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'Was that good for you, Gloria?'

Gloria sighed. Her whole body seemed to shiver, her muscles rippling beneath her skin as his hand swept down over her back. Spreading his fingers wide, he held both buttocks as if he were holding a pair of plump, ripe water-melons. He squeezed.

'Ooow, Bluey baby!' Gloria purred like a satisfied feline, arching her back so that her naked belly touched his and her nipples brushed the hairs of his chest.

'It was divine.' She pursed lips that had once been plush with scarlet lipstick. They were now their natural pink, the colour sucked and kissed away by his mouth. Her bottle-blonde hair fell in spring-like curls, peek-a-boo fashion, over her baby-blue eyes. Everything about her was designed to tempt, to be pleasing to the eye. Gloria was like an iced cake decorated with brightly blushing roses or sparkling spangles. But beneath the icing it was easy to see that she was as simple as a sponge, devoid of the richness of thought that might have made her interesting.

But Blue didn't care that her mind was full of air. He hardly noticed what she said, and anyway, what she said pleased him. She praised his looks, praised his sexual prowess, and at this moment in time, it was all he cared about.

'Good enough for you to let me do it again?' His voice was husky against her hair.

'My, my, Blue! Could you really do it again? I mean - that quick?' Gloria's voice was full of breathless excitement.

'Try it out. Feel me.'

Holding her gaze with his own, he took hold of her hand and guided it to the shadowed space between their bodies.

'Oooow!' Gloria gasped as her fingers touched his velvet-gloved erection. 'Wow! Big already? What a man you are, Blue Bonecci! What a man!'

He sighed and half closed his eyes as the thrill of her touch went through him. 'Only one of me, baby!'

Gloria murmured with delight as he ran his hand down to her knee and lifted her leg high and wide.

'You mustn't do that!'

She wriggled her toes and struggled a little as if she really meant it.

'Of course I must.' He held her ankle tight, his hair falling limp and damp over his forehead as he feasted his eyes on her open sex.

A pink blush washed over Gloria's face. She turned her head into the pillow as if unwilling to face her own shame or the look of sheer lust in her lover's eyes.

Wedging her ankle on his shoulder so that her toes tangled in his hair, Blue mounted her without any need to guide his stiff muscle into her wide open gateway.

'Oh no! You mustn't.' Gloria's protests melted to muted groans of submission. His stomach slapped against hers. His pubic hair tangled and rasped against her own. His buttocks hollowed each time he withdrew then plunged himself back into her.

'How's that for you now, pretty baby?' he growled. Gloria moaned something low and unintelligible, but gasped as he took hold of her other leg, his fingers leaving red marks against the whiteness of her inner thigh as he wedged her left ankle on his shoulder.

Gloria howled, her cries an odd mix of pain and pleasure, unable to form real words as the sensual sensations gripped her.

The sound of their breathing filled the room, along with a gentle slapping sound. Like ripples on a lake; like the sound of a fly screen door bumping against dry wood.

His balls, thought Una as she watched the pair of them make love. She had often savoured the sound of his balls as they had slapped against her bare flesh in those moments when she had been the woman in bed with him.

Her heart thudded in her chest as if her rib cage were small, too bird-like to contain it. She could have run from her hiding place, but the power of her feelings froze her to the spot. Through the criss-crossed lattice work of a bamboo screen, she watched the man she loved lying with a woman she despised.

Her breasts trembled with half-smothered sobs as she watched his body thud against that of the groaning Gloria. She could see his balls swinging, a dark heaviness between his thighs that she would have liked to finger or kiss. She'd done that before; kissed his hanging balls, relishing the touch of the soft down against her lips, the smell of recent male sweat, and the gentle curve of his buttocks before her eyes.

There was a dryness in her throat and she tried desperately to swallow each time Blue clenched his buttocks and heaved himself away from Gloria before lunging into her again. When he did that, she saw the base and first few inches of his stem and knew he was stiff; knew that she was forgotten and he was revelling in the woman beneath him.

Cheeks burning, Una blinked away angry tears. Narrowing her eyes, she attempted to look away, but found it impossible. Even though her sight was impaired by the moisture that flowed from her eyes, she had to watch. She loved his body even though it wasn't her he was loving tonight.

From memory she knew his skin would be warm to the touch and slightly moist. The memory cut her so deeply, she grabbed at her stomach because she felt real pain; felt as if she was bleeding inside.

Longing to scream, but not daring to utter a sound, she clenched her fists and bit her lip.

Stop it! This isn't like you! The words seared through Una's mind like an angry flame. Don't let it hurt. Don't turn yourself into a martyr.

She blinked away the tears and set her jaw firm and square.

Never before had she let a man get to her like this. She hated Blue for it and a new kind of ache settled somewhere beneath her heart. She wanted revenge and she aimed to get it. But she would need help from others he had treated badly. God knew, there were plenty of those.
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'He's late.'

The voice seemed to echo around the oak-panelled room, the bookshelves and the comfortable, but masculine, leather armchairs and sofas.

A reclining nude, buttocks pink and dimpled, ankles crossed, smiled demurely down at them from the gilt-framed painting above the black marble fireplace. Cigar smoke from a rich Havana curled up like a scrap of muslin in front of her overblown nudity, but did not veil it.

Along with the cigar smoke, an air of expectancy hung in the room and, for a while, so did silence.

Three pairs of eyes glanced momentarily at the man who had spoken before they looked away, their expressions betraying nothing of what they were thinking.

'Chasing pussy again, knowing my brother.'

No one even looked up this time. The speaker chuckled nervously. The sobriety of the room remained unaltered. Everything was still and silent, except for the odd creak of leather as a backside was shifted in a seat and the insistent ticking of a grandfather clock.

As if only recently aware of its presence, the man who had spoken - the youngest in the room - got up, walked round his chair and stood face to face with the clock. He glanced up at it as he pulled a pocket watch from the dark blue vest he was wearing. Squinting slightly, he glanced down at his watch, then peered into the porcelain face of the larger timepiece, which had brass hands and paintings of swans at each corner.

'They call these things grandfather clocks,' he pronounced, 'but you know, they're really called long case clocks. Made in England originally.'

Looks of subdued surprise were exchanged among his comrades.

'And how would you know something like that, Tony?' said Aldo Verecchia, a man with little hair, but a wide, thick-lipped mouth beneath a coarse-haired moustache. 'You've only just learned how to tie your shoe laces.'

Tony's jaw clenched as he feasted his eyes on the four swans that swam on four blue ponds in each corner of the clock face. He stared hard at them as if willing them to fly away.

'Yeah, but I wouldn't do it in your company, Verecchia. Not with my butt turned in your direction anyway!' There was mockery in his voice.

'Why you...!' Verecchia sprang from his chair, spun the younger man round, and gripped his collar and tie in hands as broad as shovels. 'If you weren't Blue's brother, I'd...'

A restraining hand came between them. A voice spoke slowly, calmly - almost coldly.

'But he is Blue's brother, Verecchia. Leave it be.'

Verecchia's face came close to Tony's. 'He's too pretty to be true, and he might have to watch his butt yet!' Spittle sprayed the younger man's face.

Tony blinked, but there was fire in his eyes, not fear.

'Sit down. Both of you.'

The heat in both men died to a simmer as Ice, the third man, eased them firmly but gently apart.

'Let's sit.' The third man's voice was neither loud nor demanding. It had an irresistible quality about it that inspired immediate response in the same way as a switch-blade knife. Ice was never ruffled. His thoughts were always concise, just like his voice and his actions. Unlike his nickname, he never showed any sign of melting.

Ice had grey eyes and short, silvery hair. His face was sharp, his frame lean, shoulders angular, and he towered a good six inches above the other two.

'This waiting gets to you, Ice,' said the fourth man who until now had merely watched in the same way that a spectator watches a boxing match; at a distance, but always in comfort. He was leaning forward in his chair, elbows resting on knees. 'Or at least,' he went on, 'the waiting gets to them.' He nodded at Verecchia and Tony.

'Especially waiting in silence,' added Tony. He glared at the other two, but not up at Ice whose height continued to dominate.

Ice lay his hand on Tony's shoulder and pressed him gently but firmly into his chair. 'Then let's talk.'

Verecchia grunted some sort of agreement as he sat down, then covered half his face with his hand and stared at his crossed ankles and the brown and white shoes beyond the flashy checks of his brown and white suit.

The fourth man - nicknamed the Professor - a man as dapper as a weasel, took a deep breath.

'To talk, we need to have a subject in common and we each know something about it that the others do not know.'

The other three looked at him blankly. Ice was the first to speak.

'What do you mean, Prof?'

The man addressed as Prof adjusted the wire-framed glasses that perched precariously on the bridge of his nose. Behind their lenses, his quick eyes flickered as he spoke. 'Good conversation should use a subject that each of us knows about, but each have our own experience of. Experience, you see, is individual.'

Only Ice nodded.

'You mean like we've all experienced sex, so we've all got our own angles on that. And us all knowing Blue, but all having different experiences of him, would be of interest to everyone else. Sound about right?'

Prof nodded. 'Yes. That is exactly right.' He turned to Tony. 'Like Tony here is his brother, so he's bound to know more about Blue than we do - at least - from his early years. Is that not right, Tony?'

Tony had been frowning, but the Prof had asked for his opinion. A sudden sense of importance lightened his features. 'You want me to tell you stuff I know about him?'

Verecchia grumbled a kind of laugh behind his hand.

Unsmiling, Ice threw Verecchia a warning look before addressing Blue's brother. 'That's what I mean, kid.'

'A few anecdotes to pass the time,' Prof added. 'Some of the things that happened to Blue when he was a boy.' The Prof laughed. 'Including a few stories about his sex life. They should be pretty entertaining.'

Tony laughed too. He shook his head as he began to remember. 'Oh boy. Do I know some things about sex. And do I know some things about my brother.'

Ice settled himself against a roll top desk and folded his arms. His steel grey eyes settled grimly upon Tony Bonecci. Tony gave no sign of having noticed the hint of contempt in the look. Why should he? His brother was a powerful man in the boot-legging trade. 'Then tell us what your brother was like when he was growing up.' His voice was as cold as his name.

Tony rested his hands on the chair arms and settled his head comfortably against the back of the smooth leather. 'My brother, the sex machine!' Tony laughed.

The others merely smiled or stared expectantly. Tony did not notice the deeper emotions in each man's eyes. But if he had done, he might have judged that they knew something he did not.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3


[image: ]




'Lucy Lovit we used to call her, and no prizes for why we gave her that name,' Tony began, grinning broadly. 'She'd saunter on by, swinging her handbag on one finger, and chewing gum. I remember that her lips were always bright red but smudged; as if she'd been sucking on cherries or something.' He grinned, raised his eyebrows and shook his head. 'It certainly wasn't that kind of fruit she'd been sucking on. That babe was into sucking other things, and just looking at her advertised the fact. Her hair was Harlow blonde, crimped in waves around her face - a bit like that dame Gloria that's been hanging around my brother lately.'

The others exchanged swift glances. Tony was too lost in his reminiscences to notice.

'Summer or winter, she always wore a fox fur around her neck. Thought it gave her a look of class, I guess. I remember thinking that the eyes of the dead fox didn't glint as much as hers did. Both had green eyes. Hers were outlined with stacks of make-up. If you had a mind, you could tell the weather by that make-up. It drizzled down her face when it rained.

'We kids used to call her names; walk behind her wiggling our rears like she did. Not that she ever paid much attention to us, mind. Not until Blue was about eighteen and looked at her in as sassy a way as she looked at him.

'At eighteen, Blue wasn't that much different to look at than he is now. He was young but built like a man. Back then, his hair was as uncontrollable as it is now. It used to fall over his eyes and he used to toss his head so he could see straight. The dames used to love that. Still do.

'Anyway, Lucy Lovit noticed my brother and she took to smiling directly at him as she sashayed by. And that sashay got more and more...'

Tony ceased talking as he outlined the shape of a woman's hips with his hands, then waved them from side to side in an attempt to describe how Lucy Lovit had moved.

'We get the picture,' said Ice. 'Go on.'

Tony licked his lips. 'We used to crowd in a dark alley at the side of Mo Marks's Delicatessen - about four of us.' He grinned and blushed slightly as the memory came back to him. 'We used to compare what we had. You know?'

The others nodded as they remembered their own boyish curiosity about other boys' tackle.

'I remember.' Verecchia smiled suggestively, but stopped once Ice had fixed him with a hard, grey stare. Tony carried on.

'All of us each held our cocks in our hands and we were wanking like mad, of us racing to see who could bring it off first. I was almost there before I realised that Blue had stopped. His cock was still in his hand and still stiff and I remember wishing I had one as big as he did. But Blue's interest was elsewhere. I looked to where he was looking. And there she was, Lucy Lovit was standing there, her eyes as big as plates and her mouth open.

'"You aiming to waste that honey?" she asked. Her mouth hung wide enough to take a baseball, and her tongue licked along her lower lip as if my brother's cock was the biggest and best salami she had ever set eyes on.

'Blue being Blue didn't stay silent for long. I remember him grinning, and in that moment, I knew what he had in mind. Just thinking about it was enough to make me come in my hand. But I didn't.

'"What you want to do with it?" Blue asked her.

'I remember her smiling as she stepped forward. She licked her lips as she smiled. Never seemed to stop licking them. I wondered if she'd have dribbled if she hadn't - you know - like dogs do when they're about to get their dinner? Her eyes were looking into ours, but also looking at what Blue was holding in his hand.

'The rest of us started tucking ourselves away, although none of us had spewed our stuff. But not Blue. He didn't bat an eyelid. He stared her fair and square as she came closer.

'"That's a fair weapon you've got there, boy," she said. "I've seen a few, but not all that many as good as what you got there."

'Blue was cool. Didn't bat an eyelid. "Cut the crap, babe. I ask again, what you want to do with it?"

'That woman, who made her living giving men exactly what they wanted, seemed to quiver from head to toe.

'At first I thought she must be ill or something. Then I realised that this dame was panting for what my brother was showing her. That fat tongue of hers ran over her lips again. '''Honey," she said, "I could eat what you've got there!"

'I almost came in my pants when she said that. I guess the others did too. The very thought of it. A full grown woman sucking on my brother's pistol! Wow, that's what I call a cocktail!

'Blue didn't give any sign that he was impressed by what she'd just said to him. He smiled that slow smile of his - the one that turns one side of his mouth up higher than the other.

'"Help yourself, baby." That's what he said. "Help yourself."

'The look on her face! She was all for it. She went down on her knees. I was as excited as anyone, and jealous as hell that Blue was going to get a piece of real hot action. I imagined how het up he was feeling. It took me by complete surprise when he suddenly grabbed hold of her hair. Her hands were already folded around his stem, but her mouth was a good six inches short of target.

'"You suck. They fuck," he said and nodded at the rest of us.

'My knees began to shake. My cock went so stiff, it shot back out the front of my pants. Luckily, my buttons were still undone or they'd have flown off and done some damage with that sort of force behind them. The others, I could see, felt much the same.

'Lucy blinked in our direction, but it was fast. Her eyes went right back to Blue's pistol.

'"OK," she muttered. We watched in amazement as Blue's cock disappeared into her mouth.

'Blue half closed his eyes and I could see he was enjoying what she was doing. Then, he opened them again and looked at the rest of us who were standing there with our gobs open.

'"What are you guys waiting for?"

'He jerked his head in the direction of her behind.

'I looked at one of the other guys, and he at me. We both looked at her skirt as though we had no idea what to do. Of course, we knew what to do really, but this all seemed so sudden. Like most young fellas, we'd all spun a few tall tales about how we'd had it with Daphne or Daisy or whoever at the back of the store, but hell, most of it was bullshit. Now it was for real.

'Me and the other guy grabbed for her skirt and hoisted it up over her back. Our cocks stood to immediate attention when we saw she wasn't wearing any underwear. But then, why should she? A woman in her trade had to be prepared and underwear would only get in the way of all that.

'One of the other guys, a guy called Speck, touched her first, then me and the other guy who'd hoisted her skirt did the same. We ran our hands over her ass, then slid it between her legs. She wasn't particularly wet and ready, but hell, we didn't know too much about them sort of things then. All we knew was that Blue had arranged for us to have pussy - our first.

'After each of us had given her a good feel, Speck lined himself up to give it to her. Two short shoves, and that was it.

'"My turn," I shouted as I shoved the other guy out of the way.

'I looked at Blue as I pushed it into her. Pleasure was written all over his face, but also something like endurance. It came to me then that what was happening to him was as good as what I was doing. But I also knew he was controlling himself; holding himself back until he was sure each of us had shot his load.

'Like him, I was pretty damned determined that it wouldn't be over too quickly. I was hell-bent on enjoying it.

'My old man used to have that saying that if God made anything better, he kept it to himself. At that moment, at that time, I felt as if I was God and I was savouring the fruits of my labour. Hell, it was good. You know what I mean?'

The others didn't comment. They knew Tony wasn't expecting one. Judging by his flushed cheeks and the tone of his voice, he was feeling what he had felt then all over again.

'Obviously, I couldn't hold it back. Can you blame me? After all, I was only a kid and this was the first time. On top of that, Paddy, the guy who I'd pushed past to get into her, had her blouse undone and was playing with her tits. Speck had joined him. After squeezing and pulling them about a bit, they tucked their heads under and sucked on her teats. I felt her muscles tighten round me when they did that. I felt her get juicy too and push her ass back against me. Boy, but did it feel good.

'That was it. The thought and sight of what everyone else was doing and what I was doing myself, was too much. Up and out it came and I groaned, and I cried, and I just felt as weak as a baby, my plug still in her hole, my come shooting into her.

'But I wasn't there for long. Patrick left his breast sucking and pushed me to one side. I slid out, and he slid in easily, and because Lucy was loving what we were doing to her, she helped him come in no time.

'Her whole body seemed to ripple like the wind pushing water. She made noises, and for a minute I thought she was choking. Then I saw Blue. His head was thrown back. His eyes were closed. He made a low sound - like a distant train signal. Not a muscle moved. Not until he relaxed and opened his eyes.'

Tony shook his head and began to laugh. 'That's when I knew my brother was a sex machine. A bit like a car.'

'How come?' asked Verecchia, a bead of sweat perched precariously above his brow.

Tony's laugh mellowed to an affectionate smile. 'Something that springs into life when the right key is turned, and gets to where it's going time and time again.'

'Sex or the car?' asked Ice.

'Both,' stated Prof, 'though my opinion, for what it is worth, is that a better description of Blue Bonecci would be sexual athlete rather than sex machine. Blue is always controlled, and I found that out on the first occasion I met him...'
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'The Eighteenth Amendment had really taken hold, and like a lot of people, I didn't take kindly to obeying a law that I thought infringed my civil liberties.

'I was a green grunt in the office of the DA then, and although I had a mind to get to the top and topple Dag Bernstein from his perch, I didn't quite have the connections to do it. But anyway, after a day of a warm office and sticky papers, I had a need for a drink and a place to unwind. I'd heard about some speakeasy down on seventh, and despite such places being officially out of bounds to me, I took the view that what the top brass didn't know, they wouldn't grieve over.

'The White Wand Club looked nothing more than a faded green door at the bottom of a flight of iron steps. I knew that at one time the steps had been made of wood, but I guess the clang of shoes on iron can be heard better. Security rests on such things.'

'I knocked at the door and a small shutter opened no more than six by six. A pair of staring eyes looked out at me. The guy they belonged didn't say a word. In fact, he didn't even blink.

'"Harold sent me."

'"Harold who?" the guy asked.

'"The Peddlar."

'My answer resulted in the shutter slamming down then I heard the bolt slide back. Being immersed in the administrative side of the DA's office had distinct advantages. I thanked my lucky stars that I'd taken the opportunity to study Harold Pederman's file before I'd come out. His, nickname of "The Peddlar" was the key that got me in.

'I knew I was taking a chance both with my job and the guys that ran this place, and half wondered whether I should turn around and get on out of there. How about my career? Nuts, I thought to myself. I wasn't getting anywhere down town, and I certainly didn't want to be one of those lawyers who shuffles papers and deals with legal administration and municipal law all their lives. A drink, I decided, would help me unwind and decide what I should do next in my legal career.

'I sauntered into the joint just as a jazz trio had struck up a rip-roaring tune. I did my best to look unimpressed. But it wasn't easy, I can tell you. The White Wand might have had a shabby front door, but inside it hit you between the eyes. This was no cheap joint. The smell of perfume, rich Havanas and high calibre hooch made me feel excited. It was the kind of feeling you get when you're a kid and on your first visit to Santa Claus.

'I did a quick scan of the place. I remember wondering whether the walls were made of gold. It was only later, once I'd settled down at the bar and had a drink in my hand, that I realised they were gold in colour, but lacquered. It was the overhead lighting - a kind of sparkly affair of chipped glass - that made it shine like it did.

'I heard some broad ask me to buy her a drink. I'd been so busy taking in the details of the place I hadn't noticed her homing in on me. She had big blue eyes and a purple turban wound tight around her head. She sucked on a cigarette holder, pursing her lips as she looked up at me and fluttered those baby blue eyes.

'"Are you going to buy me a drink or what?" she asked.

'I remember stammering a bit at first. My experience with women was minimal. But I got her a drink anyway. I know now that she was a patsy. I bought her a drink, I had another. Each drink I drank, she got a cut. But I didn't know that then. I was just glad to have someone to talk to about my troubles. Besides, she smelt delicious. Her perfume was like a drug. The more I breathed it in, the more it filled my head. I drank more too. The more I drank, the more I let loose about how unhappy I was in my job at the DA's office and how I thought I had the makings of a really good DA, if someone would just give me the chance.

'I vaguely recall a certain look coming to her eyes just then, but didn't give it too much account. I was too wrapped up in myself and my opinion to notice anything much.

'"Never you mind, honey," she said and patted my arm. "We just might be able to do something about that. I think I know someone who might be able to pull a few strings for you."

'I don't remember quite what I said then. I only remember taking a swig from my glass as she sauntered off to a table that was half hidden behind some curtains.
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