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THE WEEKEND

 By Skye Warren

 


“Can you look up the
showtimes?” Melissa says from the bathroom. “I’ll just be a
minute.”

“I’m on it,” I call
back.

Her laptop sits open on the
dining room table, a ship amid a sea of open books and files. Work
has been a little intense for her lately, but she’s saving her
vacation time for our Cancun trip in the fall.

I sit down and tap the flat
mouse strip, moving the cursor into the address bar. I’ve already
got the query for the movie typed in, my pinky finger on the
Enter button, when I see the chat bubble in the bottom-right
hand corner of the browser.

Melissa86: I can’t
wait!

GearHead: My dick can’t
either.

Melissa86: LOL, is it good
and hard?

GearHead:
Always.

My first thought is that
she’s cheating on me. My second thought: my God, this is who
she’s chosen? What a ridiculous line. It’s easier to mock
GearHead than to think about the crushing, suffocating
feeling in my chest. My wife. The woman I love. How is it possible?
It’s not possible.

The water runs in the
restroom, and on autopilot, I click until the theatre listings pull
up. She comes behind me, smelling fresh from her shower. Her soft
lips leave moisture on my cheek where she kisses me.

Impulsively, I pull her
into my lap. Her smile warms me, even though it shouldn’t. Not
anymore.

“I love you,
Melissa.”

Her forehead leans against
mine. “God, I love you too, Wyle. So much.” She grins. “We have a
little time before the movie starts, right?”

“Right,” I say, even
though the letters on the screen are all a jumble to me. I can’t
tell which way is forward or back.

She reaches under my shirt.
Her hands have the same effect they always have. My heart pounds,
my cock gets hard. My mouth goes dry. I never want it to end. I
never thought it would.

* * *

Melissa asks me several
times if I’m okay. I say yes, and even though we both know it’s a
lie, she doesn’t call me on it. Instead she seems intent on making
me feel better. She makes lemon ricotta pancakes for breakfast. My
favorite. In the afternoon she watches the game with me. She hates
watching the game.

She studies me. “Are you
sure you’re okay? I can cancel dinner.”

“What dinner?”

“My friend from college is
coming over. Kelly. Remember?”

“Oh. Right.” I don’t
remember. I’m not sure if I would’ve without my world collapsing,
but either way, it’s news to me. “No, I’m sure it’ll be
fine.”

I could use a distraction.
I haven’t found the courage to bring up what I know to Melissa yet.
Partly that’s because I’m a coward, but truthfully I want just a
little more time with her. Because I know I won’t be able to stay
with her after this. As much as I love her and would do almost
anything for her, I need faithfulness. I need that trust. So I’d
rather live in this numb faux bliss for a few more hours than tell
her.

Another side of me doesn’t
even believe it. She’s too happy with me, her eyes too full of
love. We’ve even been thinking about having kids. I can’t imagine
she could cheat on me. That’s probably just denial talking, the
first stage of grief.

I help her prepare dinner,
ignoring the worried glances she sends me. I make garlic toast
while she preps the gnocchi and marinara sauce. I’m finishing up
the salad when she calls me into the dining room. I glance at the
clock as I pass. Her friend should be here any minute.

“Have a seat,” she says,
pointing to the head of the table where I usually sit.

Maybe if I weren’t so
distracted I would be more suspicious. Instead I sit down in a
trance-like state. She stands behind me and puts her mouth to my
ear.

“Are you sure you’re up
for this?”

My dick perks up at the
husky tone of her voice. Even if it wasn’t exactly what she meant,
I’m definitely up. I nod, and she runs her tongue along the outer
shell of my ear. My toes curl within the brown loafers and argyle
socks I wear.

“Hands behind your back,
love.”

I suck in a breath. What
about her friend? But her voice leaves no room for argument, and
besides, I want this. One more time. One last chance. I reach back,
and she latches my wrists together through the chair. The soft felt
inside our regular cuffs rubs gently against my wrists.

Coming around to the front,
she crosses her arms, plumping up those gorgeous breasts. She
examines me with a calculating, critical look that has me hard as a
rock. I love this stance on her. The harsh taskmaster. The stern
mistress. Of course, I always thought it was an act. I thought she
loved me on the inside. Instead, well, maybe this is the real
Melissa. Sexy and completely removed from me.

“Something’s not quite
right here.” She bends to unbutton my shirt, giving me a lovely
glimpse of her shadowed cleavage. Even doubting her, I find her
beautiful.

She tweaks my nipples until
they are firm and dark. The pinching sensation goes straight to my
dick. Reaching for my belt, she unbuckles and unzips me. The
elastic of my boxers stretches beneath my balls. My cock is heavy
and hard, bobbing gently in the air. I am trussed up and exposed.
She tsks gently.

“What a filthy little
slut. I’ve only just begun to touch you, and look, you are already
wet.”

She’s right. The tip of my
cock glistens with pre-come. Her words have only made things more
dire.

The doorbell
rings.

With a small smile, she
leaves the room. Panic floods my veins. Oh God. Her friend is here.
I’m bound to the dining room chair. My nipples have half-moon
indentations from Melissa’s nails. And my dick is hanging out of my
pants.

This is not
good.

My pulse thunders in my
ear, almost drowning out the light clack of heels as they approach
the room. I don’t know what to say or how to stop this. A soft moan
of mortification escapes me.

They enter the room.
Melissa’s friend, Kelly, turns out to be a tall, leggy blonde and I
want to die. I want the deep cherry wood floor to open up and
swallow me, because God. Both of them are so incredibly sexy. And
they’re watching me with identical expressions of wicked
intent.

Suddenly it’s too much. I
can’t look at them any longer, no matter how much I enjoy the
sight. I turn my face away and feel a flush heat my
cheeks.

“He’s shy,” Melissa says
with rueful forbearance.

“It’s okay. I’m a
stranger. It’s normal to need a few minutes to warm up to
me.”

“Let’s have dinner. I’m
sure he’ll come around.”

They talk as if I’m not
even really here. Or as if I’m some plaything. I must admit, it
makes me hot as hell. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch Kelly
sling her purse onto the back of her chair and sit down. Melissa
brings the food to the table. They make small talk about their
jobs, catching up since the last time they spoke. Kelly is some
sort of engineer and Melissa is in advertising, but they bond over
corporate goings-on.

I can barely make out the
words, because I am underwater. The liquid around me is
embarrassment and lust and elicit enjoyment of this debasement.
God, why is my cock still out? And it seems just obscenely big,
which at any other time might be a prideful statement, but not now.
Now it pokes out like some sort of horrible sex flag, just this
pirate ship signal, the scourge of the sea.

A fork appears in front of
my face. On its tines is a single gnocchi covered lightly in sauce.
She means to feed me. Humiliation runs down my spine. Obediently, I
open my mouth. I chew, I swallow. The conversation continues as if
there is not, in fact, an adult man being fed his dinner while
chained to the chair. I wonder if it’s possible for me to come
without any physical stimulation to my cock. If not, it’s a close
thing.

“This toast is a little
dry,” Melissa says.

Kelly takes a bite and
chews thoughtfully. “And lacking in salt.”

My dick thinks it has the
solution, and for once in its life, it’s right. Melissa reaches
down and swipes the tip, slathering the drop of pre-come across the
garlic toasts I made. Her eyes fall shut as she takes a
bite.

“Much better. Do you want
some?”

“Please.”

Melissa tickles the
underside of my cock until another drop of pre-come forms. Then she
transfers it carefully to her friend’s waiting piece of toast. A
groan of frustration rumbles through my chest.

“Does he always whine?”
Kelly asks.

“Usually. He tends to be
vocal.”

“I might have a solution
for that.”

“Yes, indeed. I was hoping
you would demonstrate for us.”

Kelly reaches into her bag.
My arms, my balls, my whole body is tight with anticipation. What
will she bring out? A ball gag? A whip to punish me when I make a
sound? I cannot deny the thrill inside me that this all seems to be
planned out. Orchestrated out of love by my wife. In this moment, I
cannot doubt her loyalty.

At first I only catch a
glimpse of black shiny latex and some sort of harness. It is only
when Kelly toes off her high heels and pulls up her dress, right
there in our living room, that I realize it’s a dildo. No,
that’s not the right word.

As if she can read my mind,
Kelly asks, “Do you know what this is?”

This is the first time
she’s spoken to me directly, and I stutter faintly. “It’s
a…strap-on?”

“Close, but no. It’s my
cock. Now answer. What is this?” She fists the thick member in her
hand.

“Your cock.” My voice is
threaded with fear. And insane arousal. Something is going to
happen with me and that rubber cock. I don’t know what it is, but I
loathe and crave it at the same time.

“Do you like my
cock?” Kelly asks, and I don’t really understand the
question.

I nod.

She steps closer and slaps
me—slaps me with her black rubber cock. It is heavier and
firmer than I expected, leaving a faint burn on my
cheek.

“Do you like my cock?” she
repeats.

“I like your cock,” I
answer dutifully.

“My goodness,” she tells
Melissa. “I would whip his ass until it bleeds for that
impertinence.”

My eyes go wide because a)
I hadn’t meant to be impertinent and b) whipping me until I
bleed? Jesus.

Melissa frowns at me. “He’s
usually more enthusiastic. He’s been off for the past couple
days.”

Here is where the
conversation finally takes form:

I can’t wait!

My dick can’t
either.

The chat must have been
about this. About Melissa’s surprise for me and Kelly’s rubber
dick. I feel awful for doubting Melissa.

I feel awful that she looks
unhappy now. I can perform better than this. I can make her proud.
Speaking without being spoken to is probably forbidden, but I do it
anyway.

“Your cock is lovely. It’s
so…big.”

Kelly smiles at my hesitant
praise. She runs her hand through my hair. Her nails catch on my
scalp. “Not too big for you to handle, I think.”

She presses the tip against
my lips. I am startled to confirm that it feels like a real dick.
That is, I’ve never sucked a real dick before, but I feel the
contours of its crown against my lips. As I open my mouth to let it
inside, I feel the flared head and straight veiny length fill my
mouth. The back hits my throat and I gag.

She pulls back. “Since this
is your first time, I’ll go slow. But you should focus on breathing
in through your mouth.”

“I’ll show him.” Melissa
kneels in front of me.

Lovely wet heat encompasses
my cock, the familiar ecstasy of her mouth. I groan around the
rigid rubbery cock in my mouth. Melissa runs her tongue around the
head of my cock, and I do the same to the ridge on
Kelly’s.

Melissa takes me in deep. I
struggle not to succumb to the pleasure. Lord knows my hips are
rocking up from the chair. Guttural groans emerge from my throat. I
focus all my energy on the cock in front of me, lavishing attention
on it, sucking at the head, trying to take it as far as my virgin
mouth will allow.

“He’s getting the hang of
it,” Kelly remarks, and I’m surprised to hear her voice breathy
with arousal.

This isn’t a real cock, but
she’s feeling the effects of my attention. But then, I know from my
time with Melissa that it’s far more about headspace than the body.
It’s far more about power than getting off. And in the tender way
Melissa cups my balls, I know it’s most of all about
love.

She set this up for me. For
her, too. She enjoys herself whenever we play together, but this
night was for me.

Suffused with gratitude, I
reapply myself to sucking this rubber cock, imagining that Kelly
can feel every stroke of my tongue. Melissa twists gently at my
balls in exactly the way I love. My body shudders in its
restraints.

Melissa’s hands spread my
legs apart, so that my ass is scooted down and my thighs rest on
the arms of the chair. An oiled finger (buttered?) slides between
my ass cheeks, seeking the puckered hole. It finds its way inside,
and I jerk and moan.

Her mouth takes up a steady
rhythm and I can’t hold back anymore. The pleasure is so goddamn
acute I could cry with it. Her finger in my ass makes me buck. I’m
going to come but I don’t have permission. Tears leak down my
cheeks but I don’t know whether they’re from humiliation about the
situation or just a physical side effect of this huge dick in my
mouth.

Or maybe they’re relief.
Melissa, my wife. I love you.

“Come, Wyle,” she murmurs,
before sucking me in deep.

I start to jerk my head
back, away from Kelly’s dick but she holds my head steady with a
hand in my hair. The feeling of being restrained is like oil on the
fire. I make little frantic sounds as I suck and writhe around
Kelly’s dick, with my own in Melissa’s mouth.

A quick tug and I’m done
for. Come shoots out from my dick, spilling into my wife’s waiting
mouth. I lose myself in the orgasm, seeing white-hot stars, rocking
the whole chair with the force of it. I bite down on Kelly’s dick,
and in the moments I come down, I’m glad it’s made of rubber and
not flesh.

I’m still in a loose
post-orgasmic state when I see Kelly packing up. She gives Melissa
a quick kiss on the cheek.

“You call me when you’re
both ready for more.”

“I’m sure we
will.”

They both disappear for a
moment, and I hear the front door close as Kelly leaves. Melissa
comes back into the room. She opens the cuffs and rubs my wrists. I
love that she does that every time she releases me, a show of love
wrapped up in sexual slavery. I pull her into my lap, just like
last night only completely different.

“So that was GearHead?” I
ask.

Her eyes widen. “How did
you…? Oh God.”

“It’s okay. I figured it
out now. Though you had me worried for a bit.”

She sighs, rubbing her
cheek against mine. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

I am quiet for two minutes,
wondering if there is any answer to give except the truth. There’s
none. “I wasn’t sure I could leave you,” I admit. “Even though I
would have had to.”

She meets my worried gaze.
“I like to test you,” she says. “But not like that.”

“Like this,” I affirm,
flicking my gaze to Kelly’s empty seat.

“Did you like
it?”

“I loved it. And I love
you.” Hunger has returned to my body as she sits in my arms. I
remember that she hasn’t come. Kelly didn’t either. Only me, and a
humble appreciation for my lovely wife tightens my throat. “I think
you’re due a little something.”

“Oh, love. I’m due a very
big something. I’m pregnant.”

My heart swells
uncomfortably, and I think it might burst right then. I put my hand
to her belly, though it’s still flat. She lets me keep it there,
though. It feels like a communion. We are connected on every level,
body and mind. A baby.

I feel the requisite fear
of being a new father, the pride as well. But most of all, at this
moment, I feel honored to have been chosen by this woman. When I
finally stir myself to move, I take her into the bedroom and return
the favor. By now I know all the best ways to honor my
wife.

 


Read how it all began for
Wyle and Melissa in Sweetest
Mistress.

 


 








 


PARTY FAVORS


By Aubrey Watt

 


The party was a success.
Guests swallowed champagne, laughter rose above the colored lights
on the terrazzo, and great men cuffed in diamonds pretended to be
interested in what the others had to say. The entire grounds were
decorated in winter colors for the opening of the new Fassini line
of lingerie, and ice fountains glittered with rivulets of vodka.
Tuxedoed waiters carrying trays of cocktails moved expertly through
the crowd and girls wearing the new line posed on white pedestals,
showing off the tailored pieces to the guests who affected to know
more than they did about needle lacing and silks. There had never
been a spectacle like it, or so they said.

Irina was bored as
hell.

She leaned over the
balcony, a glass of champagne hanging limply in her hand, and
brushed back her long blond hair. An hour ago she might have cared
about looking pretty, but what had it gotten her except envying
looks from the older women and a pinch on the ass from the prime
minister? There was nobody here she could talk to, nobody who was
any fun at all. Walter was out in the crowd, talking business
loudly with a group of men. Probably corporate. Sighing, she pushed
herself upright and decided to go back into the house to see if she
could find someone to talk to, or maybe just another drink to numb
her irritation. She hadn’t even wanted to come tonight.

“You’ll come because I
asked you to come, understand?” Walter had been dressing in the
mirror, his gut hanging out over his dress pants. He had hired
Irina as a personal assistant, but lately that had meant doing
errands that were more and more…personal. Like going as his date to
an important company event and helping him get ready
beforehand.

“It’s not as though
anybody would mind if you went alone, Walter.” Irina put back the
cuff links he had picked and chose another pair, ones that matched
his new watch. Had he bought that watch just for this party? An
exasperated sigh escaped from her lips. She was irked because he
hadn’t asked her to come to the event until the day before, and
when she had told him that nothing in her closet was suitable, he
had torn out a blank check from his checkbook, signed it, and
thrown it in her face, telling her to go pick something up quick.
“You’re going to be talking with corporate all night and I won’t
know anyone.”

“It doesn’t matter,” he
said brusquely, adjusting his tie in the mirror. “Nobody cares
about you. But everyone from corporate will be bringing wives or
mistresses, and I won’t be outdone.” He coughed and hopped a
little, cinching his belt one notch tighter against his belly. The
effect was that of a stuffed pig. She imagined an apple in his
mouth and stifled a giggle.

Won’t be outdone? Well, she
wasn’t going to be outdone either. In her rage against him, she had
taken his check right on over to the fashion district and picked
out the most expensive dress she could find. And some shoes to
match. If he was going to be rude, then she would make him pay. The
pale blue dress fit her perfectly, flowing loosely over her body,
like a column of ice carved into undulating shapes. When she moved,
the folds of the gown flashed like diamonds in the light and the
color set off her sky blue eyes. But now Walter had abandoned her,
and not a soul detached themselves from the crowd to come talk with
her. He was right, she thought. Nobody
cares.

She strode across the
courtyard, her dress shimmering, reflecting the light that danced
over the pools and fountains. As she moved through the arched
doorway, she passed by guests oohing and aahing over a short ivory
chemise. Too many people. She kept walking with a purposeful
stride and ended up stalking past the coat room and into a dim
hallway flanked by high wooden doors. Pretending to look at the
artwork on the walls, she wandered deeper into the house, looking
back over her shoulder to make sure nobody was following. Back in
the entryway the talking grew louder, and she recognized the prime
minister’s voice chortling above the group’s murmurs. Before they
could come into sight, she seized the handle of the nearest door
and pushed her way inside, closing it quickly behind her. Then she
turned around and gasped.

There was a waiter sprawled
across the leather couch, a book in his hands. He seemed just as
surprised to see her as she did him, and he quickly tossed the book
down and stood up nervously.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he
stammered, adjusting the bow on his tuxedo. “I was just taking a
break, and—well, that is, I—”

Irina did not speak for a
moment, but simply stood, looking him over. He was a young man,
slender, with a muss of brown hair that was as disheveled as his
dress shirt. He saw her eyes come to rest on his hair, and he
blushed, combing it back with his fingers. “I’m so sorry, ma’am.
Please don’t tell my boss. I-I was just taking a break,” he
finished limply, repeating himself.

Irina smiled. “So was I.”
She walked over to the boy and bent over, picking up the book and
looking idly at the cover. Chekhov, The Seagull. “This is
from Russia, same as me.” She flashed her blue eyes up at him. “How
do you like the story?”

The waiter exhaled in
relief. “It’s great. I mean, this whole library—” he gestured
around, “I wish I had a room like this.” Irina looked around the
room for the first time, taking in the shelves of books and plush
leather furniture. She looked back at the boy, whose brown eyes
gazed at her expectantly. His hands were clasped obediently behind
his back.

“It’s a good place to take
a break,” she agreed, and turned to the shelves, tracing a long
finger along the tops of the book spines. “The party, it was...”
She trailed off, shaking her head slightly.

“Boring,” the boy said,
and bit his lip as she turned to face him. “I mean, I saw you on
the balcony. You seemed kind of bored.” He shrugged, looking
impossibly American.

“To tears,” Irina said,
making the waiter chuckle and run his hand nervously once more over
his hair. She was struck with a sudden urge, and turned back
towards him, stepping closer, until they were face to face. He did
not move, though his brown eyes followed her actions questioningly.
She lifted her hand to his face and pushed a lock of brown hair
behind his ear, tracing a line down his neck with her manicured
nails. She leaned forward, whispering. “But now, I think, there is
some excitement.”

His breath caught in his
throat, and she ran her fingers back up to his face, parting his
lips. He bent his head suddenly to take her fingers into his mouth
and her body arched involuntarily into his. Her reaction gave him
confidence, and he grasped her hips with his strong hands, pressing
his mouth onto hers in a deep kiss. She felt him grow excited
against her belly, and his fingers gathered up the fabric of her
sheer dress, cupping her bare buttocks underneath.

He broke the kiss then,
grinning. “A lingerie opening and you’re not wearing any
underwear?”

“Blasphemous, I know,” she
said, unbuttoning his shirt as quickly as she could. “I was never
any good at parties.”

He pulled off his shirt and
bent again, kissing her neck. “Don’t they have parties in Russia?”
he teased, licking her earlobe playfully.

She laughed, stretching her
neck to the side and letting one of her dress straps fall over her
shoulder, exposing her slight cleavage. “Not like this one,” she
said, stroking the front of his pants which by now was bulging
noticeably. “Why don’t you show me what an American boy can
do?”

With this, the dark-haired
waiter lost all hesitation, and pushed her down fiercely onto the
couch, sucking and licking her neck with wild abandon. He pulled
his belt off in one gesture, and Irina drew up the skirt of her
dress, moaning softly in anticipation. Instead of undoing his
trousers, he seized both of her wrists and pulled them above her
head. He wrapped the belt expertly around her slim wrists in a
figure eight pattern, cinching the knot snug. Her blue eyes flashed
with danger, but he grinned kindly. “We Americans are all boy
scouts, you know. Knots and all.” Leaving one hand to pin her arms
down on the couch, with the other he pulled down the front of her
dress and began to suck at her breast. His tongue traced the light
aureole as he cupped her with his free hand, and she cried aloud
with pleasure.

“Hey, you have to be quiet
in a library,” the waiter teased, and pulled a handkerchief from
his pocket. “Do I need to gag you too?” He waved the kerchief
tauntingly over her face.

Another smile flickered
across her lips. “You can’t be too careful,” she said, and leaned
forward. He raised his eyebrows but obeyed, looping the fabric
snugly around her head and gagging her mouth. After he had finished
tying the knot, he paused, looking questioningly into her eyes. In
response, she threw her bound hands around his neck, pulling him
back down to her breasts.

Her legs wrapped around him
and he bent down to unzip his pants, all the while sucking and
licking her nipples. As he pulled off the last of his clothes,
however, the door to the library opened again, and a silhouette
framed the doorway.

“Josh, you in here?” A
blond waiter stepped inside, peering around. Irina had gone still
as soon as she heard the door, but the man on top of her
laughed.

“Right here, Mark. Close
the door, for god’s sake.” The blond waiter saw them on the couch
and stopped short, mouth agape. Then he grinned and turned briskly,
closing and locking the door.

“Looks like the party’s in
here,” he said, stepping forward to lean against the nearest
shelf.

Josh looked down at Irina.
“Think you can handle two American boys?” he asked lightly. Irina
simply closed her eyes and tightened her legs around him, groaning
behind the gag. Her body ached with expectancy. This was more than
she had anticipated, but it sounded like the two men were ready to
please her. And it had been a long time since she had been so
excited.

Mark strode forward,
ripping off his clothes as though he were in his own bedroom. “I
got a nice tip from one of the guests,” he said, and casually
tossed a bag of white powder onto the end table. Josh let out a low
whistle but continued to stroke Irina’s breasts, pressing his hard
thigh in between her legs. She moaned.

Quickly, Mark spilled the
powder onto the table, cutting it into lines. He knelt forward, his
blond hair falling in front of his eyes, and inhaled the cocaine,
wiping his nose as he came up. His light eyes were bright, rapt
with narcotic stimulation. He nodded towards Irina. “Does she like
to party?”

His casual question
electrified her. It had been years since she had experimented with
drugs, but tonight she was ready for anything. She rolled over,
kicking Josh backwards, and tried to lean forward towards the lines
on the table. Josh laughed aloud at her excitement, but Mark pushed
her back onto the couch and yanked her dress off completely,
denying her for the moment. As Josh stooped over the table,
snorting lines of coke, Mark pulled Irina’s hair back and licked
her throat. She whimpered impatiently.

“Eager, aren’t you?” he
said, tugging lightly on her long blond hair. One hot hand ran over
her body and in between her legs, touching wetness. He petted her
moist slit as he licked her neck over and over again. She was
sticky with sweat and desire.

Josh came back to her,
pupils dilated as the drugs hit his blood instantaneously, and
began stroking her arms and wrists, pulling lightly at the binding
and kissing the inside of her elbow. Her eyes rolled back into her
head as he pressed his erect member to her side, thrusting slowly
against her damp skin. She twisted towards him, breathing lustily,
but his strong arms held her down between the two men. Her whole
body was tensed with longing and she twitched under Mark’s probing
hands.

Mark drew his wet fingers
from between her. There was a twinkle in his eye as he leaned back
to the table and into the half-empty bag of cocaine. When he came
back he dangled his fingers, now coated in the white powder, above
her face. Irina licked her lips. Then he reached down and plunged
his fingers inside of her.

Irina’s mind exploded in
ecstasy, black thrills of pleasure running through her body. She
moaned hard under the gag and ground herself against Mark’s strong,
thick fingers. Josh kneaded her breasts and she squirmed in
agonized bliss, riding wave after wave of orgasms, blind with
excitement. The two bodies on either side of her were warm and wet,
and she felt erotic flames burning her skin as they moved against
her, both of them hard and ready.

The leather was slick with
sweat, and she lay back exhausted, trying to catch her breath under
the gag as the initial stimulation wore off. Mark took her head in
his hands and tried to loosen the binding slightly, but she shook
her head no. Josh picked up the bag from the table lazily, twirling
the bag between his fingers. She watched as he took a large pinch
of the powder and sprinkled it over her wetness. The narcotics hit
right away, and she could feel her heart pounding, her nerve
endings shockingly aroused from the drug. Josh bent his head down
between her legs and started licking her, working the cocaine deep
into her slit, prodding her folds. She rocked back and forth,
pushing herself down onto his tongue, begging him silently not to
stop. His tongue danced over her red, swollen clit and something
inside her let go. She wrested herself wildly from side to side as
the intensity carried her over the precipice into
darkness.

And now she only saw things
in flashes, bright impressions one after another as her mind
drifted apart from her body, lost in a sea of pleasure.

Mark massaging her thighs,
his hot erection pressed against her stomach, writhing as their
sweat mingled.

Hands pressed against her
cheeks, her gagged lips, brushing her sweat-drenched hair from her
face.

Josh’s soft lips on her
shoulder, a playful bite, running his teeth along her collarbone;
she could feel every pinprick.

Mouths moving over her
salty skin, drinking her in, lapping at her juices.

Somewhere along the way her
bindings came undone, and she came back to earth to find herself
standing in front of Josh, her hands on his broad shoulders. He was
holding her up, looking into her eyes. Her tongue pushed against
the wet fabric of the gag, and she whimpered. He reached behind her
head and loosed the knot, pulling it down. Her lips were red and
raw where the fabric had strained across them. Josh grazed a thumb
over her bottom lip, and she was overcome by dizziness.

“Are you okay?” he asked,
steadying her as she caught her balance. She met his gaze and
pulled herself forward to nuzzle at his chest, tiptoeing her
fingers across his muscular torso. Then she raked her nails across
his back, hard, and he yelped in surprise.

“Should have left my hands
tied,” Irina said. “I am a very dangerous creature.” He caught her
wrist as she pulled away.

“Then I’ll have to be more
careful from now on,” Josh said, and pinned her arms behind her,
lifting her up by the waist against his arched cock. She clenched
her knees around his hips and slid herself down onto his throbbing
shaft, using her pinned arms as a point of leverage. Up and down,
up and down, she squeezed herself tightly around him. He gasped,
rocking into her, and gripped her buttocks firmly with his free
hand, helping her find her rhythm on top of him.

From the darkness behind
them, Mark came back into view, draping a strong hand over Josh’s
shoulder before stepping around Irina’s back. She felt his hands
stroke her lean body from the nape of her neck to her lower back.
He brushed her hair aside and her back arched instinctively. She
continued thrusting herself rhythmically against Josh’s strong
pelvis, but her attention turned to the boy behind her, now
breathing closely against the small of her back. His lips, now,
pressed lightly, drifting back and forth across her spine. His
hands supported her taut buttocks, alternately rubbing and
squeezing, and her muscles, once tense, melted under his pressure.
Now Josh was carrying her weight, bouncing her on his cock, and
Mark opened his mouth, caressing the base of her spine with his
tongue, drawing circles on her skin. She pitched forward and back
on the rock hard shaft, and Mark moved with her, sucking and
massaging.

Time slowed down, and Josh
eased his long member into her, breathing heavily. Mark moved his
kisses down her back into the crease between her butt cheeks. Then
he gripped her lean hips tightly and spread her buttocks apart with
his thumbs. His tongue pushed its way down and circled her anus,
prodding the sensitive flesh. She bit down on her lip to keep
herself from crying out in delight as she felt first one finger,
then two, penetrate her from the rear. Electricity ran through her
body, and she shook with delight, now bucking furiously against
Josh. Mark stood up and in one motion plunged his cock into her
ass. A soundless gasp escaped her parted lips. Every nerve felt as
though it was on fire, and her vision swam before her
eyes.

Irina’s body thrilled to
feel the two men fill her from both sides. Animal sounds filled her
ears as they pumped her eagerly, front and back, faster and faster.
Their bodies pressed passionately into hers and her breath was
driven from her lungs as she rode them furiously. In her ear she
heard Mark let out a cry, and she felt his thick rod shiver as he
pushed in violently against her sweetly burning hole, burying
himself to the hilt in her white flesh. In the echo of Mark’s cry
Josh wrapped his arms around the three of them. His rod was like a
jackhammer from the front, and Irina joined him in his climax,
moaning and writhing as they rode over the edge
together.

Their bodies were warm and
slicked with sweat, and Irina’s hair had gone dark with moisture as
they tugged their clothes back on. Mark bent over to do one more
line of coke, but Josh helped Irina into her dress and to the door.
When he opened the door for her, she turned to face him.

“Thanks for the
excitement, American boy,” she said, brushing her lips lightly
against his.

“Anytime,” Josh replied.
“Don’t get too bored.” He smiled and reached out to adjust her
dress strap.

“If I do get bored, I’ll
know where to find you.” Irina turned on one foot and sauntered
down the hallway. At the end of it she found Walter, drunk as a
skunk, picking up his coat.

“Irina!” he cried. “Where
have you been all night?” He held out his arm, and she took it
lightly, letting herself be escorted down the stairs.

“Oh, you know,” she said,
suppressing a mischievous grin. “Just enjoying the
party.”
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CHIKAN: TAKEN IN PUBLIC ON THE MORNING TRAIN

 By Ellen Dominick

 


I look up from my
smartphone to the station. Shinjuku Station. Throngs of people move
past me, a river that never ends. I’ve never seen so many people
before in my whole life.

Even at night, the square
is lit up with bright lights. I remember the first time I went to
New York and stared at Times Square with awe. It seemed almost
impossible to me for buildings to be so tall. So, what would I have
thought if I had come here? The giant video screens stretch across
the main street like a panoramic movie screen.

Men with boy band hair
loiter on the corners. There are women too, with short skirts and
bottle blonde hair. Cars pull up and drive them into the dark
streets, returning only minutes later to drop them off again. The
scene plays itself out over and over again. I wonder how well they
are payed?

Then there is the cross
walk. I join the giant crowd of people waiting to cross the huge
intersection of streets. We watch the screens that switch from
news, to music videos, to advertisements for food. The light
changes and we all walk across the largest intersection in the
world. Even as we meet the large crowd coming towards us, there is
no chaos. No one even bumps into me.

The streets are alive with
every kind of entertainment. Food, theaters, alcohol, sex, you name
it and it’s here. Today I don’t have time to explore these streets.
I’ve done enough exploring for the day. My body aches, and my arms
are weighed down by brightly colored paper bags.

I keep walking until I am
past the lights and the glitz. Now the streets are lined by somber
apartment buildings, their sleek black faces stretching to the sky.
I almost feel like I don’t belong here, but now I’m almost
home.

Just another corner and I
am there. I still can’t believe it when I look up at the building.
The façade is minimalist, grey metal geometric shapes with light
glowing from within. As I walk in the door, I see the
receptionist.

“Goodnight, Ms. Lawrence,”
she says, smiling.

“Goodnight,” I say
back.

There is a wall length
mirror behind the receptionist’s desk and I catch myself in it. My
long hair is disheveled, my clothes are drenched with sweat, and
I’m hunched over from tiredness. As if it wasn’t obvious enough
that I didn’t belong in a place like this. I pass a hand through my
hair and stand up straight. There isn’t anything I can do about the
sweat. Oh well, at least it’s a bit better.

I make my way to the
elevator, and I slump again as soon as the door closes. No one here
to see me now. When I finally reach my floor I pull myself
together. Only a little more now.

Our apartment is all the
way at the end of the hall, nice and secluded from everyone else.
When I get to the door, I press the little button that activates
the video doorbell. I still love using this thing. My job was
really too nice with this apartment.

“Erica, it’s me,” I say. I
wave to the little camera.

I wait a few moments,
leaning against the door until I hear it unlock.

“Hey!” Erica says. She has
a huge smile on her face. “I was starting to worry about you, Sam.
Where have you been?”

“All over the place,” I
say.

I shuffle into our entryway
and Erica grabs my bags. It takes me a few minutes to join her in
the living room because I’m still pretty bad at taking my shoes off
quickly. Note to self: get some easy slip off shoes.

“So, how was your
sightseeing? See any cute guys? Got any numbers for me?” Erica
asks.

“Ha,” I say. “I was too
busy getting lost every five minutes to pay attention to guys.
Anyway, we’re here to work, you know. Not date.”

I sit down on the couch
next to the pile of bags, and when I finish talking I throw a couch
pillow at Erica. She catches it, laughing.

“Hey, work doesn’t start
until tomorrow. I’m free to dream until then,” Erica says. “So, get
your lovely roommate anything?”

“No,” I say. I cross my
arms. “Since she wouldn’t even go to Tsukiji with me.”

“Come on! Don’t punish me
because I’m jet-lagged and didn’t want to go to a fish market
before the sun was even up,” she says. “I’ll do the dishes for a
week, I promise.”

“Deal. Close your eyes and
put out your hands.”

I put a small poster and a
large plush doll in her hands.

“Okay, open your
eyes.”

The figures on the
souvenirs are tall and their whole bodies look like long tapered
pink cylinders. There are two of them and they hold hands, smiling
at the camera. When Erica sees them, she bursts out in
laughter.

“You got me a plush penis?
That’s hilarious!” she says.

I try not to laugh, but
she’s laughing so much that I do too.

“No, that’s Noppon. It’s
the Tokyo Tower mascot!” I say.

“Right, long pink
cylinders totally look more like Tokyo Tower than a penis. Of
course.”

I show Erica the rest of my
souvenirs from all of the monuments that I’ve visited today. I even
show her the new business clothes that I bought, but then I glance
at the clock.

“Come on, it’s late. We’ve
got to get up early tomorrow,” I say.

“Fine, but you’ve got to
try on your outfit for tomorrow,” she says.

I go to my room and change.
It feels good to be out of those sweaty clothes and feel the cool
air conditioning against my skin. I bought several white dress
shirts that were specially made to wick away sweat. As I put one
on, I remember that they would have fit perfectly if they didn’t
stretch so tightly over my chest.

Next, I pull on some sheer
panty hose. I bought several wrinkle proof black pencil skirts.
They strain to cover my ass, but they still look pretty good. It’s
going to take a little while getting used to shopping here.
Finally, I slip into some demure black high heels. Okay, now to
show Erica.

By the time I head back
into the living room, she’s already in her pajamas.

“Oh, well don’t you look
like a sexy secretary,” she says. She spins me around to get a 360
view and I blush.

“Just two things,” she
says. “Fix the shirt.”

Erica unbuttons my dress
shirt until you can just start to see the swell of my breasts
pressing against the white fabric.

“And lose the
hose.”

I look down.

“You’re sure?” I
ask.

“Totally,” she says. “Oh,
and you should be careful looking like that on the
train.”

“Why?”

“Don’t you remember when
they told us about chikan during our training? Guys grope
girls on the crowded trains. They can’t do anything about it
because there’s no room to move. Make sure that you get on the
ladies’ only car tomorrow.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot all
about it. I figured they’d ignore me because I’m a foreigner,” I
say.

“Yeah, right. Not in that
outfit,” Erica says. “Anyway, see you in the morning.
Goodnight.”

“Night.”

As I walk back to my room
and get ready for bed, I think about Erica’s words. The ladies’
only cars are only at the front and back ends of the train, so I’ll
have to get up early to make it. But did it really matter? They
also told us that we shouldn’t put our underwear out to dry because
someone might try to steal them. Aren’t those just urban
legends?

I change into a towel and
head to the bathroom. A cloud of steam billows into my face when I
open the door, wrapping me in humidity. I guess Erica got to it
before I did. Oh well, it’s nice and warm this way. I step in and
start to shower. It’s amazing how nice the soap feels slipping all
over my skin, washing all the dirt and sweat away.

It’s strange, I know, but
when Erica said someone might grope me on the train I could feel my
pussy heating up. It was kind of exciting. I could even feel my
heart beat a little faster at the thought of it. Hands pushing my
legs open. Stroking my thighs. Tweaking my nipples until they were
hard and visible under my shirt. All while everyone else on the
train watched, while the other men sat with their dicks hard as
rocks and wishing that they were the ones touching me.

But that would never
happen, right? If someone were molesting me, I should call them out
on it. Anyway, there’s no way a train full of people would let that
happen to a girl.

I turn off the shower and
head to bed. It’s hard to go to sleep because I can’t get those
roaming hands out of my mind. I touch myself and I’m sopping wet,
but I fall asleep before I can get any satisfaction.

* * *

I wake up to the sound of
Erica’s voice.

“Sam! Get up! Weren’t you
supposed to leave before me? You’re gonna be late!” she says. She
bangs the door as she shouts.

I look at the
clock.

“Shit!”

I jump out of bed and
scramble to get dressed. Thank goodness I had laid out my clothes
the night before. A few minutes later I am clothed and brushing my
teeth furiously.

“I’ve gotta go. The train
for the North branch is leaving soon,” Erica says. “Good luck, and
remember what I told you.”

I make a kind of
affirmative noise through the toothpaste foam and then I hear the
door close behind her. I spit out the toothpaste, slap on my
makeup, and make my hair look less like a bird’s nest. I look at
myself. Surprisingly, it doesn’t look like I just rolled out of
bed. So far so good.

Okay, what’s next? I grab
my briefcase, making sure my papers are inside. A protein bar for
breakfast. My phone. Finally I grab my keys and run out of the
door.

My train has just arrived
when I make it to the station. I don’t have any time to run to the
ladies’ car, if I miss this train I’ll be late for my very first
day. No way. I get into the orderly line of people waiting just in
front of the doors. More people line up behind me, and everyone
seems eager to board. I guess we all woke up late this
morning.

When the doors open, the
people spill inside like a river. I’m pushed deeper and deeper
inside the train until I’m packed tight between two tall guys. The
doors don’t close immediately though. I see attendants pushing a
few people on to the train, straining to fit them into the crowd.
It seems impossible, but they make it. Of course, that only
squishes the rest of us even tighter.

At first I just look around
to make sure that I’m on the right train, and going in the right
direction. Then I relax. If I hurry from my station, I’ll make it
right on time.

Then I start looking at the
other people on the train. I can’t turn to look, since we’re packed
so tightly, but I glance at the people in front of me. It seems
like all of the men are extremely uncomfortable.

Many of them are gripping
the supporting rings with both hands. I know exactly where
their hands are. Nothing to worry about there. I just wish they
weren’t taking up all the supporting rings. Since I can’t reach
them I just get pushed against the people next to me. Every time
the train swerves I almost fall over. Other men hold their
briefcases in front of them, shielding their crotches from rubbing
up against women.

I’m wedged against a guy
who is facing me. I look up at him and smile. He just looks away,
as if I’m not even there. These guys are petrified of being
accused. I think I’m in safe hands.

The next couple of minutes
of the train ride are rough, and I am constantly pressed against
the men around me. I feel like a rag doll, just being tossed about
by the movement of the car. I never would have guessed how hard it
is to balance in heels.

When a particularly hard
swerve comes I feel a hand hold me. It wraps around my arm and
grazes my breast, but when I’m stable again it’s gone. I feel weird
at first, but I’m sure it was a mistake. Some guy probably just
took pity on me and tried to hold me up. That’s nice,
right?

There is another turn and
the hand is there again, only this time it doesn’t leave. He cups
my breast, not moving, but holding me in the palm of his hand. Is
he waiting for something?

Chikan, I think. This is a
molester. Some guy is trying to grope me. I should scream! But as
these thoughts rush through my head, I feel my nipples growing hard
under his touch. But isn’t this what I was dreaming about? Maybe
it’s okay. Just this once.

The hand starts to move, as
if he’s guessed that I’m not going to tell. It squeezes my breast,
massaging me slowly and gently. I look up at the man in front of me
and his eyes are focused on the hand. His breathing seems to be
getting ragged, but when he notices me looking at him he turns away
again. Enjoy the view, old man.

The hand moves to the
center of my shirt and flicks open two buttons. My bra is
completely exposed now and my nipples are obvious against the thin
lace. At first the fingers rub me through the fabric, but then he
pops my breasts out of the cups. Sitting on my bra like that they
look even bigger and fuller than normal.

Now the old man can’t take
his eyes off of me. He doesn’t move, but he stares at my nipples as
the fingers play with them. When the train curves I press up
against him again, this time my bare chest against his shirt. He
turns completely red and starts to sweat so much that I feel a
little sorry for him.

I feel another hand touch
my leg while the other continues to tease my nipples. He strokes my
inner thighs, sending little sparks of pleasure up my legs. His
hand goes higher and higher, but then my skirt stops him. It’s too
tight for him to move.

He leaves my thigh and I
hear the sound of a zipper. My skirt is open half way, and he dives
his fingers down to finish what he was doing. They tickle my thighs
just below my pussy. I’ve already soaked through my panties, and I
just want him to touch me, but he doesn’t.

Instead he cups my ass,
squeezing each cheek forcefully. He even smacks them, making them
jiggle around in my skirt. His other hand leaves my breast, and
both hands cup my ass. They push my cheeks apart and then I can
feel the hardness of a dick pressing into me.

I should be scared. A
random stranger is rubbing himself against me on a crowded train.
It’s crazy, but it only makes me even wetter. I grind myself into
him and feel him stiffen even more.

He quickly moves his hands
from my ass and finds my pussy. He pushes his fingers against my
panties, feeling how wet they are. When he starts to stroke me I
want to moan, but I force myself to keep quiet. His touches come
faster and faster, and soon I’m not even thinking about the train
anymore. I don’t even mind the old man watching, and I can’t hear
the sound of the tracks speeding by. Just these fingers stroking my
throbbing clit.

Finally he pushes my
panties aside and touches me. For some reason this shocks me out of
my dream. I never thought he would go this far. I look at the train
map. There are only a few stations left before my stop. I can’t get
off the train looking like this.

But when he dives his
fingers into me, all of those thoughts stop. I can feel him get all
coated in me, his hands get all slick from my juices and slide into
my pussy so effortlessly. One hand pushes in and out of me while
the other plays with my clit. My whole body starts to melt from the
pleasure.

I want to see him. I want
to see the stranger who has his hand buried deep inside of me. But
I can’t even turn around. Is he handsome? Did he think today was
going to be his lucky day?

My skin must be hot to the
touch, I feel waves of warmth traveling all over me. My legs are
starting to get weak now and I bite my lip to stop moaning. Then
his hands are gone and I’m left just on the brink of
coming.

There’s the sound of some
kind of wrapper rustling. Oh no, I think. Then he lifts up my
skirt. Not here, he couldn’t be serious. But then I feel him. His
hard dick is pressed up against my pussy, teasing me.

I look around me to see if
anyone is watching. The old man seems like he can’t believe his
eyes, but he’s the only one staring. Everyone else seems to ignore
me. I catch a few men peeking at me from the corner of their eyes.
No one is even watching, so what’s the harm, I think.

I push into him a little
bit, and he drives all the way in. It’s so hard that he throws me
against the old man, and I have to use him for support. With each
thrust, I push against his chest.

The man behind me doesn’t
take any time starting slow. He thrusts all the way in each time,
ramming into the walls of my pussy. With each stroke I feel my
pussy tighten around him. I’m so close!

Then he uses one hand to
stroke my clit and in a few moments, I come. He keeps thrusting,
even harder now. Before long I feel him stiffen. He comes too and
pulls out of me gently.

I look up at the map again.
Only one station to go, just in time. I push myself off of the old
man and I give him an apologetic look. I feel a little sorry, but
he was enjoying the view the whole time anyway.

Then the man behind me
touches me again. Only this time he is reversing what he did. He
puts my panties back into place, pushes my skirt back down, and
zips me up. He even buttons up my shirt and smooths it down so that
it doesn’t look too suspicious. What a gentleman!

He finishes his clean up
right before the doors open, and I don’t even have the time to
whisper thank you. The river of people flows back on to the
platform, pushing me out of the car. I turn around to try and catch
a glimpse of him, but all I see are business men and women rushing
to the subway gates. It could have been anyone.

Before I leave, I run to
the bathroom to check if I really look presentable. I fuss a little
with my clothes in the mirror, but my mystery guy already smoothed
everything out. No one would be the wiser.

Well, except for one thing.
My face radiates that just-been-fucked glow. That’s a better look
than any makeup I could have put on this morning.
Perfect.

I run out of the bathroom
and head for my new job. This is going to be a great first day at
work.
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CARNIE RIDE

 By Lindsey Flinch Bedder

 


 


Carnival Comes to
Town

 


“A prize for the pretty
sisters!”

Lightie rolled her eyes at
the carnival barker, but he was already accosting the next
passerby. Her daughter giggled.

“I like this
carnival.”

“Just be careful
here.”

“That’s the fourth guy to
call me pretty. Well, one said ‘sexy’. Did you know I have
‘girlflesh’?”

“They want to trick
you.”

“Mom, you don’t know
anything. They want you to win prizes.”

“They flatter you until
they get what they want.”

“Look at all these people
carrying prizes around. Aren’t they having fun?”

Lightie gave the
carnival-goers a dark look. This was small-town Tennessee, and she
knew a fair number of the crowd by name. “They’re not being
careful.”

“The Carnies would call
you sexy too if you just smiled.” Fiona kissed her cheek and danced
into the crowd, a cookie-brown blur of long legs and glossy
stomach. She was sixteen, but she still dressed like a child
sometimes, without a care in the world. Today she’d neglected a
bra. These carnival workers would be all over her.

“Fiona, call me if you—”
Lightie felt ridiculous, shouting at the air. Fiona was long
gone.

 


“Lightie, I’ll take a
coffee.” Lan bumped shoulders with her. His wide face was nut-brown
from working in the sun. “Wait, never mind. You’re off-duty,
right?”

“Where’s Sweets?” His
fiancée.

“I’m leaving her for you,”
he leered. He always stood too close. Now he hovered with his hands
just about to touch her. “Jesus, smile already.”

Oh yes, and it was always
her fault when she didn’t play along. “I’m sorry. I’m tired, is
all.”

His face turned serious.
“You’re pulling doubles at the diner, aren’t you? What’s the big
need?”

“Money.”

“The boss still giving you
trouble?”

The boss could be hands-y.
“I’m being careful.”

Lan’s worried smile
lingered a bit long on Lightie’s face. They’d had a thing in high
school, before she met the asshole who ruined her life. Now Lan was
a farmer and something of a local artist, and Lightie was a
waitress and a single mother—

And Sweets was the zaftig
brunette who grabbed Lan from behind. She spun him around and
smiled at Lightie.

“I love these goddamn
traveling death camps. If I die today, I hope it’s on the
Tilt-a-Whirl.”

“You’re falling out,
Sweets.”

She patted her breasts. “If
I button up, the Carnies will stop jumping me in line.”

“Be careful with them,”
Lightie said automatically.

“You mean the Carnies,
right? Why would I be careful?”

“They’re all trash…”
Lightie trailed off because Lan’s fingers were at her throat. He
fiddled then moved his hands down her front…unbuttoning her baggy
work shirt! “What the fuck?”

Sweets laughed. “Of course
she’s wearing a T-shirt underneath. And is that a camisole under
the T-shirt?”

“We had a bet going,” Lan
said. “I said two layers. Sweets said three.”

Lightie felt terrifically
odd as Lan tied the shirt around her waist. He tried to lift her
T-shirt next, but she stepped back.

“At least you don’t look
like a bag lady now,” he said.

This was why Lightie never
went out anymore. Intrusive people from her past who thought they
still knew her. She was like the tire swing at the lake. Everybody
remembered it, but nobody knew where it was. “I have to find
Fiona.”

“Yeah, you better,” Sweets
said. “God, she’s gonna be a heart-breaker.”

“I bet she’s already
pregnant. Just like her mama,” Lan said. “I mean about being a
heart-breaker.”

“Lan, stop making Lightie
think about her life.” Sweets gathered Lightie’s hair behind her
head, twisted it into a tight bun while standing in front of her.
This gave Lightie an inescapable view into her friend’s cleavage
from four inches away.

“I’m just saying Fiona’s
sexy,” Lan said. “We all talk about it. Lightie’s daughter.
If you missed Lightie the first time around, you can
always—”

“Leave now, Lan,”
Sweets said, reading Lightie’s face.

“Fine. Fine.”

“He’s just saying dumb
things. He always does,” Sweets murmured. She pulled a pin from her
own hair and secured Lightie’s bun. “Is Fiona on birth
control?”

She was. “Sweets, you and I
aren’t friends.”

“Ah, me. You look
gorgeous. How you do it, I don’t know.” Sweets patted Lightie’s
cheek. Her hand lingered.

“I’m sorry I said we
weren’t friends, Sweets.” Some of what Lightie said was to prove
nobody listened. Sweets didn’t listen now.

“Lan wants to three-way. I
don’t blame him.”

“Now we’re not friends
again.”

“Don’t be mad. It’s the
same request from prom, not a new one. He keeps mentioning
it.”

“Sixteen years ago… That’s
a long time to wait for sex.”

“I wouldn’t know.”
Sweets’s eyes flickered and then returned to Lightie. “We have an
admirer!”

 


It was a struggle to talk
to Sweets. It was an ache to see Lan happy. It was unbearable pain
to glimpse Fiona through the crowd, talking to three boys. Lightie
didn’t know the boys. Therefore, Carnies. Fiona laughed at
something they said. Her shapely legs tapped the ground like a
colt’s.

Lightie couldn’t engage
with this life. It was full of shadows and sharp corners and
questionable men staring at her breasts.

“Mmm?”

“An admirer!” Sweets’s
smile was a blossom. She was plump in a vital, sexy way, and
bursting with voracious energy. When she substituted at the high
school, boys walked into walls. “A Carnie!”

“Trash…” Lightie said
again, without venom. If anybody should have gotten pregnant in
high school… Lightie pinched off the unkind
thought.

“Reverend Greenly says
we’re all made of clay,” Sweets said. “I think Carnies might be
made of trash.”

“You’re putting too much
thought into it, Sweets.”

“The point is, we’re all
made. Whatever is in us, we’re all special. Don’t let Fiona
hear you call other people trash.”

“It’s okay, Fiona doesn’t
listen to me either.”

Sweets’s eyes flickered
past Lightie’s ear. “He’s still checking us out.”

She patted the bun in
Lightie’s hair again, her arm around Lightie’s head in a version of
an embrace. She tilted Lightie’s chin so their lips lined
up.

“What are you doing,
Sweets?”

“Oh…girl stuff…”
With exaggerated motions, Sweets gave her finger a slow lick and
smoothed Lightie’s eyebrows. Her mouth was inches away, and her
breasts pressed heavily into Lightie’s. “So peek
already.”

Lightie finally peeked over
her shoulder and found the Carnie. He was hard to miss. In the
milling sea of people, he stood stock still twelve feet away. He
stared at them, maybe mesmerized by the display Sweets was putting
on. Ripped white T-shirt, engine grease on his arms, a Carnival ID
hanging from a lanyard around his neck. The Carnie’s neck and
shoulder were tattooed. He had blazing green eyes and long,
straight, Apache hair.

“Shit.”

“Wow, right? A latter-day
Viking from Gothworld.” Sweets ran her finger over Lightie’s lips
next. “Your kissers are dry. Good. We can fix
you.”

Chapstick appeared in
Sweets’s hand. She traced it over Lightie’s lips, her own mouth a
luscious red O of concentration.

Lightie felt caged by the
attention. She shook inside, wanting nothing but to grab Fiona and
leave. Was Lightie such a broken project for everybody in town?
“Fuck, Sweets…”

“I just want to kiss that
dirty talk out of you.”

“I hate
you.”

Sweets’s hand slowed. Her
mouth quirked sideways. “Lightie.”

So now she listened? “Shit.
Don’t mind me, Sweets.”

“I just wanted to tease
the Carnie. I just wanted to make you look pretty.” Her eyes were
glassy. Tears were moments away. That was Sweets the second you
pushed back: She bruised like a peach. “I—I guess I hate you
too.”

“You don’t hate anybody.
You can’t.”

Sweets backed away. “People
change. They change when you’re not looking.”

In three steps she was back
with Lan and his friends. He saw her face then looked at Lightie.
He was no longer smiling.

The front of Lightie’s body
felt cool without Sweets pressed against it.

Just… Fuck these
people.

Lightie spun on her heel
and strode away. Right into the Carnie with the blazing green eyes.
It was like hitting a wall. His chin started above her forehead, so
her face imprinted on his damp T-shirt.

For a moment she had the
impression of immense, slow strength. A kind of quiet in the
Carnie’s posture. He didn’t need to shift his balance with Lightie
against him—he was rooted to the earth.

“Thanks, but no,” Lightie
snapped. “I don’t want a prize.”

“I wasn’t offering,” he
said.

The carnival swirled around
them like a snow globe filled with running children and gaudy
lights. The game booths fought each other with Top-40s music turned
way past what the crappy boom-boxes could bear. It all happened
outside Lightie and her green-eyed Carnie, like something they
could watch. Inside, between them, it was peaceful. She could hear
him down to his breathing.

She pushed off his chest,
noticing how his torso and ribs felt under her palms. Detailed.
Scarred. His green eyes took her apart. In return, she hunted
for an unforgivable flaw—he was a trashy Carnie, after all. She
wanted to scorn his torn, low-rent T-shirt, but it wasn’t as if
she’d made any effort herself.

She averted her gaze from
the tattoo that covered the front of his neck, as if it was a bad
skin condition. On his chest below his collarbone—above his
heart—he had a small tattoo which read, “Apache Nation”. Her
fingers left that last. She released the torn v-neck of his
T-Shirt, and the fabric slid back over his chest again.

She patted her hair, but
Lightie had pulled it back and she couldn’t hide behind it. She had
nothing to put between herself and the Carnie. She turned and
fled.

 


“Time to go,
Fiona.”

“I can stay with Lacey.
Her mom is picking her up in a few hours. Can I have some
money?”

Lightie dragged Fiona to
the side and made a good ten feet before her daughter dug in her
heels. “I’m not going, Mom.”

“Where’s your
bra?”

“What?”

“Who were those
boys?”

“They’re with the carnival
families.”

“Did they touch
you?”

“I should be so lucky,”
Fiona said. “They’re scared of me.”

“You can’t trust
that.”

“Mom,” Fiona stooped to
catch Lightie’s eyes, which were locked on the ground, “why don’t
you go play with Sweets and Lan?”

“I just want to go, Fiona.
I work all day. It’s a…it’s a life. I have to take care of
you.”

“Now I’m a little scared,
Mom.”

“Good! You’re—”

“But I’m more pissed off.
I don’t know what’s wrong, but you’ve changed this year. You’ve
been horrible since the day I started high school. It’s supposed to
be awesome, Mom, and you’re losing your mind. Can we afford a
shrink?”

I haven’t changed,
Lightie thought, you have. You have those legs, those
breasts, that hair. The open, trusting face. The lips that get
kissed at carnivals. The hand that gets held on hot Southern nights
filled with bad music.

Fiona waited for a response
and then shrugged. “I’m staying, Mom. I’ll sleep at Lacey’s, or
stay with Lan and Sweets. Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“You didn’t
ask.”

“You don’t fucking get
it.” Fiona’s voice, usually modulated and soft, now turned hard.
“I’m not coming home tonight. Congratulations. You’re not a mom
anymore. You’re finally, finally free.”

She turned and stalked to
Lacey. The three carnival boys were back. As Lightie watched,
Fiona’s anger evaporated and she danced into the group. She slammed
one of the boys, and he fell, laughing. Another boy grasped her
waist and spun her in the air.

A squeal. Lacey wanted to
be lifted next.

The carnival crowds
obscured them as Lightie still watched. Anything in Fiona’s future
was the future. Life, bad men, endless double shifts. That was far
away. As far as her daughter knew, the night was perfect and lovely
and full of promise.

Lightie walked off the
midway alone. She saw the tall, green-eyed Carnie watching from his
game tent.

 


 


What the Mirror
Says

 


The mirror showed a
thirty-two-year-old woman who looked twenty-two until you noticed
her eyes.

She was lucky, she
supposed. Between Fiona and the diner, she deserved to look fifty.
A lot of her apparent youth was in that bun in her hair. By pulling
it tight, Sweets had stretched the fatigue out of her skin. Just
the right number of dishwater blonde strands wafted free, injecting
some wantonness into her restraint. Lightie’s wide lips were
unmarred by smile lines. Her widely-spaced eyes were a bright,
indeterminate gray.

She was used to seeing
these features and this youth on Fiona, not herself, and this gave
her a clue: Lightie was not so much well-preserved as utterly
unused. She was still in the shrink-wrap, still sixteen.
Always just starting her life, always about to ruin it. She was an
ensorcelled princess from the books. Coma patients, too, were known
to age slowly or not at all—sleeping beauties.

How long since she’d even
looked in a mirror? Lightie slept on the couch and rarely
entered the one bedroom, which was Fiona’s. Yet for some reason,
here she was after a brief shower, surrounded by pink, fluffy girl
things and posters of boy bands. This might have been her room
sixteen years ago. The boy bands were both unrecognizable and
completely unchanged from her memories.

Fiona’s clothes made a
multi-hued snowdrift against Lightie’s feet, the product of an
earlier fight. Before they’d crossed the busy street to the
carnival grounds, Fiona had attempted one absurd outfit after
another, and Lightie had worked her toward something appropriate, a
half-inch at a time.

Now, Lightie peeled back
the argument layer by layer. The denim dress. The halter top. The
scoop-neck. The “Cheeky Shorts.”

On the midway, the Carnie
boy had grasped Fiona’s waist. He’d held Fiona above her blooming
hips but below her crop-top—right where all her skin showed. He
lifted her lithe body easily. He probably hefted those long metal
spars when they set up the Ferris Wheel. A sixteen-year-old girl
would be nothing to him, but his strength would dazzle
her.

Odd as it was, Lightie
weighed less than Fiona. Fiona’s father had been a big, ox-like
asshole, and no doubt Fiona would top six feet. Lightie could have
shared clothes with her daughter, except Fiona’s breasts were
smaller and she wouldn’t be caught dead in Lightie’s Goodwill
wardrobe.

Lightie hooked the Cheeky
Shorts with her toe and pulled them on. Perfect fit. Too much ass
showing, but damn, she didn’t look bad. Being frozen in life had
its advantages.

She slid into the
scoop-neck top. It was a beach-cover, meant to tease a teen’s
under-construction breasts and bikini tops. To wear it properly,
Lightie needed a cami or a leotard, but she wasn’t that invested in
this dress-up game. It slid softly over her shoulders and stuck to
her damp breasts. Tasty. She could concede that. A young
girl, or a woman like herself, could not appear anything but sexy
with so much shoulder, collarbone, and upper breast on
display.

The fabric was luxuriously
insubstantial. She slid it across her breasts, imagining it in
action. Could she go shopping and chat nonsense with the checkout
boys? Why would she? Would their eyes slide around on her
like butter on a hot pan?

Could she wait tables at
the diner in this? Could she play the games at the carnival
booths?

She spun in front of the
mirror. Butt-tits-hair-smile.

 


Lightie could time it to
the year, almost to the month: Fourteen. At fourteen, Lightie began
devastating the local boys. Inadvertently. She would roll her eyes
at something she’d said or even thought—and without transition
Jimmy (or Lan, or Zerk) would explode in hurt, defensive rage and
need days to calm down. The drama!

So boys watched her closely
for cues? Fine. By fourteen-and-a-half, Lightie knew to keep
her face still when they had a certain look. By fifteen, Lightie
knew her still face plus the sliver of a grin, could perturb a
grown man. The odd power!

Slowly, her intelligible
little town fell under an enchantment. Long acquaintances reflected
her smiles, frowns, and laughter like automatons connected by
invisible cables. The sensible young Lightie began to worry she
might be a fey princess from the books: The fascination attending
her every move almost felt unwholesome. At the least, it seemed as
if it was dangerous and entrapping to men.

How ridiculous to have such
otherworldly beauty before life could teach you to be careful! In
summer, when her color was up, the town stopped with a gasp to
watch her walk by. She asked her invisible father for the secrets
of being human. They called her ‘Light Bulb’ in High School Drama,
and her real name faded from the world.

As it turned out, her
beauty was not only dangerous to other people. Still, it was almost
a relief when she fucked up and got pregnant.

 


Did Lightie even remember
the smile she used? What would happen if she flirted? She didn’t
like the vision of a desperate single mother begging for
attention.

She threw off the
cover-blouse and the Cheeky Shorts. There was no age at which they
would be appropriate. Her nude body moved lithely in the
fault-finding fluorescent lights, and again it startled her like a
stranger’s might.

Why am I a stranger to
myself?

Because the body had never
been hers. First it had been an odd gift. Then baby Fiona took it
over. After that, Lightie had no more time for it. She’d never had
a chance to go to seed.

To show herself to best
effect, she deserved an outfit. Maybe not booty shorts, but
something.

She selected the denim
dress. It had shown too much of Fiona’s legs. The lower hem
effortlessly divulged the color of Fiona’s panties when she
reached, and it revealed the lower curve of her ass when she
leaned. The dress needed too much conscious control for a child,
but Lightie was a wiser adult.

It closed up the front like
button-fly jeans. The hips were tight, the breasts were slow
torture. The top two rivets would never close. After an epic
struggle, Lightie trapped the lower half of her chest in the denim.
Her breasts swelled toward her chin.

She spun again in the
mirror. Bam! Wow.

The mirror wasn’t big
enough so she switched to her reflection in the window. Pinched
waist, detailed legs, high ass, breasts that throbbed with each
breath. This was better than her memories. Maybe she was even
turning herself on a little bit.

The window reflected her
because the curtains were open. She belatedly realized she had
changed in a bright room, in a ground-floor apartment, in front of
a window facing the busy parking lot.

“And that’s how a ‘wiser
adult’ fucks up,” she said to herself. No doubt she’d given someone
a thrill or a heart attack, and had been totally oblivious to it.
It was her teen years all over.

She laughed. Something
stirred in her. It felt like her pulse. Her pulse felt like a toy
to play with.

So let’s go
play.

 


 


Deemer

 


Lightie crossed the busy
street on the chunky heels from the back of her closet. She had
bought them sixteen years ago for prom, but then her feet
swelled.

Cars slowed for her and
headlights played across her flesh. She didn’t wobble but she did
shimmy. In this dress and those shoes, it was simply not possible
to move invisibly through the world. In case she might think she
could, trucks slowed and honked at her.

She thought again about
fixing her hair, about adding a statement necklace. Nah.
This was a less-is-more Southern summer night. The town cooked like
a compost heap, and the air was fragrant with decay and rebirth.
Insects and frogs yelled about life from the drainage ditch beside
the road. Her hair would turn heavy and wet on its own; her
perspiration would sparkle like jewels on her neck.

“Going to the
carnival?”

Lightie remembered to not
react. The car idled up to her, and then past.

“Me too. I’ll buy you a
beer, honey.”

Lightie remembered that
too. Uneven laughter threatened to bubble up her throat.

The old Carnie woman at the
gate ignored her, and she entered for free. Sometimes women are so
offensive to other women, they cease to exist.

She also didn’t trade money
for tickets at the next booth. She’d be given tickets. She
worked from memory, and the memories filtered back as she needed
them.

She entered the crowd, and
the half-sensed glances from afar turned into vivid, surprised
looks up close. The crowd churned with constant motion, and someone
was always stepping aside to reveal Lightie to a man or woman who
hadn’t known she was near. Whenever eyes landed on her, they
narrowed in confusion, then widened in wonder. Lightie did not have
to change course. A path always opened for her, even though she had
no destination.

“Holy God! I mean,
would you like a balloon?” The Carnie tied the string to her wrist,
dazed by her cleavage.

“You warm tonight?”
Lightie asked.

“What’s your name,
princess?” He looked fifty-five and his face was not exactly kind,
but it was knowing. And toothless.

Another thing she
remembered from being beautiful in her youth: Revulsion is a form
of protective fear. She was never revolted or turned off when she
had a man enthralled. Age? Negotiable. Teeth? Negotiable. That
fearlessness of hers had ultimately led to her downfall.

He kept hold of her hand.
She said, “I’m a princess? So are you my prince?”

“Me? What. No.”

“Too bad. I love a good
prince.”

He tried to withdraw his
hand but now she held it.

“I’m always getting into
trouble,” she told him, “and I always need saving.”

“Oh, ha-ha.”

“What do I owe you for the
balloon?” Lightie didn’t have any money. She had nothing but her
denim dress and her shoes. She didn’t even have panties, because it
had seemed impossible to pull a pair on without reverse-engineering
the rivets of her dress.

“Keep the balloon. It’s
yours for being beautiful,” he said.

Lightie let him know she
was coming. She leaned toward his face slowly so he would not
startle, another thing she remembered. Her breasts squeezed
precipitously out of their denim (she imagined the rivets squeaking
from the stress). Her chest distracted him until her lips landed on
his cheek.

Never just kiss a cheek.
Kiss halfway to the mouth. Overlap the lips by a fraction of an
inch. Be present in your lips to feel the man, because he won’t be
present to feel your lips. He’ll be floating. He’ll remember your
lips later.

“I’m a young man
again.”

“I should be so
lucky.”

She moved on. Barkers
stopped calling when she passed. Town locals stared without
recognition. A cluster of high school boys punched each other when
she appeared in the crowd and watched with undeflectable attention
while she approached.

 


Lightie didn’t want to
leave their lives so soon. She stopped before she moved too far
away and spun her ass to them. She leaned against the railing
surrounding a gazebo tent, conscious how short her dress
was.

So Lightie. Maybe
you have some unresolved issues with high school
boys.

She asked, “What’s this
game?”

The Carnie was black and
gaunt. “You’ll love it. Throw these balls into the bowls and win a
prize.”

“That’s so easy! How do
you make money?”

“I’m not about money, I’m
about fulfilling dreams.” They both laughed at that. He added,
“Where’s your husband?”

“I’m single. How about
you?”

“Oh—ah.” His
eyebrows knit together. “Nothing intended. I ask high school and
college girls if they are married. It makes them laugh.”

“Pshh. I’m much
older than that.”

“You don’t look
it.”

Lightie searched her mind
for something. “I’m older where it counts.”

“Funny, I’m younger
where it counts.”

“So how much to play,
young man?” Lightie was out of practice, but she thought she might
almost have the Carnie off balance.

“Oh never! Have a
go. Friend of the carnival.” He shoved two handfuls of ping pong
balls toward her, and they scattered everywhere.

Lightie wins! She
pressed a hand on his chest, locking him in place. “Don’t worry. I
have it.”

She squatted to her heels.
The ridiculous denim dress tightened across her torso like a racing
harness. The man watched, frozen, and nobody on her side of the
railing had the presence of mind to assist her. She didn’t want
assistance anyway. The carnival music still played, the crowd still
buzzed, and people still passed, but she felt the attention on her
like a heavy blanket.

“Here, and here.” She
passed the ping pong balls up to him. “Here, here,
here!”

“I need to train them to
not run away.”

Feeling the devil inside
her, she stayed crouched. She tilted her chin at him. “Do you see
anything I missed?”

His gaze brushed her knees.
“We’re good.”

He hoisted her up by her
hand. She tried to straighten her dress, with no meaningful
results. It was so tight it was like trying to smudge a shadow at
high noon.

“Now, I do it like this?”
She made to throw. “I don’t want to fall over the
rails.”

He stepped closer, and she
slid a hand around his shoulders. She couldn’t help herself, she
wanted to see the contrast. It was his brown skin against her white
skin. He was rail-thin but warm.

“Hold me tightly,” she
instructed. From five feet away, the ping pong balls did nothing
but bounce decisively out of the lead bowls. “Aww! That was right
in the middle!”

His game suddenly seemed to
embarrass him. “There’s a trick to it. You really lean
over.”

“Lean how
much?”

“As close as you can, so
you don’t throw far.”

“Show me,” she said. When
he didn’t respond, she wiggled her ass under his hand. “Move me how
you want me.”

The Carnie pulled her hips
firmly against the railing. He spread her legs with ginger
fingertips against her inner thighs. He bent her forward but kept
her chin up with a hand on her throat.

The dress was short. She
wore nothing underneath. She bent at the waist, ass-to-crowd. She
focused on the lead bowls and let the Carnie support her. She
threw, and threw, and threw.

“Very good!” he said,
standing her up again.

“We make a good
couple.”

He watched her try to
adjust the dress again. Eventually he remembered to speak. “You get
one of these medium-sized bears.”

“I’ll take the brown one,
of course.”

 


By the time Lightie
finished a free beer, word had filtered through the carnival that
someone was here. An exceptional thing. A spectacle. She
sensed the spirit in the crowd and saw the heightened alertness.
When their gazes landed on her, they knew they’d found the
source.

This whole gaudy midway was
conforming to her by shades and degrees. She was magical, or an
enchantress—or maybe reality was simply flimsy and biddable. The
world seemed to incline toward Lightie, so that everything rolled
to her. This worked better at thirty-two than when she was
sixteen.

She dumped her plastic cup,
hugged her brown bear, and stopped in front of the man she’d come
to see.

Six foot four. Blazing
green eyes. “REDEEMED” tattooed around his neck in gothic letters,
from his collar to his chin. White T-shirt stained with engine
grease, ripped to reveal a chiseled chest. His thick black hair was
incongruously scrunchied into a ponytail on the top of his head to
keep it off his neck.

Unlike every other person
tonight, this man recognized her. “You’re back.”

“You’re
Indian!”

He thought about that. “I’m
Native American.”

“Oh shit, I’m sorry.
That’s all racist, isn’t it? I never get to practice. No fucking
Indians around.” Oops, crap. She wanted to roll her eyes,
but the old training kicked in, and she caught herself. All he saw
were her eyes bulge fleetingly. “And now I’m sorry
again.”

“I can’t tell if you’re
serious.”

“As a heart attack,” she
said. What’s wrong with me? She almost rolled her eyes
again. She kept them rigidly on his face. “What’s your
name?”

“What’s
yours?”

“I’m Amanda.”

“Broken Stick.”

“Your name is Broken
Stick!”

“You told me yours, and
that’s mine. People call me Deemer.”

“People call me
Lightie.”

“Do you want to play,
Amanda?”

“Yes, I do. Play what? The
game? What fun it looks like.”

“Are you still
serious?”

“I don’t know what I am.”
She almost had to lean back to address his face. She was a tiny
sixteen-year-old next to him—whups, she meant she was a
thirty-two-year-old. C’mon, Lightie!

Whatever sorcery she’d been
using on people earlier, it didn’t seem to affect Deemer. Clearly
she had nothing but her wits to work with, too bad! After their
last few exchanges, she’d die pleasantly of shock if she actually
said something the way she wanted it to come out.

Maybe it wasn’t her. Maybe
it was him. “Are you magic or something?”

He finally looked a little
rattled. “I make people nervous. I think I have a foot in the
Spirit World.”

“There is no spirit world.
People are reacting to how you look.”

“These people barely
exist. I am outside them.”

It was a strange thing to
tell her, but she didn’t mind. At least they were both being
awkward. “I know all about that, Deemer. By any chance, did you
ruin your life early on?”

His face closed like a
door. Sometimes this meant the man was thinking, so she waited with
young-Lightie’s confidence. Sure enough, he cracked open again. “I
ruined a life, and that ruined mine.”

“But your own life is not
ruined anymore?”

“I haven’t thought about
it.” He studied her. “By any chance, do you make people
nervous too?”

“I haven’t thought about
it. Probably. I’m like one of those smashed-up cars they put in
front of high schools to get the kids thinking about drunk
driving.”

Somehow, the fair-goers at
Deemer’s tent were playing his game without him. Another carnival
worker had slipped frictionlessly into his position. The
choreography was flawless.

“Come with me,” Deemer
said.

“Why?”

He seemed puzzled by her
question. Then he simply took her hand and led her away.

 


 


Behind the
Midway

 


The crowd made way for
Lightie, not the six-and-a-half-foot, tattoo-emblazoned Apache
Indian. So many people bumped into Deemer that she started to
believe he was indeed outside the world. People watched Lightie
approach like a fairy princess, and then Mr. Titanic bulldozed them
from the blind side.

Despite the crowd, only a
few turns later they were alone on the other side of the midway.
They looked through the tents and rides from the darkness and saw a
world filled with distracting lights, cotton candy, and stuffed
animals. Captive people scrolled through that world, walking at
geriatric speeds, their heads swiveling back and forth.

Deemer steadied her over
the venous cables that that covered the littered ground without
plan. He led her deeper into the darkness, until the carnival trash
and torn tickets were all but gone. They came upon a folding table
surrounded by camp chairs.

“Employee lounge,” he
said.

“It’s nice.” She meant it.
It was not any quieter here, but it somehow felt tranquil and
removed from the carnival. “What are we—?”

Deemer kissed
her.

She was
ready-but-not-ready. She knew this would happen, this and other
things, but she knew it intellectually and not viscerally. She was
an odd mirror of herself at sixteen, when she knew nothing
intellectually but her body had plans of its own.

She kissed him back,
studying him with open eyes.

At first, she only had a
man pressed against her lips. Presently, however, the sultry night
heat worked into her. The warm air carried clues, but slowly,
because there was no breeze.

You had to quiet yourself
to feel the South: Cut grass, standing water, the scent of the
wisteria that infiltrated the trees near the highway. The dark. The
hint of stars above the cloudy sky. The frogs and crickets playing
at the edge of hearing. Lightie was half out of the carnival, half
in the night.

She closed her eyes—more
dark. Deemer tasted earthy on her lips. She’d expected
what…cotton candy? Soda pop? The diabetic trash Fiona liked?
He was like a mushroom or a mustard green. You half-expected sandy
grit, but you were surprised anew at how the Earth could provide
something so wholesome right from the soil. It seemed
counter-intuitive.

The kiss connected them at
the lips but nowhere else. She reached for him, and he shied
away.

“Sorry. I’m all dirty,” he
said, “and you’re perfect.”

“You’re
perfect.”

“You’ll have to do your
laundry.”

She snagged his T-shirt and
pulled it up. It grew tight around his chest, and briefly
frustrating. His torso arched before her, but she wanted the shirt
off before any other distraction. He tried to help, but she’d
rolled the fabric and he had to straighten it first.

“Fuck that.” She grasped
the tear at his neck and ripped the shirt open. It stuck at the
hem, but Deemer finished the rip with a flex of his biceps. He
dropped the shirt on the table.

Lightie ran her hands over
his chest. He had more tattoos, of guns, and snakes, and Bible
verses, and other warnings that a woman could choose to ignore. His
skin twitched under her touch.

Large creatures keep their
warmth deep within, but not Deemer. He radiated heat. Like a wild
animal, he moved responsively to her fingers, her breath, the
minute adjustments she made to her balance…so when she closed on
him, he was already adjusted and perfectly matched to
her.

Her cheek rested on his
pectorals—which flexed like something out of the movies. He could
probably crush her or fight a wild bear for her. When she kissed
his tattoos, his pulse hammered her sensitive lips.

Deemer explored her dress.
First his hands encircled her waist, then coursed over her back and
ass. The dress was too tight, like sausage casing. It was great to
look at perhaps, but it didn’t allow the world through to
her.

He pushed her off his chest
mid-kiss. “Now you.”

The last two unclose-able
rivets at her breasts caused the dress to hang open with small
denim lapels at her cleavage. He took one lapel in each hand and
pulled. For a moment it wouldn’t give, and he yanked her body back
and forth. She kept her balance with a little dance.

Then the top rivet gave
away, and the dress opened down her body with a drumroll. She
spilled into the warm summer air.

She was just Lightie. No
bra, no panties. Deemer pulled the sleeves off her arms and body.
She caught sight of the dress in his hand as he dropped it. She
couldn’t believe she had stretched it around herself, and doubted
she’d be able to do it again. It looked like shrunken cast-off skin
she’d outgrown.

“Amanda.”

“It’s so odd to be called
my name.”

He tried to sit against the
folding table but not likely: It immediately snapped in the middle.
He pulled her with him as he backed up, scattering the camp chairs
like bowling pins, until his ass met one of the truck rigs that
pulled the carnival from place to place. Someone had balanced a
metal tool box on the wheel well—it slid off and exploded on the
ground.

“Jesus,” Lightie said,
“you’re like a monster movie.”

He laughed. It dashed the
inscrutability from his face. Lightie laughed too, and suddenly
they weren’t strangers doing something tawdry and impulsive. They
were two friends with unlikely chemistry, cracking each other
up.

Lightie was naked but for
her prom shoes, and aware of it. Deemer’s heat enveloped her. She
ran her hands up his chest, hooked his collarbone in her fingers,
and tried to pry herself up. It didn’t work, so she embraced his
neck as best she could reach it. Stretched out like that, her
breasts mashed his ribs. He straightened, and she dangled until his
arms finally closed around her.

Her face was inches from
his. She watched him watch her. He was apparently captivated at the
process where Lightie studied him up close, liked what she found,
and softened herself to him. When she tilted her lips up to kiss
him, he had nowhere to escape, not that he tried.

He towered over her at
six-foot-damn and outweighed her like a farm vehicle, but
her hunger steered the kisses.

She savored the sensation
of being skin-to-skin. She didn’t even mind his belt buckle between
her hips. She liked that he seemed a little untethered, not unlike
her, and that he hadn’t said anything coarse.

He fucking laughed at
her joke—that was new, and she kissed her surprise into him.
Maybe the proper name for the feeling was…gratitude? So many men
saw Lightie, and sat at her tables at the diner, and startled when
they saw her features up close, even if it was their fourth
breakfast that week. Had anyone ever laughed at something she said?
Had she ever felt called to say something funny?

What about my
daughter? Would anybody really know how funny Fiona could be?
Would Fiona be allowed to feel gratitude, or would she forever have
to give, give, give? Would she always be deflecting awkward
come-ons, always overlooking the assumed rapport when men asked
personal questions, always pretending not to care when they feigned
interest in her answers? Fiona was a beautiful girl, and the world
certainly rewarded beauty, no doubt about it…but was Fiona ready to
be an ego-builder for every man she met?

“Come back to me,” he
murmured.

“I’m here.” She redoubled
her kissing. Things were awakening inside her. It was starting to
feel like the late ‘90s.

“I felt you slide
away.”

“Don’t let me do that.”
She kissed his lips for a moment before she spoke again, mouth
against mouth. “Keep me here.”

“I want you.”

At the soulful and
plaintive whisper, her breath caught.

“Yes. Do I call you
Deemer or Broken Stick?”

“Lauren.”

“That’s your name?
Lauren?”

“That’s your name, for
me.”

“You’re Lauren,” she
announced, holding his eyes. It sounded natural for him.

Meanwhile, he moved his
hand to her ass. He pressed his fingers between her legs—she gasped
to realize how wet she was. But he wasn’t there for her sex, not
yet. He slid her higher on his chest, until her breasts pressed
against his collarbone and she looked at his face from
above.

She felt the strength
working in his arms and body. She wrapped her legs around his
waist. Her thigh muscles answered his bodily adjustments with
twitches. There was such power within this man. She read every
signal and intention of his body by holding herself against him. He
was like a carnival ride, built to purpose, and she was strapping
in.

She pulled the scrunchie
out of his hair. It streamed over her fingers—a glossy cascade like
black water, mesmerizing. “I’ve never seen hair like
this.”

He kissed her again then
rubbed his temple against her cheek. He turned his head and brought
his lips to her neck. These weren’t brief kisses but long,
open-mouthed explorations of the architecture.

“Shit, Lauren.”

His teeth scraped where her
shoulder joined her neck. She arched against him, spine cracking.
Her breasts slid on his chest, such a luxurious, sumptuous feeling
for an otherwise low-rent life. No wonder I had
sex!

His fingers left the cleft
between her legs—she felt momentarily thwarted. Then his other hand
moved down her flank. It slid to her hip, displacing droplets of
sweat beading her skin, and then past her thigh.

He plucked at his belt
buckle.

She lifted her chin and
gave more throat to his mouth. He worked it fervently, kissing and
then licking between the love bites.

His hips rocked—his pants
coming down. A whine emanated from Lightie’s throat. At first she
didn’t even know it was her. She thought it was a nearby carnival
ride starting up.

He lifted her higher, above
his cock, until her breasts bracketed his cheeks. He had no free
hands to touch her breasts, so she lifted them for him. Her
generous, projecting nipples—on most days a problem—slid against
his cheek until he took one in his mouth.

She knew what to expect.
Her neck was raw, and he was a man with teeth. After a kiss and the
tongue, he gave a long suck on her nipple and she discovered,
rediscovered, how her breasts inter-connected every nerve in
her body. Then he clamped down with his teeth, as she’d known he
would. He was careful, delicate, hungry. She cried out, arching her
back to pull away from him—but careful not to pull away too
far.

Deemer released the nipple,
and it sprang across his cheek. He kissed the valley between her
breasts and then bit again. She twisted to give him maximum access.
She wanted a keepsake from this man. She wanted something for the
mirror later that night. And the next morning. She trusted him
implicitly, by intuition alone. He saved his stronger bites for the
parts of her body where they would be safe.

He turned to her other
breast, and she offered it without hesitation. The path of his
saliva across her chest brought her awareness to her body—and blood
to her awareness. She warmed under his avid attention, entranced by
the layered sensations refracting through her torso.

She was so enthralled that
his cock entered her before she could be nervous. One moment he
nursed her breast, the next moment her body slid down his chest
with damp friction. It was her skin to his, her curves over his
muscle, and then they locked in place with his lips at her ear. His
gasp was suddenly loud, but hers was louder.

His cock thrummed into her
sex and then quivered like an arrow buried in a tree. There was no
transition. No working in, no negotiating of angles. She was ready
and open, and he filled her with not a millimeter untouched. His
cock was the perfect complement to her canal. The sensation of
penetration echoed through her slowly, so she still felt him enter
while he was already pulling back out.

“Shhh,” he
crooned.

“Lauren…”

His cock was out but
already sliding back in, still ahead of her perceptions. Like his
kisses and bites, his cock didn’t pass through so much as lay down
burning tracks of sensation wherever it touched. The feelings
lingered and redoubled with each thrust, building to something that
could rapidly become intolerable.

Her lips still burned like
hot Thai food from his kisses. Her breasts felt chewed and
deliciously sore. Deemer’s rough palms would probably leave marks
on the backs of her thighs as he supported her above his moving
hips. The building volcano between her legs made it difficult for
her to breathe.

Deemer slowed fractionally
when he noticed the tears on her cheeks. She told him she was fine
by grabbing two knots of his hair and rolling her hips fiercely
against his. He sped up again, kissing the tears away. He smiled
with white, dazzling teeth and she laugh-sobbed at both of them,
then gasped again when he buried himself inside her and pressed her
down to the hilt.

She tried to kiss him but
ended up breathing mouth to mouth. She needed air too much to kiss.
So did he. They traded air, and she slicked up with perspiration.
There is nothing chill about a Southern summer night—it is like
crawling into a sleeping bag with a heating pad and a humidifier.
They had no moving air, no relief, and the night was so close it
even seemed as if their exhalations stayed with them, enveloping
them in a growing bubble of spent air that smelled like
sex.

Lightie’s world grew toward
Deemer’s world. His smell, his damp heat, even his teeth again—now
nibbling the lobe of her ear. She hoped she was a special taste in
his mouth. She hoped he could scent her.

“I’m ready,
Amanda.”

Her name. Heat bloomed deep
in her core. “Me too.”

“What’s my name,
Amanda?”

“You’re Lauren. You’re my
Lauren…”

His cock leapt, and she
tightened down on him. A galvanic spasm refracted between them and
doubled the friction from his shaft. With long, masterful plunges,
he added to the heat that simply wouldn’t recede. A volcano seemed
to break her apart—first like a gushing faucet of heat between her
legs, then throughout her body as she fragmented into
sensation.

Deemer slapped his arms
around her back, squeezing the breath out of her. She braced her
prom shoes on the truck so her legs couldn’t get in the way of his
smooth, crucial movements. He bit her ear slightly too hard. She
cried out but didn’t really mind—she had arrived in those moments
when nothing mattered but one thing.

Deemer pulsed between her
legs. His torso flexed and slid with hers, creating new friction.
His undeniable movements met and synchronized with her undeniable
movements. They gasped with each thrust.

Her climax grew with tidal
surges. It landed like the wave of a tsunami. It washed through her
with fire and cold. She clawed Deemer, a drowning woman needing
air.

His cock jetted into her.
Each release was a powerful cascade of muscle that rippled through
his body and finished between her legs. She received him, feeling
his cum turn into hot lubricant that slicked her. Deemer’s
movements refracted like waves through Lightie’s body. Shudder met
shudder, thrust met thrust. Her womb felt full. She felt exercised
and alive.

When they finally slowed,
she had air again, and her first breath throbbed deep in her
chest.

It took her a moment but
she noticed Deemer laughing. She joined without knowing
why.

 


 


Are You Broken?

 


Even after they stopped, he
kept smiling. Eventually his member softened, and she detached like
a happy tick. The ground under her prom shoes was solid, and she
was completely steady despite the workout of a century.

“Damn,” was all she
said.

“I know. You’re
welcome.”

She giggled.

“I ruined your miniature
dress for you.” Because, yes, it turned out he’d trampled it into
the grass the whole time. He shook it out. It wasn’t actually
ruined, but maybe significantly impaired. “I guess you’ll have to
stay naked.”

“Do all your townie girls
run around naked?”

When she said it, it
sounded wrong. She didn’t want to belittle what they’d both
experienced.

“You’re my first
‘townie.’”

“That must be some kind of
crime.”

“How?” He buckled his
pants.

“I don’t know.
Withholding. Is that a crime? Withholding your affections
from shiftless townie women who come hunting.”

He laughed again—what was
that, the third time? When a guy laughed after
scoring with you, it had to mean something different, right?
Lightie didn’t have a ready answer for that.

“Amanda, let me button
that for you.”

With his industrial-scale
strength, he had an easy time closing the rivets of the dress. At
least the bottom rivets. After a brief struggle where she knew she
looked deliciously fetching, he gave up on her chest. Something had
changed, and bafflingly, her breasts were now too large for the top
three rivets. Maybe she’d blossomed like a night
flower.

The denim dress was caked
with dirt and smeared with chlorophyll. Grass snagged in the
buckles like hanks of hair. Lightie herself was red and bruised and
flushing like a winning poker hand.

“I look like I got hit by
a truck.”

“A sexy
truck.”

“Ha-ha.”

“And it had huge
truck-nuts.”

“Stop.”

“You’re a carnival ride
for grown-ups.” He took her hand—and kissed it.

She finally let herself
ask. “Do you think I’m sexy?”

“Nah.”

She dimpled. “That’s nice,
Lauren.”

“When I first saw you
today, I wanted to tell you how beautiful you are. Not to pick you
up but maybe to make you smile a little. Then I saw how everybody
stares at you. I saw how your chubby girlfriend touches you too
much. I realized you are a show pony… and you’re reminded every
minute of the day how special you are.”

“Not exactly.”

He puzzled with his
T-shirt, though it was clearly a lost cause.

“But when it got dark, you
came back to the carnival. You were a walking heart
attack.”

“I don’t know what got
into me tonight.”

“I got into
you.”

She pulled the T-shirt out
of his hands again. “You’re a funny man.”

He shrugged. It was an odd
gesture for his muscled shoulders, like a backhoe trying
sign-language.

“It’s nice to talk again,”
he said. “I don’t talk much.”

Experimentally, she rubbed
his neck. She pushed one shoulder back to open his chest and ran
her fingers over his broad, flat pectorals. He was warm and lean,
but soft. Crossed lines and small divots punctuated his skin.
Ancient scars, as if Deemer had been broken down and rebuilt at
some point. Though she had to reach up to touch him, and though she
assiduously avoided his eyes, he was as compliant as a sleeping
cat. She liked massaging his muscles. Her hands were hungry for
him.

“I don’t think I talk much
either,” she said, and realized it was true.

“Are you
broken?”

She ran her fingers over
his collarbone. Under one scar, the bone itself had actually
shattered—she could feel the bulge where it knit
together.

“Do you walk around
without shirts?”

“I’m not allowed
to.”

“Because you’re a peak
physical specimen.”

“Um, sure. And my scars
from deployment. They accidentally made some of my tattoos
obscene.”

She almost laughed and
killed the leveling thing they had going. “I have to have something
your size at my place.”

“Jesus, Amanda, how am I
not supposed to make a joke out of that?”

“I’m not
broken.”

“Me neither. But I was
broken at one point.”

“So I see.”

“Yeah. Well.”

“We were broken,” she
sighed, “but now we’re good. We just needed to be switched on
again.”

“Maybe something like
that.”

 


She took him by a hand and
led him deeper into the dark. They’d circle the exterior of the
midway to get to her place. All the lights pointed inward, and two
small figures could be overlooked on the margin.

“If my daughter was home
tonight, you wouldn’t be seeing my apartment,” she said.

“She left with her friend.
But not before breaking a few hearts. She looks just like
you.”

“Um… You watch the
girls?”

“We ‘keep track’ of the
young groups. It’s policy. We need the police to trust us and the
towns to love us.”

“How long are you here? I
mean the carnival.”

“Don’t get
nervous.”

He lifted her over the low
plastic erosion fence beside the busy street. The not-very-busy
street. It was a bustling Friday night with the carnival in
town—but they still could have closed their eyes and walked across
it, perfectly safe. Maybe Lightie didn’t actually need to fret all
the time about her daughter crossing it alone.

When did her scary world
get all these nice, rounded corners?

“I’m not nervous,
Lauren.”

“You’re sure you’re
not nervous?”

She grinned at him. “I
managed to distract my nervousness temporarily. It’s running around
my vagina stomping on all your sperm.”

Damn. The boy’s
teeth were beautiful white in the moonlight.

“This town is my last
stop, Amanda. I have a part-time job here, and I’m starting college
at state. It’s driving distance.”

“You’re sticking around,”
she repeated. “Part-time job…”

“You might have wanted a
non-awkward, one night—”

She broke in. “What will
you do for real money?”

“Native American
reparation fund. Army veteran benefits. And…and…a prison release
thing.”

Her mind churned like a
blender on high. She told it to settle the fuck down. He’s a
convict. He’s tattooed. He might or might not live in the Spirit
World. He’s sticking around. He’s beautiful. He laughs at your
jokes. He’s a Carnie you opportunistically fucked. He’s glomming on
to you. He stares at Fiona. He’s funny.

He’s strong, but you can
overpower him.

“What are you studying,
college boy?”

“Social Work stuff. Kid
programs. But now I want to double-major in Local
Hotties.”

“You’re able to work with
kids?”

“I’m great with
kids.” He thought a moment. “Oh. Because prison. That was
just a misunderstanding. Several in a row. The law and I did
argue, but we made up. I keep my fund, my service benefits, all the
rest. I was innocent going in, basically, but not by the time I
left. I’m complicated.”

They were at the door to
her apartment. All she had to do was open it and stuff him in like
a greedy cougar.

All she had to do was open
it.

Deemer, for all his
strength, didn’t just knock it flat and stride in. His entrance was
blocked, and it was up to her to unblock it.

The door remained
obdurately closed.

“I understand,” he said
softly.

He didn’t understand, but
she didn’t know how to tell him so.

He added, “I feel like you
owe me one shirt, for sexual services rendered. I’ll wait out here
while you get it.”

“Are you always going to
be funny? Because I don’t know what to do with that.”

“Honestly, I hardly ever
talk. Your friends will think you’re batshit crazy when they meet
me.”

“God, I hope
so.”

“It’s just… I can’t shut
up around you.”

“Go inside,” she said. “I
didn’t lock the door tonight.”

He glanced away, but she
saw his face. He looked like a kid who had just learned he was
going to Disneyland. “Yeah. With that dress, no place to stick a
key.”

“Funny.”

“Will you wear it again?
Like on a date?”

“That would outrage the
town and humiliate my daughter. So yes, I will.”

They stepped through the
door.

“Amanda and Lauren,” he
said. “Huh!”

She’d been thinking
something similar.

 


The End
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BLACK WINGS: A QUEEN OF DEATH STORY


By Joy Laforce

 


“This is insane,” Liam
said.

Seamus didn’t respond,
focused on one last weapons check. He moved his hand in an old
pattern, as familiar to him as
spectacles-testicles-wallet-and-watch: he tapped the fine bone
handles of the small knives tucked into the seams of his black
leather jacket. He felt for the larger iron blade sheathed in his
motorcycle boot. He ran his fingers over the chains tucked into his
jean pockets.

Finally, he raised his eyes
to the cheap motel mirror. A warped image of his own face stared
back at him—earthy skin, a strong chin, sleek black hair. Liam
should have been as much his reflection as the mirror, but when he
turned, his brother’s face was skeletal, the flesh sunken and the
skin waxy and grey.

“Did you hear me?” Liam
demanded, eyes glowing orange in their deep sockets.

In three hundred years,
he’d never looked so old.

“No one steals from the
Queen of Death!”

Seamus shook it off. He
flipped his collar up, grabbed his keys, and left.

* * *

Her viscount led her guest
in. As the courtier bowed low, and began an unnecessary formal
introduction, Mehb ran her eyes over the puca: his wide,
hide-covered shoulders, the tight fit of his human-made blue jeans,
his carefully still face. Seamus looked the same as she
remembered—but he did not look at her.

He also didn’t
bow.

Mehb traced the path of his
eyes with her own, taking in her throne room from his perspective.
Ostentatious, yes—but simple. She had not changed so much that she
needed gold or jewels to surround her. The floor was polished, but
the walls were rough stone, earthy in a way he might recognize. Her
dais was the same stone, but high enough that any entering
fairy—whether they were as small as her or as large as Seamus—would
need to look up to meet her eyes when she sat on her wooden throne.
Behind her were the only decorations, a wall full of
trinkets—stones and metal rings, glass spheres and small bones on
all manner of chains—that formed a simple but strange collection
which glowed with power to those with eyes to see it.

When the viscount finished
his obsequious but scrupulously honest greeting, Seamus spoke up:
“I requested a private audience.”

Mehb lifted a pale eyebrow.
“With nothing to bargain?” she asked. “Daring.” Her musical
laughter reverberated through the hall, blew over her trophy wall
and stirred a symphony of mocking echoes.

“I’m not here to bargain,”
Seamus growled, and raised his golden eyes to the throne; their
fire pierced Mehb to the core.

Her nipples hardened under
her thistledown shift and a slow heat started in her
stomach.

“Leave.”

The silent guards that
stood two by two behind her dais marched out of the hall, statues
brought to life by their mistress’s command. The viscount hesitated
a moment longer, casting her a curious glance before he too turned
toward the heavily warded door—the only way in or out of her
meeting room.

Seamus stood his
ground.

Good.

The last guard paused at
the door, but closed it at her nod.

And they were
alone.

Mehb crossed one long leg
over the other, the soft rustling of her delicate layers the only
sound between them.

Seamus had not moved his
eyes from hers since first lifting them, and the Death Queen felt
her body reacting to his presence. Arousal and the slightest sliver
of fear pebbled her skin, and her rising heart rate throbbed like a
mounting fire in her groin.

Her face didn’t change at
all.

Seamus broke first—if one
could call it that. In the space of a human blink, he crossed the
space between them. He planted his right boot on the carved
crossbar between the front legs of her throne, pinning her between
his legs. With a slower grace, he leaned forward and tucked a pure
white lock behind her ear. Mehb felt a shiver starting in her, and
killed it, brutally.

“If you’re not here to
bargain, then why are you here?”

“Do I need a
reason?”

She raised her eyes to his.
“Yes.”

His mouth was on hers in an
instant. For the briefest second her lips were shock-soft, and he
used that openness to push inside, licking deep into her mouth and
burying his long, dark fingers in her hair.

Then she snapped
back.

The tang of blood sprang up
between them as she bit at his lips, his tongue—his jaw, when
Seamus turned his face without releasing her hair.

He hissed a word of power
into her neck as he moved down her body, an entrapment. Mehb
deflected it easily, in this hall of her own making, surrounded by
her treasures and trophies, but the force of his desperation burned
through her. It let a seed—a seed he’d given her, a seed she’d
carried and believed inert for more than a lifetime—grow and bloom
to full flower in an instant.

When he bit at the seam of
her neck and shoulder, she allowed herself to moan.

Seamus did not relax at her
acquiescence. He did not release her when she brought her hands to
his neck, then ran them over his shoulders, feeling him through the
leather. He didn’t gentle as he licked and bit down her chest in
search of more sensitive skin.

She rocked into his
violence, angling her body to him.

When he latched
hungry-mouthed onto her nipple, the hot, wet swell between Mehb’s
legs pounded with an arousal so heavy she had to bite her own
bloodied lip to keep from screaming. Her whole body was engulfed in
pain twinned with pleasure, and both raised to such a height it
made her dizzy, sent shivers up her spine.

It made her wings
erupt.

Wider than her long white
arms would have been thrown wide, Mehb’s black wings cracked into
full existence, forcing air out of the way. Her trophy wall sang in
greeting, the sounds of stone and metal, bone and glass against the
thin membrane of her wings racking her, a flood of sensation that
was almost an orgasm in itself.

Seamus, on his knees before
her, cursed in a human tongue. His hands stilled on their way up
her dress, something twisting in his face as he gazed into the
endless black. “You’re infected.”

Mehb slapped
him.

“I cannot be infected by
what I am.”

Seamus turned back to her,
the red mark high on his cheek already fading. His eyes burned like
liquid gold, running over her face, her wings, her
chest.

He nodded.

“Take off your coat,” she
ordered, fisting her hands in it. He shook his head, sliding his
palms up her legs, fingers tantalizingly close to where she wanted
them most. “Please,” she spat. “You bring bone knives into
the presence of Death, and think she won’t feel them?”

His hands paused. But his
smile, though self-effacing, was broad.

When he pulled his fingers
out from under her dress, Mehb had to clench her fists tight to
keep from swaying towards him.

Seamus stood to peel off
his jacket, and loomed over her, using his superior height to his
advantage. Even on her throne, she felt the slightness of her
streamlined body, the fragility of her airy bones before his
earth-based power. The solid muscles of his arms and chest flexed
beautifully as he threw the leather—and his grey T-shirt—aside,
raising another shiver in her.

She let this one take
her.

“Get up.”

Mehb raised her eyes from
his stomach to find his golden gaze at full burn.

She stood.

Seamus stepped forward,
grabbing her around the waist and lifting her, obscenely, onto the
back of her throne. The filth of it, the disgrace to her throne and
crown, throbbed through her, but she kicked out at him, flapping
her wings hard to slip free. Pixie-fast, Seamus followed, grabbing
her and pressing her against the stone wall.

Mehb hissed at the shock of
cold against her wings.

She hissed again when his
hot, musky body pressed her into the stone.

This kiss was fierce, but
without violence. He forced himself forward, and she gave ground;
he ran his hands roughly over her breasts, her stomach, and she
arched into the treatment. When he ground his hard length into her
hip, she opened her legs for him, feeling slickness on her
thighs.

When he snapped the thick
metal chain onto her wrist, she moaned.

“Settle and stay,” Seamus
muttered in the Old Tongue, not to her. The chain listened,
twisting in the air before burying itself in the stone above her
head.

“Dirt magic,” she
spat.

Seamus looked at her. “Did
you feel that?” he asked, running his hands over her taught
muscles, down to the trapped swell of her breasts.

Mehb said nothing—for a fae
may bend the truth or talk in circles, but she cannot tell an
outright lie without being an oathbreaker and having her magic, if
not her life, held forfeit.

And Mehb hadn’t sensed the
chain at all.

Seamus felt his way down
her body, running possessive hands over her breast and stomach,
drawing his thumbs over the V of her hips in a surprisingly gentle
press against her most intimate areas. Then he dropped to one knee
in front of her, pressed a brief kiss to her groin through her
dress—Mehb choked on a breath—and pulled another piece of metal
from his high black boot: an iron blade with a golden
hilt.

He handled it carefully.
Too carefully.

Mehb beat her wings hard in
the confined space, pulse spiking as Seamus turned a blank face
towards her. Her trophy wall rattled, shuddering on its very
foundation. A glass teardrop, strung on human hair, exploded with a
pop, and a cold wind rushed from it, blowing across them
both.

His knife
shattered.

Moments later, so did her
chains.

Mehb surged forward, and so
did he. With the bare sliver of iron still affixed to his handle,
Seamus ripped through her layers of gossamer, exposing her from
breast to groin in the cool air.

Mehb paused, looking
down.

“You always assume the
worst of me,” Seamus said, dropping the knife and kicking it
away.

“You invite it.” Mehb
reached down and sunk long fingers into the fabric on either side
of the rip. She tore the ruined dress, and brought in her wings to
shrug off the last strips. Then she moved on him.

“Get. These.
Off.”

Mehb dug her fingers into
the denim over his hips. The puca raised his arms, laying his hands
on Mehb’s shoulders. He held still while she pulled at both sides,
ripping the zipper apart with a shriek of metal, and his breath
caught as she slid her hands over his bared skin, her movements
rough with anger.

“Mehb.” The rough sound of
her name was heavy with desire. He ran his hands up her neck,
cupping her chin to draw her face up.

“Why are you here,
Seamus?”

He covered her curious
mouth with his own.

Mehb dragged her hands over
him, squeezing and feeling her way up his ass and back until her
arms were wrapped around him. Seamus slipped one hand between their
bodies, feeling the firmness of her soft breasts, running the back
of his knuckles over her stomach—and lower. She gasped as he
slipped two fingers along that welter of slick flesh. His firm
fingers stroked through the wet heat between her legs, then pushed
inside. She dug her nails into his back and sucked a blood bruise
into his neck, bucking as Seamus rolled her clit like a pearl under
his thumb.

Her wings fluttered like
wind-blown flags with her ecstasy.

“Up,” he growled, slapping
at her thigh with his other hand until she wrapped her leg around
him, still grinding against into his palm. She turned her face into
his neck, breathing hard, as Seamus lifted her into his arms and
pressed her back against the wall.

After all this time, he
still knew her body.

Mehb pulled her wings in as
Seamus shifted her, trying to steady herself, searching for a point
of balance somewhere between flight and the ground. “No, no,”
Seamus murmured. Mehb moaned as Seamus pulled his fingers from her,
and stroked up her back to the joint of her wings. “Show
me.”

She whined high in her
throat, shuddering as he ran his nails over that so-sensitive skin,
bucking against his hip, her body craving him in clenches and
aches. He ground back against her, his hardness sliding
tantalizingly close to where she wanted it—but that was all. When
he did not relent, she growled, a low feline sound, and flexed her
arms around his neck.

He only smiled.

Mehb gave first this time,
lifting herself away from the wall with the strength of her arms,
pulling at him until their mouths were so close she could have
stolen the breath from his lungs.

In the sliver of space
between them, she spat the word. “Bastard.”

Then she let her wings
unfurl.

Their shadow fell over them
both. In the sudden shade, the golden fire in the puca’s eyes
seemed even brighter. His lips pulled back into a victorious smile,
and like a benediction or a reward, Seamus pressed inside
her.

The stretch was sudden, but
so, so good.

Mehb grabbed his neck,
forcing his head down to hers so she could bite her way into his
mouth, giving back the pain and the pleasure that his hard,
grinding thrusts sparked through her. Seamus lifted her higher with
one hand, changing the angle so he could thrust upwards, focusing
on that rigid knot of sensation inside her. Each thrust knocked the
breath from Mehb’s lungs; he had filled her up and now pushed
further, thrusting up, fucking into her without pulling
out.

That overwhelming feeling,
when she was stuffed to the brink and knew he had a few inches to
spare—after two hundred years, it was still her favorite
part.

Seamus knew—she could feel
his smugness in his kisses, in the movements of his hips and the
way he swelled inside, heady with his own power. She dug her
fingers cruelly into his neck, her heels into his back, but
couldn’t bring herself to pull away. The burn was just too
good.

Seamus hissed at the pain
of her nails, and thrust faster, pushing her up the wall with the
power of his hips. The hand on her leg urged her thigh tighter
around him, then slid between them, stroking over her outer lips to
her clit. Mehb swallowed an undignified noise, but couldn’t keep
her head from thrashing against the wall as his thumb rubbed over
her. “Come on. Come—” Seamus moved the arm behind her up, and
spread an open palm across her right wing. He pulled almost all the
way back; Mehb growled at him, the throb between her thighs so
fiercely hungry it bordered on pain.

He placed an almost chaste
kiss on Mehb’s slick, red mouth, then thrust into her as he ran his
sharp nails over that delicate, starless skin.

Mehb gasped as the dual
sensations rocked through her, her body pushed beyond its limits.
Her nerves sparked at random, the overwhelming sensations making
everything—the air on her face, Seamus’s skin under her
calves, her own sweat running down her neck—sensual, enticing. She
was filled, she was touched, she was overcome; she writhed, her sex
seizing around Seamus’s cock as she came.

Seamus thrust into her hard
and pressed her against the wall, the hand on her wing still
moving. She shuddered with aftershocks, with pleasure becoming pain
and pain burning through her as it peaked and crash into too
much. A broken sound tore free of her throat, and Seamus sunk
his teeth into her shoulder as he pulsed inside her. Another
orgasm, more jagged than the last, ripped through her at that
feeling, a flood of sensation that smashed her to pieces, that
drowned her, body and soul, her whole self gone in a wave crested
white.

When she broke the surface
of her mind, Seamus was already pulling back, pulling out,
and Mehb whined again, unable to stop herself. Her body felt shaky
and limp, and it took her a long time—for a fae—to open her
eyes.

By then, the chain was
already descending.

Mehb tried to kick out, but
he had moved her up the wall, and now she was too high off the
ground. She beat her wings, but the space between her back and the
wall was too small for full extension, and she couldn’t get any
lift. In less than a second, the chain—thin and delicate, like a
silver necklace—encircled her, looped over her wings.

It burned with
cold.

Immediately, Mehb pulled
her wings in, willing them out of man’s world and into the
safety of unreality.

They quivered, helpless
against the cold.

It blocked her. Mehb cast
her mind down other channels, bile rising as every connection she
sought led nowhere; the silver chain had her trapped, everything
gone. Where the power had been there were only numb spots in
her senses, like the deadened stumps of severed limbs. She reached
for her trophies—and felt only cold. Out of the corner of her eyes,
she saw Seamus’s mouth twitch into a smile.

She turned on him, hands
curled into claws.

He grabbed her wrists,
unsurprised by her fury, but she got in two good strikes before he
pinned her against the stone with the full weight of his body. She
was crushed between his heat and the lines of cold as they
multiplied and spread, one chain becoming many, stripping her most
delicate skin from top to bottom in just a few seconds. Mehb
twisted in his grip, to no avail.

Slowly, Mehb turned her
focus outwards, to the shape of Seamus against her. She tapped into
her aborted sense of satisfaction from their sex, and let her
muscles unclench, feeling out the give in her prison. Feeling his
blood run sluggishly down his face and onto her own. Feeling its
slickness join sweat and lust and more between their
bodies.

Feeling him softening
inside her.

“Air magic,” Seamus
murmured. Mehb hissed at him, and he used that moment to press his
mouth over hers, a wet slide of open lips. She froze, stiffening in
his arms. Then she kissed him back. With her arms still held above
her, she curled her body into his, ignoring the cold pressure on
her back. Slowly, she let it soften into the kind of kiss they’d
shared when they were younger, more innocent.

She felt his grip
loosening. Her gut clenched in anticipation as he pulled back. A
long strand of wet stretched between their mouths, reflecting the
golden light of his eyes. She traced it up to his mouth, then
followed the strong line of his jaw, willing her eyes open, liquid,
soft.

She looked into his
face.

Seamus shook his
head.

“No.”

A strange flavor spread
across her tongue, but Mehb paid it no mind. She didn’t even
struggle against the hand over her mouth. As the dark took her, she
raised her eyes to Seamus’s.

Flames still burned inside
them, but they were not what they had once been.

* * *

When Mehb’s head rolled
forward, Seamus uncovered her mouth and released her arms,
gathering her small body to his chest. She was easy to carry, but
he took care while he held her. The polished stone floor was
slippery with his blood, and her wings and his chains hung down
from her back low enough to trip him.

Black, he thought,
with an unpleasant shudder.

He placed her gently on the
Death Throne—there was nowhere else—and knelt before her. For a
moment, he only looked. Then he moved his hand in an old pattern,
familiar to him: he felt for the strong, slow pulse in her throat.
He checked her sleep-slack mouth for the pilule. He pulled the dark
red capsule from her mouth, and tucked it back into his
pocket.

Dirt magic.

Rising, Seamus pulled his
sagging jeans over his hips, and buttoned them, the zipper a loss.
In three long steps, he was behind the dais and at the wall. He ran
his eyes over the many trinkets there until he found a certain
ceramic bud. Plain clay and small, it hung on a hemp rope among
other, grander looking things. Reverently, almost as carefully as
he had handled its rightful owner, he lifted it from the wall, and
held it in his hands while he spelled the rope long enough to fit
around his neck.

He could feel its heart
beat, faster than his own.

He could hear Liam’s life
thrumming against his chest.

Seamus gathered his coat
and shirt, leaving the shattered fragments of his knife and the
pieces of the first chain. Dressed, he approached the throne again,
and looked down at Mehb, deep in artificial sleep.

He felt like a husk, burned
through and left dry.

Pressing one hand over the
bauble so it would not touch her, even through his shirt, Seamus
leaned down and pressed a brief kiss to the part of her hair. The
silver chains unwound into a harmless coil with a single word. He
stood, took one last look, and tucked the chain into his
pocket.

Then he went back to his
brother.
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EDELWEISS

 By Virginia Flowers

 


The smell bothered me the
most. Not the smell of the ward, though that was bad enough. I had
become numb to that, from the several years I spent as a nurse in
an Emergency room in Detroit. It was the smell of the body bags,
which we had to check each time the Chinook dropped them off. They
never came in just ones or twos, there were always ten or twenty at
a time. The odor was the same as road kill that had been left out
too long on a hot summer day, sickly and sweet. I tried to think of
them as dead animals, to make the task easier.

I opened a bag to determine
why the soldier inside had died. I had to put a name to the body,
find his dog tags. There was no face, just a hole where a smile
should be. It was the first time I had seen maggots crawling on a
body. I found a place behind a Quonset hut where I left behind
lunch. I crouched with my head in my hands, until I was finally
able to return to the pad.

One of the doctors held me,
to quell the shaking. “Come on now, it’s your duty,” he said, as
though that would make it all better. I hated the sound of those
damn helicopters and their blades. I hated his sense of
duty.

The ward was full of the
wounded on busy days, those who would supposedly make it. I could
understand those, even if they came by the dozens, even the
hundreds, a never-ending stream of wounded. Saving lives, that was
what I did. Hardest were the expectants, the ones we triaged and
put aside because they simply were not going to make it. We had the
choice of who lived and who died; there was no way to save them
all.

Occasionally, a man marked
as expectant would surprise us. They wouldn’t fold up, let out one
rattling breath before moving on to whatever awaited them. Instead,
they clung to life like a bur to your socks, unwilling to give up
what they had.

Charlie Full Mast was one
of the lingering expectants. He lay in the ward, missing the bottom
half of his legs, a hole in his spine. He was paralyzed but
otherwise fine, the doctor said. We both knew that Charlie had no
chance. But he didn’t have to face the smell, to open the bags and
find the dog tags, see the missing faces.

His skull was cracked, and
his face was bandaged until only his eyes, nose and mouth were
visible. He was in a coma, but when we took him off the morphine,
he just…was. He wouldn’t die, just laid there, wasting away, with a
drip in his arm. We didn’t have the heart to tell him it was ok to
go, so we worked around him. Even Father Patrick refused to say his
last rites. Maybe we all hoped he would get better. A little faith
is a powerful thing to keep you going.

We should have put Charlie
on a chopper to Da Nang, taken him to a neuro facility. But even
the doctor who said Charlie was going to make it knew he would die
the moment we moved him. We would prep him and he would fade, his
breathing would shallow, his heart rate collapse. Eventually we
picked up his bed, moved it to one corner of the room, and made him
as comfortable as possible. We left him there to pass when he felt
like it, then we went back to work.

Loretta was the one who
called him Charlie Full Mast. He always had an erection. It
happened sometimes to the men in a coma. Heck, it happened to most
any man, wounded or not. They would have a dream, some erotic
stimulation, and we would see sheets and blankets tented up in the
front. It usually passed quickly, but Charlie was perpetually
aroused.

I came off a 20-hour shift
a few days after we put Charlie in the corner. I had only arrived a
month earlier, but the conditions no longer surprised me, the lack
of antibiotics or clean bandages. Never enough towels to wipe up
with. I ground out the hours and days, like everyone else. So I
made the rounds, checking on each man in our beds.

“Hey Lieutenant, can you
come over here.” Willy was a corporal with the 82nd, a fresh
amputee with one leg, and a nasty bullet wound that missed his
spleen by a hair. He was going home once he healed up enough to
move.

“What can I help you with,
Corporal?”

“Did you catch the movie
last night?” They had set up a projector for the soldiers and
staff, and some supply Sergeant somewhere had gotten a copy of The
Sound of Music. I had seen it when it was new and I was nothing but
a young girl aching to grow up. I hummed the tunes when making
rounds back home. After a month in Vietnam, the Disneyfied version
of war disgusted me.

“No, Willy, I had other
duties. What do you need?” Willy was one of those men who thought I
wanted to sit and make small talk. I learned quickly how to cut off
the conversation. It was like cutting off a limb, painful but
necessary.

“My leg hurts something
fierce. Can you get me something?”

I nodded at him and went to
get him some aspirin. He would take a pill, he would pretend his
pain had eased, I would pretend to care, and we would sleep better.
Maybe Willy would sleep better.

I heard the soft moaning as
I entered the storeroom. The stacks of supplies turned it into a
maze, but the lovers weren’t trying to hide. There were few private
places in the base, you took your moments where it was most
convenient.

Loretta was splayed across
a gurney, her pants and panties pulled off, still wearing her shirt
buttoned up while one of the doctors fucked her, fatigues around
his ankles, his white ass clenching with each thrust. I knew he was
married, and she was trying to be quiet, but the sound that escaped
from her clenched lips quickly had my own womanhood wet and
dripping. The soft whimper of her pleasure sent an electric surge
through my crotch. I longed to step over and kiss her
mouth.

I fumbled around, knocking
over a box of syringes. They glanced at me, but neither stopped.
Her eyes were half closed and her mouth formed a perfect O, lips
damp and shiny. I found the aspirin just as he grunted with his
release, Loretta keening softly. She cupped his ass, and he spilled
his seed inside her.

“Sorry,” I mumbled pushing
back through the door to the ward as he pulled out of her. I caught
the briefest glimpse of her pubic hair, matted with his release
before the door swung closed.

I gave Willy his aspirin,
and a glass of water. He chewed them before swallowing. “Thanks,
Lieutenant. That feels better already.” I helped him lie back and
get comfortable, and then walked to my small room in one of the
Quonset huts, glad to be free of the patients for a moment. I
grabbed my towel and soap and headed for the showers.

The water was cold, it was
always cold, and I sometimes think I hated that more than anything
else other than the smell and the helicopters. I would have paid
for warm water if it were available. When I closed my eyes, I
remembered how it felt to make my skin pink from the heat. I wanted
to be that clean again.

I stood under the feeble
drip, my nipples growing so stiff they ached on my chest. I
shivered as I quickly washed myself. I kept thinking of the men,
the patients I had seen, the ones whose tags I had to pull from
beneath dark canvas shrouds. Guys like Willy, who wanted to reach
out to me, lean on me. Faceless men, always reaching out, groping,
taking from me.

I leaned on the wall, my
mouth in my elbow, hiding the sound of my crying. I slipped to the
floor, arms hugging my knees, bawling like a twelve year old again
and my dog had just died, and I was still clinging to the damp fur
of his neck as my mother tried to gently pry me away, my father
standing by the door with a shovel and a black plastic trash
bag.

Loretta touched my shoulder
before I knew she was there.

“It’s alright, sweetie,”
she said. “Let it go. We’ve all got to have one from time to time.”
She sat next to me and pulled me close, hugging me as I sobbed into
her shoulder, our naked bodies pressed together in the shower. I
squeezed my eyes shut, and all I could see were the body bags,
opening them again and again, finding the next body that waited
inside. The next empty face.

When my crying eased, she
guided me out, toweled me off, and dressed me. The two of us went
back to the barracks, where she took me to my small spare room,
undid the laces to remove my shoes, and climbed into bed with me,
spooning me from behind, her arm resting protectively over my
stomach. She let me cry until I fell asleep, stroking my hair,
singing softly:

“Edelweiss. Edelweiss.
Every morning you greet me.”

In the middle of the night
I awoke, slipping out from under the covers and finding my way in
the dark to the latrine. When I returned, I undressed and sat down
on the cot next to Loretta, listening to her soft
breathing.

“I’m not asleep,” came her
whisper. “Do you feel better?”

“Yes.”

“Come on, get back into
bed.”

I slid in next to her, in
just my panties and t-shirt. When I brushed against her, I felt
nothing but skin, and I realized she had undressed as well. She
pushed my shoulder, turning me away from her, and spooned me again.
Her arm wrapped over my waist and her hand pressed against my
belly.

She slipped her hand under
my t-shirt and stroked. I felt my heart pounding. There was this
disconnect, the arousal caused by her fingers fighting with the
smell of army issue bedding. I had wanted this, had dreamed of it,
and had done my best to hide my need from her. I let the men touch
me, because a woman needs a man, because it was
expected.

When Loretta’s hand cupped
my breast, I stopped breathing. My sex dampened with the caress of
her fingertips over my nipple. She kissed my neck and reached under
my panties, her fingers stroked through the fine tangled fur of my
womanhood.

She found every nerve below
my waist, plucked them, and set them quivering. I bit my lip to
stifle the gasps she teased from me, pushing my ass back against
her body. I could feel her arm pressed between us, could feel her
fingers moving on my ass, and I knew she was fingering her own sex.
I wondered what it would feel like to touch another woman. I was
jealous of Loretta’s hand. I wanted to give her that pleasure. I
was afraid to reciprocate, unsure of what to do.

When I tensed with my
orgasm, she pulled me over, kissing me, her tongue forcing its way
between my lips. The cot creaked as she rubbed me, flicking her
fingers over my clit. She kept me moaning and gasping, until she
finally withdrew her fingers. I watched her outline in the darkness
as she licked them clean.

Soft kisses followed,
murmured words I didn’t hear, as I slowly fell asleep. Loretta’s
head rested on my chest, her small bare breasts pressing against my
midsection where my shirt was pulled up.

She was gone when I woke,
along with her clothes. My panties were soaked, as were the sheets,
and I quickly stripped the bed, to hide the shame I felt. My cheeks
burned as I made the bed up with fresh linens.

I had the mid-morning to
evening shift. We had been three days without fresh wounded, or
fresh bodies, and the ward was only half full. The rest had been
sent off to Da Nang, or Qui Nhon, or someplace else. A way stop on
the way home to recover, and fade into a life of drinking and
self-loathing, like my cousin Bertrand did when he returned from
his second tour. Whatever suited their needs. They had a choice, as
did every patient.

I checked each man in turn,
and the guys took their liberties with me. I let them flirt, let
them grope and pinch, without complaint and without care. I wanted
to feel something, anything, even the crude groping’s of soldiers
too long without their sweethearts. As for the men, their reasons
were simple. Their next visit to the hospital might be in a black
bag, and I’d be digging for their tags. I would see their missing
faces.

Willy smiled when I came
by. “Thanks for the pills, Lieutenant, that made my leg feel whole
loads better.”

“That’s fine, Willy. Is
there anything I can get you?”

“Other than a sponge bath?
Nah, guess I’m fine for now, Lieutenant.” He grinned at me. I
stared at him, watching his face flush pink. I closed my eyes for a
brief moment, and thought of last night.

“Actually you’re smelling
a bit ripe, maybe we should.”

I found the bucket and a
fresh sponge in the prep room. I made my rounds again, treating
each man to a quick clean up with water and soap. I washed their
hands and their pits, their shoulders and chests, and I pulled up
their robes and cleaned each and every single cock.

There was every size and
shape possible. Privates Mancini and Williams were both shy, their
cocks soft, requiring me to lift them as I washed. Corporal Davis
had no such qualms, his cock hard and throbbing as I brushed it
with the sponge. He leered at me, and dampness spread between my
thighs as I touched him. First Lieutenant Reynolds’s skin was coal
black, and his large cock matched. He looked away when I touched
him, but his member grew hard for me. I imagined how it would feel
penetrating my sex, if it would feel better than Loretta’s fingers,
and it tingled in response.

Each man groaned when I
moved on, and I could see from the corner of my eye one or two of
them hiding under their covers, turned sideways, clearly pleasuring
themselves. I ignored it. It served its purpose. They came for me,
and I would give them respect, their privacy. I would clean them up
later once they napped, remove traces of cum from their
sheets.

Charlie was alone in his
corner. He was thin, and I wondered what kept him clinging to the
world when his body had been irreparably broken. I pulled open his
gown, and washed him from neck to knee. His cock was as hard as
always, an unrelenting erection. Long and hard, bigger than any
cock I had imagined, certainly much larger than the other men. He
had a tangle of dark pubic hair at the base, and the whole length
rose up in a gentle left curve, thick and veiny and strong and
hard. I felt again the tingling need between my legs as I cleaned
it. My nipples hardened, needing Loretta to slide my shirt up,
pinch them.

I wrapped my fingers around
him, feeling his pulse through the skin. I didn’t stroke him or
stimulate him, I held it. I thought for a moment he stirred, made a
murmuring sound, but when I looked at his face it was the same look
he’d had since arriving. His eyes were closed, his mouth open
slightly as though in a deep sleep.

I covered him and went to
the triage room, logging my round into the entry sheet. I walked
into the steamy afternoon sunshine, and heard in the far distance
the thwup thwup of the blades as the helicopters approached
the hospital.

It was a sixteen hour
shift, followed by an hour break and twelve more hours on. I lost
count of patients, how many clamps I applied, how many dog tags I
read. The wounded crowded every space, dead and dying, and there
was blood to my elbows, blood on my legs, blood smeared over my
forehead where I had brushed back my hair. I scrubbed away the
blood until my skin was rubbed raw.

During the break, I bumped
into Loretta. I was too tired for the silence between us to become
uncomfortable. We took drags on shared cigarettes, tried to get
some food in ourselves, had a quick beer at the canteen. Her
presence made me feel stronger. She shook my shoulder at the end of
the hour to wake me from the mess tent bench. I sat up blinking,
nodded at her. We went back into the operating room.

I made my way to the
shower, then to bed, and slept for ten hours without waking. Two
more ambulances came in later, but there were so few patients in
each that the doctors took care of them, letting us get our rest.
Once in a while it pays for them to think of us as women, frail and
flawed. But they didn’t sort the dead. That was a job for the
weaker sex.

The next day was Saturday.
Betty, Loretta, Esther and I got an afternoon of leave. We took a
jeep into the nearby hamlet, wearing our dress greens. I wandered
in and out of the local shops, looking for material for a dress I
planned to sew, something nice to wear home on the plane. Something
to see my mother in when I arrived. I remembered every stitch she
had taught me. “Tuck it in, then run it slow,” she would say to me,
as I watched her fingers deftly pulling the thread. I needed
something with flowers, she would like that.

“Come on, let’s get a
beer.” Loretta pulled us into the local bar. I wanted to go back to
the base with her, kiss her on my cot, her arms folded around me. I
wanted to feel her nipples under my mouth.

The place was filled with
American soldiers. We were the only women there, and there was no
end to the attention we attracted. Men in army fatigues converged
on us from every corner, and drinks were placed in our
hands.

“Get some tunes going,” a
young, blond GI said to his friend. The shorter one walked over to
the end of the bar and flicked on a small radio. He twisted the
knobs until he found a station playing “Magic Carpet Ride.” The
music echoed thinly out of the one small speaker, and I wondered if
it was a Hanoi station they were playing, or if it was the Armed
Forces Network.

The blond grunt grabbed
Loretta’s hand and twirled her between tables and chairs. Loretta
laughed, yanking off her cap, pulling the pins out of her hair. It
fell over her shoulders in shiny waves. My heart thumped to look at
her in the drab, dark bar, surrounded by so many men in olive
colored clothing. I wanted her to take me to bed again. I wanted to
touch her this time, explore the folds of her wet sex, taste her on
my lips.

“Come on,” said a dark
haired man, wrapping his arms around me. He wasn’t inclined to spin
and dance around, he pulled me in tight, slow dancing to fast
music. I could smell beer on his breath and the three day old scent
of sweat and jungle on his clothing. When his hand slid down and
cupped my ass, I said nothing. I watched Loretta kissing the young
soldier as he pushed her back into a corner.

We swayed and moved, and I
managed to work him over to where she had disappeared through a
crowd of men. I caught a glimpse of Betty, sitting on the bar, her
legs crossed, laughing as she held a drink in her hand. Esther was
nowhere in sight, but she had a knack for disappearing and showing
up later. It was Loretta and I who had covered for her when she
went AWOL for three days, holed up in a hotel in Saigon with her
latest beau.

Loretta was blocked from my
view by tables and men. Grabby guy was cupping both my cheeks now,
his head on my bosom, half asleep. I guided him to the wall so I
could peer past the blond fellow.

Loretta was sitting on the
lap of a sergeant, her skirt pulled up to her waist, his hands down
the front of her panties. Her shirt was untucked and open, and her
breasts were on display. I hadn’t seen them in the dark of my room.
They were small, perky, topped with hard rose-colored nipples, that
asked for my kisses, that needed a bite.

Her head was turned and she
worked at the cock of one man standing next to her with her mouth.
The mouth that had kissed me. Her slender white hand held the hard
shaft of the blond soldier who had dragged her here. The fingers
that had pleasured me.

My heart stopped as I
watched Loretta’s panties being pulled down, the soldier lifting
her hips and guiding her sex onto him. I could tell the moment he
penetrated her, the guttural grunt tugged from her throat when the
cock filled her sex. I flushed with jealousy and anger, but I
couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene. I wanted to slap the
cock from her mouth, pull her against me, kiss her so hard I would
steal her breath. I stood frozen. The man dancing with me was so
drunk he didn’t even know what was going on.

She ground her ass on his
lap in front of the other men. Her mouth surrounded one cock, while
the other one in her hand released a shot of white semen onto her
thigh. Maybe they would pay her when they finished. Maybe they
would leave her covered in spunk in the corner and use her again
and again all night. I closed my eyes and I pictured her climbing
into my cot with me, naked and covered with the seed of a hundred
men, and I wanted to retch on the soldier holding me.

I pushed him away and left
the room. Hands groped me as I made my way towards the door, heart
pounding, nipples aching for their fingers. “Come on sweetie,
stay,” they called, reaching up to cup a breast, pinch a nipple. My
breathing grew labored, the room was sweltering, closed off, and I
could not suck in enough air to fill my lungs. My pussy screamed
for their kisses and cocks. It yelled at me to let go like she
did.

When I pushed outside, I
took a long pull on the swampy evening air. The street was full of
people and carts, many bearing large baskets or items to market or
heading to home. I turned toward base, passing slowly through the
throngs of Vietnamese and scattered soldiers.

A jeep pulled up next to
me.

“Hey Lieutenant, what’s
up?” Matthew was one of our unit’s soldiers, who dug our latrines,
put up our tents, built our huts. I didn’t want to talk, but he was
driving a jeep. The walk was three miles.

“Can you give a girl a
lift?”

“Sure, hop in.” He didn’t
think to ask me why.

The ride was short, and he
left me at my hut. I felt guilty leaving Loretta alone with those
men, but I was disgusted. I could tell I was jealous, too, and the
knot of my being grew more and more tangled until the ends were
lost and I stood there looking out of the door of my room. I
squeezed my fingers hard into the palms of my hand.

The crotch of my underwear
was damp. My womanhood remembering the sight of Loretta being used
like a slut. I slid my fingers along my own wet groove and
pleasured myself as she did. The first touch of my hand sent a
shock through my body, and I yanked it away. It reminded me too
much of her, the way she had touched me, had pressed against me,
brought me off.

I switched to my fatigues
and boots, found my cap, and headed for the ward. It was late now,
and it was quickly becoming dark, that sudden slap of night that
happens here. I was used to lingering evenings, lazy sunsets that
would last for an hour followed by a gradual dusking for several
more. Here the sun set, and night came on its heels, swift and
sudden. The raucous daytime noises gave way to the shrill night
calls of birds and animals in the forest.

The men were quiet when I
arrived, most sleeping, doped up. I checked the charts of a
few.

“Hey Lieutenant, how are
you?”

I looked into Willy’s soft
brown eyes. He was shipping out tomorrow, for the airfield at Bien
Ho Phu Bai to be sent home. His hair had grown long in the
field.

 

“You need a cut,
soldier.”

“No more cuts for me. My
mom said I could grow it long. Said she didn’t care if I was a
hippy, just wanted me home.”

“How’s the
leg?”

“Hurts. Got any more of
those magic pills?”

I nodded and went to grab a
few aspirin. I forgot his water, but he took them anyways, chewing
slowly and nodding, then lay back closing his eyes. I sat with him
until the whole world outside the window was black with night and
his breathing had become soft and slow and regular.

I went to Charlie’s corner
and pulled his curtain around his bed. His cheeks were gaunt, his
breath raspy now. Still, he clung to his body. Somewhere in his
eighteen year-old mind there was a dream of a life still to be that
he refused to let go of.

I sat next to him for a
while, wiping his cheeks with a sponge. The lines of his face
didn’t move, although his grimace loosened a little, a small hint
of a smile playing along the edges of his mouth. I gathered my feet
to stand.

His hand touched
mine.

I froze.

“Don’t go, angel. Don’t
leave me.”

His eyes were closed. I
leaned in closely, whispering, “Charlie, do you know where you
are?”

“Home. Finally home with
you, baby. Lord I’ve missed you. Every day I would look at your
picture, your beautiful picture. You kept me going every day. Had
to not cry. You don’t cry, there’s no tears in ‘Nam. I missed you
so, angel.”

I blinked through tears and
squeezed his fingers. “I missed you too, Charlie. I waited for
you.”

“I told you that you
didn’t have to. That I probably wouldn’t come home except in a
black bag. You waited for me, huh?”

I kissed his hand. “Yes,
baby, I waited for you. I’m so glad you’re back now.”

He pulled my hand under the
sheet and guided my fingers to his cock. It was hard, it needed to
be touched by his angel. “Can we now, angel? Can I finally make
love to you like I’ve wanted to? You said when I got back, you’d
make me a man for real.”

I stroked his cock under
the cover and leaned over, kissing his lips. “Yes Charlie, you can
have me. Only you.”

I took his hand and lifted
it to my breast, held it there for him. I used my free hand to undo
the laces of my boots and kicked them off. The button and zipper of
my pants were harder, but I finally managed to wiggle them down to
the ground and shuck them, along with my panties.

I pulled back the covers
and took his hard tool in my mouth. I had never sucked one, and the
taste was not what I expected, salty and earthy, mixed with soap
from his sponge bath. I could feel the pulse of him against my
tongue, his vein throbbing. I hoped I was giving him
pleasure.

“My baby,” he said, and I
looked up at his face. Tears ran down his cheek. I pulled my mouth
off his shaft and climbed onto him, positioning the head of his
cock against my wet fur, rubbing it over my slick
groove.

“Yes, please angel,” he
begged, and I held over him for a moment before guiding him home
into my needy sex. He filled me perfectly, his cock was shaped to
be inside me, and I rode back and forth against him, kissing his
closed eyes, his cheeks, his lips.

He breathed heavily. My
juices flowed down his prick and onto the sheet. His face was
flushed with pleasure, and he murmured something, whispering. I
couldn’t understand his words, but our bodies understood each
other, spoke the same language. We didn’t need words to
understand.

He grew harder inside me,
swelling, and my nipples responded, pushing against my clothing,
straining to be touched and stroked and bitten. His cock twitched.
I ground against him faster as he climaxed, his seed spilling
inside my body. I rose towards my own pleasure, my own release,
fighting back the gasps when I came, pushing down one final time as
my sex squeezed his shaft, milking him, taking him. I held all of
him into me.

Charlie softened and his
cock slipped from my body. I reached down, cupping my sex, holding
his seed inside me and I kissed his lips again. He was unresponsive
now, lying on the bed as though he had never spoken, never called
me angel. Only a soft cock covered with my juices showed that
something had changed for him, something was different.

I slid off the bed and
dressed, making sure not to let my sex drip. I needed to keep him
inside me. I wanted him there, filling me. I was Charlie’s vessel,
I held the remnants of him within, his dream of a life still to be
lived.

I left to wash my hands and
fix my hair. I could smell him on me when I finished, but it
smelled like summer rain, like freshly turned earth and spring
planting. I decided not to shower until the morning. I wanted to
inhale Charlie when I woke. I wanted to remember his
face.

When I returned to Charlie,
his breathing was slow and raspy. There were long pauses in between
each puff of air, and I held my breath, listening, until his chest
yanked in a fresh shuddering mouthful. I sat next to the bed and
held his hand.

“It’s ok, Charlie. I’m
with you. It’s ok, you can let go now.”

I wanted him to call me
angel, to tell me he needed me, and loved me, and that he looked at
my picture every day. I closed my eyes, dreamed a life with him,
and sat with Charlie until he died later that night. I filled out
the last details of his chart, notified the night staff of his
passing and left it to them to move the body through the proper
procedures for his return home.

It was after midnight by
the time I crawled into bed. Loretta joined me, and held me while I
cried again. She didn’t ask me why. When I stopped, she pleasured
me, and I learned how she liked to be touched. I learned how she
tasted. I learned what she sounded like when she was climaxing. But
I thought of Charlie.

When morning came, its
fingers stretching across the floor of the hut, she kissed me on
the cheek. “Good morning, Edelweiss,” she said, and slipped away to
her own cot.
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COUSIN EMILY COMES TO STAY

 By
Sera Belle

 


It was hard to believe that
they had once talked of her and Emily as twins, Isobel reflected as
Emily and Isobel’s mother chattered away on the Chesterfield. They
both had dark hair, but otherwise they couldn’t have been more
different.

Emily’s dress was more
stylish than Isobel’s, certainly; Langley Hall was just too far
from London to get the season’s styles with any regularity. Emily
also had a way of making herself sound quite stupid, tossing her
head back and forth as she spoke, or smiling that vacant smile
every time she composed an answer to Isobel’s mother’s
questions.

“And your great-aunt
Mildred,” Isobel’s mother prodded, “is she well?”

The brief pause, the
stupid, empty grin. “Her sciatica is still bothersome, but she is
otherwise quite happy.”

She hadn’t seen Emily since
she was fourteen and Isobel was sixteen, and Emily had barely
changed. She was still skinny, although she was now a few inches
taller than Isobel. The unattractive cut of Emily’s dress was
unflattering, doing nothing to improve Emily’s meager bust and
boyish hips. By contrast, Isobel had inherited her mother’s bust,
and more: it seemed her nipples rose further out of her bath-water
every week. Her waist remained slim, but her hips were properly
curved—she looked like a woman. Emily looked, and sounded, as
though she were a schoolgirl.

She didn’t dislike Emily,
but as they had grown older Emily’s summer visits had become more
irksome than enjoyable. By her last visit, Isobel could hardly bear
to speak with her, and it was an immense relief when she learned
that Emily would not return the following summer.

She had been delighted to
see Emily when she’d arrived that afternoon, of course; Emily had
embraced her as though she were drowning, and actually wept a
little as she kissed Isobel’s cheeks. But the delight wore off
quickly, and Isobel found herself now, only a few hours later,
annoyed at every single thing Emily said and did.

There was a suitable break
in the conversation. “And do you have many suitors coming and
calling?” Isobel asked as sweetly as she could. Emily’s face fell,
only for an instant but enough for Isobel to feel great
satisfaction.

“I’m rather busy with the
women’s society,” Emily answered. “And you can imagine that Daddy
is not as receptive to gentleman callers as he might
be.”

“Oh, quite,” Isobel said
triumphantly. Everyone knew that Emily’s father was tied to the hem
of Emily’s dress, bowing and scraping to every of her
whims.

“Now, Isobel,” her mother
cut in. “I don’t believe you’ve so much as been to a dance
since—since—”

Isobel didn’t need her
mother undercutting her. She stood up while her mother was still
caught in her mean, spiteful sentence. “I am very tired,” she
announced. “I believe I shall go up.”

“Good night,” Emily said,
standing to embrace her yet again. Isobel would have no breath left
by the time the week was out, if Emily carried on like this. “Sleep
well.”

* * *

It took the entire morning
to show Emily around the manor’s gardens—she seemed to want to stop
and smell every flower, to watch every bird flit around the
tree-branches—to see every blade of grass grow, it seemed by the
time they had made their way back to the conservatory. They took
their luncheon there, the way they used to as small girls; Isobel
wished she could refuse the damned tradition, but their butler,
Evans, had overseen the preparations himself and Isobel couldn’t
bear to insult the old man.

Emily, naturally, found a
way to pour warm treacle all over the proceedings. “Oh, Isobel, I
feel quite like a little girl again,” she gushed as they sat down.
“We used to enjoy our lunches here so much, didn’t we?”

“I can hardly remember,”
Isobel said. She didn’t want to be unkind, but they had taken so
long out in the gardens, it was already a quarter past one. Time
was slipping away.

“And look, cucumber
sandwiches—weren’t we such dainty ladies back then!”

“Indeed.”

“Oh, and cocoa for us
both. How dear.”

“Very dear.”

Isobel just couldn’t
imagine how to answer Emily otherwise. She was so utterly wet—what
else could she do but agree with her, and wish she would be
quiet?

“I was thinking,” Emily
said cheerfully, “that this afternoon I might look at your papa’s
library. You don’t think he would mind, do you?”

“Why, not at all, dear,”
Isobel said, finally feeling the kindness she put into her answer.
“I’m sure nothing would please him more.” She would be free, thank
heaven. All she had to do was get away from this luncheon by
two.

“And you can show me all
the new books he’s received lately,” Emily went on. “Papa orders so
few books, and he scowls like anything when I order one for myself.
It’s quite vexing.”

Vexing—indeed. “I’m sure I
would love to show you around,” Isobel said, after glancing around
to ensure that Evans or, worse still, her mother were not lurking
around the doorway. “But there are one or two things I need to take
care of this afternoon. Perhaps I could meet you in the library
around tea-time?”

“Oh, of course,” Emily
said. Her stupid, vacant grin returned, and Isobel took an angry
bite out of a currant scone. Twenty-five past one. Thirty-five
minutes to get rid of this damp towel, and then her day could
really begin.

* * *

It was just past two before
she extricated herself, and fully five minutes later when she
arrived at the upstairs cupboard. She had been coming up here
almost daily, in the last few weeks; some days she thought of
nothing but it all morning.

One morning, in fact, she
had told her mother she felt unwell, and stayed under her
bedclothes until mid-day; her mother did not know that she had
discarded her night-dress, and was enjoying the feeling of cool
sheets brushing against every bit of her skin. Soon her fingers
were roaming, as they were wont to do nowadays, down between her
legs, rubbing gently at the smooth, moist folds of her nethers. It
was a quite different feeling, one which she could not explain, and
of course which she could never discuss with her mother. The
morning had been glorious, though, touching herself and thinking of
what she would see that afternoon.

She undid the latch, opened
the cupboard door, and slipped inside. This was where her heart
always began to beat more solidly in her chest, where her knees
began to quiver with anticipation: the moment she closed the
cupboard door, and escaped into the total darkness.

She felt along the wall for
the now-familiar wooden handle; the interior door opened freely and
without a creak, and she had only to duck down and go
through—

A click, sounding like the
crash of a tram-car into the station wall in her mind, and the
cupboard was flooded with light—

“It’s only me,” Emily
said, in a hoarse whisper. She entered the cupboard without being
invited, and closed the outer door behind her. The cupboard was
very small, though, and they stood with their faces practically
touching. Emily’s breath was warm and sweet on Isobel’s
cheek.

“What are you doing?”
Isobel demanded. “You shouldn’t—”

“I remember this,” Emily
said, the delight clear in her voice. “This is the secret passage,
isn’t it? Oh, how wonderful—I had forgotten—”

How was she to get rid of
the little dullard? “I thought you wanted to see father’s library,”
she said in reproach.

“Oh, books—I saw you
heading up here and I was overcome with curiosity. How glad I am,
now!”

She would ruin the
secret—if she was not more careful, she would ruin Isobel. “I was
just looking for—something—” she began lamely.

“Oh, never mind,” Emily
said, her hand—when had that happened?—pressing on Isobel’s hip.
“Let’s explore the passage again. It’s so exciting.”

“We oughtn’t,
really.”

Emily’s hand slid a little
further around Isobel, a little lower, and she was closer, her
chest pressing against Isobel’s, her lips at Isobel’s ear. “Oh,
please,” she whispered. “Just a quick look.”

Isobel considered. She
would not be rid of Emily easily, at this point. They had explored
this passage a couple of times when they were much younger, and she
could tell Emily was too excited at the prospect of entering it
again to be dissuaded. But if Emily found her secret—

Only one thing to do. She
must get Emily through the passage as quickly as possible, and hope
that she did not discover the reason Isobel had been going there
lately.

“I was going to surprise
you,” Isobel said, “but I wanted to make sure it was clear before I
took you in with me.”

“Oh, how sweet!” Emily
clasped her again, and nuzzled her cheek slightly too hard against
Isobel’s neck. She was exhausting, to be sure, although this little
bit of contact was pleasant itself.

“Let’s go, then,” she
said. “Just for a moment. And quickly.”

Emily seemed to remember
everything perfectly. She reached down by Isobel’s waist and found
the handle to open the door, and before Isobel could stop her, she
was squeezing by her and into the passage.

Isobel had never learned
the purpose for the little passageway; she only knew that it ran
from the cupboard in the upstairs corridor to a similar cupboard in
the servants’ corridor; it was just wide enough for one person to
walk through—or two young girls, almost side by side; and it ran
right in between the last bedroom in the house, which was usually
empty, and the last of the servants’ quarters.

They crept quietly along
the passageway; it was perhaps forty feet in length, but it might
have been a mile, it took Emily such time to pick her way along.
Isobel kept bumping into Emily from behind, feeling slightly stupid
as she did so.

Then—yes, she could hear
it, the murmurs just to their left. Please, please, be quiet, don’t
let her—

Emily’s face was suddenly
beside hers. “Do you hear that?” she whispered.

“I’m sure it’s nothing.
Just—”

Emily disappeared into the
inky darkness, and—no, Isobel’s heart sank. She found the little
cover on the grate, as though she had known it was there all the
time. “I think it’s coming from just—” she said, and then the cover
came away and the light from the room below was lancing through the
darkness of the passage.

“What on—” Emily breathed,
stepping forward to peer through the narrow slit she had just
revealed. Isobel launched herself forward to stop her when she
caught sight of the room below.

The passage they were in
was a couple of steps higher than the room below, owing to the
relative positions of the main house and the servants’ wing. They
were therefore afforded a view from just below the very top of the
room’s wall, and could see the entirety of the room
below.

There were two plain beds,
with the rough, grey woolen blankets that all the servants were
given tucked neatly under their plain cotton mattresses. A
nightstand was placed beside each bed, and there was a cabinet with
a basin, a mirror, and a couple of shelves at the far end of the
room. The floor was covered with a circular rag rug. But on the
rug—as Isobel both hoped and feared, when Emily uncovered the
slit—three of the young gentlemen in the house livery were
sprawled.

In fact, only two could be
said to be in the house livery; the third was shirtless, and the
hands of the other two were running up and down his body. He lay
there, his head cradled in the lap of one of the other two, and his
eyes were closed although clearly he was not asleep.

The other two, as if in
response to some hidden signal, began to unbutton and remove their
shirts in kind, pausing for only as little time as was necessary to
complete this task. Isobel studied their faces—it was the same
three she’d seen here before, Eliot the second footman, Bernard the
first footman, and Charles, the valet to Mr. Robin. Their white
chests and arms were starkly visible against the rug, and almost
shone in comparison to the scant light in the corridor.

Isobel’s heart leapt as
someone grabbed her hand—she had utterly forgotten Emily, there
only a few inches from her, as the scene down in the servants’ room
was revealed. “What is this?” Emily whispered in her
ear.

“It’s the servants,”
Isobel told her. There was no sense in trying to hide it from Emily
now; no, best to bring her in on the secret. “They meet together
nearly every day at this time.”

“Indeed,” Emily breathed,
and went back to looking through the slit. What had that meant? Was
Emily scandalized? Offended? About to run and tell everyone what
Isobel had done, what she had seen?

Down below, things were
progressing well. Eliot’s trousers were now open, and Charles was
pulling them free of Eliot’s legs. His cock was now visible,
standing up proudly in the midst of the three of them. Eliot was
the smallest of the three, as far as Isobel had determined, but she
liked him best—something about his shape, his way of comporting
himself on the rug, rather captivated her.

Charles had taken hold of
Eliot’s cock in his hand, and had started running his hand up and
down it in a regular, smooth pumping motion. Isobel had never been
confronted with a penis of her own, naturally, but she had
memorized this movement over recent weeks, since it seemed to give
the recipient such immense pleasure.

Charles nuzzled his face
into the crook of Eliot’s neck, and Bernard took this as the signal
to reach down and open Charles’ trousers. His back was to the slit
where the girls were watching, which disappointed Isobel a little;
she rather liked the hungry, cheerful look on his face as he pulled
one of the others’ cocks free.

Emily’s hand was still
interlaced in hers, and she used it to pull Isobel close to her, so
close that Isobel could feel the heat emanating from her cheek.
“What is he doing?” she said quietly, a note of something,
desperation perhaps, entering her voice. “Is that—are
they—”

She lost her words,
somehow, and Isobel turned back to the slit with a smile tugging at
her cheeks. She remembered the first time she had witnessed the
scene; she had had to kneel on the floor briefly in order to catch
her breath. She had not rested long, though, as she was compelled
to return to the slit and watch more. Isobel freed her arm from
Emily’s grip and placed it around her waist, pressing their hips
together to support the girl. “Just watch,” she whispered in
Emily’s ear.

As they had talked, Bernard
had removed his own trousers, and, having let go of Eliot’s member
for the moment, he knelt down in front of Eliot. Eliot raised
himself up on his elbows, putting Bernard’s waist roughly level
with Eliot’s head.

Isobel pulled Emily a
little more tightly to her—this was far easier to see, and surely
Emily would nearly faint at the sight. Sure enough, she felt a
shudder pass through Emily’s frame as Eliot opened his mouth,
extended his tongue, and accepted the bulbous head of Bernard’s
cock between his lips.

“What are they doing?”
Emily said, too loudly—Isobel could appreciate that this unnatural
scene below them would be a little unsettling, but she could not
permit Emily to reveal them.

She squeezed Emily to her
yet harder. “Shhh,” she soothed her. “Keep watching.”

Isobel was slightly
repulsed by what she saw the first time, to be sure; the idea of
letting a man’s sex into one’s mouth must have been the most
unnatural act on earth. But the pleasure it gave the recipient was
palpable, and clearly, these three gentlemen were well acquainted
with those pleasures. Isobel now wanted very much to try it for
herself.

Eliot was sucking greedily
at Bernard now, and Bernard’s other parts—his bollocks, if the term
applied to a man—were swinging obscenely, deliciously in time with
his body’s swaying. His hips, his buttocks clenched tightly as he
thrust himself deeper and deeper into Eliot’s mouth.

Meanwhile, Charles was
still stroking Eliot’s cock, and Eliot’s own hands had strayed to
Charles, although he seemed unable to concentrate well enough on
pleasing both Charles and Bernard.

Bernard’s cock plopped out
of Eliot’s mouth, shining with moisture as it hung there in midair
between the two of them. Eliot raised a hand to it, and licked,
slowly and languorously, from the very base of it to the tip before
swallowing it again.

Isobel’s own hand was
straying—she had begun doing this, the intensity of feeling
building in the pit of her own stomach in the last few
watching-sessions until she realized her body was calling to her,
yearning for her to place her hand on her own sex. She knew that
ladies and gentlemen would do these things together, and she
suspected that the raw, sexual nudity beneath her was calling for
some response from her own self, something deep and
animal.

Her hand was indeed working
its way underneath the hem of her dress and petticoat when she
realized that Emily, pressed so close to her, must know what she
intended. Her face suddenly burned with shame—alone in a darkened
passage, with no one to ever know, was one thing; having anyone
else, but especially Emily, know this intimate secret could not be
borne.

Yet one little press of her
fingers to the moistening flesh of her sex—would Emily notice?
Would she even know what evil act she was engaging?
Surely—

As she considered, Emily
suddenly whirled around, blocking her view of the men below, her
face right up against Isobel’s face, her eyes shining.

“I—” Emily began, her
voice a tiny croak.

Then Isobel felt Emily’s
hand, warm and strong, atop her own. Emily’s fingers found hers,
and pressed against them. She knew exactly where Isobel’s hand had
been, and now she was there too, pushing, probing, mimicking and
intensifying Isobel’s every movement.

The torrent of pleasure
washed over Isobel, briefly robbing her of any energy at all. She
sank to the floor, though she ensured that Emily went with her,
gripping her arm firmly lest the feelings overcoming her might
stop.

Isobel slowly came to a
rest on the floor, and Emily was atop her, kneeling between
Isobel’s now bared legs. Could anything be less dignified, Isobel
wondered? Only the darkness and the breathless intensity of the
anticipation growing inside her kept her from leaping to her feet
and running for a door—a window—any escape at all.

Emily’s hand moved now
without Isobel’s guidance, and found the soft folds of her cleft,
the delicate, sensitive skin now fairly flooding with moisture
within. Emily’s touch was gentle, exploring up and down the length
of her, running first outside, then inside—

Then, deep inside, two of
Emily’s fingers running together inside her, deep inside, where
Isobel had never dared touch herself. The sharp sensation of
Emily’s skin rushing against hers was quite overwhelming, and she
lay back, not knowing if she would remain conscious much
longer.

Emily’s hand remained on
her, her fingers buried inside her, while she lay her chest on top
of Isobel’s, their breasts mashing together, her full weight
falling heavily on Isobel. “Is this—” Emily whispered. “I mean, are
you—”

“Please,” Isobel said,
wanting, needing Emily to keep pushing, keep probing her. “Please,
keep—”

Emily’s fingers slipped out
of her, and found the little button—Isobel had no clue what word
one might use to refer to it, but it was the extremely sensitive,
rather hard and smooth little button of flesh the guarded the
opening to her. She avoided touching it, mostly; the feelings were
too strange, too uncomfortable, as close to pain as they were to
pleasure. And as Emily’s fingers found it, exposed it, played
across it, Isobel almost cried out, sucking a breath into her lungs
through clenched teeth.

“Are you all right?” Emily
said, her mouth close to her ear. “I didn’t—I’m sorry—”

“It’s not—it’s just very
sensitive,” Isobel said. Her heart was pounding so hard, Emily must
have been able to hear it, to feel it in every fiber of
her.

She could just see the
small, impish smile on Emily’s lips. “I shall try something else,”
she whispered, and her face disappeared.

Emily’s weight lifted off
her, and Isobel was about to sit up to see what Emily was up to
when the warm heat of Emily’s breath fell on her bare
thigh.

No—she would
not—

The hot, velvety touch of
Emily’s tongue dividing the cleft of her sex nearly rent her in
two. She sucked in a gulp of air and then stiffened, her head
thrown back, her back arched, as though a current of electricity
were streaming through her. Slowly her body relaxed again, only to
be jolted stiff again in the next moment as a fresh wave of
sensations coursed into her from the tip of Emily’s
tongue.

Emily’s fingertips crept up
to her cheek, then touched her lips—a precaution, Isobel realized,
against a loud, rasping breath revealing their presence to the men
below. She stopped to listen for them, and heard them, the strange
groans and humming that she knew so well floating up to where she
lay. They were busy, and wouldn’t notice—

A fresh assault of pleasure
electrified her once again, and the sensations were becoming too
great to take any real notice of her, the way that an immense sound
like a ship’s horn would cause one to close one’s eyes and lose
sight of the world.

But she could still feel
some things—not only Emily’s fingers reaching up to her, but also
her jaw, working rhythmically against her thighs. Poor girl; I must
be crushing her, Isobel realized, and stretched her legs
wide.

The response was another
wave of sensation as Emily renewed her efforts, and her tongue
drilled deep between her folds, where only Emily’s fingers had ever
gone. Isobel was swimming, up, up through an endless, choking sea
of pleasure, and would soon burst through into the air, if only—if
only—

She lay her hands on the
back of Emily’s head, pushing her deeper, deeper inside, and when
she relented for a moment, Emily dragged her tongue one delicious
inch of her after another, up, up to the swollen, hot nub
that—

“Ooohhhhhhhh...” A
guttural, feral noise escaped her with the rush of the release, the
most intense climax of feeling she’d ever known. Emily laid her
tongue on her again, and again the bursting, exploding feeling
overcame her—

Then Emily was upon her,
her thigh putting a delightful, lingering pressure on Isobel’s
nethers while she placed her mouth on Isobel’s, silencing her with
a long, damp kiss.

There was a long, trembling
silence.

Emily’s lips tasted of
sweat, perhaps, but something else, something sweeter and baser,
something—

“I think they heard you,”
Emily whispered. Isobel resented that, slightly—the shout that had
escaped her was Emily’s fault, really—but then she saw Emily’s
laughing eyes, sparkling in the minuscule light of the passageway,
and realized that Emily was joking. She reached up and hugged Emily
to her, realizing too late that she was gripping Emily’s buttocks.
The girl squirmed delightfully beneath her fingers.

“Wait here,” Emily
whispered, and was gone.

Isobel watched as Emily
bounded up to the viewing-slit, slowly and carefully peering out
upon the servants’ room. Too quickly, she dropped down to the floor
again and crawled back to Isobel, resting her upper body against
Isobel’s.

“They’re sitting in a
circle, whispering to each other,” she reported.

“We ought to go,” Isobel
whispered. “They might begin to watch the doorways to see who might
emerge.”

Emily raised herself up to
her knees, and held out her hands. Isobel gratefully accepted her
aid, first to sit upright, then to stand. When they were both again
on their feet, Emily embraced her.

Isobel could not help
herself—knowing, even as the little quakes of delight rose and
passed through her, that she ought not to do such things—kissing
Emily, then drinking deep from her, touching her tongue to the
tongue that had just moments ago been touching her so
intimately.

Emily gave her waist a
little squeeze, and Isobel paused. “We ought to go,” Emily
said.

“This was—” Isobel began,
but words failed her, emotion overtook her. Tears she would not
have been able to explain sprang to her eyes, telling the whole
story of the pain, the pleasure, the delight, the
release—

“I’m not that little girl
anymore,” Emily whispered, with a sly grin.

“Neither am I,” Isobel
said, and her heart tightened as Emily laughed. Then Emily turned,
and Isobel followed her out of the passage.

Emily would be there only a
few more days, Isobel reflected, as she smoothed her crumpled dress
and beat the dust of the passageway off herself. They could return
to the passageway tomorrow, perhaps, but now she knew—the
excitement of watching the servants at play was nothing at all
compared to the pleasures of Emily.
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THE DREAMS OF VIOLETTA

 By Antoinette M—

 


My love, Roland, was due
home tomorrow. I thought of how every tick of the clock in the hall
brought him closer to me.

He had traveled to Paris to
see if there was a way we could wed. After studying the dusty
genealogies, he surmised from a few vague entries it might have
happened. Before he left, he’d written me a letter, a missive to
his Pious Dove. I kept it tucked in my bosom right over my heart. I
still felt his lips on my face, tracing all of my skin except my
mouth, which he would kiss on the altar.

A snort reminded me of my
current task. Hannah, the Duc de Lauzun’s regular chambermaid, was
too swollen to attend to her duties. I was grateful she would soon
be well.

Bottles of wine were
scattered everywhere, and the master of the house was snoring, a
sleeping girl on each hip, a stocking tied around his
head.

I stepped on his wig and
squeaked. With a sigh I set the thing on the table.

My mother had taught me to
avoid the Duc. She assured me, had my father been alive, he would
insist the same. Half the castle was populated by his bastards. All
of them had his chin. For a time when I was young, I would look in
a mirror, searching my own face for that feature. I found no trace
of it. Besides, I was born when the Duc’s wife was alive.


I was raised in the Duc’s
household, alongside his children. My mother was their wet nurse,
and I was brought up in a chattering tumble with them. Roland was
the eldest. He was ten when his mother died in childbirth and his
father started drinking. Unlike most nobles, the Duc loved his wife
and he mourned her death, to excess many said.

The man was not a complete
reprobate. Except for his eldest son, who stayed to learn the
business of being a Duc, his other children were safely stashed in
the best convents and monasteries.

From eight to four, the Duc
was a respectable businessman, running his estate with great
sagacity. From four to twelve he was a lecherous drunk whose
carousing sounded through the manor. The clock in the hall struck
ten. It was a little early for him to be asleep. He’d been chasing
the dairymaids all night, and he was exhausted.

He slept with his feet on
the fender. A short man with dark corkscrew curls, full sensual
lips, and a jocular smile, he was popular with the women, and he
loved them back, all of them.

My mother’s voice warned me
to stay out of arm’s reach as I stepped close to the Duc, but it
wouldn’t do to let the old bastard freeze. I knelt to stoke the
fire. A tug at the back of my skirts turned my head. I found the
Duc with the hem raised to his lips.

I scowled and yanked the
fabric from his hand. His black eyes twinkled, and he pursed his
lips at me in a kiss. “How rarely I see you, little Violetta.
You’ve grown so pretty,” he slurred.

I whirled on my heel and
stomped from the room, his laugh breaking over my
shoulders.

The words of Roland’s
letter were burned in my mind, and I recited them to soothe myself.
I thrust my hand in my bodice and the paper felt good on my
fingers. I thought of how he touched the paper and how the paper
touched me.

I summoned memories of my
love to my mind. He had his father’s strong chin and his mother’s
sky blue eyes, aquiline nose, thin lips, and straight blond hair.
His brow was clear and noble. We’d become friends in the
chapel.

The stone building was damp
and remained cool despite the beating summer sun and still air,
unlike the manor. I would kneel and pretend to pray while I
daydreamed about fairy rings and enchanted princes.

When his father took to his
lascivious lifestyle, Roland took to the church. He walked into the
gloom, tears streaming down his cheeks, and he was surprised to
find me there. I had comforted him when I put my small hand in
his.

I had little to say to the
heir apparent, so I let him talk. He confessed to envying his
younger brother, who was promised to the Benedictines, to hating
his father, to wishing his mother would come down from Heaven and
take him away.

He whispered these secrets
to me as we knelt beneath a pale Christ. He often told me that I
was a curious child, well-mannered for my age.

Years later, it was the
press of my lips on his cheek and my youthful confession of love
that surprised him.

I thought he’d gently set
me straight, and I could move on and fall in love with a stable
boy—even my mother teased me for being practical—but instead he
took me in his arms and I cried. Two years later, he was my savior
when my mother died and I thought I would fall.

That night I was so
excited, I could barely sleep. I put the letter under my pillow,
and each time I tossed from one side to the other, it gave a
comforting crinkle.

In my dream I grew wings
and flew to the City of Light, past glittering nobles, stumbling
drunks, and scholars keeping late hours by a single taper. I landed
on a balcony where Roland was waiting for me with open arms. I
lifted my face to his, and he bent down. His lips hovered over
mine, but we did not kiss. Instead I was blown from my perch by a
reckless wind.

* * *

The sky was gray when I
rose and I hurried through my morning chores. The maids still slept
in the chair, but the master had retired to his room. I didn’t
expect to find him up, staring out the window.

He turned and smiled.
“Eager for my son’s return?” he asked.

“Yes, Monsieur,” I said,
keeping my head down.

I felt his eyes on me as I
worked. The man that looked out the window was safe. He began his
day as a respectable man, and every night descended to a Don
Juan.

“Thank you, Violetta. Have
the kitchen send up my breakfast, and something for my
guests.”

“Yes,
Monsieur.”

“Now, where’s my
curtsey?”

My cheeks burned as I
stooped and lifted the hem of my skirts.

“A very pretty country
maid. Now off you go.” He waved me out the door, as if my feet
weren’t already quick on their way.

In between tending to my
duties, Hannah’s duties, and Hannah herself, I kept busy. I paused
in front of the clock in the hall—it was five. The Duc was well
into his first bottle and at his most active. I spent this time of
the day doing my mending, as did some of the other maids. The more
adventurous continued with their chores.

My darning was interrupted
at seven by the baying of hounds, and the entire household staff
rushed into the cold to greet Roland.

I followed the press into
the main hall. Roland loomed over his father as they shook hands.
One tall, pious, with a tidy powdered wig, bending over the short
wicked man with the mess of dark curls. Little doubt the Duc’s wig
was abandoned on a bust or resting on a drunken maid’s
breast.

They shook hands. Roland
kissed the cheek of the housekeeper and clapped the majordome on
the back. If my love saw me, he gave no sign. Roland went to wash
away the filth of the road, and I crept into the empty
salon.

My hand searched for his
letter, for his words of love. My breath was loud and jagged in my
ears.

“Are you ill,
Violetta?”

I opened my eyes, and the
Duc was standing there, his dark eyes glittering.

“No, Monsieur. I only
wanted to catch my breath after the press.”

The Duc was a virile
forty-five, and in a moment he had me trapped against the wall.
“Can I help you catch it, little maid?” he said, his face inches
from mine.

I turned my head, my hands
balled into fists. “Please, Monsieur.”

He rubbed the rough stubble
of his cheek on my face. “What do you want?” he said, leaning his
body into me.

“Father, I forgot to tell
you—”

Tears squeezed from the
corners of my eyes. To be found like this by my love, my noble
Roland, it was more than I could bear. My cheeks burned.

The Duc released me, like a
cat done with the mouse it had been tormenting. “Yes, my son, what
did you forget?”

“The merchants…they said…”
Roland mumbled.

I rushed from the room, up
the stairs, and straight to my bed where I bathed my pillow with my
tears. It was a quick cry—there was work to be done. I needed to
talk to Roland. If I could explain myself, tell him the Duc had
caught me in a room unawares…

The rest of the night I had
the luck of the Devil. Roland slipped away through doors and down
halls before I could approach. If I wasn’t tripping on my skirts or
encumbered with laundry, the housekeeper was calling me away. I was
always looking at Roland’s back.

That week I slept very
little. I plotted ways to find Roland alone. At some point, he
would go to the chapel to pray. I would have to watch for my
opportunity.

* * *

I wasn’t paying the world
any mind, lost in the steady rhythm of rubbing oil into the veneer
of a small table.

Roland paused in front of
me and nodded. I followed at his heels.

At the side door, he tucked
a shawl around my shoulders. He took my arm as we walked to the
chapel, his gaze fixed on the great stone pavers. His kind gesture,
his skin, was very cold today.

Inside I threw myself into
his arms, and he stiffly returned my embrace. Before, he had been
hot and alive, and now he felt like a granite pillar.

“Roland, I—”

“I know you are not
involved with my father. I have no doubt that you were trying to
get away when I found you.”

I sighed. Looking up, I
expected to find his face changed from the stony mask it had been,
but it remained hard. “What is the matter? Why are you so sad?” I
asked.

He stepped away from me.
“Going to Paris, and seeing you with my father, made me realize our
marriage was a childhood dream.” A smile twisted his face, one I
had never seen before, and I did not like it. He reached into his
pocket. “I bought you a child’s book of fairy tales. The wife of a
noble should be able to read Latin, Violetta.”

“We would hire tutors,” I
said, taking the book. It was a slender volume, hot from resting
against his body. I put it where I kept his note, safe against my
skin.

Roland took my hand and
brought it to his lips. The mask he wore cracked, and while his
eyes dripped with sorrow, his mouth formed a hard line of
resolution. “I’m sorry, my dove. All those years ago when you
confessed your feelings to me, I should not have encouraged you, I
should have lied. It would have been better for you.” He leaned
forward to kiss my brow, and I raised my head, proffering my
lips.

Roland chuckled and placed
his chaste kiss in the place where he intended, then turned his
cheek to me. I did as he wished, pressing my aching lips to his
cold face.

“I know it hurts now, but
one day you will be happy,” he said.

He left me standing there,
numb.

I went about the rest of my
day, my heart ticking like the cogs of the clock, and every hour a
hollowness rang through me. I was forgetful in my chores and was
sent to bed.

I tried to read the book
Roland gave me, but the words had no meaning, and I started the
same line over and over and over again.

* * *

Why didn’t he
leave?

It was a stupid question—he
lived here—but I prayed each night for Roland to go back to Paris,
or Austria, or Italy, anywhere but here. Once his footsteps in the
hall heralded a gentle caress of my hair and few kind words. Now
they meant only pain, tears leaked into my bucket, my wrist pressed
to my mouth to quiet my cries.

My duties shifted, and I
found myself spending more time in the kitchen, which was a
blessing. Strangely enough, I had less to do and was able to spend
time thinking to myself.

Any future I’d pictured had
always included Roland. I didn’t know what to do without him. He’d
tried to hide his feelings from me, but I knew from the slump of
his shoulders, the heavy tread of his boots as he paced, that he
missed me too. What now? Find another man and let the clock count
down to the moment when I could stop pretending I wasn’t broken? I
realized I would trade anything for this hard, tight love in my
chest, a weight like a fist resting above my heart.

Would it really be so bad
to be with Roland and not be his wife? I said the word to myself:
“Mistress.”

I could be his mistress.
After all, most nobles kept one. The Duc de Lauzun was considered
an eccentric for loving his wife and not a mistress.

I looked at my reflection
in the silver plate I was polishing. While I would never be the
Parisian demimondaine, winking at her lover from up on the stage, I
could be the household maid in silk stockings the husband found
comfort with.

He would murmur words of
love to me and take me with him on trips through Europe while his
wife stayed at home, tending the children. I smiled, running my
fingers up and down my cotton hose. While Roland had never bought
me anything as frivolous as fine stockings, he did buy me some
black silk ribbons, and I used them as garters and once wore one
tied around my throat. They held up my stockings now.

As if he stepped out of my
mind, Roland passed by in the hall. I don’t know what possessed me,
but I called out to him. “Monsieur, a moment!”

The sound of his footsteps
stilled.

I wanted him to keep
walking. What if he said yes?

Roland came into the room,
his face carefully blank. “Yes, mademoiselle?”

My face heated. I rushed to
him and plunged my hands under his jacket to grasp his waist. This
time I found him warm and soft. I moved my hands up and down the
textured brocade of his vest.

“What are you doing?” he
asked, his voice low and tight.

I rubbed my face on his
chest, inhaling his scent of horse, sweat, and verbena. Taking his
hand in mine, I placed it on my hip. The truth was, I didn’t know
what went on between a man and a woman. The only hints I had were
from glimpsing the Duc’s antics.

Roland squeezed my flesh
and pressed his groin against my belly. His hand moved to cup my
bottom. “Violetta...” he growled.

I raised my face to drink
his words from his lips. His eyes were closed, and I wanted to see
them. I touched his cheek, his eyes opened, and he pushed me from
him, his face darkening.

“I should have gotten you
a children’s catechism,” he said. He jerked his jacket shut and
buttoned it.

Tears coursed down my
cheeks. “I love you, Roland. I would do anything to be with
you.”

“I thought you had a pure
Christian heart, but now I see you’re an ignorant country maid.” He
stepped away from me. “I met a woman in Paris, a noblewoman, to
whom I confessed my secret plan. She told me I was a fool, that you
probably kept my father’s bed warm in my absence. I assured her of
your good character, but now I’m unsure.”

I opened my mouth to speak,
but he cut me off with sharp gesture.

“Not another word from
you. To think I called you my dove, that I was putting off finding
a wife for you, hoping to see some way around our dilemma.” He
whirled on his heel and left.

My breath choked in my
chest, and to make it worse, I saw the Duc had come in from the
other door. Before I fell to the ground in a heap of tears, he
caught my arm and guided me to a chair. I was too heartbroken to be
afraid of him and took his handkerchief without a
thought.

He was kneeling in front of
me, peering up into my face. “I’m very sorry, Violetta. When I
teased you the other night, I had no idea you and my son had
feelings for one another.”

I nodded at him.

“I find I must apologize
to you again,” he said. “I should have raised my son to be more
respectful.” His hands moved, as though he didn’t know what to do
with them while he thought. “You’re hardly ignorant, and sometimes
I think this whole manor would be swallowed up by the Devil, thanks
to my sin, were it not for your virtue.”

His words were soft and
tender, and for a moment I felt like I was in a dream. It was six,
he was well into his cups, but he wasn’t even touching me. I wiped
my face to find him regarding me with eyes that were a warm brown,
not black. I rarely thought of his Christian name—Antoine. Such
soft sounds for the lecher he had become. With him crouching, warm
and tender, in front of me, I thought Antoine suited
him.

“That’s better,” he said
and gave me a smile. “Did I tell you what the cook said when she
heard about our little incident the other night?”

I shook my head. How queer
he was being. When did he tell me anything besides how pretty I
was?

“Not a thing. She did burn
my breakfast, dinner, and supper.”

I laughed at that. The cook
was known to express her opinions in her meals.

“You have a lovely smile.
I’m going to see about getting that son of mine off to Paris and
when you’re ready, we’ll find a fine man to be your husband.” He
stood, and before he left, he kissed my hand.

I must have sat in that
chair for ten minutes, thinking about what just happened. The heat
of his lips stayed on my hand even after I wiped the moisture away.
Something in his brown eyes, it made me think of his
son.

My stomach still roiled
from the brief moment when I thought Roland would yield, but it was
a strange feeling. I pressed my thighs together to trap the
pleasant sensation.

True to his word, the Duc
de Lauzun saw his son off the next day.

* * *

Two weeks after Roland left
for Paris, we received notice he was engaged.

Like an unwound clock, my
heart stuttered to a stop. The Duc, seeing me pale and frozen,
pressed my hand in his for a moment and gave me a sympathetic
smile. After that the entire manor conspired to cheer to
me.

Someone thought it prudent
to give me instructions to clean the library from two to four (the
housekeeper was explicit about this), and when I entered, I found
tea and a selection of books waiting for me. The majordome would
stop by and ask if I had any questions about what I was reading. At
first I only shook my head no, but one day I asked, and he stayed
with me an hour. I learned a great deal, having two hours a day to
study. Sometimes while I read another maid would come and
dust.

The greatest change of all
was the Duc. When he was carousing, we avoided each other as
always, but during the day, he made an effort to be pleasant. Well,
there was the one night, when seized by an odd humor, he found me
scrubbing the floors. He leaned against the doorframe, a glass in
one hand, a bottle dangling from the other.

“I do believe you resemble
the naughty Princesses at court.”

“I beg your pardon,
Monsieur?”

He plopped down in a chair,
tracking mud where I had just cleaned. With a sigh, I crawled over
to scrub up the filth.

“They like to play with
crackers, these dreadful little things that explode when lit. They
run about Marly, disturbing everyone’s sleep. One night they woke
Monseigneur and he was quite put-out. The King tried very hard to
appear angry with them, but he wasn’t convincing. It was a long
time before Monseigneur would again receive them.”

I giggled. Often I wondered
what sport went on in the bright King’s court, but somehow I’d
never pictured such childish pranks.

“One night, seized by an
evil curiosity, they stunk up their chambers smoking tobacco. They
saw the Swiss Guards with their pipes and requested they be sent
over. Their attendants made themselves dizzy trying to hide it from
the King.”

In my head, I could see the
valets and maids rushing about, opening windows, fanning away the
smoke. I shouldn’t have encouraged him, but I smiled up at
him.

There was a great smile on
his face too. “You’re probably shocked to hear such things.” He
threw his legs over the chair, cuddled up with his wine and glass.
“Court would be too dull without diversion. Have I told you the
story of the Comte de Tesse?” The name alone was enough to make him
laugh, and his eyes twinkled with mischief.

“No, Monsieur.”

“He was going to inspect
his troops with the King, and I told him he must wear a gray hat.”
He stared at me, like this should mean something. I bent back to my
scrubbing. “The King cannot abide gray, and no one wears it at
court, but the Comte…” Here he let out a little tee hee and
drank the wine from the bottle instead of the glass.

I found the brush idle in
my hands and instead my gaze was fixed on that grinning mouth with
its full lips. No wonder he tumbled so many maids. If he tried to
kiss me with that expression on his face, I’d find myself
hard-pressed to resist such mirth. I shook the thought from my
head.

“Oh, this hat—a great gray
hat with a proud black ostrich feather and cockades and trimmings
dangling from it. The King asked him the meaning of it, and he
asked if it was not the appropriate attire to inspect the troops.”
The Duc whooped and spilled his wine on himself. “I could not
contain myself. The poor Comte, he was quite sad, and I just
howled.” He looked at me, eager to see me laugh again.

“I think you were very
mean, Monsieur, to play such a trick.”

His grin only grew more
rakish. “Oh that’s hardly a trick. The Chevalier de Coislin, now,
that was a man who could play a trick.”

I went back to my
scrubbing, content to let him amuse himself.

“His brother, the Duc, is
brimming with compliments and nothing. An insufferable man if you
ask me. They both stayed with a wealthy bourgeoisie. The Duc was
engaged with his dance of flattery, and their hostess was delighted
by his pretty words. In the carriage, the Chevalier remarks he does
not think the woman will invite the Duc back.” Titters escaped him,
and looking up at him, I wasn’t able to keep the smile from my
face. “When the Duc asked why, the Chevalier informed him while
he’d been busy with his overlong farewells, the Chevalier had gone
up and made quite a mess in the Duc’s chambers.” He couldn’t hold
back the peals of laughter, and I felt as though I had missed
something.

“What did he do?” I
asked.

“He shat on the
floor!”

First I blushed, then I
laughed. I had seen men like the Duc de Coislin. I could only
imagine his apoplexy when his brother informed him of his cunning
revenge. The Duc de Lauzun, seized with laughter, spilled wine on
the floor.

“Oh for heaven’s sake,” I
muttered and cleaned up the spill. “Monsieur, I find I must insist
you remove your boots, or my clean floor shall be dirty
again.”

He gave me a prim smile and
held out his foot. He was quite happy to loll in his chair while I
wrestled off his muddy boots. I found I didn’t mind attending
him.

The rest of the night he
followed me in his stocking feet, telling me stories that made me
blush.

The next day he was all
squint-eyed headache and contrition. I’d kept cleaning his rooms,
even after Hannah’s recovery, and I found him up and
pacing.

He turned to me, his face
pale, his hair wild.

“Monsieur, do you need a
doctor?” I asked.

He rushed to me and seized
my hands. “Violetta, please forgive me for all the dreadful things
I said to you last night. I don’t quite remember it…” He scratched
his head, ruffling his hair into further disarray. “Only I was
drunk and I know I must have behaved dreadfully.”

He was so earnest, so
humble, I didn’t have the heart to tell him while there had been
many tears, they were all from laughter as he told his ridiculous
stories. While they were hardly appropriate for a lady my age, I
hadn’t minded.

“You are forgiven,
Monsieur,” I said, doing my best to look serious. It was hard
though, with his soft hands rubbing against my calloused palms,
those brown eyes intent on me.

“Your mother would be
proud to see you so gracious.” He kissed my hand again, his warm
breath stirring something low in my belly. “I promise no such thing
will ever happen again.”

I knew it was wrong to
tease him, but I couldn’t help myself. “I should think not,
Monsieur. If I am to be wedded to a respectable man, I cannot hear
such salacious things.”

He hung his head and
nodded. For the rest of the day he sulked, and though I knew it was
mean, I giggled to myself when I saw him. And after that, his did
not drink quite so much.

He sometimes puzzled
me.

* * *

At the first blooms of
spring, the Duc requested I pick some flowers for the table,
knowing full well I would endure any amount of mud to get away from
the stale winter air in the manor. He suggested I take a friend so
I did not get lost, though all we did was chatter.

The talk was of the
upcoming nuptials, but time had inured me, and household concerns
were so familiar, it was hard for my heart to ache as we discussed
capons and garlands.

Roland would be wed this
summer, and in a way I was glad. There was nothing more between us,
and with his marriage sealed with a kiss in the chapel, even God
would know that our souls were never meant to be as one.

The Duc de Lauzun was so
busy arranging his son’s household in Paris, he had to push his
drinking hour from four to five in the spring, and then back to
seven in the beginning of the summer. The month prior, he was
nearly sober.

Two weeks before the
wedding the Duc hired additional servants from the village to help
with all the work. Our guests would arrive the week before the
wedding, and the bride and groom two days before the
event.

Neither our hands nor
tongues were idle. We gossiped about Roland and his bride Louise,
who was said to be a frail avian woman, but most of all we talked
about our master.

He may be a lecher and a
drunk, but he had the sense to pay well and deal fairly with his
staff. If anything, he was indulgent, and the changes in him had
been remarkable. By far the most popular theory was that he was in
love. The contrarians said it was the news Roland brought, that his
behavior was reflecting poorly on his business.

The majordome, considered
the expert on our master, pointed out his behavior began to affect
his business relationships several years into “the nonsense” as he
referred it to, and the Duc didn’t care then, and he didn’t care
now. He insisted the master was in love, and most everyone echoed
his opinion.

The only thing no one could
figure out was who this woman was. The Duc only sought company a
few nights a week now and was generally content with a single
woman. He neither favored any maid, nor did he slip off to see
anyone. Few maids were laid up with the common malady (sour
stomachs, general lethargy).

As the week before the
wedding began, we thought of these things less and less. We were
too busy. I was grateful for the exhaustion. My mind was too tired
to fret about Roland and his arrival.

I should have been counting
down the days in my head, marking them like the swing of a
pendulum, but I was surprised when Roland came home. I was in the
front hall hanging garlands with the staff, and the Duc and the
guests were helping, and we were all laughing.

Somehow I had ended up on a
chair, and the Duc had been assigned to keep me from falling as I
hung decorations from the picture molding. His hands were hot on my
waist as he steadied me. When his son walked through the door, he
was smiling up at me, telling me since I was so pretty and named
after a flower myself, he might hang me up with the
garlands.

This time it was the Duc de
Lauzun who blushed. He gave me his hand to help me down before he
went to greet Roland and his bride.

I wanted Louise to be ugly,
but she wasn’t. Delicate and pale, her green eyes widened at the
boisterous scene in front of her. She would be Roland’s dove, kept
in the fashionable cage of Paris.

For a moment, Roland’s blue
eyes met mine, and my heart gave a mournful shudder, like a clock
sounding out the witching hour. It did not stop, but for a moment
it slowed, as if its cogs were gummed with all our youthful
promises and stolen embraces.

The Duc de Lauzun followed
his son’s gaze, and his brow pinched. How warm his eyes were, like
the rich soil of the garden, compared to his son’s. To think I ever
found shelter in those cold pools, now turned to his icy
bride.

The guests swarmed around
them, and the staff scattered to tend to everyone’s needs. I found
myself heating water for the bride’s bath. I should hate her. I’m
sure it was she who tried to convince Roland of my infidelity, but
she looked so sour. It seemed stupid to hate someone who went
through life looking as if they had a lemon wedged in them, fore
and aft. I giggled at the thought. Where had I learned such
language?

The Duc of course. That
night, a month ago, when quite drunk he’d found me and then sat in
a chair and told me amusing stories ladies should not hear. The
next day, he’d apologized for his behavior. He’d been too drunk to
remember how I had laughed until tears ran down my cheeks. His
sincerity had touched me. I’d accepted his apology, and he’d held
my hand and brought it to his lips.

It had been strange to have
a nobleman lingering over my coarse hand, and he had hovered, his
breath warming my skin, before he’d given me a slow, tender kiss.
Time had stopped in that moment, and even at the memory, the world
seemed to fall away.

Some days I wondered if it
was me the Duc had fallen in love with. He still spoke to me of
finding a suitable husband and satisfied his needs with other
women. His avuncular interest in me didn’t make me feel queer in
that place, low in my belly, unlike some memories of his son
did.

I hefted the kettle off the
fire and poured the water into a bucket. My two buckets full to the
brim and steaming, I picked them up and trudged down the hall. I
thought of the first time Roland had come back from Paris, how
everything had changed, and then his father, the Duc.

He called it teasing,
pinning me to the wall with an arm on either side of me, his body
pressed to mine, the skin of his cheek on the skin of my cheek. The
buckets swung in my arms, and my thighs slid past each other as I
walked. The Duc had wanted to kiss me, to press the lips that
touched the back of my hand to my mouth. His lips were warm and
soft on my hand. What would they feel like pressed against my own?
Would his stubble scratch me as his mouth moved against
mine?

My cheeks were as hot as
the water I carried by the time I reached the bathroom. I kicked
the door open, not bothering to look up as I poured the water into
the tub.

“Hello,
Violetta.”

I jumped, startled to find
Roland in the room.

“Hello, Monsieur,” I said
and gave him an awkward curtsey.

“Call me Roland. You’ve
always called me Roland.” His tone was low, and it stirred those
feelings awakened by my memories of the Duc.

For the first time, I
really looked at him. His dress was greatly altered—city fop
instead of country squire. His face was thinner, whiter, and
altogether, I don’t think the change suited him.

“I wanted to apologize to
you,” he said, taking a step toward me.

“For what,
Monsieur?”

He laughed and stalked
closer. “It’s Roland, my little minx. You were right of course, and
I was stupid and cruel.”

The wall was at my back,
though I didn’t remember moving.

Roland smiled. His hand
closed over my hip, and his face bent to mine. I thought he was
going to kiss me, but his lips sailed past my face and landed on my
neck. “This is how the whores in Paris like to be
kissed.”

Pleasure twitched to life
low in my belly, and as his wet mouth inched its way down to my
bosom, the pleasure inched down to tick between my legs.

But God damn it, this
wasn’t what I wanted! I wanted a maid’s kiss, not a whore’s
kiss!

I pushed him off me.
“Monsieur, I found I have changed my mind.”

Roland gawped at me and
before he could recover from his shock, I snatched my buckets and
ran from the room. I told the housekeeper I was unwell, but there
was too much to do, and I was simply put to work in the kitchen.
Tears leaked down my face, and everyone pretended that I always
sobbed like this cutting onions.

When the majordome spotted
me, he made it clear that I was to be sent to bed early.

I rushed to my pillow and
cried.

What had Roland meant by
the whores in Paris? I loved him, or I had loved him. Did he think
my love made my body his plaything? Every nerve jangled under his
touch. I was wound so tight I thought I would snap.

I wanted him to release me,
to set me in motion, but there had to be love. I gave Roland my
heart and my body, and he only offered his body in
return.

Pity seized me for his
wife—no wonder she looked pinched and acrid. Roland had picked up
his father’s worst habits, despite giving all signs of being a
pious man.

And tomorrow…tomorrow I
would have to see him again. Tomorrow we would all stand in the
chapel where Roland and I became friends, and a man I no longer
knew would bind his sooty soul to his sour dove.

Knowing my friend was gone,
not to wed another but dispersed into the bawdy houses and fetid
mud of Paris, hurt more than his rejection. How could I watch him
say his vows and cheer and smile when I should be mourning my
dearest friend?

My sobs were loud in my own
ears, and I hid under the covers of my bed. I cried myself to
sleep.

My dreams that night were
uneasy. I wore white gauze and ran through a maze of formal
gardens, something foul at my heels. Several times I woke up
sweating. My stomach growled as I dressed for the day. I’d
forgotten to eat supper the night before.

I dashed some cold water on
my face. Roland once gave me a little mirror, so familiar to me I
rarely thought of its origins. My reflection had red swollen eyes.
“And that’s as it should be,” I said. Someone should be sad at what
the eldest son had become.

The kitchen was already
busy. Normally the staff took their meal in a small adjacent room.
Today they stood around the hearth eating their bread and gulping
their milk or watered wine. I joined them and was soon set to work.
I thought I had no tears left, but still a few fell. The Duc found
me setting the table for breakfast with another maid.

“Violetta, come here,” he
said. He placed the back of his hand against my forehead,
tut-tutting. “You’re running a fever, off to bed with you.” He
winked, and my heart skipped double-time. “Maybe stop in the
library before you turn in,” he whispered, and then he was gone,
off to conduct his son’s wedding.

I picked out a few favorite
books before I retired to my room. After barely sleeping the night
before, I dropped off as soon as my head hit the pillow. In my
dream, I lay in a meadow with a soft breeze, and brown horses
nickered under the blue vault of the sky. A wicked wind sprang up,
and I found myself blown to a great dirty city. My tears joined the
rain that fell from the sky, but then I was floated into a little
garden.

Beside it was a stable, and
a horse stared at me with its black eyes. A knock at the door woke
me. Someone had left a basket of food outside my room. It was full
of the types of treats we’d prepared for the wedding, and there was
enough for several meals. I decided I’d pretend to be a noblewoman
and read while I ate in my bed. It seemed the height of frivolity
to me to scatter crumbs all over the book and covers.

Dark descended, I lit my
candle and found myself growing bored. Still it was better than
being out there, pretending Roland was Roland and not some Parisian
changeling.

On my back, I stared at the
shadows the candle made on the ceiling, letting my mind wander. For
some reason, I kept seeing the Duc and his warm brown eyes as he
winked at me this morning.

Someone rapped on the door
and I called to them, “Come in.” I didn’t bother raising myself
from my prone position. It was probably Hannah with her
babe.

“Violetta, will you
indulge me?”

The soft familiar voice,
for a moment I feared it was Roland, but I turned to find the Duc
standing there with a bottle of wine and two glasses.

“No, don’t get up, dear,”
he said when I stirred. “You stay there, and I will sit here.” The
Duc lowered himself to the floor beside my bed.

If I wanted, I could reach
out and touch him.

“Here, have a glass of
wine, and think about what I am going to ask you,” he
said.

I took the glass from him
and said, “Yes, Monsieur.”

“Do you find my son
changed?”

I choked on my
wine.

“That is a yes. Do you
know what he asked me today?”

I gulped down half my
glass. “I’m sure I don’t want to know.”

“Yes, I agree with you. I
didn’t want to know.” The only sound in the room was the clink of
the wine bottle against the Duc’s glass. He held his hand up for
mine. “He wanted to know how to make you his mistress.”

“And what did you say?” I
spilled the wine in my bed as I took my glass from him.

“I suggest he ask
you.”

“I told him no,” I
said.

“I know, he told me that.
He doesn’t seem concerned with your opinion. He wanted me to send
you with him to Paris.” Again the sound of wine splashing into his
glass.

“Monsieur, I do not wish
to go to Paris.” I put my hand on his shoulder. I did not want to
leave the Duc to wait on the thin cold man his son had
become.

“I do not wish you to go
to Paris either,” he said, covering my hand with his.

We sat in silence, our
fingers joined on his shoulder. I stared at the pale flesh on the
nape of his neck, wondering what it felt like.

If the Duc had dipped his
head to my breast today, would I have pushed him away? No, but I
think the Duc would have kissed me first and have had the tact to
not mention whores.

“Will you be missed,
Monsieur?” I set my empty glass on the floor. I had never drunk so
much before.

“I’m sure everyone is
whispering that the master of the house has crept off to enjoy some
feminine company, and that is true.” He uncovered my hand to kiss
my fingers, stretching his neck before my eyes.

I touched him. His skin was
soft, almost like my own. He must have thought my light touch a fly
because he tried to swat my hand away. Finding something warm and
solid instead, he turned to stare at me. “Why are you looking at me
like that?” he asked.

“Like what?” I said,
dropping my gaze and pulling my hands away. The eyes he fixed on me
were black, but I was not frightened—I knew it was a trick of the
light.

“Like you want me to kiss
you.”

The wine must have gone to
my head. “I would like to be kissed by someone, Monsieur. I would
not protest if it were you.”

He laughed, and it made me
feel warm. “Did that fool son of mine never kiss you?”

“On my cheek, my brow, and
yesterday, my bosom, but never my lips.”

I expected him to leap upon
me; I readied myself for it, tensing my body, but instead he took
my hand. “Before you never trusted me. You trust me now. It warms
my heart.”

“Thank you,
Monsieur.”

“I would like to kiss you,
and for some time it was my intention to kiss you, but I don’t
think that’s for the best.” He withdrew his warm hand, and as he
stood, I knew he meant to go.

“Monsieur, your son
rejected me, twice, and when he came home he was so changed I no
longer wanted him.” He stopped, and I continued, “All I want is a
kiss. You have given away so many, why not one more?”

“I gave away what is
worthless,” he said, his back to me.

Time froze, and it became
clear to me how blind I had been. Roland insulted my intelligence,
and suddenly I found myself availed of both the time to study and a
tutor, our quiet conversations, his slow reform. He loved me but
considered himself an unsuitable match for me. He wasn’t rejecting
me, but himself.

Summoning all my courage, I
blocked his exit.

“This is foolish,” he
said. “I’m old enough to be your father.”

“Since when has that
stopped you?” I advanced a step.

He held up his hands to
ward me off. “You deserve a good husband, a man better than me or
my son.”

“I don’t want a husband, I
want a kiss.” I took his hands, put them at the small of my back,
and wrapped mine around his neck.

“Violetta,” he whispered,
bending over me.

I closed my eyes, and his
lips touched mine and moved, gently, slowly. He reached up to
tangle his fingers in my hair. The tip of his tongue traced the
seal of my lips, and I opened my mouth to him. He was hot and wet
inside me. I pressed my tongue against his, and he
purred.

“Will you sit on my lap
and kiss me?” he asked.

“Yes,
Monsieur.”

“Call me Antoine,” he
said. He raised my hair to my face and inhaled.

“Antoine, you have some
curious habits,” I said.

With a growl, he pulled me
against him, and I squealed. He sat on the bed, and holding me in
his arms, he joined his mouth to mine again.

When he opened his lips for
me, I traced his teeth, his tongue. I pulled his bottom lip, then
his top, into my mouth. He was hot and hard beneath me, and he
moaned as I stroked the fine fabric of his clothes. It was like
being consumed by a strange fire, my body pressed against him, my
nipples hard in my chemise as if I were cold. He combed his fingers
through my hair, his nails tracing over my scalp, and I clung to
him. Something firm poked my hip, and he shuddered each time my
weight settled against it.

We kissed until my lips
were swollen and my head dizzy. I pressed my thighs together and
squirmed in his embrace. Each of his breaths moved through me and
pooled between my legs. His grip tightened on me, one hand lost in
my hair, the other hard on my waist.

The Duc—Antoine—pulled away
from me, his chest heaving. “If I wish to leave you with your
innocence, I must go, dear. Needless to say, I shall tell my son
you will be staying here, with me.”

I smiled, touching his
wonderful mouth, and he kissed my fingers.

“Do you want to stay here
and be with me?” he asked, my fingers still in his
mouth.

“Yes.” I pressed my lips
to his brow.

He slid me off his lap.
With a grimace he twisted away from me and busied himself with his
groin. I feared I had made a terrible error, but his face eased and
he was done with that part of his body. He gave me a sheepish
smile. “Sorry, dear. Go to sleep now. I doubt my son means to
tarry. Hide up here tomorrow, and you never need see the boy
again.”

He kissed my hand, a great
smile curling his lips. I drank the dregs of the wine and when I
did sleep, I summoned the Duc de Lauzun to my dreams. I lay in my
chemise, and his lips were not restrained to mine but wandered over
my face, my throat, my chest. The fabric melted away from me, and
his soft hands touched my skin. His eyes warmed me like the sun.
His gentle caresses moved over my body like a playful breeze. Time
stopped as he tormented me, that same wicked smile on his
lips.

 


The romance of Violetta and
Antoine continues in The Love of
Violetta.

 


 








 


SELECTION FROM SHIFTER IN ASCENT

 by Vivian Wood

 


Jace pulled Tessa close as
he waited for her to awaken. His heart swelled painfully at her
proximity, which caught him off guard. Jace had fastidiously
maintained physical and emotional distance from everyone except his
sister, and yet here he was pulling Tessa closer, waiting anxiously
for her every breath. The worst part of it was that while the
anxiety was painful, a deeper part of him was thrilled to have a
woman in his arms. Not just any female, either. His female,
he thought with an unwelcome surge of pride.

Jace had never had such a
pure moment of wanting. It was physical, yes. But there was more, a
deeper and more satisfying level of being with his female that
pulled at him relentlessly. He wanted her for more than the sum of
her parts, and it was slowly driving him crazy.

Tessa’s eyelids fluttered,
slowly revealing her intense gray gaze. A smile creased the corner
of her mouth as she looked at Jace sleepily.

“You came. I wasn’t sure
you would come,” she said sleepily, rubbing her face against his
knee like a cat.

“Of course I came,” Jace
said, trying not to sound offended. Jesus, if she thought that…he
really had been nothing but a bastard to the only woman…he pushed
the thought away.

“Well, it’s just…” Tessa
said with a yawn, pulling one of the blankets over her body and
sitting up.

Jace leaned forward and
brushed a kiss against her lips. Tessa gave one of those breathy
little sighs that he just couldn’t resist, and then he couldn’t
resist kissing her more deeply.

“We should go. I’m sure
you hate the sight of this place by now,” Jace said
gently.

“I can think of places I’d
want to be less right now,” Tessa said with a smile.

“Like Bourbon Street?”
Jace joked.

“I was thinking of
Brookline, but Bourbon Street is definitely on my list
too.”

“Where is
Brookline?”

“It’s the part of Boston
where I grew up. It’s very private.”

“I’ll take that to mean
very rich,” Jace said tartly.

“Pretty much. The joke
goes, ‘Why choose between a pool and a tennis court when you can
have both? Because in Brookline even God can’t afford that much
land.’”

Tessa tensed and waited for
the inevitable questions: what’s your family like? Do you have any
siblings? Pets? It was one of the first conversations she’d had
with James. That’s how he’d known to kidnap the one person Tessa
would die to protect.

As usual, Jace surprised
her.

“Yeesh. This must all seem
pretty broke down to you,” Jace said as he waved a hand to indicate
their surroundings.

“I didn’t mean it that
way. I left because I didn’t want to live there,” was her
snippy reply.

“I can see how you would
find that lifestyle tiresome.”

Tessa turned and looked at
Jace, scanning for signs of sarcasm. She found none. His face was
un-shuttered, as if his statement was simply an appraisal of
Tessa’s character. A positive appraisal, at that.

“What?” he asked, “I’m
just saying you seem more of a Prius girl than a Mercedes C Class
kind of girl.”

“How do you know I drive a
Prius?!” Tessa demanded, shocked.

Jace rocked back in the
chair with a chuckle, the movement rippling down his long frame.
Damn if he wasn’t just hot as hell. That laugh sent a little shiver
up the back of Tessa’s neck, and she had to work to pull her gaze
away from his mouth.

“It was just a guess,” he
said with another casual shrug.

Tessa flopped down on the
bed, rolling her eyes. Jace pulled up a chair, seeming to take up
the entire room. He somehow folded his limbs comfortably to fit in
the over-sized chair, and watched Tessa thoughtfully.

“I found a sore spot,
apparently,” Jace commented.

“Know it alls run in my
family. I can’t even say who was the worst, my mother or my
sister.”

“And here I thought all
women were supposed to have daddy issues.”

Tessa snorted.

“Not the ones who were
daddy’s little girl. My dad worshiped my mom.”

“I’m pretty sure that’s
how most families are run. My mother may have been smaller than my
father, but she had the final say. Her veto power was
unassailable.”

“Was…like past tense?”
Tessa asked, recalling the lone family photo she’d seen at his
house.

“Our parents died when I
was fifteen and Maddie was eight. We were fostered into this pack
back then. We were some of the lucky ones,” Jace said,
unconsciously tensing as he talked about the past. Tessa should let
it go, but she couldn’t.

“You didn’t have any aunts
or uncles to take you in? No one in the pack?” Tessa pressed,
unable to believe that anyone would turn away two
orphans.

“My entire family was
killed. The Den was firebombed during the night, and most of those
who made it past the bombs were gunned down. Only a few survived
out of the whole pack, and they were all cubs. The adults died
protecting us,” Jace said, his eyes going dark as they drifted
upward, remembering.

Tessa cursed inwardly,
wanting to kick herself for having asked such a painful
question.

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t—I
shouldn’t have asked,” she said.

“It’s in the past. But you
can imagine that Maddie and I are very close. She’s a brat, but
she’s my best friend, you know?” he said, a sad smile flickering
across his face.

“I do know. My sister
Camilla is also a brat, but I love her to pieces. She can give
really great advice if you can get her to listen.”

Tessa flushed as Jace’s
gaze swept over her, studying her pensively. He was quiet for
several long beats before he spoke.

“Just ask. I don’t
mind.”

“What are you talking
about?”

“You want to know who
killed my pack. Am I wrong?”

“No. I just don’t want to
dredge up things better left in the past,” Tessa said, biting her
lip.

“I think I need to tell
you. It explains a lot about why I prefer to avoid humans,” Jace
said softly.

“Humans?” Tessa asked, her
voice trembling a bit.

“Yes. Some group of
extremists who found out about our pack and tried to exterminate
us. My pack wasn’t the only one attacked. There were a lot of
violent attacks in the South back then. Bombings, abductions,
attacks on Shifters who lived away from their pack. The extremist
group was die-hard and had some really nasty methods. They called
themselves the Legion.”

Tessa’s heart dropped like
a stone. The Legion had murdered families, including children.
Their claim to be the good guys had been ridiculous to begin with,
but now Tessa suffered no illusions about their true nature. Tessa
swallowed angrily, but the tears were already pricking her
eyes.

“Hey, hey. It’s okay,”
Jace soothed, suddenly sitting down on the bed next to Tessa and
wrapping an arm around her.

“It is not okay!” Tessa
whispered, and the dam broke. Tears streaked down her face, making
Tessa even more miserable.

“I mean, it’s not your
fault,” Jace said, hesitantly pulling her close. “No one knows what
the Legion even wants, really. They’re just a bunch of fanatics
living in the woods, hunting something they don’t understand. I
can’t blame every human in the world for that, much less
you.”

He gave her a half-hearted
smile. Trying not to scare her, Tessa thought.

Tessa took a deep breath,
and Jace filled her senses. That faint smell of mint and almond
wrapped itself around her as tightly as his arms did. Her skin
heated sweetly, and suddenly Tessa couldn’t stop thinking about
kissing Jace.

Say something. Say
anything. You have to tell him, she thought.

“You don’t understand,”
Tessa mumbled into Jace’s chest.

I’m pretty sure the people
who killed your family are the ones who are going to kill my sister
unless I betray you.

“You’re practically a
Shifter at this point,” Jace replied firmly.

“But I’m human, too. You
can’t pretend that I’m not, Jace. I’m no different than the
Legion.”

Tessa tried to pull back to
wipe her eyes, but Jace held her fast. She tilted her head back to
look up into his face. Their eyes caught, and all the heat she was
pushing down rose back to the surface. If she didn’t do something,
she would explode into flames.

Jace stared right back into
her eyes with a soft smile, and then said the words she so
desperately needed to hear.

“I could never hate you,
Tessa. You’re a lot of things, and even if human is one of them,
it’s okay. I like humans a little better for having made
you.”

Tessa gave a weak laugh,
some of the tension leaving her body.

“I bet you tell all the
human girls that,” she said softly.

Her eyes dropped to Jace’s
mouth, lingering. Jace threaded his long fingers into Tessa’s hair,
angling her head so that their gazes met again.

“Do you have any idea what
you’re doing to me right now?”

Tessa bit her lip to stifle
a little noise of excitement that was bubbling up in her throat.
Jace gripped her hair harder and pulled her head back farther,
exposing Tessa’s throat.

Her heart beat wildly as
Jace leaned down and ran his nose against the slim column of
Tessa’s throat. He paused at the hairline just below her ear and
took a deep breath, then moved up to blow it gently into Tessa’s
ear.

Tessa let out a little gasp
and her spine straightened, pushing her ear closer to Jace’s
mouth.

“You honestly don’t, do
you?” Jace said, his mouth rasping against her ear lobe. A day’s
worth of stubble brushed her neck as he talked, and Tessa felt heat
pool between her legs.

Suddenly her wolf made
herself known. She’d made a decision, and she liked Jace.
Approved of him, and admired him. All these thoughts rushed by in a
single heartbeat.

Tessa looked up at Jace and
knew he sensed the presence, too. His pupils were visibly dilated,
and his breathing came heavier now.

“Your wolf is in full
Ascent,” he managed to grind out.

Tessa wasn’t really
listening anymore. The wolf knew what she wanted, and Tessa was
going to make her happy.

Tessa closed her eyes, her
mouth parting slightly as she offered it to Jace. His mouth came
down on hers, hard and demanding. He nipped her bottom lip, and
then licked at the slight sting his bite left. Tessa gasped at the
sensation and a moment later his tongue was teasing hers, inviting
her to play.

Tessa slid her hands around
his neck, pulling him closer. Jace responded by dragging her into
his lap, facing him so she had to straddle him. One hand returned
to Tessa’s hair, while the other pressed Tessa tightly against his
body.

Tessa tasted Jace’s kisses
hungrily, instinctively rocking against him where their hips met.
Jace released her mouth and growled. The sound reverberated through
Tessa, spreading flame from her core upward to her breasts and
neck.

Jace pulled her head back,
baring her pale throat again. Tessa moaned as Jace nuzzled the spot
where her neck joined her shoulder, rubbing his beard against her
delicate skin. Then Jace bit her in the same spot and Tessa thought
she might go over just from his mouth against her neck.

Jace’s unique scent flared
strongly as he ran a hand up her ribcage, then brushed two
fingertips against the bottom of her right breast. Tessa bit her
lip and watched Jace as he framed her breasts with his big hands,
his touch achingly light.

Tessa pressed her heat
against Jace’s growing hardness impatiently, and he grabbed her
hips again, stopping her movement.

“Stay still,” he
warned.

Tessa growled right back at
him, challenging. Still Jace gripped her to keep her in
place.

“I mean it. Stay still, or
I will be inside you in a second. Your wolf might be ready, but our
first time ought to be better than that,” he warned.

Tessa stilled, giving him a
frustrated sigh as a white flag. Jace waited a long moment, then
returned to his leisurely exploration of her breasts. He cupped
them over the thin bra and t-shirt she wore, then ran his fingers
from the top of her cleavage up her neck and down again.

Leaning in, Jace nuzzled
and nipped at her collarbone before dropping lower to place a
quick, sharp bite on the top of her right breast. Tessa sucked in a
breath, and before she’d let it out Jace had pulled her shirt up
over her head and cast it aside. He unhooked her bra in one smooth
motion, then peeled off the silky satin with painstaking
slowness.

Cool air caressed Tessa’s
already pebbled nipples, followed by the warmth of Jace’s breath as
he teased her mercilessly. He licked and teased the sensitive
underside of each breast, working closer and closer to the nipple
until Tessa was completely tensed with the effort of staying still.
Finally he laved his tongue over her right nipple before taking it
into his mouth, sucking with increasing pressure until Tessa begged
him hotly to touch the other breast.

He then gave her left
breast the same treatment as he cupped its fullness to his
face.

“You have amazing
breasts,” Jace said, his voice roughened by need.

Tessa laughed, leaning in
to kiss him with a smile.

“And you are wearing far
too much clothing,” she pointed out as she tugged his soft t-shirt
up and over his head.

Tessa ran her hands over
the lean muscle of his shoulders and down his arms, marveling at
the perfection of his body. His chest, abs, and sides seemed as if
sculpted by a devilish hand. Aside from a light smattering of chest
hair, he was smooth and warm everywhere she touched.

Jace allowed Tessa to
explore his torso for a few minutes, and even stayed still as she
kissed and nipped at his shoulders and neck, moaning in
appreciation.

Tessa brushed her hand down
over his toned abs and gripped his hip bone, brushing her thumb
softly against its curve, and squeezed gently, eliciting a growl
from Jace. Her other hand traced the dark line of hair trailing
from his navel down below the waist of his low-slung jeans. Tessa
ran a finger along the barrier of his jeans, wondering at the soft
skin covering taut muscle. She tried to dip her fingers lower but
Jace lost patience with her examination, and began to
move.

Tessa found herself on her
back with Jace draped over her left side, trapping both her wrists
above her head with one hand. She pushed back against him, testing
to see if she could free herself. Jace didn’t budge, but he did
lean down and take her earlobe in his mouth. He bit hard for a
heartbeat, then sucked on her earlobe before softly exploring the
lines of her ear with the tip of his tongue.

Tessa’s eyes rolled into
the back of her head and she released a series of little gasps that
seemed to excite Jace further. He let her wrists go and then his
hands were everywhere that his mouth was not and Tessa was
half-crazy with his touch. Her pants disappeared but she wasn’t
sure how or when, and certainly didn’t care.

Jace fit himself against
Tessa’s hip, taking hold of her wrists once more. His other hand
roamed across her flat stomach and down the side of her hip before
coming to rest on her knee. He slid his hand down gently to where
her legs were pressed together, nudging them apart.

Tessa squirmed and kept her
legs together, suddenly nervous despite her out of control state.
Jace looked up at her, checking to make sure she was okay with his
touch. Tessa bit her lip and gave him a brief smile as approval.
Jace ran his hand down to her ankle and then slowly brushed up the
back of her leg until he was touching the backs of her
thighs.

With surprising tenderness,
Jace brushed his fingertips against Tessa’s core, finding her damp
at the first contact. A hungry smile lit his face as he rolled
Tessa over on her side and ran a searching finger back and forth
over her dampness, slowly sliding it into her outer
sheath.

Tessa rolled her hips
without thought, seeking his touch in the right spot. Jace
continued his leisurely exploration, running his finger between her
most sensitive spot and her innermost core but not touching either.
When Tessa could stand no more, she begged.

“Jace,
please.”

Jace stopped for a long
beat, making Tessa ache even worse.

“Say it again,” he
demanded.

“Please,” Tessa
half-moaned.

“My name, Tessa. Say my
name, damn it.”

“Jace,” she
urged.

Jace slid two fingers up
and found the tight bud of her arousal, rubbing soft circles around
it. Waves of hot pleasure erupted and washed through her legs,
curling Tessa’s toes. She was on fire, already prepared to crest a
wave of release.

Tessa’s wolf was having
none of it. The wolf craved more than this, and Tessa growled her
need at Jace.

“I need you inside me,”
she commanded, trying to wriggle loose of Jace’s steel
grasp.

His fingers left her clit
and Jace rolled Tessa onto her back, kneeling between her knees and
sliding two large fingers deep inside her core. Tessa bucked and
made a strangled noise, pushing her wolf back as Jace slowly worked
his fingers in and out. He slid them deep again before flexing his
fingers in a “come here” motion, his long digits touching a soft
place just under Tessa’s belly button.

Tessa’s feminine muscles
clenched tightly as she trembled, trying to fight the oncoming
orgasm. She was determined that the first time she climaxed with
him, Jace would be right alongside her.

Jace worked at the spot for
another half a minute, frowning at her resistance. Finally he
withdrew, and Tessa quickly sat up.

“You were about to come,
Tessa. You should have let me finish you,” he said, brows knit in
frustration.

“It’s not enough,” was all
she said.

Tessa moved to her knees
and pressed her hands against Jace’s chest until he collapsed back
on the bed. She unbuttoned his jeans and quickly stripped them off,
leaving him exposed.

“No underwear?” she asked,
amused.

“You weren’t wearing any,
either,” Jace replied.

“Great minds think alike,”
Tessa joked.

Tessa’s gaze dropped down
Jace’s body, taking in his lean flanks and sinewy thighs. She
steeled herself before dropping her gaze to his cock, sucking in a
surprised breath.

Tessa had expected Jace to
be big, but that was an epic understatement. She reached out to
stroke him gently, teasing her fingertips over the hot, silky
length of him. He was easily several inches longer than her hand
and so thick that when Tessa encircled him her hand couldn’t close
all the way.

Jace grated out a laugh,
and Tessa looked up at him.

“I guess you really
haven’t been with a Shifter,” he said.

“This is normal?” she
asked, flustered.

“I’d hate to think
that.”

“I don’t even know how
this is going to work!” she protested, her gaze returning to his
groin. She took him in her fist, squeezing the steel of his length
as she slid her hand up and down.

Jace laughed again, but his
voice was tenser this time.

“It’ll fit,” he promised,
“you’ll just have to be on top at first.”

With that, Jace surged up
to take Tessa’s mouth with his. His tongue flitted against hers,
mimicking what he wanted most. He picked Tessa up as though she
were weightless and settled her on his lap, bringing her aching
wetness down to rest against his shaft.

Gripping Tessa’s hips, Jace
lay back and locked gazes with her. Then he rolled his hips,
sliding his length up to brush her clit and back down again. Tessa
caught the rhythm immediately and echoed his movement, rubbing her
most sensitive spot against his tip with a little gasp of
delight.

Jace slid one hand up to
her breast and massaged it firmly, making Tessa arch her back.
Tessa’s wolf demanded that she was ready, and Tessa lifted herself
just enough to guide the tip of Jace’s cock to her core.

“Hold still,” she told
him, receiving a smirk in return.

“Easy enough for you to
say,” Jace groaned.

Tessa pressed herself down
in tiny increments, sighing as her softness stretched to
accommodate him. She got most of the way down before she stuck fast
and began to rock back and forth in an attempt to take him
in.

“Fuck!” Jace gritted out,
pushing Tessa down hard enough to cause an audible slapping of
flesh.

Tessa cried out as pain
lanced through her, stealing away some of her pleasure.

“Tessa,” Jace growled,
seeking her eyes.

“I’m okay, it’s just…” she
broke off.

“You didn’t tell me,” he
said more softly, worried.

Tessa gave him a small
smile and brushed a kiss over his lips.

“Now you know. So show me
the rest,” she teased.

Jace growled again, and
kissed her fiercely before he started to move ever so slowly. Tessa
had never felt so completely full in her life. Jace occupied every
inch of her, pressing all the way to her womb. His size at once
hurt and felt right, stretching but also rubbing her in places
she’d never known could be touched.

After a few longs beats to
let Tessa adjust, Jace began to rock and thrust gently. Tessa
followed his rhythm hesitantly at first, and then harder as
frissons of heat streaked through her whole body. Tessa tried to
maneuver this way and that to control exactly which spots Jace hit,
but in this position she could barely do more than hang on for the
ride.

Jace must have felt the
same way because he suddenly rolled with Tessa, coming to rest on
top of her. Pushing up on his forearms, he began to thrust in
earnest. Tessa shoved her hands into the thick hair at his nape as
Jace began to move in her with deep, steady strokes.

“Yes. Jace, yes!” she
said, shouting her satisfaction.

At her use of his name,
Jace began to hammer her relentlessly. Tessa’s need built, and she
took him hungrily. Jace swore, coming down to capture her lips in a
demanding kiss. Tessa could feel him straining, trying to rein in
his pleasure while he pounded into her.

“The wolf,” Tessa gasped
at him, and somehow Jace knew exactly what she needed. He pulled
out and flipped her over, pushing back inside her from behind.
Tessa’s back arched and she keened with pleasure, taking every hard
thrust he gave. His left hand gripped her hip, and his right slid
hand across her belly to find her clit, throbbing and
needing.

Jace rubbed quick circles
against her slick arousal. At the same time his shaft rubbed that
soft spot inside her again, and her muscles clenched in
anticipation. Jace hit that same spot over and over again, rubbing
her all the while.

“Oh God,” she
whispered.

A pull stronger than an
ocean tide sucked Tessa down, and for a moment she floated before
her body was wracked with mindless ecstasy as her innermost core
clenched Jace hotly.

Jace sped up and pushed her
through what seemed like a nearly endless climax, panting as he
prepared for his own release.

“Fucking say my name,
Tessa. Say it!” he demanded, gripping her hair as he rode
her.

“Jace!” she responded
breathlessly.

“Who do you belong to?” he
snarled.

“You. I belong to you,
Jace,” she panted.

He finished with a roar,
bringing Tessa to a final and unbelievable peak.

Jace sunk back on the bed
as if boneless and Tessa went down with him, content to never move
again. He pulled her close, running his hand softly over her hair.
She’d never felt so cherished in her life, and it was making her
tear up a bit.

She reached out and ran a
tentative hand over his flank, admiring his complete lack of
modesty. It was, Tessa decided, one of the most wonderful things
about Shifters. With all their racing hormones, shyness was left in
the dust.

Curling up against Jace’s
warm body, Tessa quickly felt the serenity of release fading and
leaving behind anxiety. Even as she listened to his deep, slow
breathing and tried to relax, Tessa knew that being with Jace in
this way was wrong. If she continued in this vein, she would
eventually be forced to choose between Jace and Camilla. The longer
this went, the harder it would be.

And that was assuming he
didn’t find her out before that. He wouldn’t show any mercy to a
traitor, much less some human who’d manipulated him like she
had.

Tessa had been sure she’d
understood the risks of getting close to Jace. She’d been certain
that as long as she just remembered Maddie’s captivity, she’d be
able to walk away without a second thought. Now she wasn’t so
sure.

You could just come clean.
He might forgive you.

Tessa imagined Camilla’s
brassy voice, pointing out the obvious as was her wont. She always
did know exactly what to say.

A forlorn tear welled up,
and Tessa brushed it away before it could break loose. She’d spent
her whole life daydreaming, imagining what it would be like if
things were different. And where had it gotten her?

Snared by an incredibly
handsome but also deeply twisted man. James had seen Tessa’s need,
her desire for the fairytale that money couldn’t buy.

And Tessa had fallen for
it, every word. She’d walked right into James’s snare and dragged
Camilla along for the miserable ride. And now it seemed Tessa was
about to throw Jace in the fire as well.

In that moment, as quick as
a single beat of her heart, Tessa realized that she could never
betray him. She peeked over at him, her heart aching. He’d fallen
soundly asleep and looked like her idea of heaven come
true.

Resolute, Tessa reaffirmed
her decision. She’d give herself this precious bit of time, but it
had to end. As soon as they woke, she would confess. And with her
words, she’d destroy any chance she had for happiness with this
man.

 


Click
here to continue reading Jace and Tessa's story in
Shifter In Ascent, part of Vivian Wood's new Louisiana
Shifters Collection.

 


 








 


THE RAVE

 By
William Cooper

 


The music pounded around
us, vibrating clean through my bones. I moved and gyrated with the
beat, grinding my ass against Connor’s hard cock. Connor had his
hands on my waist, and every so often he’d reach over and grope my
own bulging cock, making me shiver.

He moved in closer,
wrapping his arms around my waist, and nibbled on my ear. I bit my
lip to keep myself from moaning out, not that anyone would’ve heard
me over the music. “Having fun?”

His voice was deep and
rich, a voice I often found myself dreaming about. I nodded, sure
that he’d never be able to hear my reply. I could barely hear him
and he spoke right into my ear.

Why I had let him talk me
into coming to the rave, I had no idea. I’d always pictured raves
full of teenagers, half naked and high as kites. But, surprisingly,
I actually enjoyed it. Sure, there were plenty of people walking
around stoned out of their minds and decked out in neon, but there
were other, more “normal” people there as well.

Connor began to rub my cock
through my jeans again. This time, I couldn’t contain my moan as I
thrust my hips against his palm. “You’re definitely having fun...”
He ground his cock against my ass and moaned right into my ear.
“How ‘bout we let this baby out and I empty your nuts? Then I could
get a piece of your tight ass…”

My face reddened at the
thought. I wanted my cock in his mouth more than anything, except
maybe having his cock up my ass, but there were too many people
around. It wasn’t like you could discreetly give someone a blow
job. I turned in Connor’s arms and put my arms around his waist,
making sure to give his ass a nice squeeze. Now our hard cocks were
pressed against each other, both undoubtedly leaking pre-cum by
now.

“We can’t do that here!” I
whispered in his ear. As much as I wanted it, that was way out of
my comfort zone. I’d been reluctant to have sex with him in a
bathroom stall a few weeks ago, but at least then no one could
actually see us.

Connor laughed, a deep
sound filled with joy and humor. “Why not? Look around, Tim.
There’s plenty of people getting it on.”

I looked around, trying to
see through the smoky darkness that blanketed the warehouse. Not
far from us, a girl was bent over, her skirt hiked up. A guy stood
behind her with his pants around his knees and his hands on her
hips as he plowed into her from behind. I’d seen girls walking
around with their tops off earlier, but this was a whole different
level. I couldn’t believe I’d been so absorbed in dancing with
Connor to have missed it.

As I continued looking
around, I noticed other couples openly enjoying themselves. Barely
anyone seemed to pay those couples any attention. But I couldn’t do
that, could I? A quickie in a bathroom stall was one thing, and
even that was pushing my limits. Could I really have sex at a party
like this?

Connor leaned in and
nibbled on my ear again, making me melt into him. My cock twitched
as I moaned out. I could feel Connor’s cock throbbing in his pants
as he rubbed against me. If he had his way, we’d be naked and
fucking on the floor. Connor had no shame, he never did.

Every second he ground
against me, every time he rubbed my ass, my defenses became lower
and lower. My cock began to override the panicked signals my brain
sent out.

“Come on, you know you
want to...” Connor began to kiss his way down my jaw before he
brought his lips to mine.

We didn’t kiss long before
I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to come, more than anything I
needed to empty my nuts. Having him suck my cock through my fly
wouldn’t be too big of a deal, right? Barely anyone would be able
to see anything through the smoke and darkness. And I could always
suck him off in return, or we could find somewhere a little more
discreet to fuck.

I broke the kiss and leaned
toward his ear. “Suck me,” I said, my voice hoarse.

Connor gave me a quick kiss
before dropping to his knees. He palmed my cock for a moment,
making me want to come right then. Connor peeked up at me, his deep
brown eyes twinkling as he undid my jeans. But instead of just
pulling my cock out of the fly, he tugged my boxers and jeans down
to the ground, exposing my hard cock.

I wasn’t sure if the fire
that was racing through my body was due to embarrassment or
arousal, though I suspected it might have been a mix of both. As I
glanced around, no one seemed to be paying us the least bit of
attention. I took a deep breath, partly to calm my nerves and
partly to keep from coming too quickly.

Connor wrapped his hand
around my cock and slowly stroked it. I thrust my hips in attempt
to make him go faster, glad that the ear shattering music covered
the sound of my moans. Both Connor’s hand and my cock became coated
in a sticky pre-cum that leaked from the tip. Connor released my
cock and leaned in, licking along the length of my
shaft.

After a few licks, he began
to kiss my cock, starting at the head, making his way down the
shaft until he was at my balls. When he began lapping at my nuts,
my toes curled and my fists clenched. I wasn’t going to last much
longer, no matter how hard I tried. I threaded my fingers through
Connor’s hair and guided him back to my cock.

Connor understood the
signal and took my dick into his mouth, burying his face into my
pubes. His tongue licked up and down my shaft for a moment before
he pulled back. Then he circled his tongue around my head before
taking the entire thing back into his mouth, repeating the process
over and over.

My entire body felt like it
was on fire. My breath became labored as I came closer and closer
to filling Connor’s mouth with hot cum. “Oh god,” I moaned out. My
entire body seemed to contract, my vision going white. My cock
throbbed as I felt cum flooding through it.

Connor stopped sucking and
swallowed every drop of cum I shot out. When I finished coming, he
pulled off and began to lick my shaft clean. When my dick became
too sensitive, I gently pushed him away and he looked up at me
again, an impish smirk on his face. I could tell Connor was proud
of his little stunt.

I took his hand and pulled
him up, then leaned in and pressed my lips against his. “I love
you,” I whispered into his ear. I reached down and started to pull
my pants back up. Now that my balls were empty, I was once again
self-conscious about someone seeing me.

Connor grabbed my hands and
pulled them away from my pants before I could zip them up, once
again leaving me exposed. “Aren’t you forgetting
something?”

My face flushed. I knew
what he meant, but I still wasn’t sure if I could do this. “Did you
even bring lube?” I was shocked when Connor nodded and pulled a
small packet from his pocket. It figured he’d come
prepared.

As I looked around, I saw
many other couples making love around us. Some were giving blow
jobs, others were having full on sex right there in the open. Most
had only the necessary parts visible to those around them. A few
had gone all the way and striped everything off. If they could do
it, why couldn’t I? If that many people were already having sex,
what was the big deal if Connor and I did it too?

“Okay, let’s do it.”
Connor grinned at me, then reached over and pulled my t-shirt over
my head. Once again, my face flushed as I looked around. “What’re
you doing?”

“If we’re gonna do this, I
want us naked.” He gave me a quick peck on the cheek before
removing his own shirt and dropping them both between us. Then he
undid his jeans and pulled them and his boxers to the ground. When
he stood up again, he hard cock stood out, already covered in
pre-cum.

Despite my reservations
about being naked in public, my cock began to rise to full mast
again. I licked my lips as I looked at his throbbing member,
already dreaming of having it inside me again. I turned and bent
over, eager for him to get started before I had a chance to back
out. I knew that once he started, there’d be no way I’d change my
mind.

A few moments later, I felt
Connor’s cock press against my hole. I gritted my teeth as he
pushed inside me. No matter how many times we fucked, I never could
get used to the first few seconds. Connor didn’t hesitate though,
he kept pushing inside, slowly but steadily. By the time his entire
length was inside me, I’d gotten used to the feeling.

Connor slowly began to
slide out, then back in again. He kept repeating this simple
motion, picking up speed with each thrust, as he his hands roamed
all over my back and thighs.

His hands wandering over my
body drove me nuts. When I reached down to stroke myself, Connor
pushed my hand away and began to jerk me off. I moaned out, wishing
he had more hands to touch me with. As Connor continued to fuck me,
the rest of the world began to fade away. I no longer heard the
music, nor noticed the smoke that filled the room.

The only things I could
focus on were Connor’s dick up my ass and his hands touching me
everywhere. With each thrust, Connor’s cock brushed against my
prostate, sending shivers through my entire body. It felt as if his
cock was made for my ass. Nothing ever felt as good as his cock
did.

It felt like an eternity
had gone by before I felt the familiar feeling. My nuts contracted,
my cock throbbed, and fire flooded my body. I moaned out as cum
jetted from my hard cock, pooling on the floor below me.

My ass clamped down on
Connor’s cock and I could hear him moan behind me. Connor slammed
into my ass one last time before his cock throbbed and his cum
filled my hole. Connor continued to milk cum from my cock and rub
my back as he came.

Once our mutual orgasms
ended, I stood and Connor wrapped his arms around my waist, his
hard cock still buried inside me. Both of us were covered in sweat
and out of breath. Connor leaned in and kissed me on the check
before whispering in my ear, “I love you.” I repeated the words,
though I doubt he heard. Connor’s cock throbbed inside me and I was
keenly aware of him still being rock hard. “Wanna go
again?”

I shuddered. Yeah, I wanted
to go again.

 


Check out William Cooper's
books here.

 


 








SUNITA’S DELIGHT

 By Adell Saige

 


Sunita let herself sink
into the plush carpet of her new home in the heart of Chicago. Clad
in her favorite pink sweats and gray shirt, she pulled, lifted, and
unpacked until her back and thighs ached, but it was worth it. She
dreamed of the big city life ever since she was a young girl
growing up in India. And after grad school and her CPA exam, she
made it. She was short and petite, with pin-straight hair so black
that it shone blue. Her skin was a deep mocha, as dark as her
swarthy, seductive eyes. Even though she wasn’t a Barbie doll boys
fawned over her as a girl and jerked their heads as she walked by.
After a night of settling in, she decided to go out for a cup of
coffee in her new city. She showered, clad herself in her tightest
jeans and her highest heels, and headed out.

She opened the door to the
bustling life of the city. Cars zooming past her. Bakeries filling
the air with the warm, sweet smells of cupcakes and treats. The
eyes of men stuck to her while she sauntered along. She liked the
attention, but didn’t ever know how to handle it. Her parents never
let her date growing up, choosing instead to pair her with Mitesh,
an aspiring neurosurgeon. He was clean-cut, smart, and kind, but
she didn’t feel anything about him. She spent long showers
fantasizing about rough, handsome men, usually with scars, taking
her and having their way with her. Trotting along, her heels
clicked against the concrete in the warm summer night. Surrounded
by the lights and skyscrapers, she felt like she was living in a
fantasy world. For the next six months she was completely free:
free from her parents, free from Mitesh. Then she’d be wed to him
and back under the control of her strict culture.

As she walked along, the
high-rises morphed to the smaller, artsier storefronts of
galleries, trendy couture, and an eclectic blend of restaurants
from vegetarian, Middle Eastern, to fusion. At last she found a
small, quaint coffee shop and went inside. She felt a rich aroma
filling the air and adding vitality to the threads of banter being
woven around her. She walked inside the small but bustling shop and
ordered her coffee. She took a seat on the lone couch in the back
and breathed in the warmth. She felt somewhat out of place compared
to the bohemian patrons but she didn’t mind. She drank her coffee,
rich and brown, until he walked in.

Tall, fit, and with a
glimmer in his eye, he stood quietly and looked at the menu. Sunita
looked at his tattered t-shirt, which revealed his sculpted
abdomen. His blond, wavy hair was pulled back with a few locks
draping around his dark blue eyes. His face was scruffy yet
handsome, and she stared at him while he ordered his coffee.
Eventually he noticed and gifted his gorgeous blue eyes unto her.
She blushed and turned away, but she continued to watch him until
he headed her way. She turned away, crossing her legs and looking
down nervously. She glanced up and saw him towering above
her.

“Hi,” he smiled. “Mind if
I join you?”

Sunita was enchanted by his
strong, yet gentle voice.

“That would be okay,” she
said with her accent, tempered by her years in America with a hint
of Indian essence. She scooted over and he sat down. Their arms and
thighs pressed into each other; Sunita’s heart pulsed and she felt
the excitement mix with the warm coffee inside her. He stretched
out his legs and took a sip of his coffee, following with a
sigh.

“Are you alright?” she
asked.

“Long day,” he
said.

“What
happened?”

He turned to her and
chuckled. “I love your accent. Where are you from?”

“India,” she
said.

“Obviously,” he said with
a beaming, cocky smile even she couldn’t get mad at.

“Hey!” She playfully
pushed him in the shoulder and they both laughed.

“You’re desi,
right?”

Sunita’s jaw dropped and
she smiled. “You know what a desi is?”

“I’ve been to India.” He
sipped his coffee and told her tales of hitchhiking through Kerala,
trawling about in the streets of Mumbai, and visiting every temple
he could find. She hung on his every word, thoroughly impressed of
his knowledge of her homeland.

“I miss it there,” she
said. “I miss my family, the food, the temples. It’s
home.”

“I’d love to take you, but
I don’t think your parents would approve.”

Sunita burst into laughter.
“Oh no, they would never forgive me.” She looked down and
took a sip. “They almost didn’t let me move here.”

“Congratulations.” He
smiled and gave her a high five; she felt his large, strong hand
press into hers and she giggled. She loosened up and turned her
crossed legs toward him. He looked at her from head to toe and
smiled.

“What brings you
here?”

“Coffee,” she
quipped.

“Duh.” He rolled his eyes
at her; after years of American TV she understood the
subtext.

“I’m an accountant,” she
said.

“So you’re not a
doctor?”

“Nooooooo!” She
playfully punched his arm and he laughed. Even at her expense she
was enamored with his laughter, watching it bring out a glow in his
eyes. “You’re mean,” she playfully said.

“I’m sorry,” he said and
smiled. “I’ll get you some wine.”

“They serve wine here?”
She perked up at the thought of wine after such a long
day.

He chuckled and touched her
knee. Even through her pants she could feel his strong
hands.

“Not here. There’s a wine
bar up the block.”

Sunita gasped. This was her
first time alone on her own, away from the protective bubble of her
Indian friends and family. He was charming, but also a complete
stranger. Then she looked around; there wasn’t an Indian in sight.
Nobody to gossip about her. No one to spread rumors about her. She
blurted out a “Yes!” and he escorted her into the
street.

The night became cooler but
the vibe was electric. He held her hand in his firm grip and she
let him. Her heels clicked and his flip-flops flapped along the
sidewalk as she kept up with him. Suddenly she realized how
ridiculous she looked holding hands with a white man, an unkempt
one at that. She stopped in the middle of the sidewalk.

“Where are you taking me?”
she said, worried.

“Martin’s,” he said. “Best
wine bar in the city.”

“I don’t think they’ll let
you in,” she pointed to his tattered shirt and jeans.

“Is something bothering
you?” His smile was replaced with concern.

It was then it hit her:
here she was, alone in the big city, going to a bar with a man
other than her fiancé. A white man at that. She’d never
dated a white man, and this was almost too much for her. She pulled
away.

“It’s a little too much,”
she said. “I have a fiancé, and I don’t even know you.”

“I understand,” he nodded.
“It’s right up there,” he pointed. “If you’d like to join me,
great. If not, no worries.”

Sunita traced along his
finger up to a line of thirty young, well-dressed people standing
around. A large wood sign with “Martin’s” engraved on it hung above
the dimly lit shop. The soothing banter of the patrons inside
calmed her ears, and she nodded.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s
go.”

She took his hand again and
she led them to the bar. The chatter grew louder, enchanting her
further and putting her at ease. The earthy décor of the bar was
appealing. He walked to the front door, but Sunita pulled them
away.

“The line is over there,”
she said.

“I don’t stand in
line.”

“Huh?”

He weaved his way through
the crowd to the hostess stand, to the chagrin of everyone around
them. He tapped the hostess on the shoulder, then gave her a big
hug. Sunita couldn’t hear what he said, but right after he reached
for her hand and led her inside.

Immediately she was
startled by walls: every inch, it seemed, was decorated with metal
sculptures. A bouquet of roses welded from spoons and forks sat on
each table. On the far right wall she spotted a cluster of old keys
that had been welded together into the Mona Lisa. And the
centerpiece: a large globe created from a blend of copper, bronze,
and steel gears welded together. Each continent represented by its
own color floating in oceans of iron.

“That’s incredible!” She
ran to the globe and circled around it. It felt very heavy to the
touch yet it spun freely. She found the Indian continent, which
shone beautifully in a golden hue.

“Look!” she beamed. “India
is gold!” she giggled.

“Yeah,” he smiled and
scratched his head. “It’s my favorite.” The manager, a short man in
a black suit and red tie, came up and shook hands with Sunita’s new
friend.

“Jake! How are you?” The
two hugged and the suited man led them through the crowded floor,
through a wooden door, and to a private table with two plush
chairs, a dim lamp hanging over them, and a small wooden coffee
table. Jake, she thought. Cute. Sunita and Jake sat
down and they were immediately presented a collection of red
bottles, white bottles, and a side of cheese. Sunita was intrigued
by how they treated him. He handed her a glass of Cabernet and
proposed a toast.

“To tonight,” he
said.

“Cheers.” Their glasses
clanked and she took a sip. The delightful, tart musk of wine
filled the air and she sighed. She crossed her legs to him again
and sank herself into the chair. His eyes glimmered in the soft
light, and she sat quietly while wondering just who he was. A
painter, she thought. Or maybe a musician. She didn’t
listen to much American music, so she had no idea.

“Your name is Jake,” she
said. “You didn’t introduce yourself. A gentleman always introduces
himself.”

“Who said I’m a
gentleman?” he quipped. His lips curled into a sexy smirk, and she
responded with one of her own while staring into his eyes. “What’s
your name?”

“Sunita.”

“Nice to meet you.” He
nodded and raised his glass. She responded in kind, and she began
drinking her wine and taking in the surreal moment. She had so many
questions for him, mostly how he came to be so cavalier and
free.

“How—how did you get us in
like that?” she stammered awkwardly.

“You know that globe you
liked?” She was mesmerized by his eyes while he went for a sip. “I
made it.”

“You made that?”
Her jaw dropped. “You’re amazing!”

“Thanks,” he
said.

“How did you learn to do
that?”

“Been welding since I was
eleven. I make metal artwork.”

“You’re really talented.”
she said. “I wish I could be creative like that.”

“Why can’t
you?”

Sunita frowned as she
imagined herself telling her parents about her artistic
aspirations, and them promptly berating her for her silliness. Ever
since birth she’d been reared along a certain path: college, grad
school, marriage, children. Though they loved her deeply, her
parents didn’t let her deviate from that blueprint one
bit.

“I wanted to get into
ballet,” she said, “but my parents said dancers are all
broke.”

“That sucks,” he lamented.
He filled up her glass of Cabernet and they continued to talk and
drink. She poured her heart out to him about everything on her mind
and even things she didn’t know she felt. She talked to him about
her loving but domineering parents. She told him about the endless
nights of studying at home and never being allowed to go out with
friends. And then she brought up her dating life, or lack thereof.
As the night went on they drank more and relaxed even further.
Sunita dangled her foot toward him and looked at his soft, full
lips, and imagined their softness pressed against her skin. The two
talked and drank for hours until the crowds dwindled. The outside
became quieter and quieter, and their stories and musings were
interrupted with the staff bustling chairs and cleaning up for the
night.

“We have to get out of
here,” Jake said.

“Yeah,” she sighed. “I
wish we could have more wine.”

“I’ve got a bottle at my
studio.”

“Let’s go,” she
smiled.

He led her by the hand and
back into the moonlit night. A breeze stirred through the crisp
night sky, sending a shiver through Sunita’s shoulders down to her
toes. Jake wrapped his arms around her waist, warming her up and
sending her heart racing. He was firm, strong and bold, not at all
like Mitesh. He led her in his embrace and they walked up to a
large industrial building right at the corner. Surrounded by tall,
empty buildings, she felt a slight chill as he opened the worn red
door and led her inside.

He turned on the lights,
brightening everything around them. She squinted her eyes and took
in the glow of white fluorescent lights running from the high
ceilings through every corner of the shop. She found herself
standing in a world made of metal: dogs made from pistons, mosaic
portraits made from coins, and even a few classic metal sculptures
which shone in the white light. Sunita was taken back at the
illumination before her.

“This is it,” he said. “My
home.”

“It’s amazing,” she said,
and ran up to a sculpture of a kitten playing with yarn made from
chain link. “So cute,” she said and petted its head. Her head spun
at the dazzling sights of his metallic creations. Jake smiled and
nodded.

“Thanks. It’s my passion,”
he said, caressing the cat’s tail and face. He nipped at its head
as if it were alive. “I love metal.”

“Why?” she asked,
completely enchanted by his enthusiasm. “What do you love about
it?”

“It’s permanent,” he said.
“Metal lasts longer than we do.”

“Yeah...” He showed her
another concept: a slender suit of armor. Its wide hips and narrow
waist suggested that it was made for a woman’s body. It was cold to
the touch, but she traced along the curved edges and the intricate
patterns of roses and stars engraved throughout. “And even though
it’s stronger than us,” he said, “you can tame it and create
anything you want.” Sunita hung on his every word as he mused about
the virtues of metalwork. She knew nothing of metal, yet in that
moment it was the greatest thing in the world. His enthusiasm was
contagious, and she was enamored with him and his work. “Be right
back,” he said. “Don’t touch anything.”

“I won’t.”

She explored through his
vast, bright shop. With so much light she felt very safe and
awestruck by all of the intimidating, magical equipment around her.
She had no idea how any of the machines worked; that they were at
the mastery of one man was impressive. She explored the scaffolds
along the walls, littered with all sorts of parts and pieces. She
found a small, clean box and opened it.

Inside, she was treated to
a very unusual sight: an entire drawer filled with curved,
phallic-shaped rods. Exotic, sharp handcuffs, crafted to
perfection. She pulled out one of the dildos, feeling the cold,
smooth steel in between her fingers.

“What’s this?” she
asked.

“Some toys I make for the
local shops.”

“Toys?”

“For the sex
shops.”

Sex shops. Sunita
had never even held a sex toy, let alone used one. She resorted to
using her fingers or her special little hairbrush. She grasped it
again, running her hands along the curved, bumpy surface. She
imagined the sensation of having the thick rod inside of her,
feeling each little bump pleasuring her.

“You like?” Jake startled
her and handed her a glass of red.

“It’s interesting,” she
blushed. She felt a bit bashful about it, but being around Jake
made her feel so free. Unlike the Indians she socialized with, he
seemed open to anything. “Yeah, I like it.”

He smiled and led her
around the corner, behind the scaffolds and into small door. He
opened it and led her into a lounge area lit by a hanging lamp. She
felt the smooth rug beneath her feet and saw a couch and bed before
her. Jake grabbed a remote control from the couch and turned on
some soft rock. Sunita fell onto the couch and took off her shoes,
feeling relief as she released her feet from their four-inch
corsets. She threw her jacket onto the bed and kicked back. They
toasted again, and she took a full gulp as she relaxed. He sat
down. Again she felt his arm wrap around and pull her closer to
him. She rested her head on his soft shoulder, feeling his soft
skin and tiny blond hairs against her cheek. His fingers moved
along her thighs and she sank deeper into his warm embrace. She
felt his breath dance along her face, and his sweet scent, mixed
with the wine, filled the air around her.

“You smell nice.” She
peered into his eyes and he smiled back. He ran his fingers through
her silky hair, tracing from her delicate eyebrows and to her
bangs. She purred as the soft, delicate skin of his fingers glided
along her. She listened to his heart beating gently through his
chest, and felt the cascade of his torso rising up and down with
his breaths.

“You’re so soft,” he
said.

“Thank you.”

He guided his finger along
her chin and turned her face to him. He looked into her chocolate
eyes and down to her lips. She blushed, and he kissed her. His
full, luscious lips served as the perfect contrast to her thin,
delicate lips. He pulled away and smiled.

“You’re so bad,” she
smiled. She’d never kissed a white man before, and she kissed him
back passionately. Her hands wandered underneath his wispy shirt,
and she felt his firm chest and arms flex as he explored her body.
He slid his warm hands underneath her sweater and she arched her
back and gasped. Her breaths became deeper and heavier as he
planted kisses all over her quivering body. His lips moved further
down as he went along her stomach, down her butt, to the outside of
her legs.

She felt herself getting
hotter and wetter as he explored. He went down to her toes, kissing
the tops of her feet and, with a devilish grin, he put her toes in
his mouth. Surprised, she loved the feeling of his warm tongue
between her toes and she bit her lip. He kissed down her legs
again, this time teasingly licking along her inner thighs until he
made his way to her slit. He gave her another grin and stuck out
his tongue, ready to taste her...until he moved up her chest again
and kissed her mouth deeply. She gasped and moved as she felt his
hardness press into her. She pulled out his hair tie, letting his
long, flowing locks go free. She kissed him as they both caressed
each other’s hair. He grabbed a handful of hers and pulled
hard.

“Ohhh...” The
slight pain enlivened her and she threw her head back passionately.
He went to her neck and planted kisses with his full, sensuous
lips. He pulled harder, and she moaned again. Her nipples became
hard as he went underneath her sweater and took it off. Her soft,
supple breasts heaved as she breathed, adorned with goose bumps of
anticipation. He took his time with her breasts, kissing them
softly and kissing along her nipple through her bra. She ran her
feet along his back as he undid her bra. He slowly peeled it away,
and smiled at the sight of her purple nipples.

“I like your breasts,” he
whispered in her ear.

“Thank you,” she said. She
thought she was too dark, but Jake didn’t care.

He kissed her and gave her
nipples a light squeeze. A jolt ran from his fingertips, through
her breast, and to her clit. He circled around her nipples, teasing
her as she felt his warm breath. She couldn’t take it anymore and
she pulled him forth, putting her nipple in his mouth. He sucked
slowly at first, then he lightly bit down on her, sending a
shivering wave through her body. He put his fingers to her lips and
she sucked on them as he feasted on her breasts. His shirt came off
and he picked her up and put her on the bed. He spun her onto her
stomach, kissing along the tiny hairs along her back and shoulders,
sending her toes curling toward her buttocks. He kissed her down
from her butt, back to her toes, and all the way up her spine. He
raised her hips up, bringing out her firm, round behind. He kissed
along her thighs, and she curled her toes. His hands went further
in, and he rolled her jeans down to her knees. She felt the warmth
of the air along her wet panties as he kissed her thighs. He spread
them apart, kissing along the insides and driving her mad. Finally
he ran his tongue up her thighs and inched it closer to her
panties, torturing her with his soft, wet tongue. He read her moans
and knew he had her right where he wanted her.

“Please,” she gasped
breathlessly. “Don’t stop.”

He flipped her onto her
back and took her pants off her ankles. He licked along her inner
thighs and made his way back. She grabbed a handful of his hair and
pulled him closer, but he wouldn’t budge.

“Please do it,” she
said.

“Do what?” he
smirked.

She reached down to her
panties but he grabbed her wrist, pinning it down.

“No.” He smiled and inched
closer to her dark, wet lips. At last he gave her one long lick on
her panties. She felt a whirl of heat and pleasure as she caressed
his firm back with her feet. He gave her another, and he eased
further. Through a thin sheer of cotton she felt the greatest,
sweetest sensation she’d ever felt. He licked and kissed until he
reached into the elastic and peeled her panties down to her ankles,
sending her toes curling as they came off. At last the warm air
tingled along her anxious slit, glistening in the night.

“Wow,” he said, and
plunged his tongue deep inside of her. She squirmed and pulled his
hair as he licked her. He reveled in her sweet aroma, lapping up
her juices without hesitation. A warmth built deep inside her as
she enjoyed being his dessert. He slid a finger inside and
continued to lick her clit. She groaned and gasped while rolling
her hips. Her back arched as she pulled him closer, wanting to take
every inch of him. He kept going as she rolled her hips. Before she
knew it, she felt a burst of warm pleasure flow from deep inside
her down to her toes. She gave in, and orgasm embraced her like a
warm stream of water flowing to every inch of her. She gasped and
moaned as another wave overcame her; her juices mixing with his as
she climaxed once more.

“You okay?” he
said.

“I’m fine,” she
giggled.

“I’ll be right back,” he
said. He slid his sandals on and headed out of the lounge, and into
the studio. Sunita wrapped herself in a blanket, worried that
something might be wrong. She heard him in the shop, rummaging as
the metal clanked about. He returned, holding in his hand the curvy
metal toy she eyed earlier.

“You’re so bad,” she
grinned, and he kissed her while teasing her breasts and thighs
with the cold steel. She moaned slightly, inching down her stomach
until it kissed her lips with its cooling touch. He pushed it in;
she panicked slightly as it tickled her, but then she eased onto it
as the smooth, textured bumps pleased her in all the right ways. He
sucked on her clitoris while she took in every inch, and she let
out a breathless moan. She rolled her hips again and he
rhythmically circled it inside of her, driving her closer to the
edge. The fullness of the cold steel and his wet tongue drove her
crazy as she came once again.

She beckoned him forth with
a finger and kissed him. She felt his firm cock through his pants,
and she reached down and squeezed it. He groaned slightly, and she
undid his pants and teased him with her fingers as he teased her
with his. He kissed her and pulled down his pants. His pink,
throbbing rod pulsed in the air and she reached down and guided it
into her. The tip peeked through her wet lips and she felt herself
sliding onto him.

He went slowly, but she
pulled him into her, wanting every inch she deserved. He thrust,
slowly at first, teasing her yet again and letting her savor every
moment of being fulfilled. Pressed against his firm body, she dug
her nails into his back as he thrust harder. He groaned and grabbed
her neck; it hurt slightly but drove her wild, bringing her closer
and closer. He grunted and kissed along her ear and neck; his cock
throbbed inside of her. Feeling he was ready to come, he changed
positions, folding her leg over and laying down next to her. He
pushed deeper into her, biting her neck and shoulder. The contrast
of pain and pleasure drove her beyond the edge and along with his
thunderous groans, she screamed as she came once again. He held
himself against her pulsing vagina as the fullness enveloped
her.

He reached for the dildo
and stuck it in her mouth. She took it in and sucked her juices
right off until he began thrusting again. He entered her again,
feeling the warm wetness envelop him. He massaged her clit with it
and she gasped at the dual sensations of his warm cock and the cold
steel. He thrust harder, and from his groans she knew he was ready
to come. The blissful wave of orgasm washed over him as his seed
gently pulsed into her, holding her neck and kissing her.
Afterward, they cuddled together and caught their
breath.

“You okay?” He
asked.

She giggled and kissed him
on the cheek. “I just need a minute.”

“Me too,” he sighed.
“You’re so beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said.
“You’re beautiful.”

“I have to admit,” he
said. “I had to try so hard not to cum because of your
accent.”

She broke into laughter and
slapped his shoulder. “Really?”

“Yeah,” he said
sheepishly. “Desi girls are hot.”

“Glad you feel that way,”
she said, and kissed him once more.

“So...” he paused. A look
of apprehension came over him. “I guess this is only a one-time
thing.”

“Says who?” she smiled
devilishly. “I’m not married yet.”

 


Want to find out what
happens to Sunita? Come to my Smashwords
page for Sunita's Delights: Volume 2 and
more!

 


 








 


LONELY SUCCUBI NIGHTS

 By Veronica Hardy

 


 


Alana

 


It was getting to be that
time again. She never waited too long, of course. Just until the
early onset of symptoms before she set out to find a new one. Alana
could feel the hunger invading her soul, her eyes deep and sunken
as she considered the possibilities. Chicago was a booming city,
and it left her plenty of options. She licked her lips then
retracted her tongue, looking around to make sure no one
noticed.

It was disgusting, to have
to take from such people on a consistent basis. She hated it. Hated
the dependence. But she also made sure that she never waited too
long before entertaining her clients. She wanted them to leave
happy with just the slightest memory of their time together. Better
to leave that way than not at all.

Alana glanced up from her
seat at the Perky n’ Bright, a small coffee shop overlooking the
River. Men and women stood in line, waiting for their early morning
pick me up, bleary eyed and vacant. They downloaded the latest
trends on the cellphone and filled their mind with advertisements
and mass produced entertainment. Tasteless meat for the picking.
Blech. She wanted something vibrant, full of life.

Alana was the bringer of
eternal bliss. And nightmares. But these sheeple were just
unappetizing.

The Succubus appeared far
from powerful, sitting there sipping her Chai while she waited for
her “date.” Every second Monday she met with a gentleman from her
book club in order to go over the reading. Yes, even Succubi had
hobbies.

She brushed her raven locks
back behind her shoulders and tried to concentrate on the open book
before her. It was a fantasy novel about Druids and Shifters
designed to frighten and titillate its reader while imparting
philosophical wisdom of following your own path. She liked to
pretend such works were below her, but she found herself rooting
for the main character, a witty annoying Druid, more often than
not. Besides, Gregory picked it. She swore he was secretly
intuitive.

Her wings itched. They
always did when she was hiding them from humankind. Still, it was
preferable to the Fae realm, others of her kind. She abandoned that
“sacred” realm of immortal, magical creatures for the more
straightforward, if not boring, human realm.

It wouldn’t be long now. He
would come. One of them always came when she needed to
feed.

Alana shifted and tugged at
her form fitting skirt as it rose up her thighs suddenly aware of
her body. The way her netted hose revealed her legs in bits and
pieces. The depth of her cleavage peaking from her silken tank top.
She oozed want.

“I’m sorry to bother you,
but is this seat taken?”

A handsome man stared up at
her, familiar eyes staring down at her, his dazzling smile meant to
charm her. Something about his grin struck her as
mischievous.

This is how it
starts.

Before she could answer,
she saw something deeper in those eyes, a sparkle. A Fae. Suddenly
his inquiry was not a question, but a demand.

She gestured to the seat
before her, her tight lipped smile showing her discomfort. Gregory
would not be arriving for quite some time. Thirty minutes, perhaps.
She could converse with this member and be done with him. She had
plans tonight. Plans that included seduction.

“Alana, I presume?” His
shiny copper hair fell in ringlets about his shoulders, his eyes
boring into her. He was breathtaking. What was he? Incubus?
Hexenbeast? She couldn’t tell but now that she knew, he oozed Fae
power. The Fae came in many forms.

“Yes, and you are?”
Alana’s tone was impertinent. He was not the first one to approach
her in all the years she had lived in the mortal world. She hated
the way they came at her. Found her and asked her to join them once
more. They all said they needed her. What they needed was her skill
at manipulation and her ability to perform. She wanted nothing of
the Fae world; the savage trickery of her kind.

“Gawain.” He sat down and
looked at her, his eyes delving into her soul. His irises sparked
golden light into their deep blue depths. A soul reader. Lesser Fae
that could tell your weaknesses in an instant and were master
manipulators. Great.

“Like the most noble and
virtuous knight? Is that a joke?” Alana’s eyes held no humor as she
smacked him with her sarcasm. Neither did Gawain’s.

“Look, I don’t want to be
here. But I need, your services. They said you used to…take care of
problems. A natural leader...”

“Gawain, I don’t do that
anymore.”

Alana had spent years as
the consort of many other Fae. Loving those who had lost their
lifelong mate, falling for men who were unable to love. It left her
drained even if she was full. She always fell in love with one of
them. Men who could never love her back. Her heart ached and she
spent months in a frenzied state before recovering. Humans were
better, less complicated. She couldn’t fall for them. So she made
her choice. She left the Fae world and would not return. She did
miss the taste of the Fae’s sexual energy, though. They could fill
her like no other. And he was handsome. She protested but in secret
she was considering the ripples that lay beneath his dark purple
vest and black dress shirt. The man knew how to dress.

“Look, I don’t have a
choice. I have what you need, free of charge in
exchange.”

“What did you do that left
you without a partner?”

Strong Fae spirit in
exchange for magnificent sex. She hadn’t tasted a male Fae in
twenty years. She promised she would never do this again. A Fae who
couldn’t or wouldn’t love was no way to live. Still. One more time.
Her slit wept with anticipation. One more jolt to her
heart.

“Let’s make this quick. My
place.” Alana grabbed his hand and led him out of the door but not
without first letting Gregory know she had not abandoned
him.

She texted Gregory “Sorry,
gotta bail, family emergency.”

 


 


Gawain

 


Alana had escaped to her
bedroom momentarily to “prepare.” Leaving him standing in the
middle of her living room looking around. It was…Spartan. Little
more than a couch, chair and television adorned the area. He felt
large and out of place in her dwelling. It was certainly not what
he expected of the Succubus.

Living among mortals she
could have anything she wanted. More comforts than anyone could
imagine: a large estate, servants. It was all within her power. All
she had to do was touch a man or a woman and flow her power into
them and they would be her servant. Hell, it even worked for most
Fae. Not royalty, but most. Still, looking around at this empty
nest one could tell she had none of those things. Apparently she
didn’t use her powers for personal gain. Interesting.

Arthur would want to know
about this. He had, after all set Gawain to collect intelligence on
the mortal world walker. It had to be accurate. And
thorough.

Gawain was a perfect
candidate for the mission. Older, never mated. Married to his job
as the head of the Fae Prince’s intelligence network. And he was
good at what he did.

Prince Arthur wanted
someone who would be believable as a widower. Someone who would
entice the always hungry Succubus. A royal who was immune to her
powers of persuasion. Someone who fit the bill for Alana’s old
clientele. He was it and he would not be disappointed according to
the Prince. Alana had been famous for her…talents. He had heard of
her more than once in the last three hundred years.

“It’s…nice.” Gawain
appraised as Alana returned from her bedroom clad in a simple but
elegant blue silk robe.

She was striking and
Gawain’s breath caught in his throat as he watched her walk to him.
Job or no, it would not be difficult to perform; she was beautiful.
Her robe clung against her hips and breasts. The fabric was so thin
that he could view her nipples taut beneath the smooth
satin.

Alana strode up to him,
only a few inches away her body was tantalizing. She placed a hand
upon his shoulder, caressing it as she responded, “Not what you
expected, huh? I don’t run a brothel here… Anymore.”

Alana winked, a hint of
humor in her tone, then grabbed his hand and pulled herself into
his frame. His mouth watered as her firm curves pressed against his
firm muscles. Regardless of what she did now this much was clear,
she wanted him.

His orders were clear. Find
out about the state of all her powers. Find out about how she uses
humans. Not a body in ten years. It was extremely unusual. Most
Succubi could not, or did not want, to control their power to that
extent. Alana was special, but then again Arthur always knew
that.

Still, Gawain played his
part.

He wrapped an arm around
her, his hand splayed out over the small of her back. It was
strong, powerful, full against her soft petite frame.

“One rule,” Alana
requested, her eyes hard and serious, “no soul reading.”

“I don’t need to read your
soul. You wear your pain in your eyes.”

It was partially true.
Anyone could see that she was lonely, hungry. Humans were not
enough sustenance. Especially if she was letting them
walk.

Those stormy eyes looked up
at Gawain full of agitation and lust. He knew she would be
desperate for Fae contact but he hadn’t realized the strength of
that need.

Gawain, on the other hand,
did well for himself. When he was in need of sexual release he was
able to find a variety of Fae women to suit him. He was able to
conduct multiple arrangements with similar Fae spirits. Succubi
were rare and powerful, so he when he was hiring it was always with
lesser nymphs and dryads. He made do.

Still this Fae woman was
beautiful and his appetites were strong.

Gawain bent down, his
hovering lips inches above her own which were moist with
anticipation. He smirked at her and growled “Are you sure you want
me to stay? You seemed so eager not to be around one of my
kind.”

His voice was dark.
Bordering on dangerous.

“I need this.” Alana’s
look in her eyes was serious. She was starving, depending on him
for survival.

Well, he had no problem
playing the hero.

* * *

Gawain needed no more
instruction. He was going to take her, the way he wanted to take
her, and now. He wanted her just as much in that moment as she
needed him. Gawain grabbed her to him with a strong arm and wrapped
both arms around her, lifting her up onto him, her legs wrapping
around his waist, clinging to him.

Beneath her robe she was
bare and he could feel the dampness that met his thin shirt, he
could tell that she wanted him. Her want made his cock rise,
filling completely, pulsing against his zipper. Wanting desperately
to be free. He carried her down the hallway into the bedroom, which
was much different from that Spartan living room. So this is there
she concentrated her attentions. Not surprising. Silk curtains
graced the windows, soft Moroccan lights hung on the walls,
providing a soft sensual lighting. He didn’t have time to marvel
over the scenery, he had a delicious dish that needed
devouring.

He threw her down onto the
bed and covered her immediately. His mouth came down hard on hers,
not gently the way it had the first time he explored her mouth. He
was taking what he wanted, how he wanted it. His lips pressed
firmly against hers as he invaded her mouth with his tongue,
conquering her territory. She moaned in acceptance. He could feel
bits of his energy being devoured with his offering. It was
exhilarating.

He reached a hand down in
between them and undid her robe, throwing it open so that he could
have access to her body. He wanted to see her, own her, in this
moment. He released his hold over her mouth and pushed himself up
over her, looking down on her body. She was everything he had
wanted. Her sensual curves were thick but led to a thin waist and a
beautifully soft body. He trailed his hand down her neck and
collarbone pausing over a nipple while looking in her eyes. She was
on fire and Gawain could tell from the tension in her body that she
was holding herself back. Just the way he liked it. Her restraint
was impressive.

“That is a good girl,” he
affirmed before tasting what he caressed.

Her salty skin was
delicious as he allowed his mouth to envelop her nipple his tongue
flicking the taught bud. She moaned and bucked her hips a little as
he did this, her hand straying to the space between her legs.
Swiftly, with power he grabbed it and moved it away in warning. She
was his to do with as he pleased. He wanted to tease her, to
tantalize her before she demanded him.

His strong hands held both
of her arms down as he kissed and licked around her breasts
trailing down to her hipbones. He sucked on the right, licking and
teasing as her whimpers increased. He cupped her breast, the flesh
spilling out of his hand and from in between his fingers. He liked
the way it felt, fleshy and soft as he trailed down to tantalize.
She needed him and he knew it. He liked it that way. He wanted to
drive her to a place that left her panting, begging for his hard
length to grace her insides, her muscles yearning to clench around
his hard length.

She was almost
there.

He let his hand wander down
her body, meeting her hooded lady and flicking it lightly. Alana
gasped and kicked her legs a bit, thrusting her pelvis against his
hand.

Her honey pot had to be
quivering by now, pulsating with need.

“Undress me, Succubus,” he
demanded his voice husky and thick. She complied readily pulling
his shirt over his head, his copper curls mussed. She was quick
with his denim cage, unzipping and pulling down his jeans and
boxers in one quick motioned. He stepped out of them and stood
before her, his glory full and throbbing.

Her hand wrapped around his
thick shaft, stroking it with skill, placing just the right amount
of pressure on it to make him groan.

Again he pulled her hand
away, but this time he grabbed the sash from her robe, un-threading
it from its hoops and using it to tie her hands together, then to
the post that held up the headboard. He would not let her take him.
He was going to have her, the way he wanted her.

“Please,” she whimpered,
“take me. It has been too long.”

Her wings unfurled with
that plea, shining metallic red with silver tips as they were
unleashed. Tears formed in her eyes as the fullness of her want
washed over her. It was enough. He relented and bent down again,
over her, his sword slipping into her warm sheath. Her resulting
moan was one of delight and refreshment. Her hot pussy was tight
and firm against his wide cock. She must have been holding back
from feeding for a while. Well, she could take what she wanted from
him, as he always had more to give.

He drove into her over and
over again, a rhythm working over both of them, his pleasure fueled
by her screams of delight. He could feel the way she sucked his
energy, leaving a pleasant numbness in its place. He understood
now, why so many men sought after Succubi like this. He wanted to
claim her for himself. To make her his. He never cared to
share.

She bucked against him as
he moved in and out of her, drawing all his strength. He loved the
way he left her wanting more. He could tell she was about to come,
she was drenching his cock in her juices, softening against him as
he drove harder into her. Her limbs twitched with each thrust until
suddenly she was still for a split second before she shook beneath
him. She drained him of energy in that moment that he did not know
he had, his aura becoming visible, the red lights flowing into her
chest from his own.

It was so intense that he
was led to his own orgasm, ejecting all that he had into her belly,
groaning as he did so, completely exhausted. He slumped, rolling
off her and pulling her onto his chest, drifting off to sleep.
Depleted.

Dusk settled, the apartment
graced with the evening light, invading through the slats in the
blinds, creating a soft luminescence that danced across Alana’s
skin. He wanted to lay there, next to her for a moment more but he
had a lot to report back. She was stronger than they had
anticipated and Arthur would want to know. Staring at her lovely
body, Gawain reached a hand out to smooth her hair down, but
thought better of it and retracted.

He stood and grabbed his
discarded pants, pulled them up in a swift motion and zipped them
up. As much as he wanted to stay and hold this Fae woman, he could
not allow himself the pleasure of her touch a moment longer.
Brushing a hand through his hair, he looked at her laying there
serenely, still asleep. As he turned to walk out of the room he
turned back at the door and heard her call out to him.

“Give Arthur my
love.”

He paused for just a
moment, never showing his surprise, then strode through the
door.

 


 


Alana

 


Alana lay in bed and looked
out the window. The melding of spirits had gone beyond anything she
had experienced in several decades. The way he rocked her body was
everything she had been looking for years. Humans just could not do
it. They never would be enough for her, a great treat but never the
full meal. She should not be basking in the afterglow of a good
lay. She needed to focus on the real reason that Gawain had entered
into her life. She didn’t like the way Arthur sent his man to check
on her.

It was not the first time
she had been sought out by the Gray Prince, of course, but they
came asking questions and only looking for conversation. This was,
he was special. Probably a much more trusted adviser. She was not
dense, a man shows up out of nowhere and knows her name? Where she
is at that moment? Of course the Gray Prince is behind it. He
missed her at court, entertaining and swaying his most important
gentry.

Lost in memories of a
lifetime past, she was brought back by the urgent pounding on her
door. Gawain must have forgotten something. She sighed impatiently
and threw her robe back on, pinning it with only her hand, the sash
still tied to her bedpost where she had slipped it in the throes of
her ecstasy.

She stomped to her front
door and threw it open, her mouth screwed up in an unhappy grimace.
She gasped in a breath to begin her tirade but blew it out
quickly.

Gregory stood before her,
cellphone in hand as he looked down at her.

“Oh, uh. Gregory. I was
not expecting you, come on in.” Alana was shocked but she opened
the door wider and stepped to the side.

“I was worried about you.
You never reschedule our meetings. When you said it was a family
emergency, well I wanted to see if there was anything I could do to
help,” He gave her a weak smile and then glanced wide eyed at her
robe, blushing furiously. He then stared straight down at his
shoes. He could be so enticingly cute.

Oh there was something he
could do to help. She was hungry for something light for
desert.

“Oh, yes. I am sorry.
Please, have a seat.” She left him sitting on the couch while she
walked into the open kitchen.

“I was just going to make
myself a cup of tea. Would you like any?” Alana did not wait for a
response and busied herself boiling the water then walked over to
the couch and sat down next to Gregory. She placed her body with
great care uncomfortably close to him. Her thigh almost touched his
own as she twisted her body to look at him.

“Thank you for your
concern. It was nothing too serious, just left me a bit tired. I
would love a bit of company tonight. If you don’t mind.” Alana made
her voice thick as she brushed her hand against his before rising
again to the shrill whistling of the kettle.

“Sure, I could hang out. I
mean, we could watch a movie or something.”

“Or something,” Alana
murmured just loud enough to hear.

She was still holding her
robe together but pouring tea would take both hands, and that would
leave her exposed to him. A dubious thought crossed her mind. She
poured the hot water into her teapot to allow the tea to steep then
brought in it and walked back out to the living room, placing it on
the coffee table. She retrieved a couple of tea cups from the
kitchen and returned sitting next to Gregory, again too close. He
was physically sweating, the tension of the situation ripe on his
brow.

“Uh, if you want to talk
about it, I would be glad to. Or not. I mean, it all depends on how
you feel, I would never want to… I mean...”

Alana abandoned her tea and
wrapped her arms around Gregory in a fierce, swift movement,
pulling him to her and crushing her lips to his. It was too much,
the thick smell of his pheromones in his sweat, the stammering and
babbling. And it set her hunger on fire. She injected him with her
poison: lust, as those fiery lips molded against his. She squeezed
him close and he had no choice but to kiss back. It was unfair
really, the way she could just command that he obey her sexual
desires. She usually felt a twinge bad about the whole mind control
thing, but not tonight. Tonight she was ruthless in her wanton
ways, and she would take no prisoners.

Alana pulled away from
Gregory, his eyes shiny and drugged. She hadn’t taken a lot of her
power and had filled him with want. He was primed for her and would
do anything she asked. There were times when she debated this
strategy, but tonight she wanted him her way.

“Be truthful. Have you
ever fantasized about me?” She loved to ask questions whenever they
had to answer truthfully.

“Yes, especially when you
wear next to nothing to discuss books. I once saw you touch
yourself while talking to me, and I did nothing but watch. I
replayed that over and over in my mind.”

Ah, so he had seen that,
she thought. She had gotten impossibly horny a week ago and rubbed
herself under the coffee table, her legs spread wide. She didn’t
care if the entire coffee house had seen. No one said anything and
Gregory never really let on that he knew what was
happening.

“What do you want,
Gregory?” Her inquiring escaping with a purr.

“I want to bend you over
and ram you in that tight little ass like you have been begging for
the whole time I have known you.” His voice was guttural, the
animal hunger taking him over.

She had to act soon or he
would become too possessed and it would be no fun.

“What a good and dirty
boy. Wait just a moment while I retrieve something.”

Alana threw her robe off
and ran to her bedroom to retrieve a long silicone dildo and lube
that was laying under her bed. If she was going to let him fuck her
up the ass she was going to get a little action elsewhere as
well.

She returned to a man who
was no longer shy about his intentions. The Succubi essence had
taken over his entire being. He sat on the couch fully naked and
fully erect, stroking his thick manhood idly. It was larger than
she had imagined it, the length reaching up to his belly button and
much thicker than she had fantasized. Her mouth watered at the idea
of being filled completely. The carnal want of her need was
overwhelming her senses. She had to act.

Alana crawled onto
Gregory’s lap and looked into his eyes, her blue flame dancing
there, showing his spellbound state. She rubbed her body against
his as she rocked on his lap. She could feel the full force of his
heat against her and she knew that this would be a most fulfilling
adventure. She kissed him again and then slid off of him, laying
down on her back so that he could access her.

Gregory bent down and
kissed her then trailed down her body, leaving a trail of small
kisses as he went. He found her wet with desire for him and gave
her a quick kiss on that precious bud before inserting his fingers
inside of her. It felt heavenly. Alana bucked against his firm hand
as he moved in and out of that cavern. Each thrust of his hand left
her a little more dripping wet and wanting more. Just when she
thought she could take no more Gregory teased and then slipped a
well lubed pinky into her sensitive puckered asshole. She cried
out, surprised and delighted. It took all she had not to come right
that moment. She wanted this time with him to last.

“Enough, fuck my little
tight ass like you said you wanted to,” Alana commanded.

He sat before her, on his
knees and lifted her up to meet him, sliding her up his legs.
Gregory grabbed the lube that she brought out and slathered his
long manhood with it. It glistened off his cock and she knew that
this would be a joyous ride. He looked into her eyes as he entered
her puckered rose, causing her to scream in shock and pleasure. He
was all Id, completely want and she knew he would not hold back.
She never got tired of that feeling. He moved in and out of her
carefully at first, experimenting. Alana took it as an opportunity
add a little extra fun, and grabbed her dildo to insert into her
luscious self. She slid it in as Gregory was pumping her ass, being
careful; taking the time to make his sure his movements were
smooth. She could tell that he could feel it between the walls of
that well muscled tight pussy, because his head reared back as he
shoved himself inside of her at a faster rate.

“Can you feel that?” Alana
asked as she pounded that thick dildo in and out of
herself.

Gregory nodded and
increased his pace, gripping her by her hips so that he could use
more force. His energy was flowing out of him in thick purple
spirals that only she could see. It was a beautiful sight and she
accepted it eagerly. She was juicy and ripe for him as he moved in
and out of her, sweat dripping down his forehead. He would hardly
believe that he had done all of this when it was over. It was too
unreal, too like his fantasies to be reality. She had seen the
human men go through this paradox before and it titillated her. He
was better than tiramisu. She should indulge in dessert more
often.

She trembled a little as
the rhythm of both cocks pounded inside her pulsating heat. She
could not control the pull that was taking her away and before she
knew it she was exploding with feeling. It came in a series of
waves, gripping her and pulling her in a little more with each
undulation. She screamed and arched her back into him her body
going tight as she spasmed. She felt Gregory lose control as she
came, his member bucking into her with a cry of deliverance as he
injected her with his sticky sweetness.

Alana moaned as she felt
his seed enter her. Gregory slid out of her and then stumbled off
down the hall looking for the bathroom. She didn’t know if he found
it as she was too occupied with her own state of bliss. She
collapsed into a state of utter complacency, consciousness waning
as she stared up at the ceiling. She was full and happy though on
the edges of her bliss she could feel the loneliness starting to
invade as it always did after such a powerful exchange. She should
have been elated, she had everything she wanted. How could she ever
leave this place?
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