open to an imposing sight. The armored knight-gunman, spattered with the blood of those he had slain, stepped boldly into the room, followed by the zantrist. Tannamille had to admit the knight was impressive. Under different circumstances, she might have made him her personal protector.
Gavin stopped halfway to the True Oracle's throne. Behind him, Adastriana pushed the door closed, then joined the knight. In contrast to Gavin, the zantrist looked timid, fearful. The Oracle smiled hungrily upon her.
She returned her attention to the knight-gunman. "So you have arrived," Tannamille said casually, as if greeting guests who had come calling for tea.
"I have never failed a quest," Gavin declared. "I was not about to begin with this one."
Tannamille gave a wry look. "How admirable."
"Of course, the real question here is, just what was my quest in the first place?" he continued, giving the Oracle a direct look. He reached over his shoulder and extracted from the small pack the book he had been given. Tannamille's superior smile drained away as she recognized it.
"You weren't expecting to see this, were you?" Gavin asked rhetorically. "In fact, you thought I was only charged with bringing Adastriana to you. That is, after all, what your divination told you, isn't it?"
The Oracle narrowed her eyes in angry suspicion. "Where did you get the Journal?"
Gavin ignored her question. "This," he said, holding up the book. "Was my quest. But so was Adastriana. I just did not know that at first. But now that I have brought them both here, everything I have learned makes sense."
"And just what have you learned?" the Oracle asked with a condescending glare.
"That the gods have abandoned you," Gavin said. "And with good reason. You have abused your power, and taken from those who came to replace you both theirs, and their lives. For four decades, you have maintained the corruption and the charade. You arrogantly thought you could continue forever.
"You see, after the revelation that you remained the Oracle and his daughter did not return home, the father of your first victim became suspicious. He devoted his life to finding her, taking an influential position that would give him the resources to find his daughter. Over the course of nearly forty years, he discovered what had happened, and he located his daughter's three most treasured possessions: a lady's silk handkerchief, the Journal of Insight, and the knife her father had given her for protection. But it was not until recently that he discovered who had killed his daughter, and why.
"But just a few days ago, after all those years of careful inquiry and some timely divinations, he learned everything. And thanks to Adastriana, all that he learned was told to me."
"It means nothing," Tannamille claimed. "You are a knight-gunman. You are bound by honor to serve your minister, who serves your sovereignty, which ultimately serves me."
The knight nodded. "That is true."
Tannamille sneered. "Take a knee."
Gavin did not hesitate to do as he was told. Beside him, Adastriana watched, having struggled to remain silent throughout the exchange. But now she could hold her tongue no longer.
"What are you doing?" she hissed.
"I am following my duty," Gavin explained calmly, keeping his eyes on Tannamille. "Something you will come to understand."
"All men and beasts have a place in the world, Adastriana," the Oracle said. "Especially you."
The zantrist stared at the woman. "What are you talking about?"
Tannamille sneered. "We will get to that in a moment." She addressed Gavin once more and stood, stepping away from her throne. She approached until she stood over the knight-gunman. "Give me the Journal."
"I cannot do that."
The woman's eyes flared. "Give me the Journal!"
"You do not seem to understand how a knight's quest works, Oracle. No one, not I, not you, not even the Dark One himself, can challenge the dictates of my quest."
"And just what, exactly, was this quest?"
Gavin met the woman's eyes. "To deliver this book to the True Oracle in Neustis."
The woman's face reddened with rage. "Then give me the journal!"
Gavin remained unfazed, speaking calmly. "You are not the True Oracle." He turned his head and looked calmly upon Adastriana. "She is."
With a frustrated cry, Tannamille slapped Gavin as viciously as she could. Thanks to her armor of haze, the blow left a slash across his cheek. Gavin only barely flinched. He did not touch the wound.
The Oracle stared hard upon Adastriana, who trembled with uncertainty and fear. "That is not to happen," Tannamille proclaimed, looking upon Gavin with contempt. "Unless I abdicate, which I will not do, or you kill me, which you cannot do."
Gavin stared back, blood trickling down his cheek. He looked as if he was waiting for something.
The Oracle took a step back. She chuckled malevolently. "What a tragedy. To be sent so far to exact a father's revenge, only to be undone by duty and honor. Draw the blade your minister gave you."
Again without hesitation, Gavin did so.
"How wonderfully poetic it will be for you to kill yourself with that knife, don't you think?"
Adastriana's eyes bulged. "What? No! Gavin!"
"Do it!" hissed the Oracle.
"No! Gavin, don't do it!" Adastriana shrieked.
But the knight-gunman gave his lover a strangely calm smile. "I must," he said, turning the knife about in his hand so that the tip was pressed against his midriff. "It is my duty." With those words, Gavin drove the blade into his belly. He grunted with the sudden, searing pain. His face quivered.
Adastriana turned away in horror. Her heart hammered. Tears flowed from her eyes.
"How delicious," commented the Oracle, watching Gavin as he swayed. She stepped closer, gloating. "I want you to know, before you die, that your lovely temple whore will die much more slowly than you, and that I will continue on as the True Oracle. Your life, Gavin Reed, has been meaningless."
The struggle to hold in the pain was telling upon Gavin's face. But even as the spectre of death hovered over him, he yet remained calm. "And yours was wasted," he responded. With the last of his strength, he jerked the blade from his abdomen, turned it about, and stabbed with all the force he could muster into and through the Oracle's haze armor.
The bloodied knife bit deep, all the way to the woman's spine. Shock and pain were instantly frozen upon her face. She looked down upon the impossible. No blade ever crafted was supposedly able to penetrate her defenses. "H-how . . .?"
Gavin stared into the dying woman's quivering eyes as she dropped to her knees before him. "Aura-touched," he spat. "By the spirit of the True Oracle you murdered. That, I think, is poetic." He settled a hand to the woman's forehead and shoved, sending her sprawling upon the golden floor. Then he also toppled onto his back, his own strength finally fleeing.
"Gavin!" cried Adastriana, falling beside him. "Don't die!"
He smiled through bloodstained teeth. "It is my duty and my destiny," he managed to say. He took up the book and offered it to her with a shaking hand. "For you, True Oracle. It is finally in your hands."
Gingerly, she took it, weeping upon Gavin's form as the man closed his eyes. His bloody lips curled into a smile.
A roaring howl suddenly filled the room, startling Adastriana. She looked to the still body of the Oracle, witnessing the most terrifying and fantastic thing she had ever witnessed. Shimmering, dark, demonic forms materialized in the air, kneeling over the dead woman's body like blacknails preparing to feast. But their clawed hands went through the flesh without marring it, and from the corpse they pulled a ghostly, struggling figure of an old woman, her face twisted in abject horror.
The voice that tore from her was ghostly and ethereal, filling the air with its terrified content. "Do not take me! Malefleas! I will do anything! Anything!"
But the demonic figures only laughed, shrill, evil, cackling sounds that bespoke an eternity of agony to come. Amid a brilliant flash of hellfire, they and the spirit of Tannamille were gone.
"Now that sight always brings a little tear to my eye," came a deep voice.
Adastriana lifted her head to behold the Dark One. He gave her a smile that seemed unexpectedly benevolent. "I am going to have fun with that one," he remarked casually. "As for you, True Oracle, I'll be expecting great things."
Adastriana was numb, unable to speak. The presence of a living god, especially one so nefarious, filled her with confusion and trepidation. She was unsure how to speak or act.
The Dark One stepped beside her, looking down upon Gavin's body. "A truly noble sacrifice," he said. "Even I was touched. Of course, I can appreciate the irony of the situation."
Adastriana sniffled, looking upon Gavin's calm, still face. "What irony?" she managed to ask, having found her voice.
The Dark One leaned over and whispered in her ear. "Why, the handkerchief, of course," he said simply.
A burst of hope blossomed in Adastriana's heart. The handkerchief! He said it would heal any wound, no matter how grievous! She clawed at Gavin's armor, finding the small breast pocket with the piece of white silk within. Clenching it in her teeth, she searched for the straps and buckles that secured the man's armor. In moments, her frantic movements had the chestpiece loosened enough that she could slip her hand within. She shoved the handkerchief inside, covering the wound, then cupped the man's face.
"Gavin," she said, then again and again, looking for any sign of life within him.
"This is not the end, Gavin," she insisted. "This was not your only destiny. Come back to me, Gavin. Come back to me!"
For moments that seemed endless, she stared upon the man, until finally, he heaved as new breath entered his body. His eyes flashed open wide. He slapped hands to the floor.
"Gavin!" Adastriana exclaimed, streaming new tears, those of delight. She clutched him tightly, head upon his chest.
Finally, she lifted up, smiling upon the man beneath her. He smiled back, fully and deeply. "I was rather hoping you would remember the handkerchief."
She rubbed tears from her face. "I had . . ." she looked around the chamber for signs of the Dark One, but there were none. ". . . an inspiration . . . ."
"Inspiration is always good," Gavin said as he sat up. He slid his hand beneath the armor and pulled out the once more pristine handkerchief. It felt differently now, less smooth. Onamara's aura, the knight realized, was gone. The power she had unintentionally infused into the handkerchief and knife had fulfilled its purpose. The revelation lightened Gavin's heart.
"What happens now?" Adastriana asked.
Gavin looked to her, then to the throne, then back. "I would say it is time you sat upon your throne."
The zantrist paled. "I cannot. I am not the True Oracle."
He stood and took her shoulders in hand. "I am afraid you are," he said. "That was the point of all this. To end the false oracle's reign and begin your own. That is your destiny."
Adastriana wavered on unsure feet. "I never wanted this," she insisted.
He shrugged. "I never wanted to die."
She sputtered an uneasy laugh. "Good point," she said, then looked to the book she still held. "Perhaps . . . ." she trailed off, turning the silver lock that held the Journal of Insight closed. It opened to a page inscribed with shimmering black ink, as if the words had just been written. Adastriana's eyes widened as she read the words.
"What does it say?" Gavin asked.
The woman turned away, reading the page and its words over and over. She stepped as if by chance to the throne, then sat upon it. Finally, she lifted her head to look upon Gavin. "It says-"
But she was interrupted as the doors burst open before a flood of armored men. They charged into the oracle's chamber but stumbled to a halt upon seeing the body upon the ground and the two strangers.
One of the men stepped forward. "The Oracle! You've killed her!"
A dozen weapons and more were leveled upon Gavin. At their distance, he knew, they would cut him down before he had the chance to engage them. After all, the only weapons he had left were his blades.
"No." The single word rolled out as if spoken by a dozen voices at once.
All eyes looked to Adastriana. She sat fully upon the throne, eyes ghostly white. The voices came from the air around her as her lips moved.
"The True Oracle has been found. She is Adastriana, Harbinger of the Rebirth. Her reign will return life to the world."
* * * *
Gavin looked down into the open courtyard below, watching the gathering that surrounded Adastriana. Over the course of the preceding few days, as news of the new True Oracle spread, envoys from all the sovereignties had begun arriving. They doted upon her, listening to the otherworldly voices that flowed from her lips. Adastriana spoke volumes, revealing new ways of tilling the land, of cultivating new crops, of taming the wastelands and bringing them back to fruition.
It may not have been the destiny you wanted, Adastriana, but you were needed. Gavin allowed himself a smile. He had not had a single moment alone with her, but he had expected that. His lover was a busy and much-demanded woman, now.
At least, for the next thirteen years . . . .
* * * *
The Minister of Compliance knelt before the altar within his study. Upon it lay the only picture he possessed of his long-dead daughter. Not a day in four decades had passed that he did not look upon it and hope for justice and salvation. Not a day had passed that saw a smile come to his lips.
But there was a smile now.
"It is finally done, my daughter," he whispered to her visage. "You may rest peacefully now, and know that I will soon be with you." He made the Circle of Life and stood.
"It might have helped had I known the truth from the beginning," came a familiar voice from behind.
The Minister turned, settling a proud gaze upon Gavin Reed, his most accomplished and trusted knight-gunman. "Had you known the truth, things would not have turned out as they did."
Gavin gave a small smile as well. "Perhaps not."
"So," said the Minister. "What comes of you now? I assume you have become part of the court of Her Truthfulness."
Gavin shook his head. "Actually, no," he said. "In fact, she did not even offer."
The Minister looked surprised. "She did not?"
The smile upon the knight-gunman's face grew. He was getting used to using his facial muscles in that way. "I think I have been in service long enough," he declared. "I have fulfilled the duties of my station; my seven years have passed."
The Minister nodded slowly in understanding. "What will you do?"
"I am not sure," Gavin said with a shrug.