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Lucky

“Oh my god!” the dark wavy haired woman
breathes, collapsing onto her partner’s chest, “how are you always
so good!”

“Well, it is my job,” smirk.

“Hush,” putting a finger to the expert lips,
“I told you never to talk about that in bed.”

“Maria,” frowning, “it’s been a while now, we
are friends with the rest, do we still need to pretend?”

“It’s not to pretend,” playfully defensive,
“it’s for my ego. I need to believe you care for me or I won’t feel
as good.”

Sighing, “I do care for you. You know how
special you are. We can still be honest though.”

The older woman sighs, “you are exasperating,
and killing my joy!” placing perfectly manicured fingers across the
other’s mouth, “I command you to stop talking!” followed by a wink.
Next she eases herself up, still quite strong and limber for her
years, “you should do something more useful with that mouth,”
replaces hand with lips.

“Do you always have to be in charge?” the
other teases, knowing in a minute or two it will hardly be the
case.

Resting later after two additional orgasms.
“See? You are phenomenal.” Rolling back, studying the ceiling, arms
spread wide, “my body sings of you still,” placing smooth hands
over the exact place yet tingling, “how is this possible?”

“Do you want me to explain it
mechanically?”

Moving back into her lover’s arms, “I want
you to never move.”

Kissing the top of the luxurious, citrus
scented hair, “I would eventually need food.”

“Jesucristo,” the woman rolls her eyes, “how
can you be who you are, do what you do, and also so boringly
literal!”

“Don’t knock my attention to detail,” half
laugh.

“Never darling,” stretching, “just your odd
lack of romance next to your incredible talents,” caressing her
favorite fingers.

“I could maybe be a bit more relaxed with
you. But in general, I walk a fine line, can’t be too romantic or
personal, despite the rest of my role - with paying customers,
anyway.”

Slapping gently at the taut, tan face, “gad,
please stop! You know I can’t think about what you do, or with whom
else!”

Sitting up, reaching for her drink on the
side table, “it shouldn’t matter what I do for work. You know we
have our own thing. What difference does it make what I do when we
are apart?”

Admiring the toned body, pert, perfect little
breasts with the very dark centers, Maria sighs again. “How are you
so special and so daft at the same time? If I could, I would wrap
you up and put you in my pocket, keep you all to myself!” Softer,
“you know if I didn’t think it was ridiculously unfair, given my
life, age, I would absolutely do it!”

“Ah,” the other half teases, “have I not seen
it before? Are you one of those people who, if they had a beautiful
piece of art, would hide it away, look at it only in private?”

Truly offended, “how can you say such a
thing?”

Shrug, “logic. You think what I do is
amazing, but you don’t want anyone else to have it. Why wouldn’t
you want others to experience the same joy, release, that you
do?”

Heaving her lovely naked self against the
headboard, the better to seriously discuss things, “my love, that
is not at all the same thing! Art is to be shared, unquestionably,
while it is only natural to want to keep such a personal, special
connection to one’s self – assuming such was possible.”

“Why wouldn’t you call what I do art? Am I
not an artist?” sly grin. “How is it different?”

Maria thinks a moment. “I’ll tell you how
it’s different. Art is for everyone and I have no doubts about
sharing it. But in doing so, I do not fear anyone will take it away
from me, that I might lose it. On the contrary, sharing this,”
waving a hand over the other’s body, “includes the risk that you
could be lured away, disappear, and I would be inconsolable.”

The listener considers this, “hm.”

“Touche, darling,” the woman murmurs. “I live
in risk because I have too much to lose, otherwise I would claim
you and envelope you in so much love and glory that you would never
want to stray.” Fingers under chin, “my personal gallery of joy and
redemption.” Leaning over she kisses her deeply, grasping at the
strong arms, familiar body.

When they have made love yet again, are back
resting in each other’s arms, the younger speaks while tracing the
curve of the hip beneath her fingers, “you know you have nothing to
fear, we have always been so much more, different from my
work.”

Maria smiles sadly. “I will always love for
that to be true. But some day you will want more. You will meet a
beautiful thing your age, and she will feel the way I do and you
won’t want to lose her - so you will stop your work, drop me. It is
inevitable as the moon and stars.”

Surprised by a strong surge in feelings, “no.
I don’t think that’s possible now.”

Only the quickest glance, unable to look at
the handsome face, still believing she will one day be forced to
miss it. “Oh, it is inevitable, my love. I could live to fantasize
about having you forever, but that simply would not happen. You are
not even thirty! This life of yours will yet become tiresome. You
will be drawn to change it again, and me as well.”

The young woman, heart jolting, mind
spinning, with the strength of the still present anguish given the
thought of not seeing this powerhouse, beautiful woman, feeling her
radiance glow just inches away, lets out a tiny gasp. Sitting up,
she swings her legs over the edge of the bed, “water?”

Her lover, who knows her so well, watches
carefully, “what’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” tapping the location, “frog in my
throat.”

“Lucky frog,” the older woman purrs, wicked
smile.

Close to midnight the unofficial sex
therapist sits on the same bed, against the same headboard, in her
‘work’ apartment, wearing thin drawstring pjs, sleeveless t-shirt,
fighting the hot, gritty night. Even with the AC swirling cooled
air, can’t get comfortable. Every time her tired eyes close, an
image of Maria. Today’s conversation was unsettling, if not
dangerous - indulging in those kinds of thoughts, feelings, risks
the independence she must never let go of.

Mind drifting back, she is ten or eleven, her
mother is drunk, there is yet another strange man in their
apartment. As the half-dressed woman drifts in and out of
awareness, the unexpected visitor loses interest, begins to move
his eyes around the room. The little girl sits stock still hoping
he will think she is part of the ugly wallpaper in their faded
apartment. He does, almost, but then the pools of hot curiosity
slide back her way.

This is not new. She has run out in the dark
of night more than once, into snow, rain, heat, nearly into a car,
at the feeling of hungry eyes roaming her thin young body. Even
with no direct knowledge, somehow knows where that dark look leads.
Maybe from her mother telling her she looks like a boy, but not to
think that means she’s safe? Or to stop distracting her clients? Or
to get the hell out no matter the hour or weather, come back in a
few hours and be quiet about it?

That night though, the girl sensed something
extra dangerous about this man. He has a rough scar across his nose
implying he can take a lot of pain and not be bothered, and there
is a particularly empty distance in his eyes, along with a kind of
appetite she can feel in the room with them, even if she does not
fully understand it.

She shifts slightly, contemplating an exit.
The man moves toward the door. At first she thinks with relief that
he is leaving. Instead he blocks it, leers across the small
distance. She has never felt so in danger, despite all the men, all
the looks, all the strange situations.

An image of her father floats into her
whirring mind. He is in fighting stance, one foot forward, hands
loose in front. ‘The beauty of this practice is using a man’s own
energy against him.’ Sadly she doesn’t remember much else about
him, but that he was wearing his deep blue gi when he told her
that.

This man ten feet across the room is somewhat
tall, solid, drunk, frustrated. She thinks about how to use that.
Slowly moving onto her feet, hunched down, a strategy begins to
form. The one problem she cannot solve is how to protect her
mother, who snores, drools, on her back on the sofa. If she does
manage to escape, what will the man do to the sleeping
used-to-be-a-beauty? Again she sees her father who slowly shakes
his head, remembers him saying the day he left, ‘I would take you
if I could, but I am going to work on a boat far out in the ocean.’
He had glanced at the mother who was sleeping then too. ‘I can’t
stay here. One of us, or all of us, will be ruined.’ Turning back
before he left ‘I’ll come for you if I can.’ That was five or six
years ago, so not much chance of that.

For a while her mother cleaned up, drank
less, paid the bills, kept it roughly together. Then an old friend
visited, had drugs, and that was it.

The man leans forward slightly. She compares
her height and barely there weight, clearly no match. Thinking
about the few times she remembers watching her father work out, it
comes to her. There is the sofa in the middle, and chair and a desk
to the right side, between her and the unsteady man. One might
think the clear left side is the way to go, but she darts for the
slim gap between the furniture. As anticipated, the opponent takes
a long, unsteady step, reaches out wildly. Skipping easily up over
the desk, the girl pushes the chair onto its side, jams the legs
into the moving feet of the lunging man. He falls hard, swearing
all the way. Feeling the thud as he hits the floor, she runs out of
the apartment without looking back.

It’s a chilly, damp night that she is not
dressed for, but has to keep moving. A few minutes of hustling
along the wet sidewalk later, she runs smack into a police officer,
“hey kid! Watch where you are going!” Taking in the thin shirt,
jeans, summer sneakers, “say, where are you headed dressed like
that? It’s not so warm out here?”

The child, if nothing else, was blessed with
a quick mind. “A woman back there,” giving the address, “told me to
run for help! Please, help her!”

Registering the clear fear in the young face,
the officer bounds off toward the apartment, calling in to the
station, including aid for the child. Only no one could find the
little boy in question. Why? Because the nimble one had seen a pink
coat left on a porch two doors down. Slight, she could fit into
nearly anything. The arriving police blared right past her girlie
appearing self. In that was a great lesson, people only look at the
surface. From this she learned to shape shift, give them something
to see, then change into whatever else, whenever she wanted. Boy,
girl, rough, soft – her life of bobbing and weaving took shape
early, the trick of it was to keep moving.
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