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      JUST IMAGINE…

      … a movie theater where the hot sex scene isn’t on the screen.
      

      (Samantha Fleskin’s “A Hot Movie Date”)

      … a daring liaison between two women, all bought and paid for.

      (Robbi Sommers’s “Marie”)

      … a pair of strippers discover their inner lesbian.

      (Scarlett Fever’s “Bi-Curious Female Seeking Same”)

      … a phone-sex session that’s pure electricity.

      (Jolie Graham’s “The Hot Line”)

      … a dance student teaches her instructor a torrid variation of the tango.

      (JoAnn Bren Guernsey’s “Private Lessons”)

      … bright lights, big binoculars—and some very naughty neighbors.

      (Marcy Sheiner’s “The Naked City”)

      … a coffeehouse where the waitress serves her own hot specialty.

      (Susan Scotto’s “On the House”)
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            Introduction

      Begun in 1993 as a column especially for women writers, “Bedtime Stories” continued the Penthouse tradition of providing the best erotic entertainment for men. It enabled women from all walks of life, including some of
         today’s most popular erotic fiction writers, a prominent place to publish their incredible flights of fancy. Tantalizing readers
         with images that expressed their wide-ranging sexual desires, “Bedtime Stories” helped to bring erotic fiction into the mainstream
         of American literature. Although no longer published in the magazine, this exciting column continues to provide an extraordinary
         venue for writers and readers alike on our website Penthouse.com. Here for your enjoyment is a mixture of stories from the
         magazine and the website. It has been my pleasure to act as editor of this column since its inception. I hope you enjoy reading
         these stories as much as I have.
      

      Lavada Nahon

      Penthouse Magazine
      

      Editor, “Bedtime Stories”

   
      Heat Treatment

      BY SUZANNE LICATA

      
         It burns, always burns. So few words spoken, so little needs to be said.
      

      The air is hot and heavy, and the air conditioner is broken. We open a window facing the ocean, and a warm, wet, humid breeze
         reaches toward us. But we get hotter, just keep burning.
      

      I wear a loose white T-shirt and khaki shorts, no bra. I am barefoot. My hair is tied back, and the sweat has saturated the
         top half of my chest. My neck drips as if cool rain is beating upon me. But it is not cool. Hot, always hot.
      

      He lies on an unmade bed, just pants. Beads from a nearby doorway beat together, and wind chimes sing, reminding us of the
         ocean breeze blowing aimlessly around the room. It never reaches us, never cools us.
      

      I stand at the bottom of the bed and wait. A surge of juices builds between my legs.

      His hands reach to my head and he loosens my hair clip. My blond hair falls around my face, in my eyes—it moves as I breathe.
         But I don’t move. My shirt is being 
         pulled up and he is touching my stomach, just touching and burning—l breathe harder. I need more. Wildly, I throw my head
         back. I’m angry, touch me. I’m so wet, hot, dripping.
      

      He smells sweet with every breath I breathe. He has yet to kiss me, but I can taste him, his mouth so close to mine. Our eyes
         meet. His hands still wandering but not touching. Touch me.
      

      The last of the sunlight has faded, and the beginning of twilight is illuminating what is left of the day, casting dark and
         deep shadows around the room. Three candles, fragrant and burning in the corner of the room, flicker a softer set of shadows
         to the far wall. A roaring ocean, so loud. Suddenly every sound and shape seems loud and sharp. But I am fucking burning.
         I feel weak and vulnerable and anything goes. I want so badly for him to touch me. I am so wet and hot. I want to scream—I’m
         angry.
      

      He is sure of himself as he climbs off the bed. Every bit of energy that leaves my body climbs into his, empowers him, and
         transforms him into complete power. He possesses me. I have no control left. I am only his—what he wants me to be.
      

      I stand in front of him now, my king, and I wait for his next command. But I find my feet moving one behind the other—I back
         slowly into a cool wall, afraid. The temperature has probably dropped to a cool and comfortable breeze. Probably.
      

      I can go no further, my body completely neutral and waiting for the next move, his move. His strong hands open my shorts,
         zipper then button. Inside my shorts he reaches around my waist. His hands slide down each side of my hips now, down my thighs
         as he shimmies the shorts to the floor.
      

      
         He kneels. Breathing hot breaths between my legs. I want to thrust my hotness into his face, but I know I must wait. I’m dripping,
         burning. He kisses my thighs as his hands massage my breasts.
      

      He comes up quickly and suddenly. We are face to face. Tears well up in my eyes, I don’t know why. He extends my arms over
         my head and forcefully holds them against the wall. But I dare not break free for only he can set me free.
      

      He crashes his hips against mine, and we are moving in perfect sync. We grind harder and harder, my whole body being thrown
         against the wall. He rubs against me.
      

      He is biting my mouth, my lips. Tears of pleasure roll down my face to meet the never-ending water pouring from my hair. Still
         so hot. I am sucking his tongue, biting, sucking hard. My hands still raised above my head. He is finally touching me. His
         body to mine. My eyes roll to the back of my head—my head banging against the wall.
      

      His hands roam my body now, but I still hold my arms above my head, clutching my wrists. I forget to relax—to release.

      His fingers roam into my underwear; they come up wet and find their way into my mouth. I suck them. Lick them. Bite them.
         I taste sweet, and he licks my tongue—we share me.
      

      I am going crazy. He is driving me crazy. Crazy.

      I turn to face the wall to get away—to regain myself. I mustn’t be here. But I was born to be here. My face cooled by the
         cool wall, I rub hard into it. Cool. I need cool.
      

      Our bodies never leave that sync, my ass now grinding into his penis. Moving slowly, never missing a beat.

      I cry now, his fingers fondling inside me, two fingers fondling inside me. And the rest of his hand cupping my vagina and
         pushing my ass into his pants. I reach to undo 
         his pants. I sense I have his permission. It is time. Somehow my shirt lies on the floor, torn.
      

      He stands behind me naked. He turns me. I move my face along his as I fall deeper and deeper into the passion. He affixes
         a gaze into my eyes and lifts me, wrapping my legs around his waist. I am swept to his bed and into the night. Holding my
         hair in his hands, forcefully mashing it against my head as our kiss becomes wildly passionate.
      

      Each part of my body comes to life under this touch, giving me what I need, have needed… and when I need it. I shiver and
         burn. He knows how to handle me, almost calculating but with certain unpredictability. I am the most alive I will ever be.
      

      I run my fingers through his hair, down his back, around his waist, and, finally, between his legs. I stroke him. I breathe
         down his neck and kiss his chest and lick around his nipples. I move slowly and his groans edge me a little farther to his
         stomach, where I stop before taking him in my mouth. I lick up and down and twirl my tongue around the top of his penis. I
         finally send him down my throat and bob my head between his legs. I go farther below and moisten the area beneath but quickly
         return to his pulsating penis. Above I roll my finger around his tongue, which has just returned from being buried deep inside
         me.
      

      I stop, I can’t wait to kiss him. He towers over me as our positions change. He holds my ass up in the air, bringing my body
         to his mouth, and begins to drink me. I am so wet, and his tongue turns me inside out. He returns to me, but now the look
         in his eye turns from passion to savage. I sense he has gone mad with this fever, and it spawns an animalistic state of ferociousness
         and rage within my soul.
      

      
         We fall off the bed onto the floor. We play a game of cat and mouse. I try to get away, and at every attempt, his grip tightens.
         I crawl backward on my hands, now sinking to my elbows. He crawls on top of me, keeping my body between his legs and increasing
         my drive for escaping him.
      

      He plunges himself between my spread legs, and I fall lifelessly into bliss. He pumps my body up and down and lets the passion
         back in. My nails run down his spine. He pumps harder and harder as I beg. My entire body is being lifted from the floor.
         His teeth are clenched. We explode.
      

      Ecstasy of this magnitude has an energy all its own. Our souls touch briefly as the climactic peak of this episode flows.

      The air cools now, almost chilling. There is less to be said now than when we started. Yet his look and touch will live inside
         me forever.
      

   
      The Bath

      BY SARAH KATHERINE

      
         I didn’t mean to walk in on him—it was all an accident. I got to his apartment and found the door unlocked. I walked in and
         called out for him, but there was no answer. I knew that he usually did not leave his place unlocked— he would often remind
         me that we are in New York and we should be careful. I decided to check around; maybe he was asleep. I pictured myself walking into his bedroom and finding him dozing
         peacefully in his bed, sleeping off the afternoon high.
      

      I entered his room; it was empty. I saw his clothes strewn about, the room in its usual state of disorder. I did not notice
         at the time the pair of silk panties and the tiny skirt clumped in the corner—it was not until later that this fact would
         be recalled. Now all that I noticed was the pile of boxers and socks that was forever growing on the floor until we finally
         went to the Laundromat together. A small smile crept across my face as I remembered him plopping me down onto the vibrating
         washer and kissing me passionately 
         as the vibrations spread throughout our bodies, bringing me to near ecstasy in the public laundry.
      

      I continued my walk through the apartment. It was not until I reached the little nook off of which there is a bath that I
         heard him. Muffled noises were coming from behind the shut bathroom door, and (was that giggling I heard?) the water was running
         for the shower.
      

      I knocked on the door to the bath. “Gary!” I shouted to him. “It’s me. Gary? Honey?” I heard a panicked scrambling going on
         behind the bathroom door. “Coming!” he screamed back, and (was that another giggle?) I heard the doorknob rattle as he unlocked
         it.
      

      His head peered from behind the door. “Hey, what are you doing here?” he said to me.

      “Just thought I’d drop in on you,” I responded defensively. The door opened wider, and I caught a glimpse of someone else
         crouched behind Gary. “Who’s there?” I questioned, and then I demanded, “What the fuck!” as the door opened wider, revealing
         another girl standing behind my Gary. Both of them were naked and still dripping from the shower. A blast of steam waved across
         my face as I stood in the doorway, aghast.
      

      The girl was thin and blond, in contrast to my heavy frame and dark features. She looked frail and delicate, her breasts smallish
         and round, her little hips smoothly curved, surrounding her neatly trimmed pussy. She was wet, dripping with soapy water,
         leaving little puddly footprints all over the bathroom floor as she squirmed about under my glare. Her eyes were red from
         pot and she looked uncomfortable, as if she might be stifling a fit of the giggles.
      

      Gary took a step back from me, his half-erect cock bouncing lightly against his left thigh when he moved. His eyes were redder
         than the girl’s, only without the laughter 
         behind them. He lowered them away from my stare as if in shame. I stared at his body; I knew it so well. His earlobes, his
         neck (now covered with someone else’s hickeys), his chest (upon which little beads of water were slipping down), his small,
         perfect little stomach which lay flat in contrast to his wild, wiry pubic hair, out of which his dick poked limply. His legs
         were firm and tan, and his feet, on which I had nibbled and sucked on numerous occasions, stood in their own little puddles
         on the cold, hard tile.
      

      I moved into the bathroom. I was no longer thinking, just acting. I should have been angry, and maybe I was, but I was also
         intrigued, and it was this that pushed me out of the doorway and into the steamy, damp bath. I forced them both back into
         the cheap little bathroom cabinet, lining them up side by side. I was aware of their nakedness, and I felt a certain power
         that went with not being exposed as they were. I was leaning against the opposite wall, regarding them with a steady stare,
         when a wave of peevish curiosity overtook me.
      

      I reached out to the blonde and grabbed her nipple, squeezing it between my fingers firmly. She let out a small gasp. I grabbed
         her erect tit and rolled it around in between my fingers. I twisted it lightly, making her areola squinch up into a little,
         tight ball of pink flesh. I circled her nipple with the palm of my hand, and soon I was using both hands to stimulate her
         firm little breasts. The blonde was making little noises under her breath and arching her back to make herself more accessible
         to me.
      

      Gary hadn’t moved an inch, although I did notice that his penis had become erect. I leaned back against the wall and stared
         at his crotch. I could see the minute little throbbing movements his cock was making, causing it to bounce up and down very
         slightly. The blond girl cast her eyes 
         down at the tile, but my gaze remained fixated on my lover’s stiff cock.
      

      My hands found my own breasts, and I began stroking them beneath the thin fabric of my T-shirt. I teased my nipples, causing
         them to stand out like the blonde’s, making two little peaks under my shirt. I ripped my top off over my head, revealing my
         smooth white breasts and shocking red nipples. I pulled one of my breasts up toward my mouth, able to get a part of my nipple
         sucked in my teeth. My hand fumbled with the zipper on my shorts until they fell to my ankles. I freed my breast from my clenched
         teeth and pushed my underwear down, stepping out of my clothes piled on the floor, leaving myself naked as well.
      

      I took a step toward Gary. Neither he nor his friend had dared to move while I stripped out of my clothes; they simply stood
         across from me in complete bewilderment. I kneeled down in front of Gary, surveying his cock up close from my new position.
         I bent down a little farther and opened my mouth to receive his right testicle. I sucked in air through my teeth, creating
         enough of a vacuum for his ball to slip gently into my mouth. I rolled my tongue across the bottom of it, swirling it around
         over the light fuzz that encases his nuts. Gary moaned, a noise that was small and meek. I then ran my tongue up his ball
         sac and licked the base of his cock, feeling the head bounce lightly across my eyes as I tongued the bottom of his prick.
         I continued to lick him, tracing the little vein that goes up the underside of his penis to the very top. It was there that
         I stopped, opening my mouth wide to receive him entirely.
      

      I felt the smooth head of his penis slipping down the roof of my mouth back toward my throat. I fought back a small gag as
         I took the tip of his cock into my throat, making swallowing motions to help it go down. I forced my 
         tongue to the front, sliding it over the underside of his cock as I sucked and massaged his stiff prick. I edged his penis
         in and out of my pursed lips, his hand grabbing my long hair and using it as a way of guiding my head back and forth. I looked
         up and my eyes met first his, then the blonde’s. It was on her that I rested my gaze; she looked uncomfortable, uncertain.
         It was then that I made my next move.
      

      I inched over to where the blonde was standing, my knees hurting on the hard tile. I looked at her for a moment, surveying
         her nakedness with a naughty smile forming on my lips. Suddenly, before I could change my mind, I dove my head into her pussy,
         my tongue parting her lips. I knew exactly where her clit was and went for it, grabbing it lightly between my teeth, nibbling
         and sucking. My hand crept up her inner thigh, making its way to her now dripping cunt. I inserted my finger into her, feeling
         my way up the slick walls of her vagina until I reached her cervix. I ran the tip of my finger along the base of it, feeling
         its smooth arch. I inserted another finger into her cunt and began ramming my hand in and out of her. I increased the pace
         at which I was licking her clitoris, and I could feel the walls of her cunt beginning to tremble. Her knees went weak and
         she collapsed a little, forcing her hot dripping cunt to slip and slide all over my face.
      

      Gary moved behind me. He sat down on the floor and began to tongue my pussy. I felt his hard little tongue darting about all
         over my cunt, lingering a little on my clitoris and popping in and out of my hole. His mouth found my clit, and he began sucking
         me as ravenously as I was sucking the blonde. I could no longer keep my balance between the girl’s pussy on my face and Gary’s
         mouth on my cunt, and I toppled over sideways onto the floor of the bath.
      

      Gary and the girl fell over with me; he never missed a 
         stroke of his tongue during our maneuver, although the rhythm I was keeping on the girl was interrupted. She then moved over
         to my breasts, burying her head in between them and sucking hard on each nipple. She pressed my tits together and took both
         nipples in her mouth simultaneously as Gary increased the pace at which he was vehemently lapping at my cunt.
      

      The muscles in my body suddenly became tense and then released in pulsing motions, causing me to twist about on the floor
         in ecstasy. I was not moaning, but grunting and yelping, unable to stay cool in the face of this immense pleasure. I felt
         Gary’s fingers and then his cock slide into my pulsating, orgasmic pussy, which clenched and released his prick in quick little
         motions. The sensation of his thick, wonderful cock pushing its way into my coming cunt caused me to come again. I noticed
         the blonde pulling away from me; perhaps I was being too loud, but nothing at this point could faze me.
      

      Gary did not waste any time. He began pumping my hot, quivering pussy with quick, hard thrusts. My eyes screwed shut with
         the pleasure of my lover fucking me. Then I noticed another feeling. My cunt was becoming wetter, and there was something
         adding additional pleasure to my already hyperstimulated twat. I managed to open my eyes enough to register the image of the
         blonde—her head was crammed in between Gary’s and my pelvises, and she was attempting to both lick my clit and suck Gary while
         he was fucking me. I felt her finger slip into my hole in addition to Gary’s cock, and she began to stroke the head of his
         dick while it was in me, or at least that was how it felt inside me. Occasionally her tongue would slide over my clit, and
         she was moving her finger 
         around the walls of my cunt. It was more than I could take. I had to make them stop.
      

      I took control of the situation and maneuvered their bodies so that Gary could easily fuck the blonde and I had a clear view
         of his cock actually penetrating her. They were both lying on their sides, facing each other. I took Gary’s cock in hand and
         inserted it into the blonde’s cunt, which was still soaking from my saliva and her juices. The sight of my lover’s stiff dick
         sinking into another girl’s cunt at my command was strangely erotic. I found myself wishing that I had never given up Gary’s
         dick, so in return I plunked myself down over the blonde’s face and commanded her to suck me.
      

      She did without hesitation. Gary was able to finger me and massage my body as he fucked her. She eagerly ate my cunt, occasionally
         stopping to moan with the pleasure that Gary was giving her pussy. I inserted my fingers into her cunt this time, being certain
         to stroke Gary’s cock in all of the places that I knew he liked. He was calling my name, but his voice sounded far away because
         I was coming, too. I felt his name being formed on my lips, although I do not remember actually saying it. My cunt began to
         gush, and a rippling sensation ran throughout my entire self. My vision blurred, my body flailed, and Gary and I both peaked
         simultaneously (the blonde evidently had reached her own satisfaction a few minutes before). We all collapsed on the floor,
         spent, our sweaty bodies sticking a bit uncomfortably to the tile. My eyes blinked in the steamy bath. I noticed that the
         shower was still running and the bathroom had the steamy wet quality of a rain forest. “Kate, this is Michelle,” Gary said
         to me. I looked at the blonde Michelle through the mist and thought, Some introduction, but I only smiled.
      

   
      Crystal Underground

      BY JANE MERRILL

      
         Sammy understood, thought Crystal, and she rubbed the supple cartilage of her jumbo Maine coon cat’s thick fur. Sammy’s golden eyes glowed.
         Crystal’s tapered fingers caressed the rabbity fur under his chin, feeling for the vibration of his silent purr. At that instant
         the subway car seemed to buckle on its tracks. Big Sammy responded to the movement of the car with a second of rigidity, but
         quickly went limp and languorous in her arms. Only his big, round head evidenced signs of life as he buffed his cheek against
         the silk of his mistress’s blouse and pressed his flat pink nose against the plump nipple that puckered out the silk.
      

      The cat was crafty. Sammy did not want to be returned to the canine carrier. (At fifteen pounds he was too hefty for a cat
         carrier.) His sandpapery tongue flicked out in appreciation. What Sammy could not understand was that he was moistening Crystal’s
         best blouse. She had just managed to get a very compromising stain out of it from her last trip with Sammy to the vet, and
         since the blouse had 
         been such a wild success with the ordinarily aloof, good-looking veterinarian, she had worn it again today. Only today the
         female partner of the veterinary practice had been on duty, so there had been no following Dr. Padillo to the lavatory for
         a drink of water and shimmying up onto the side of the big tub to receive his kisses.
      

      With the blouse on her mind, Crystal caught Sammy by the back of the neck and under the belly and tossed him back into the
         carrier. There he crouched in silent misery. A few cat hairs lingered on the rises of her full, high breasts. She brushed
         them off the silk with a gingerly sweep of her fanning fingers, yet even in this simple tidying up, her gesture was more sensual
         than was required, more than wise in an occupied subway car. She let her fingers skim her nipples, find her breasts’ curving
         contours. She might have been in front of the mirror of the vanity in her bedroom.
      

      Crystal’s heart began to race and her breath quickened as a well-built, bald stranger wearing a black T-shirt and black jeans,
         with a earring in one ear, followed her with his eyes. Her hands lifted an inch away from her chest and hovered, like a lead
         curtain impeding his X-ray vision. The stranger gave her a thin but very cognizant smile. Crystal had really been very disappointed
         that the tiny escapade with Dr. Padillo had not been repeated at greater leisure, say, at his lunch hour. She consoled herself
         that she might have had the best of him. When the vet had stuck it into her, his thrusts had been enthusiastic, but she had
         sensed the kind of straight-shooter who has no technique. Thinking of Dr. Padillo, Crystal sighed. She was so revved up today
         she would have taken sex gratefully, any way he wanted. She laughed at herself, I’m shameful.

      Perhaps she could wander back with Sammy as a pretext and see the vet another day soon. However, she could 
         hardly lug Sammy nearly a hundred blocks downtown for no particular reason these days, when Fen was home so much in the daytime.
         Fen had been trained as a physician in Copenhagen, but he was a foreigner outside the AMA guild here in America. His various
         impressive medical credentials were invalid in the United States. Therefore, at forty, Fen worked nights at the hospital as
         a technician in the lab and studied insanely hard. When he was off, he came immediately home, and when Crystal got home from
         her nurse’s job in a doctor’s office, he wolfed down the dinner she’d prepared and returned to his books. He set a stop clock
         at 9:00 P.M. with six hours on it—hours when he studied between sleeping fitfully, until he had used up all of them.
      

      Crystal forgot Sammy and her surroundings as she puzzled over Fen. Her husband had been as handsome as a Teutonic god when
         she met him. He was the color of tallow wax now, and his bloodshot gray eyes were ringed with blue bruises. A year ago he
         was jumping on her constantly, engaging her in delicious sex—too much of it, so her pelvis burned and ached. This year, as
         the September exam date approached, she had to waylay Fen into sex. She was resorting to being the aggressor—something new.
         For example, jumping on his lap in front of the television set and massaging his thing out of its torpor.
      

      At first she had credited her escalating desire to Fen’s neglect. But she felt the quiver of her sexual divining rod from
         a source deeper underground, more mysterious than hitherto. She dreamed of her sexual organs blowing up like balloons at the
         Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade, billowing and bouncing as she moved about her day. The shoulder bag she took to work was stuffed
         with underwear. Every time a handsome man twinkled his eyes at her, she 
         creamed and had to change panties. And only her tighter bras cinched in the disturbingly protuberant erection of her nipples,
         which drenched her D-cup brassieres as well. I’m all twat, she thought half proudly, but wondering—a little worried, too—where her increased sexual urge would end.
      

      Crystal had also noticed that the more wildly she thrashed on Fen’s axis of love, the more needy she got. Satisfaction seemed
         to be losing its meaning for her. Instead, the act of sex hoisted her to a new plateau of heightened yearning. For the past
         week, when she and Fen made love, Crystal grew wild for an encore. And this she did not usually get. The vet had been her
         first infidelity. She and Fen made love in the morning when he was hyped from hitting the books. That one morning, as soon
         as he’d pulled out of her, she bounced out of bed and took Sammy to Dr. Padillo’s. The appointment was for nine-thirty, and
         there was no time to crown sex with Fen by masturbating on the bathroom rug. That was probably what set things off with Padillo—her
         sheer, insatiable needs. But she wanted to be careful. With a doctor for a husband, so much was at stake that she was no longer
         seeking out men.
      

      Crystal doted on Sammy. She liked to think of herself as a dog person, but an attractive woman—let alone a gorgeous, leggy,
         ripe-breasted sex siren like Crystal—could not walk a dog safely around the hospital at night. So she had decided to adopt
         a cat. She wanted a crossbreed, and would have gone to a shelter except that Fen was afraid of bringing in some awful disease.
         Instead she had heard about Dr. Padillo, this vet in the seventies on Amsterdam, who gave away homeless cats with all their
         shots done free. Fen hated the cat. Crystal tried to placate Fen—she knew which side her bread was buttered on—but she would
         not 
         budge on wanting a cat. It always calmed Crystal to think how she had got what she wanted—Fen. She used this ticket to lower
         her hormonal temperature now. Crystal was a nurse whose fondest wish, like that of most of her profession, had been to marry
         a doctor. As soon as Fen passed the licensing exams, he would be an M.D. Poor fellow—he had delusions about becoming an Albert
         Schweitzer, but Crystal had more sensible plans. She was in the process of convincing him he could save just as many lives
         on Park Avenue. Crystal was Manhattan-born and trained, and she had a survivor’s cynicism overlying her basically warm heart.
         Crystal was positive that a mild-mannered, towhaired Danish pediatrician would have the mothers of the East Side eating out
         of his hand.
      

      Sammy looked more raccoon than cat. Crystal was proud when people asked if he was really a raccoon. She thought his lineage
         must contain a raccoon ancestor somewhere. Fen maintained that this was genetically impossible, but how could the science
         of genetics explain Crystal Fine Olsen herself ? Huguette, Crystal’s mother, a ballet teacher not yet in her fiftieth year,
         was a majestically beautiful Haitian, black as ebony, thin as a rail. Her father was a Russian Jew with an intelligent, friendly,
         generally dark, Mediterranean-style face and a slight, sinewy build. He sold marine insurance. He had gotten a free cruise
         once on a boat to Bermuda, where her mother’s dance troupe had been performing. They married and settled in New York because
         this was the city where they could live unremarked, an unconventional, interracial couple bypassed and, because they had severed
         connections with family, atomized, yet neither heckled nor hurt. Then came bebe Crystal, their only child. Reuben Fine saw Crystal come down the slide in the delivery room. There was no questioning she
         was 
         Huguette’s, or, he was confident, his. The translucent, pale-cream skin and pink-gold hair were remarkable features in themselves,
         but considering bebe’s parents, a considerable shock. When Crystal’s eyes lost their baby blueness, they turned such a clear light green that in
         some light the color fluctuated into blue. Huguette had saved a lock of that wondrous pink hair for Crystal, and in the summer,
         when her hair lightened from eye-catching red to that preposterous, lustrous shade of bright pink that no chemical ever provided,
         Crystal held up the ribbon with the fine baby hair to her own and saw they were quite identical, twenty-six years later.
      

      Twelve weeks until those all-important exams. Fen thought he would pass them, but some foreign doctors took them again and
         again and never passed, remaining measly, underpaid lab technicians forever. Crystal opened the Hallmark calendar that she
         carried to recount the exact number of days until she would be Dr. Olsen’s wife. Each day brought her closer to the life that
         Fen could help buy her.
      

      Fen would try to make her declaw Sammy when Crystal got pregnant to protect the baby from scratches. Crystal’s cat, Fen sensed,
         was what she most cherished. Crystal reached down and tickled Sammy’s whiskers. Sammy hunched his fat, round shoulders and
         raised his raccoon face for more. “Even when I have a child [this was an absolute requirement for a pediatrician’s wife],
         you’ll come first,” Crystal whispered. Then a thought picked at Crystal’s heart like a knife blade, as the strange urgency
         rose in her again. Her mood darkened dramatically. “If I last that long,” she added under her breath.
      

      Because lately when Crystal daydreamed, her mind concocted the most shocking sexual fantasies. They were 
         fueled by the totally unfamiliar, raging interior heat. She was a nurse trained at observation, and so she watched herself
         at moments like this. It was not as though she indulged the yearning and stoked her own fire. The craving was in her, crying
         out furiously to be slaked. Her inchoate longings threatened to engulf her sanity, to immolate her rational self. Ever since
         she had acknowledged these feelings and cheated on Fen (just a little bit) with the vet, the surge of heat had caught her
         increasingly unawares, sounding a terrifying alarm when she came within the purlieu of an attractive man.
      

      Crystal was a pretty, smart girl who had never sold herself short because she had her sights set high. While other girls played
         down virginity and gave themselves away to be popular with dates, Crystal had stayed intact. She’d adhered to her elders’
         advice. “Keep your legs crossed, Crystal, and you’ll have your pick of them”—her mother had told her this from an early age.
         Huguette did not mince words. She had been raped at nine and had had to masturbate a hideous and sadistic police official
         to get her visa to the States at sixteen, and she drummed it into Crystal that men were animals. On this, as on other issues,
         Huguette and Reuben, who was imbued with Orthodox Jewish thinking about the interactions between men and women, substantially
         agreed. Crystal, an ambitious materialist true to the wholesome American female form, had been sailing through her third year
         of marriage to Fen when the lightning struck. Suddenly she found herself ravaged by guilt, fear, and self-destructive fantasies.
         Under the thin crust of a proper matron, Crystal was turning into a rapacious nymphomaniac. And Crystal knew it, being nobody’s
         fool.
      

      She did not even know that her womanhood ran this 
         deep until, mysteriously, the physical awareness cut through her everyday surface. Here it was again, the roar mounting her
         pelvis, a fire curtain in her vagina. These were the strongest sensations she had felt in her life—Niagara Falls compared
         to sex with Fen. And the fire issued solo, from her own trembling body. She longed for the heat to culminate just as, cascading
         through her, it filled her with horrible dread.
      

      A stricken look passed over Crystal’s face. Thus, rife confusion ended her smug doctor’s daydream. Postscripting it, the rushing
         yawn inside her reoccurred. She was in an airplane, watching the purple shadow of a vast cloud blanket her being. She became
         a cavernous space invaded by blazing golden rockets. The blood pulsed out of her brain and the upper part of her body into
         her vagina, until she felt herself a torrent of physical craving.
      

      Crystal felt utterly helpless to block her perturbed emotions, and yet cannily capable of acting them out. Soon, like a milkpod,
         she began to send up a body language of subtle messages, like individual seeds, into the subway car. To relieve the engorged
         churning of her sex, she bucked her torso forward and back as if riding horseback, her misbehavior camouflaged by the motion
         of the train.
      

      Her feeling surpassed normal sexual stimulation, Crystal was sure. It was like the appetency of a bloodthirsty goddess, and
         rendered her divinely unafraid. Lust would swallow her like a crumb of bread unless she obeyed it, but how? A tail-snapping
         dragon muzzled her, dragged her underground and quickly taught her. Now Crystal began a more insistent gyration of her pelvis.
         Surreptitiously, she desired to be seen. Recklessness was her only choice, other than being immolated from the inside out
         by her own 
         strange, sexy flames. She shut her eyes, rocking to an invisible rhythm.
      

      With Crystal’s next jerking rotation forward, Sammy’s carrier plummeted to the train floor. In an instant he flung himself
         at Crystal’s shoulders like a flying squirrel before it clattered. He reproached her with a sharp cry into her right ear and
         caught his extended claws in a twist of her pink-red mane.
      

      As her brain switched on again, the sensation receded. Crystal glanced around hesitantly, looking for signs of anybody’s noticing
         her odd conduct. The cat’s spill had been a momentary diversion for the dozen or so bored fellow riders in the car, but their
         faces quickly resettled into dead-pan. The car heaved and doors smashed open. Crystal put her gloves in her shoulder bag,
         pried Sammy off, and maneuvered him like a jack back into the box. Settling the carrier under her arm, she edged out with
         practiced speed just in time.
      

      Walking briskly to compensate for the encumbrance of the carrier, Crystal proceeded to four metal elevators covered with graffiti
         in the dim underground. The razorlike jaws of one were snapping shut. Next to it another, four times the size of a conventional
         elevator, was open. It contained one middle-aged woman. Top-heavy with a French-twist wig, she chanted to herself from a bedraggled
         paperbound book. Depressing but not dangerous, but Crystal had a dread of people addled like that—that they would attack with
         a knife to her throat, avenging their madness against her sanity. Nonchalantly, so as not to rile the woman, Crystal shifted
         in front of another elevator. Somewhat uncertainly, as their radars tried to pick up the reason Crystal rejected the open
         elevator, several other 
         people nonetheless pushed in with the chanter. When the elevator banged shut, it left Crystal and Sammy alone.
      

      Instinctively, Crystal put the cat down to free her hands and be less vulnerable. She positioned herself equidistant from
         each possible next set of doors to fling open.
      

      “Too heavy for you?” said a masculine voice behind her. The man approaching had sat catercorner from Crystal in the subway
         car. A shiny hard hat had been dangling between his legs, giving rise to a comparison with a penis and its helmet in Crystal’s
         twitching mind.
      

      He was better-looking standing. A dark-green khaki shirt with the Army Corps of Engineers insignia hung as an outer jacket
         on a broad-shouldered, muscular torso. A wide, pewter-buckled belt rode on top of his tight jeans, which, in turn, were tucked
         into rugged cowboy boots. He spoke softly, as though they had been carrying on a conversation. The way his blue eyes penetrated,
         Crystal imagined that this was how it had been. Aha, she thought excitedly, this stranger caught a seed from my milkpod.

      If the other subway riders had seen only a peaches-and-cream beauty with a behemoth cat, Corporal Cowboy saw a woman dripping
         with sexual invitation. “Don’t deny you were eyeing me on the train,” he said.
      

      “I didn’t even notice you,” humphed Crystal without a blink. She swung her sheet of hair over one shoulder nervously, and
         they both watched as it spread in a silky mat of tendrils across her chest. Her breasts looked like fat bunnies nesting in
         soft grass. “Like hell, lady,” said Corporal Cowboy. “You sent out the signals for a three-alarm fire. Look, I don’t start
         my job for another three hours. How about my coming your way?”
      

      His bonny blue eyes were pleading. She had him, because he needed her back, and bad.

      
         “I’m married,” Crystal protested shrilly.
      

      “Nice! That’s okay by me. Married chicks excite me.” Looking around to be sure they were still alone, he gave Crystal a downstroke
         graze to her voluptuous breasts and trim little belly to bring his remark home.
      

      In a flash she was careful Crystal no more. In the curious drugged state of her altered body chemistry, Crystal found Corporal
         Cowboy as handsome as a movie star. Every nerve, every pore, was rapacious for intercourse. Her breasts swelled as she arched
         her shivering back and tipped her breasts up in mute reply.
      

      The man, Jason O’Neill, the owner of a small appliance repair outfit in Queens, favored your basic Army-Navy surplus store
         or cowboy look. In his business he could dress as he liked, and frankly, he liked to strut. Jason lifted Crystal’s hand by
         the wrist and jerked it toward the bulge in his crotch. Crystal sneaked a glance at his hard-on and jumped back.
      

      “You are crazy,” she retorted with a catch in her voice.

      “This is crazy, but you want it. My name is Jason. Where do we go from here?”

      Jason made a mock curly-headed bow that said he was waiting for Crystal to make the next move—to tell him her name, for instance.
         But as the heat rose up in her again, all she emitted was a moan. “Oh-oh.” A vestige of her willpower objected, and she swallowed
         what might have been a sob. Then she let go, swirling into the eddy of want. Anything to release this fire.
      

      They walked Indian-style to Crystal and Fen’s apartment and walked the three flights to the door, but sense drew Crystal abruptly
         back. The stranger must not come inside.
      

      Crystal’s comely face tightened with sudden wariness, 
         and Jason looked at her in the inadequate light from the old tulip fixture. A delectable chick. This could be a morning to
         remember. Jason was not going to let the woman play him for the fool now.
      

      “I feel like you do, sis. No use your husband finding us in bed. I can make you feel real good right here.” He stuck a finger
         up her, stretching the drum of her panties—no more. The chick’s eyes, he thought, were wild as pinwheels. He had to know she
         and he had the same outcome on their minds.
      

      Crystal goosed herself against the hip pocket of his jeans. Green light.

      So when Corporal Cowboy flicked his eyebrows, he did this in question not at Crystal, but toward the two other doors on the
         landing. “They’re not home,” Crystal reassured him. “I mean, an invalid lives there, and the other couple work. Nobody comes
         in and out in the daytime but me.”
      

      By common consent he was going to roger her in front of her apartment. No telltale traces for Fen to discover. And fi-fo-fum,
         if by any unlikely mischance Fen were to enter the building, Crystal would hear him. The Corporal Cowboy would be on the lam
         before Fen climbed the first landing. Crystal bit her lip with impatience. That any intruder might cause this stranger to
         leave her before he plowed into her with that bursting cock seemed too cruel.
      

      Jason was serious. So, thought Crystal, am I. This fuck will keep me sane. It is a physical craving like an addict’s for a fix. I am lucky the guy seems respectable.
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