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The Penitent


Chapter One – Invitation

She was still half-asleep when she heard the sound of chains clanking. She rolled over on her side and put both hands between her legs. She pressed hard against her pubic bone. Her hands were together as if in prayer except that her fingers pointed down. The edges of her hands rubbed slowly between her legs.

She was a little girl in her dream sliding up and down against a hickory post in her uncle’s dark basement. She could only vaguely remember her parents. They never appeared in her dreams. It seemed to her she had always lived in the rectory with her uncle who was the village priest. Like in the other dreams, she was aware of his shadowy figure behind the cellar stairs, watching her. He was always there, watching. She began to whimper in her sleep. Her hands moved more quickly, and her pelvis ground against them in a circular motion. Before she had a chance to climax, there was an explosive roaring in the street. She woke up, trembling. 

Outside, John Wallowitz stood next to his rumbling grader and pissed on the steel treads. His stream ran down a crack between two treads and dribbled onto his shoe. He pulled twice at his long, flaccid cock before stuffing it back in his jeans. When he was a kid, one of the bigger boys told him that if he pulled on his cock every time he peed, it would get longer and all the girls would go crazy for him. His cock was long, no doubt about that. But women, unless they were whores or ugly, never gave him the opportunity to display the results of his old habit.

Across the street Kathy Ryan stood at her bedroom window. She couldn’t actually see the man’s cock, but she knew what he was doing. Her nightgown was bunched up around her waist. Her small fingers stroked her clit. As she came, she stood on her tiptoes and pushed her open cunt against the window. But the man’s back was to her. She sat down on the bed, shaking. She remembered her uncle’s cold blue eyes and her fumbling attempts to pull up her panties, and his voice always the same admonishing, “Shame, Katherine, shame...God will punish, God will punish.”

It was something like a game between them, a contest that had never been resolved. She knew he would watch her. She was obvious about going to the basement. She waited until she felt his presence there on the top step.  Knowing he was there made it exciting in a way she could not understand. Knowing he would say “shame” and  “God will punish” caused a fluttery feeling in her stomach and made her wet between her legs. She would take down her panties and rub herself against the post. After awhile, he would step out of the shadow saying, “Shame...shame...God will punish.” Then she would run to her bedroom, fall upon her knees reciting the catechism while waiting for punishment neither her uncle nor God ever administered.

Outside, the grader started up again with a roar that shook the house. All morning the huge yellow machine lumbered back and forth cutting a wide, flat clearing in the brush and scrub oak of the vacant land across the street. This was the way such things begin: with a tall, solitary man and his machine pushing over trees and disturbing the morning with smoke and noise. 

It was quiet when she crossed the street. She held a cold bottle of Iron City with both hands. Her cutoffs were tight. She could feel them pressing the dampness of her cotton panties into the crease of her ass and the crease of her pussy. Her nipples pushed against the loose tee shirt she wore.

John Wallowitz sat in the shade beside his grader. His shirt was soaked with perspiration. He could feel the sweat in his crotch, and the seat of his pants stuck to the bony flatness of his ass. His lunch box was open beside him. “Too fucking hot to eat,” he said, half aloud and threw the sandwich back into the box. When he looked up she was standing before him holding out a bottle of beer. “Goddamn!” he said, “you surprised me.” 

But he didn’t look surprised. He squinted his eyes and looked up at her:  the long dark hair, the brown eyes, small delicate face, full mouth, the quick rise and fall of her breasts, the tiny waist, the way her shorts molded her firm ass and crept into the crack, her beautifully shaped legs and small hands and feet. She looked like a little girl with a woman’s tits and ass. He could feel his cock slide in sweat against his leg. He still hadn’t reached out for the bottle. 

“I live across the street,” she said. He continued to ignore her outstretched hand. “I...I...thought you might be hot,” she said, and immediately reddened. “I...I...mean...” He raised one eyebrow and smiled. She noticed that his teeth were yellow stained and the front one was broken. A dark purple scar extended in a half-circle from his right eye to the edge of his mouth. She continued to blush and stammer, “I...mean...”

“You mean you felt sorry for old Wally out here in the sun and decided to bring him something nice.”

“Yes...well, I thought...” He reached up and taking the bottle from her, quickly twisted off the cap, and drank. She watched his Adam’s apple bob up and down. Some of the beer spilled over his chin. 

“Ahhhh,” he sighed holding up the half empty bottle, “that’s where the gusto is supposed to be, right?” She smiled and nodded her head. He leaned forward and clamped his big hand over her foot. She was wearing thongs, the callused skin of his hand suddenly tight against her bare foot shocked her. She tried to draw back, but he held her firmly. She could feel her toes curling, and the grit on his hand was like sandpaper against her flesh. “Do you really think that's where it’s at,” he said. “I mean the gusto of life?” He studied the bottle. “No,” he continued,  “it ain’t in a bottle.” He looked hard into her eyes, then let his gaze drop slowly and settle on her crotch. 

Suddenly, it seemed as if there were a movie playing in her head. She saw her fingers lightly tracing the horrible scar. Then she was bending over him, holding his face between her hands. She kissed his eyelids and the pink tip of her tongue followed the livid curve of the scar, lovingly, tasting his sweat. Then she slipped her tongue into the corner of his mouth feeling it explore the yellow teeth, rubbing it against the edge of the broken one. The movie stopped. He released her foot and she almost fell. She was trembling and breathing hard. Her mouth felt dry.

“Thanks for the beer,” he said. “You know, after work I usually stop down in Hawthorne and have a couple more. I owe you one.”

“Oh, no,” she said, “I just thought...” Her voice sounded strange, as if she were hearing someone else do a bad imitation of her. “You see, I’m married...my husband, we, he and I live across the street and…”

“Wally,” he interrupted. “My first name’s John but everyone calls me Wally.” She nodded. “It’s the only bar in Hawthorne,” he said. She started to go. “Hey!” he yelled, “what’s your name?”

She turned back to face him. “Kathy,” she said.

“You have nice legs, Kathy.” The color rose to her cheeks. He smiled,  “Harry’s Bar.” She walked quickly, then half ran toward her house. “In Hawthorne!” he shouted.

Later in the afternoon, it began to drizzle, one of those late August rains that go on for days, muggy and hot. She wore a nylon blouse and a slim tan skirt. She was about to put on her raincoat, but she returned to her room and, from deep in the corner of a dresser drawer, pulled out a silver chain. Attached to the chain was a Saint Christopher medal. She placed it around her neck and fastened the clasp. Before backing the car out of the garage, she removed her bra and panties and stuffed them into her purse. On her feet were white high heels. 

Hawthorne was ten miles down route eighty-six in a depressed area of the county. Long ago the coal mines had been worked out and the freight depot closed. Harry’s Hotel Bar was seldom frequented except for alcoholic pensioners and itinerant construction crews. 

She pulled into a parking space and got out of the car quickly, not allowing herself time to think. In her stomach was a hollow, sinking feeling. Five men were grouped together at the bar, and one old drunk slept at a table in the far corner. The light was dim. An overhead fan turned lazily. Her heels clicked on the bare wooden floor. All of the men at the bar turned toward her. 

“Hey, well Jesus H. Christ!” shouted Wally. “I told you guys she’d probably show.” 

She stood before them now. Except for one man, the rest had swiveled around to stare at her, but no one had moved to offer her a seat. “Harry, you better ask for proof,” someone said. 

“Yeah, Harry,” Wally laughed,  “looks like you got a minor here.” His eyes were bright. She could see that he was excited. “Hey, what’s your name again?”

“Kathy,” she said, feeling her face grow hot and red. 

“Right...Kathy...Katherine.” He turned to the huge black man on his left. “Look at them legs, Cliff. She’s got the best damn legs I ever seen.” He waved his arm toward the empty tables. Kathy, walk around the place. Let the boys have a look.”

“No, please...I feel...” she began.

“Go on, do it!” Wally said. “Stuff like you never pays us a visit here in Harry’s.”

No one smiled. The men continued to stare at her. The only sound was the soft whirring of the paddle fan. Kathy looked down at the floor. After a moment she walked over to the sleeping drunk and returned. She knew that they were undressing her; that they were pushing their cocks between her bare legs. “You’re all right!” Wally shouted. He was confident now, arrogant and drunk. He stood up. She hadn’t realized how tall he was or how thin. Through her mind flashed a picture of her on her knees in front of him. She would need a stool to kneel on or pillows, like a little girl at communion. The thought startled her. She had never touched a man there with her mouth, not even her husband. 

“Kathy here ain’t no shanty Irish,” Wally was saying. “She lives up in Ceder Grove, big house, couple hundred thousand, right, baby?” He put his arm around her waist and reached up to cup her breast in his big hand. 

“Yes,” she said, “it cost about that.” She wanted out of here. This was no place for her.

These men were ugly and mean. They had been drinking. Wally was the worst of them. But his hand was hot on her breast. She felt her nipples swell. 

“And little Kathy here brung old Wally a cold beer in the middle of the morning and damned if she wasn’t wearing the tightest shorts you ever seen.” Wally shook his head and grinned. 

Cliff, the big black man, sipped his beer, but did not take his eyes from her. His head was shaved. There was a gold ring in his left ear. Wide leather straps were buckled tightly around his thick wrists. There were metal studs and heavy loops embedded in the straps. The wide bracelets could easily circle her ankles. A cord could be put through the loops to pull her legs apart, to open her. 

Wally tapped the arm of the man at her right, the one who had not yet swiveled around to look at her. “This here’s Ezra Stein,” Wally said. “He’s a fat, dirty old bastard, but smart. Ezra reads a lot.” The fat man nodded as he turned lazily to stare at her. His little eyes were set deep in his face. His belly hung over his belt. Several buttons were missing from the lower part of his shirt. She could see the pale flesh of his belly and a trickle of sweat. His hands were soft and puffy, the spatulate fingers swollen at the joints. His pig-eyes glanced first at the Saint Christopher’s medal, then rose to meet hers. She felt, all of a sudden, very cold and frightened. She tried to look somewhere else but couldn’t. He smiled slightly. The pudgy hands twitched. He turned his back to her.

Wally pointed to the empty stool between Cliff and Ezra. “Sit here,” he said, and took his place standing behind and to one side of her. The cracked plastic seat felt damp and sticky against her bare legs. She ordered a beer and paid for it herself. As she lifted her glass to drink, Wally’s hand slipped under her raincoat. She drew in her breath and quickly put down the glass. She glanced toward the door, but did not move to get up. She wondered if he would unbutton her blouse and rub his rough hand across her breast. The men, except for Stein, watched Wally’s hand as it moved beneath her coat. “Jesus,” Wally said, squeezing her breast, “they ain’t big but they are perky.” He laughed, looking around at the others and winking. “No bra, neither,” he said. The color rushed to her cheeks. 

Cliff reached for her hand. She pulled back, upsetting her purse on the bar. Wally spotted the panties and dug them out. He waved them back and forth. She clenched her hands in her lap and stared down at them, her face red. Wally held her panties over his head. “And, Goddamn, nothin’ under her skirt!” he laughed. “Who wants a sniff? Only one buck for a sniff!” He put them to his nose. 

“Ahhhh, a real lady!” The men began laughing and shouting. 

“I’ll take them,” Cliff said, and held out a ten-dollar bill. 

“They’re yours for free!” Wally shouted. Cliff stuffed the panties in his pocket. 

“I pay,” he muttered quietly, and placed the ten in Wally’s hand.

“No!” Kathy cried. “Please, Wally!” Suddenly, under her coat, his fingers gripped her nipple. He dug his fingernails into it. The unexpected pain was sharp and searing. She gasped. He swung her around, still cutting with his nail into her nipple. She was about to scream, but a look in his eyes stopped her. 

“It’s Mr. Wallowitz,” he said squeezing tighter. “Mr. Wallowitz,” he repeated. Tears came to her eyes. Stein still had his back to her, but the others watched silently. In spite of the pain, she felt a hot rush between her legs. “I ain’t givin’ you leave to call me Wally. Who the hell do you think you are? Just another rich bitch in heat, right? Ain’t that right?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mr. Wallowitz.”

“Tell the boys why you’re here. What you want from Mr. Wallowitz.” He eased the pressure on her nipple. She caught her breath and forced back the tears.

“I don’t know. I...I...mean I want to...I...I…want to...to...” she couldn’t think.

“Speak up, Goddamn it!” He twisted her throbbing nipple. “Tell them.”

She looked up at him. The ugly scar had deepened. The pockmarks were an angry red.  “I...I...want you to,” she paused. “I want you to come to my house and...and…”

“Say it right!” he shouted. The men waited.

“Do it to me,” she whispered, looking down at the bar, her voice on the edge of breaking.

He tore open her coat and ripped her blouse down the front. Her hands flew up quickly to cover her bare breasts. Wally took both of her wrists in one hand and held them against the bar. “Show,” he said, nodding to the men at the bar. He let go of her wrists. Still not looking up, she slowly lifted her hands to cup each breast. She held them out first to the men at her left, then turned to the fat man. Stein placed his hand lightly on the breast closest to him. His white flesh was cold and wet, yet his touch left a burning sensation that caused her to tremble. He slid his hand under her breast and lowered his head toward it. She thought he was going to take the swollen nipple between his thick lips. Instead, he spit on it. His spit was cold. She watched it slide, like a pale yellow snake, over her nipple and down the side of her breast. 

“Ohhh,” she said, softly, “ohhh.” 

Wally spun her around to face him. He placed her tiny hands on each side of his face. She pulled him down to her, pressing her bare breasts against him. Before their lips met, her mouth was open to accept his tongue. 

“Jesus,” Cliff said.

Wally’s face between her hands was rough, his skin bumpy. Her fingers found the scar. She followed it with her fingertips. Wally shuddered and pulled away, shaken. With her right hand, she reached up and jerked violently at the Christopher medal breaking the chain. The room was silent as she closed her coat and fastened its belt. 

“When?” Wally asked.

“Friday night,” she said, trying to keep her voice under control. The men knew she was hot. They could smell her heat. It hung in the humid air. It was as penetrating as the soft rain that whispered against the plate glass window. “Friday,” she repeated, “around nine. My husband won’t be back until Saturday.”

Wally had regained his composure. “And if I don’t show?”

She looked at him and shrugged.

“I’ll be there,” he said. 

Turning toward Stein, she placed the medal next to his glass. He stared straight ahead, ignoring her. She picked up her purse and walked quickly to the door knowing that behind her were at least four hard cocks. As for Ezra Stein, she wasn’t at all sure.


Chapter Two - Wally

That night, in bed, she told her husband what had happened. She left several things out, but it was clear that she had taken Wally a beer, accepted his invitation, and been subjected to some abuse at the Hawthorne bar. It was also clear that she had asked Wally to come to their home on Friday when Jeff would be in Philadelphia. When she finished, she waited for what seemed several minutes. Finally, Jeff stirred beside her. “Friday?” he asked. His voice was little more than a whisper. 

“Yes, Friday.”

“Here?”

“Yes. If I can’t have him here, I’ll meet him somewhere.”

“You want him that much?”

“Yes. I don’t know why. It’s not just for sex. It’s something else, something that goes back a long way. At least, that’s part of it, I think. I’ll know afterwards, and I’m sure this will be the first and last time. It’s...it’s something I have to do, Jeff, something I have to find out about myself, or more like something I have to resolve.”

“And what about me?”

“I don’t know.” There was a long silence. She didn’t expect him to rage and strike her, but it was possible. Even gentle Jeff must have a breaking point. They had been college sweethearts at a time when it was cool to sleep around, to experiment. But she and Jeff weren’t cool. They were the exceptions. Their relationship was old-fashioned and proper. On her wedding night she had been a virgin and so, she knew, had he. Since their marriage, she had never even kissed anyone until this afternoon. Sex between them had been satisfactory for a while, but as her sexual needs grew stronger, his diminished. She propped herself up on one elbow, “This past year...” she began.

“Yes, I understand,” he said. He closed his eyes. “If you can promise me you’ll be safe, then I guess it’s okay, if that’s what you need, if it’s what you really need.”

She had expected a scene: name calling, packed suitcases, maybe even talk of a divorce. Odd how sometimes the simplest things can become impossible and how the most complicated things can suddenly become simple. 

“And you won’t interfere?” she asked.

“I’ll be in Philadelphia.”

“And when you come home?”

“As long as it never happens again, I expect and hope things will be the same.”

“No recriminations? No sending me on guilt trips?”

“No, I promise.”

She trusted him. He had never gone back on his word. She also loved him. Except for the sexual disappointment, her marriage had been all that she’d ever hoped for. Jeff was intelligent, handsome, caring, and gentle. They shared the same interests: books, the theater, tennis, golf, the country club. They were open with each other and happy. They laughed together, often and easily. Why, then, had she taken the beer to Wally? Why had she gone to the bar in Hawthorne and subjected herself to his drunken abuse? Why had she asked him to come to her? And what about Jeff? Why had he accepted so easily? Although the questions bothered her, she did not find it difficult to separate her feelings for Jeff from the compulsion that had driven her to Wally. She loved her husband. Of that, she was certain. But the hour she’d spent in Harry’s Bar was one of the most exciting she’d ever experienced. 

It did not stop raining until late Friday afternoon. Wally’s grader sat where he had left it, a silent but imposing reminder. Just as well, she thought, I’d have gone crazy watching him. 

At six o’clock she began to prepare herself. A long, hot bath, then a shower, her hair, the painting of her nails, her fingernails filed to sharp brilliantly red points, her body perfumed and rubbed with oil. She took meticulous care with her make-up: the lining and shadowing of her eyes, the careful outlining of her lips, accenting their fullness. Over the rich red lipstick she smoothed a transparent oil that made her mouth glisten. Her face and body were nicely bronzed. Yesterday, before he left for Philadelphia, she had asked Jeff to shave her pussy. She’d remembered Wally liked young girls. She wore no panties or jewelry.

She put on a white sheath skirt that buttoned up the front. The skirt restricted her movements but sharply outlined her legs and pulled tight against her buttocks. Her blouse was shear white nylon. Her breasts and pink nipples were clearly visible through it. Unlike the blouse she had worn to Harry’s Bar, this one had no buttons. Thin spaghetti straps were tied in bows at her shoulders. A slight tug at each bow, and the blouse would fall away. Her spike heels were new. They enhanced her tiny ankles and the swelling curve of her calves, and the hard round firmness of her ass.

She had never prepared for any occasion with this much consideration. Every choice was calculated, every decision reviewed, every final touch refined. She wanted to make herself as beautiful and as desirable as it was possible for her to be. She wondered how she might dress to entertain fat Ezra Stein. The thought of those pig-eyes, the cold puffy hands, the sweating pig’s body made her tremble. Why...why had the old and ugly fat man disturbed her so? Stein, she concluded, would no doubt instruct her what to wear should he condescend to visit her. 

At eight-thirty she was ready. She had chilled the wine and seen to the candles. She had also placed several bottles of beer in the ice bucket and arranged two pilsner glasses and napkins on a try. Finally, she had heated and perfumed a plastic bottle of baby oil. She placed it on the nightstand beside the bed. 

At nine-fifteen, she began to pace. At nine-thirty she was looking for the phone number of Harry’s Bar when she heard a car in the driveway. “Oh, thank God,” she said aloud. Before Wally was halfway up the walk she had opened the door. He didn’t look any different than he had on Wednesday: blue sweat-stained shirt, jeans that hung loosely from his hips, the same dirty work shoes she had seen him piss on. 

She stepped back from the door. He closed it behind him and stood looking at her. She could see he was impressed. She knew he’d never had a woman as beautiful. This tall, skinny, homely man had never had anyone remotely like her even in his dreams. “How’s your tit?’ he asked. She crossed to him and took his hands in hers. Looking up into his eyes, she raised his hands to her breasts. The nipple was still sore, but when he touched her the hot rush spread downward. He reached up to pull the bows on her blouse. 

“Not yet,” she said. She unbuttoned his shirt. His thin chest was white and pimpled. With her tongue she circled his nipples until they stiffened. His hands were on her ass pulling her into him. She could feel the length of his cock pressing against her belly. 

“Do you like that?” he asked, thrusting his prick against her. 

“Yes,” she said, “yes, I like it.”

“And whatcha gonna do with it?”

She looked up at him, her red mouth glistening. “I’m going to...to...” 

“Suck it, say you are gonna suck it.”

“I...I...I’m going to, going to...suck it, Wally.”

His bony chest was rising and falling rapidly. His hands moved to unbutton her skirt. She spun away from him and walked quickly to the ice bucket offering him a beer. He took it. His hand was shaking.

“Slowly, Wally, please...let’s make it last.”  She held the glasses out to him. He filled them and sat down in the big leather chair to drink. She turned off the lamps so the room was bathed in soft candlelight. The CD player clicked and a jazz album fell into place; just flute, bass, and drums in a slow primitive rhythm. In front of the leather chair stood a sturdy glass topped coffee table. Kathy stepped up on the table and faced him. As she began to move to the beat of the music, she unbuttoned several of the bottom buttons of her skirt, enabling her to move more freely.

“Take it out,” she said. He fumbled at his fly. His monstrous penis emerged like a red and purple snake. She had felt it earlier and knew it would be large, but its length surprised her. She unbuttoned her skirt to a point just below her shaved crotch. He began to stroke himself, his cock continuing to swell and harden. “No,” she said, “no hands, Wally.”

She sat on the edge of the table, opening her legs as she place one foot on each of his knees. With both hands she spread the lips of her cunt. He drew in his breath sharply. She pointed her toes and thrust the gleaming butterfly toward him. “My shoes, Wally,” she said. He didn’t seem to hear or understand. “My shoes,” she repeated, “take them off.” Gently, he removed her shoes. “I think it’s time now,” she said. She stood before him and unfastened the four remaining buttons on her skirt. It fell to the floor. Then, with a hand on each shoulder, she pulled at the bows that held up her blouse. It dropped around her feet and she stepped over it.

Wally put a hand on his cock. “Suck it,” he said.

She had never sucked a man’s cock, not even her husband’s. But she had thought about it. She thought about it on that first morning when she took him a beer. He was waiting. “Yes,” she said. She got to her knees before him. She took his cock in her small hands and leaned down to circle its rim with the tip of her tongue. Her lips were wet and red, and her mouth was hot with saliva. She closed her mouth over the head of his cock, leaving a red mark around the glans. He eased himself back into the chair moaning with pleasure. She withdrew his cock from her mouth and stood up. “Carry me,” she said.

He lifted her easily. She put her arms around his neck. He carried her down the hall and into the candle lit bedroom. He stood, for a moment, beside the bed holding her in his arms as if she were a child. She kissed him, sliding her tongue deep into his mouth. Then, she kissed his scar and ran the tip of her tongue down its ragged length. He placed her on the bed and looked down at her. “Take your clothes off, Wally,” she said. He removed his pants. His cock swung back and forth awkwardly like a long red stick. She watched it, then slowly spread her legs.

“You want it?” he said.

“Yes...yes, I want it.” Wally tried to pin her down, but she slid out from under him. She handed him the heated oil. “Rub me,” she said. He poured the hot oil on her breasts. She winced slightly and shuddered. His hands spread the oil over her body, down her belly, and along the slit of her shaven pussy. “Not inside,” she said. Gently, he rubbed her legs and feet. She turned over and squirmed as he smoothed the oil on her ass. In the soft light, her splendid body glowed. Still on her stomach, she reached back and spread her ass cheeks. He rubbed oil into the pink and brown pucker of her anus. Then, tentatively, he began to push the tip of his long bony index finger into her. “No!” she said quickly turning away from him. “Not there.”

Slowly she rolled over to face him as he knelt above her. “Jesus, Kathy, you’re beautiful,” he said. 

She waited a moment then staring directly into his eyes corrected him. “Mrs. Ryan,” she said. “It’s Mrs. Ryan, Wally.”

“What?”

“Mrs. Ryan. Say it, Wally. Say ‘Mrs. Ryan, you’re beautiful’.”

He understood but hesitated. She pulled his face close to hers. “Say it,” she repeated.

“You’re beautiful, Mrs. Ryan,” he said. She kissed him long and deep. He tried to push his cock into her. 

“No,” she turned away, “later.” She pushed him onto his back and turned around positioning her head at his crotch. She spread her legs so that Wally could see the glistening come ooze along her crack. He reached for her pussy. “No,” she said, “just look.” His balls were small but hard. She cupped them in her hands, then bent her head to lick them. With the tip of her tongue, she drew circles on his balls and with her pointed fingernails she gently raked the underside of his cock. Then she sucked his balls, taking them one at a time into her mouth, careful not to hurt him. She had not yet placed her lips on his cock. 

She spread her own legs wider, jamming one of her small feet under his arm. He began to gasp, turning his head back and forth on the pillow. She dug the fingernails of one hand into the base of his cock and scratched her toenails hard into his armpit. With her other hand, she squeezed his balls and pushed the sharp point of her nails into them. Wally cried out in pain but did not resist. 

At several places her fingernails broke through the skin and drew little flecks of blood. His cock grew harder and deepened in color until it was almost purple, the thick veins bulging and pulsating. She drew the skin back tighter at the base of his cock increasing the pressure of her grip. Then, she began to run her tongue up the underside of his throbbing prick, lingering on the spot just beneath the swollen head, pausing, digging in her nails, hearing him whimper, feeling him pull back, squeezing his balls, and once more the exquisite laving of his cock, now moving her lips as well as her tongue along its slimy length, feeling her lips swell and her mouth fill with hot spittle, feeling in his balls and along his cock the beginning surge of an orgasm. Stopping then. Digging in her nails. The stabbing pain followed by the tender ministrations of her mouth.

“Let me come,” he cried hoarsely.

“Say ‘please’,” she said. She flicked the tip of his cock with her tongue.

“Goddamn it!” he yelled, and began to reach for her head. She clawed his balls and jerked the base of his cock back fiercely.

“Beg, Wally,” she whispered. She did not look up at him. She concentrated instead on his cock, her lips lightly touching it as she spoke. “Beg,” she repeated.

“Please!” he cried, “please!”

“More, Wally,” she said.

“Suck me, please...Mrs. Ryan, suck me!”

She opened her mouth wide and closed it over the ugly head of his cock. Putting both hands on its shaft she worked it up and down in rhythm with her head. He came immediately, not in short hot spurts but in a long flow of warm mucus. She held his cock away from her, milking him with one tiny hand. He tossed his head from side to side. She turned again and smiled down at him, “For shame, Wally...for shame,” she said. In less than a minute Wally’s cock went limp in her hand.

She got up and went into the living room. Wally lay on the bed and did not move. She brushed her hair and reapplied her makeup. In a way it had been awful, touching his loathsome cock with her lips and tongue, then taking it into her mouth. Jeff had a beautiful cock and she had never done this for him. She tentatively touched her pussy. It was very wet. She spread her legs and looked down at her shaven cunt. Her vaginal lips and clitoris were red and swollen. She drew her finger over her clit and shuddered. She hadn’t felt like this since those dark afternoons in her uncle’s basement. 

Returning to the bedroom, she stood in front of Wally and slowly rubbed herself with oil once more. “My turn,” she said as she lifted her leg over his face and turned to face the foot of the bed. He tried to pull her pussy down into his mouth, but she moved forward straddling him, her head toward his cock, her ass on his chest. His cock had begun to stiffen again. She poured a few drops of oil over it, and taking it between her hands began to stroke it. 

She raised her ass pushing it back toward his face but forcing him to lift his head to lick it. He wanted to tongue her pussy, but she kept it well forward offering only her anus to his mouth. “Kiss it,” she said. As he licked and probed with his tongue, she leaned back, finally, sitting on his face. She continued to stoke his cock until it was a rigid as before. 

Suddenly, she swung around and, in a stooping position, straddled his huge penis. Very slowly she let herself down on it. She could not take all of it and raised herself up until only the knob rubbed against her slit. Then she lowered herself again. He put his hands on her hips to pull her down, to drive his cock into her. Quickly, she reached back and dug her nails into his scrotum. He let go of her immediately. 

She bent over to kiss him, brushing her nipples against his chest. Then straightening up, she placed his callused hands on her small breasts. “Squeeze,” she said, “squeeze hard.” Her hips moved faster now, lifting up and down on his cock. She was taking all of it. She leaned forward to feel its length rubbing against her clit, feeling its length filling her vagina, feeling his hands roughly kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples.

She looked down to watch his purple cock slide in and out of her shaven cunt. It seemed to her like the dark prick of a huge dog, glistening with slime. She leaned down again, touching his lips with hers, teasing him with the tip of her tongue, letting her saliva drip into his open mouth. He put his hands on her ass and pulled, slamming her against his balls. She pushed down hard, spreading her legs wider, wanting even more. She sat back, her nails digging into his chest, “Harder! Harder!” she cried.

She came with him, thrashing, and squirming, and screaming. She crushed her breasts against him. She bit into his lip and tasted blood. Her hands were tangled in his hair holding his head back, her pelvis moving in quick, circular, grinding motions, her clit pressed tight against his cock. They lay for a while in each other’s arms. 

“Damn!” he said, “nothing like that ever happened to me before.”

“Me either,” she laughed, “well, not quite like that.”

“When can I see you again?” he asked, turning to kiss her.

“That depends,” she answered, avoiding him, quickly getting out of the bed. “It’s late. You’d better get dressed.” She disappeared into the bathroom.

When she came out wearing a white nylon robe, he was in the living room completely dressed. She handed him a beer. “For the road,” she said, leading him to the door.

“But what about us?” he said. “What do you mean depends? Depends on what? Goddamn it, I want to see you again!”

She smiled and opened the door. “Yes, Wally, but this time there’s a condition.”

“What? Whatever it is, you got it.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking about that day in Harry’s Bar. Your friends were interesting.”

“You mean you want a party? Me and some of the guys?”

“Wally, I can’t think of anything more disgusting than you and those other Neanderthals at Harry’s. No, not that at all. I’m interested in only one of your friends.”

“Cliff! I should have known. All you rich high society ball-breakers got the hots for a big black stud.” He shook his head. “Well, Cliff’s no problem. Hell, he paid ten bucks for your panties.”        

She smiled. “No, Wally, it isn’t Cliff.” For a moment she felt a wave of fear, the sure knowledge that she was starting down a dark path toward something that she could not control and the conviction that unless she stopped now, things would never be the same again. She would never find her way back. But she also felt the hot rush begin to flow into her cunt again and the odd hollow sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. 

“Well, who?” Wally asked.

“Mr. Stein,” she said, “bring Ezra Stein to me, Wally.”

“You must be out of your fucking mind! Stein’s fat, and ugly, and old.” 

“Bring him,” she repeated.

“But he’s weird, too.” Wally protested. “I mean he could hurt you. He really don’t like women. He hates them. It’s a fact.”

“Wally, either bring Mr. Stein or don’t ever come back.”

“But what if he won’t come?

“Tell him how good it was with us. Tell him everything. Tell him it will be even better.”

“He ain’t gonna do it. I know the guy. He’s a mean son-of-a-bitch and I don’t think he’s normal.”

“Either bring him or...”

Wally held up his hands, “Okay, okay, I’ll try but don’t count on him coming out here to see you. But I’ll try. I’ll try.”

She remembered the contempt with which the pale fat man had looked at her, the cold wet touch of his pudgy fingers, the bright pig eyes set in the pig face, the clammy feel of his spit sliding between her breasts.

“Convince him to come, Wally. Remind him he has something that belongs to me.”

“When?”

“Next Saturday. If you bring him, Wally, the following Saturday will be yours.”

“I wish you’d change your mind.” She could tell Wally’s concern was real. “Stein just ain’t right, especially not right for you. He sometimes scares me.”

She knew if she so much as touched her clit she would come immediately. Stein was no delicate priest, no sweet but boring husband, and Stein wouldn’t suddenly become a whimpering, pleading, ass-licking adolescent like Wally. No, he would never be even remotely like any of them. He would give her what she needed. 

“Mr. Stein,” she said again.

“Okay, I’ll do my best. Maybe you could phone him at Harry’s on Wednesday afternoon. In the meantime, I’ll talk to him.”

“Yes, that’s good. I’ll call on Wednesday.”

“Well, so long. It was the best.”

“Goodbye, Wally.” She closed the door. She leaned back against the wall and shut her eyes. “Mr. Ezra Stein,” she said, touching herself.


Chapter Three - Mister Stein

Between the time of Wally’s departure on Saturday morning and her phone call to Harry’s Bar on Wednesday afternoon, Kathy thought continually about Stein. Each evening she went to bed early and slept late. She was sure she had disturbing dreams, but except for the feeling they included her uncle, she could not remember them. Her cunt was constantly wet, but she did not touch herself.

The weather turned bright and hot. During the day she could hear Wally’s grader across the street, but she didn’t look out of the windows. In fact, she pulled the drapes shut. Once, he came to the door, but she did not answer. 

When Jeff returned from his trip to Philadelphia, he wanted to know all about her Friday night. Although he had accepted the arrangement, he now seemed very jealous and hurt. She could sense in him an angry rage he had so far been able to keep under control. She told him her evening with Wally was okay but nothing special. When he pressed her to be more specific, she said she’d been disappointed. She assured him that he was the only man she loved which was absolutely true. She convinced him that this thing with Wally was some kind of crazy impulse and that it would never happen again. He stopped questioning her. He wanted to make love. However, she invented an excuse, which he also accepted. She half wished he would slap her and then throw her down and pound his cock into her. But, of course, he wouldn’t do that. He would wait until she was ready, and then he would be grateful.

When Jeff was at home she either napped or shut herself in the bedroom pretending to read. She bathed twice each day and spent hours brushing her hair. She found herself wishing her summer tan would disappear completely. She wanted her skin to be perfectly white. She had an intuitive feeling that Mr. Stein would want to see the thin, blue tracery of her veins. The thought caused her to shudder, but at the same time she became hot and excited. 

On Tuesday she decided to remove the polish from her nails. She cleaned and filed them, meticulously rounding the points that had dug into Wally’s scrotum. She experimented with a very light shade of lipstick and a colorless gloss. She washed and pressed her white silk robe and cleaned her white heels. But, then, she put the heels away, thinking that he might find shoes somehow offensive. She would wear the white robe and nothing else. 

She never thought of the night with Wally except for his parting promise to talk to Stein. She spent her waking hours recalling the fat man’s smooth, puffy skin, his quick, bright eyes full of cunning and hate, the pendulous lips, the coagulating glob of cold saliva that had seemed to sear her breasts as it slid between them. She found herself touching, almost reverently, the place where he had spit on her. Sometimes she repeated aloud her uncle’s admonition, “Shame, Katherine, shame.”

The days passed quickly, yet by Wednesday it seemed as if the experience with Wally had occurred in some other life. She was polite to Jeff but avoided him. There had been, she knew, another business meeting scheduled for Washington D.C. However Jeff informed her that he didn’t have to attend. She suggested that he go anyway. He balked and seemed suspicious. Once more she persuaded him that the experience with Wally was meaningless and would never happen again. She kissed him warmly and told him she loved him. When she saw that he trusted her, she convinced him that it was in his best interest to attend the meeting and promised that they would go away for a few days as soon as he returned. She’d make arrangements at a romantic country inn. Finally, he agreed. 

Late Wednesday afternoon she called Harry’s Bar. Her hand trembled so much she got the wrong number and had to try a second time. She asked for Ezra Stein. Instead, it was Wally who came to the phone. “Stein wants you to write him a letter,” he said. 

“Won’t he talk to me? Is he there?”

“He’s here but he won’t come to the phone. He says to write him a letter. Mail it at the local post office tonight. Send it here, to Harry’s Bar. He will get it by Friday and decide after he reads it.”

“Did you tell him about our night? Did you tell him...that...that I would do anything.”

“Yeah, I told him. He just said for you to write a letter then he’d decide.”

“But what should I write?”

“How the hell should I know?” There was a pause. Wally began again, “Anyway, you’re not to phone here again. If he wants to see you, he’ll take a cab out to your place. He don’t like to drive.”

“Do you think he’ll come, Wally?” She couldn’t keep the desperation out of her voice.

“I wouldn’t count on it. He just don’t give a shit about people, especially women and particularly women like you, well off and all, and living in fancy houses.” Wally hesitated. She knew he had something else to say. When he spoke again his voice was lower, guarded. “Mrs. Ryan, the guy’s no good. I mean he’s scary. I think you’re crazy to...”

She cut him off. “I’ll write the letter, Wally. How should I address it?”

“Okay, okay, it’s your funeral. Send it to Ezra Stein, make that Mister Ezra Stein, care of Harry’s Bar. You know the zip. Stein also says for you to get your husband to go away just in case he decides to come to your place.” 

“Thank you, Wally.” She replaced the receiver and sat back in the chair, trembling. 

She wrote several drafts of the letter until she produced one that satisfied her. There was no need to describe herself or her night with Wally. Stein had already seen her and she was sure Wally left out no details in recounting their night together. Through Wally, she had promised Stein anything and everything. The fat man had not been impressed. And so it seemed clear that he wasn’t interested in the quantity or even the quality of her sexual appetite. 

In her letter she told him about her Catholic childhood, the deaths of her mother and father, the hickory post, the priest-uncle watching but reprimanding her only after he had seen her come. The peeping priest who punished her with no more than “Shame...shame”. She told him about her marriage. She wrote, that hard as it was to believe in these times, she and Jeff were virgin bride and groom. She described the masturbatory fantasies that led to her appearance at Harry’s Bar and culminated in the night with Wally. She wrote of her love for her husband and of his gentle nature and his kindness. But she also mentioned both his and her own growing disinterest in the sexual aspect of their marriage. She described her disgust at Wally’s submissive pleading. 

Her letter ended with:  “I can only guess why I am so powerfully drawn to you, why I am both excited and repelled by you, desiring you yet very much afraid. I can only guess at why I feel this overwhelming compulsion to subjugate my will to yours. I’m not even sure that’s true. I suppose sometimes it is but at other times I know that such a desire is wrong...obscene...terrifying. I can only guess at the reasons for these feelings, but I think you know what these reasons are. I’m sure, if you are willing to accept my invitation, you will give me what I seem to need. And for my part, I am

Yours, 

Katherine”

It seemed a bit overdone but was, she finally decided, the absolute truth. 

Throughout the week she had been in a semi-convalescent state: sleeping a great deal, bathing often, and eating very little. By Saturday she had, indeed, lost much of her tan. She did not feel weak or tired, but she moved slowly. When she thought about the possibility that Stein might be here in this house, her heart began to race and the warm flow oozed from her cunt. She could feel the blood rush to it, swelling its lips, gorging her clit. She felt that she could make herself come simply by brushing her finger over her clitoris. Her mouth would suddenly go dry, then just as quickly fill with saliva, making her swallow rapidly. 

On Saturday morning Jeff left for the airport without waking her. However, she heard the garage door shut and then the sound of his car backing down the driveway. She did not bathe until late Saturday afternoon. She shaved her pussy again and rubbed it and her body with scented oil. She made up her eyes, startled at how large and softly luminous they seemed. She applied the pale lipstick and a shiny gloss. Stroking the familiar place between her breasts, she watched her nipples harden beneath the light touch of her trembling fingers. Finally, she put on the white silk robe and at seven o’clock sat down in the living room to wait. She refused to let herself consider the possibility that Stein might not come. 

At ten-fifteen she heard a car in the driveway. As she opened the door, the car was backing out and Ezra Stein, in spite of his weight and age, was moving quickly and, she thought, gracefully up the walk.

She stepped back from the door. When his short, bulky frame filled the entrance, she quickly turned to face the wall. She waited. She heard him close and bolt the door, place something on the coffee table, and cross to stand behind her. She turned to face him. His eyes were as she had remembered: hard and bright and cruel. There was a slight hint of a smile on his thick lips. He looked at her and nodded, “Always follow your instincts, Mrs. Ryan. It seems they do not misdirect you.”

“You approved of the letter,” she asked, bowing her head slightly and lowering her eyes. 

“Yes, the letter and also how you've prepared yourself. I approve of both.”

“Thank you, Mr. Stein.” She felt herself blushing. She lifted her head but was afraid to look directly at him. “Won’t you sit down,” she said. The burning in her crotch became intense.

He chose Jeff’s large leather chair and put his feet up on the ottoman.

“May I get you something?” Her voice trembled and was so low she wasn’t sure if he understood.

“No, not at the moment.”

She sat on the edge of the couch, her bare feet peeping out from under the hem of her robe. She saw him looking at them, and the color rose to her cheeks again as she quickly pulled her feet back. 

“I also find shoes uncomfortable,” he said. He shoved the ottoman out of the way and placed his feet on the carpet. He sat looking at her, waiting. She didn’t move. He glanced down at the floor and tapped impatiently. 

“Oh!” she said, jumping up, “forgive me.” She knelt at his feet. She unlaced the black, worn shoes and slipped them off. His socks were thin black nylon. Carefully, she removed one, then the other.  His small feet, like his hands, were soft and white. She rubbed them gently. The smooth skin was cool and damp and smelled faintly of sweat and talcum. This was the first time she had touched him. It seemed right, somehow, that it should be this way, kneeling before him performing this humble act of tenderness and contrition. 

After a few moments, he stood up. “Does you husband have a dressing gown?” She nodded. “Bring it, please.” She returned immediately with Jeff’s velvet robe. He took it from her and held it up. “It is long, but I like the color, burgundy. Is the bathroom down this hall?”

