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Introduction

Maxim Jakubowski

 

Another year for the Mammoth Book of Best New Erotica, and another batch of wondrous thrills, both sexual and intellectual as our roster of authors trip the light fantastic with yet more fevered imagination than ever before.

I began editing this series of anthologies in 1994 and, year after year, I keep on being surprised and amazed at how erotic writers keep on challenging assumptions and conjuring up further scenarios full of lust, love, desire, feelings, fire and ice. And, more often than not, all at the same time.

I have always believed strongly that even though the borderline between erotica and pornography is a movable one, not unlike a fine line drawn in the sand that shifts imperceptibly following every repeated assault by the ebb and flow of the waves, in these pages we have always managed to avoid the vulgarity that sometimes glorifying the senses can lead to. And I think the many readers who have followed on this journey agree with me. For, most of all, these are stories not just about enjoyment of the flesh, but featuring characters, male and female, and sometimes in between, with personalities with a complex web of relationships, however bizarre they might often appear to the untrained eye. Sex is one thing, but the human factor is as important when it comes to the heartfelt provocation of good erotic writing.

Many names will be familiar to readers of past volumes, but I am particularly proud this year that eighteen writers appear in the series for the first time, and that a growing cohort of male authors also provides evidence that sexual sensibility is not just the domain of female writers. In fact, there are seventeen such men: lest the adventurous and inquisitive among you identify them behind occasional pseudonyms and sexless initials – it’s a larger number than in the majority of previous volumes.

In addition, the geographical spread of the stories goes well beyond our customary British, American and Canadian contributors, with tales reaching us from Australia, New Zealand, Thailand, Vietnam and Italy. Had we chosen to translate stories from other languages, the book would prove even more international. For fans of alien forms of sexual expression, I can direct you to the Mammoth Book of International Erotica, which is still in print after a decade and more.

If you are new to our anthology series, I urge you to overlook any prejudices you have about erotica. Here, you will find more than crude sexual hydraulics and paper-thin characterization in the service of the sexual act; more than man meets woman and they fall into bed scenarios; there are also well-written, challenging and profoundly humane stories. Our lives are, whether we like it or not, dictated by our sexuality and the wonderful storytellers assembled between these pages will excite you, intrigue you, even make you laugh or, in some instances, cry. I hope you enjoy this latest adventure into the extreme depths of the human heart and body; this is erotica at its very best, culled from hundreds of magazines, books and publications, as well as from the Internet. Prepare for a festival of the senses!


Maxim Jakubowski






 


The Slave

Julia Morizawa

 

Scott ran his fingers through my hair and told me I was beautiful. When he said it, he looked me straight in the eyes. He wouldn’t look away until I gave him a response. I knew this, so I stared right back. I took in every detail of his eyes so I would never forget the power behind them. The color, a blue so magical, as if the ocean and the sky had blended together after a storm. The shape, deep and wide, like the comforting shelter of a mother’s womb. I took in his long, feminine lashes and his perfectly arched brows. I could see his honesty, his passion, and a mysterious history that held years of unrevealed struggle. When my observations caused an intense fluttering sensation in my stomach, I finally turned up the corners of my mouth, ever so slightly, and said, “Thank you.”

I often wished that Scott and I were the type of people who could fall in love. The type of people who weren’t afraid to do so. But to him, I was just a girl, and he was looking for a woman whom he could marry. And to me, he was just a home away from home. A comfortable set of arms that held me so much tighter than my boyfriend’s. And both of us just wanted to hold on because it was a place of stability outside of our everyday hectic and unhappy lives.

My response made him blush. He gently pulled me toward him and kissed me on the forehead. The kind of kiss a father gives to his young daughter at bedtime. Scott was sitting in his thinking chair, an antique coated in burgundy velvet that could have easily belonged in a Charlotte Brontë novel. I’m sure the chair had experienced a lot of skin. A lot of body fluids and heavy breathing. That’s why I liked it so much. It was a great piece of furniture to have sex on.

I was straddling him and my knees had begun to get sore. I adjusted my body so I was sitting in his lap, my legs dangling over one arm of the chair and my head resting against the other. I pressed my ass hard against his crotch before settling down.

“Where’s your boyfriend?” he asked.

“I don’t know.”

“He sounds like an asshole.”

I didn’t reply. My boyfriend wasn’t an asshole. In fact, no man had ever treated me better than he did. But we bored each other.

I focused my attention on a tall, thin bong centered on his dresser. It was a blood red color with Japanese letters made of silver etched in the side. I didn’t know what it said, but probably something about peace or unity. It matched the fresh red paint on the walls. It matched the red silk pillows on his bed. It matched the red beads hanging from the door frame. Everything matched. It was almost suffocating.

“What are you thinking about?” Scott interrupted my silence.

“Nothing,” I whispered.

“Don’t lie.”

I thought about it for a moment. I thought about the red, the suffocation, the way I felt with him.

“Life,” I finally concluded.

“What about it?”

“I don’t know.”

He leaned into me as if he were going to whisper something in my ear. Instead, he kissed the top part of it, then slowly ran the tip of his tongue around the outside, and eventually bit the lobe around my earring. He leaned back. I could feel his stare, could sense he was about to say something else, so I turned to face him.

“I love the way you look when you’re thinking hard about something.”

Scott and I met at a Fourth of July barbeque. I went to see some acquaintances that I hadn’t spoken to in a while. My acquaintances were Scott’s closest friends. I immediately went to the bar and he was there pouring drinks for others. He was the type of man who looked best tired and messy. I watched his light curls brush the crease in his forehead every time he looked down. I watched his pink lips purse to the side every time he searched for a specific drink on the table. I was hypnotized by those lips. They looked as if they could never tell a lie. Or never tell a joke. He glanced up and caught me watching him. He offered to pour me a drink.

“What are you having?” I asked.

“Diet Coke,” he replied. “I don’t drink alcohol.”

“Good for you. I could go for a screwdriver.”

He smiled, made me the drink, and handed it to me. When our fingers touched in the passing of the glass, the area between my thighs began to throb. We didn’t separate from each other the rest of the night. We talked about everything, from the weather, to the party, to our jobs, to politics, to God. We stood on the hillside together to watch the fireworks above the river. Once the show was over, most people left or went back down to the house for more drinks and small talk. We stayed. We lay down on an open patch of grass and shared a joint. We kept a look-out for shooting stars. The lights from the city illuminated the horizon. The shadowed blend and repetition of the trees around us faintly resembled a Warhol installment. Without the shimmering stars, the smooth, black sky could have easily been mistaken for water. Occasionally, the sound of a passing car below us or erupted laughter from the party echoed against the grass. But the sounds of our peaceful, steady breathing kept us oblivious to any disturbances. After a long, beautiful moment of silence, Scott said to me, “It was meant for us to meet here and be together tonight.”

When he said that, I couldn’t help but turn onto my side and face him. I couldn’t help but feel a sudden rush of passion flow through my body. He turned toward me as well and wrapped his arm around my waist. He slowly rubbed his warm hand up and down my back, first over my shirt, then under it. When he kissed me, it was as if all the warmth in his body had been passed over into mine. I wrapped my palm around the back of his neck to pull him in closer, to kiss him harder. His tongue felt like warm silk in my mouth. When he moved it around and under mine, it was done perfectly, as if we had choreographed the movements ahead of time. He caressed my stomach with his hand, making my muscles tense up. When we kissed harder, he grabbed my skin tightly. He slid his hand under my bra and gently cupped my breast, then massaged it, moving it any way he wanted. I kept one hand on his neck and slipped the other underneath his shirt, feeling a thin trail of fuzz just below his navel. I pinched his nipples hard between my forefinger and thumb. I knew he liked it because of the soft, airy grunts escaping from the back of his throat. He slid his other hand up the back of my skirt and squeezed my thigh, then my ass. I moved my hand from his chest to his stomach to his crotch. I could feel him hard underneath his jeans. After undoing the button and zipper of his pants, I wrapped my fist around his cock, first over his boxers, then under. As I slowly slid my fist from tip to base and back to the tip again, his breathing became heavier, his vocalizations more difficult to control. He followed my lead and pulled my underwear to the side so I could feel a cool breeze pass through to my moist skin. He pushed his fingers inside of me, first one, then two, then three. I briefly pulled my hand away to spit in my palm and used it to moisturize his cock. I began to move my wrist and arm faster and he did the same with his fingers. I could feel his pre-cum dripping into my hand, helping me keep him lubricated. Our hips danced with our hands, synchronized in motion together. Suddenly, he pulled himself out of my grasp.

“Stop, stop,” he whispered.

“Why, what happened?” I asked.

“Nothing. I just want you to come first.”

He sat up, grabbed my ankles and pulled them toward him. He lifted my skirt and slipped my underwear off and let them hang on his wrist. He spread my legs open and held onto the insides of my thighs. I closed my eyes and rested my head against the dry grass. I felt his warm, wet tongue tease my groin, then the lips of my pussy, then my clit. He started slow and gentle. My breathing became heavy and a soft moan escaped my mouth. As he began to pick up speed, he slipped his fingers back inside of me and used his other hand to pinch my nipples. As soon as I came, he reached for his wallet and found a condom. He quickly opened the packaging and slipped the rubber around his hard cock. He leaned into me but stopped and asked, “Is this what you want?” I simply nodded. I watched him penetrate me for the first time. I squeezed myself tight around him and I could tell that he liked it. He felt so good inside of me.

We spent the rest of the night on that hill together. At one point a couple of men walked by. When they spotted us they quickly mumbled an apology and left. By the time the sun was rising, we were alone. Only a few others had crashed at the party, but they were all indoors. From then on, I spent at least three nights a week with him. We never got bored.

“There’s so much going on inside of you,” he continued. “It only makes me want to know you better.”

I smiled and pressed my lips against his. “Do you have to work in the morning?” I asked.

“No, do you?”

“Yes, but I never sleep anyway.”

He reached around me to grab his pipe and stash off the window sill. I watched him carefully pack the bowl and take a hit. He gestured for me to come closer. So I did. He wrapped his mouth around mine and exhaled the smoke into my throat. I took it in and slowly released it into the room. I couldn’t help but cough a little. I watched the lines around his mouth curl as he took another hit. Sometimes he looked old. Times like these when I could tell he was tired and distracted. I was nineteen at the time. He was twelve years my senior. He still looked young and healthy, but sometimes I could see the age in him sneak to the surface. I caught a glimpse of us in the mirror and we looked beautiful together. I started to suck on his neck, but not too hard, so I wouldn’t leave marks. I pushed my tongue inside his ear and rotated it in circles. He groaned. He always loved that.

“Careful,” he warned, not meaning it.

“Why?” I tease.

“Because. You’ll make me do bad things to you.”

“That’s what I want.”

“I know it is.”

I bit his earlobe nice and hard. Hard enough to almost break skin. In retaliation, he grabbed me by the waist, lifted me off of him, and threw me back in the chair. Then he was on top. He ripped off my shirt and my pants and kissed every part of my body. He unclipped my bra and pulled it away so he could suck on my erect nipples. He pushed his fingers inside of me, but only for a moment, just to make sure I was wet. Then he stopped. He stood up and just looked at me for a moment. I smiled. He smiled. We kept our eyes locked tight on each other as he slowly stripped himself naked. He removed his jeans and his cock emerged from within, already hard. He loved not wearing underwear. He loved letting his pants hang low so the top of his pubic hair was just barely peeking out. He slowly caressed himself, teasing me, letting me watch but not touch. Then he swaggered toward me, back into the chair. This time, he straddled me and pushed in close so the tip of his cock was level with my mouth. He wrapped his hand around my neck, just tight enough to turn me on but not hurt me. I teased him with my tongue. Just barely touching the head then pulling away. Kissing it but not opening my mouth. Licking it but not sucking. He became impatient and tightened his grip around my neck. I smirked then placed one hand around his cock and the other on his ass. I pulled him in closer, letting him slide to the back of my throat. I held him in my mouth for a moment, pursing my lips tight around the base, pushing my tongue hard against the underside. Then finally, I sucked. I sucked hard, using every muscle in my mouth to tickle his nerves. He released his grip around my neck and transferred it to the back of my head, helping me make the complete movements at the desired speed. He let his head fall back, his eyes closed, and released a moan of complete satisfaction.

We liked to play games with each other. Our favorite was when he played the Master and I was his Slave. He’d call me up in the middle of the night and demand a full-body massage. If I was in the mood, which I often was, I’d make the short drive to his apartment, struggle to find parking, and enter his room at his complete service. When I’d arrive, I’d find him already in bed, lying on his stomach, completely naked. I could see the stiffness in his toned, hairless back. The relaxed muscles in his ass. The blonde hair coating the skin on his legs. I often wanted to climb on top of him right then and there. But I knew I had to be a good girl and be patient, giving him what he had called me over for first. I’d slowly climb on the foot of the bed, lightly dragging my fingernails up the backs of his calves, then his thighs. I’d let one finger gently slip between his ass and tease his hole just for a moment. Then I’d straddle his thighs and get comfortable for the work to come. We kept a bottle of vanilla body oil on the bed stand. I’d grab it and pour a perfect circle of the thick liquid in the palm of my hand. I could feel the coolness travel through my wrist and into my body, creating a tingling sensation that moistened my pussy. Then I’d rub the lotion between my hands, letting the silk sink into my pores. I could hear Scott’s breaths become shorter as he grew impatient. I’d use all my weight to dig into the dips just below his shoulder blades and rub the oil from my skin into his. I’d grab his body hard, holding as much as I could get. He was warm and soft, like clean laundry just removed from the dryer. Touching him felt like stepping into a hot tub after a long week of labor and overtime. The vanilla scent would creep into my nostrils, causing a feeling of floatation. I’d move my hands from the back of his neck down to his ass and eventually to his toes. Sometimes the massage would last for as long as half an hour, but usually, he’d want to take it elsewhere after several minutes. He’d flip over, interrupting my work.

“Get off of me! Lay down on the bed,” he’d demand.

I’d do as I was told, knowing what would be coming. He kept a line of rope wrapped loosely around one of the bed posts. He’d use it to tie my wrists together above my head and secure me to the bed. I wasn’t allowed to talk unless he gave me permission or wanted an answer to a question. I’d have to finish everything I said with, “Master.” He always removed my clothing in the same order. My socks, then my pants or skirt, followed by my shirt, which he’d leave dangling around my elbows. He’d slap his cock hard against my body – my legs, my stomach, my face. He’d remove my bra and underwear. Then he’d stand back and just look at me. I could sense him observing the wetness between my legs while he jerked off. Then he’d return to me and rub his pre-come on my nipples and my clit. He’d tease me, let me lick the tip just so I could get a taste. Then he’d begin pushing the underside of his cock against my clit. Rubbing it, massaging my pussy, but not entering me. He’d ask rhetorical questions or demand details on how much I wanted him.

“Where do you want it?” he’d ask.

“Inside of me, Master.”

“What part of you?”

“Anywhere you want to put it, Master.”

He’d ask me if he was better than other men. If he had more stamina. If he made me come faster and better. He’d demand I talk dirty to him. He’d demand I describe how I wanted him to fuck me and where. And who would be watching. Eventually, I’d say something that didn’t satisfy him.

“That’s not what I wanted to fucking hear!” he’d scream. Then he’d flip me over, my wrists still attached to the bed post. He’d grab me by the waist and force me onto my knees. He’d pull his arm back and slap my ass. He’d slap me so hard I could feel the heat soar up into my arms. And he wouldn’t stop until I apologized. I’d hold out until the pain was too much to take.

“I’m sorry, Master,” I’d cry out. “Please forgive me, I’ll do what ever you want, Master.”

“Do you promise?”

“I promise, Master.”

He’d stop the hits, but keep his hands tight around my ass, pulling my cheeks wide apart.

“I believe you,” he’d respond. “But this will teach you to be more careful next time.”

Then I could feel the head of his cock massage my asshole. He’d lubricate it first with the juices from my pussy. Then he’d slowly push inside. I’d squeeze my ass tight around it until he’d groan. Then he’d push in further, and further, and further. Until he was completely inside of me. He’d get comfortable with the motions before picking up pace. I could feel a tight, sudden pain when he’d push in too far. As his hips moved faster, I could feel his balls slapping against my ass. I braced myself against the pillow, pushing my head against the back board of the bed, grasping tightly to the rope around my wrists. Sweat would begin dripping into my eyes. My hair would cling to my neck. As he’d become rougher, I truly felt like he owned me. I truly wanted him to do anything to me. To abuse me. To use me. To hurt me. My grunts and groans would become louder and faster as the pain became harder to bear.

“Are you going to be more careful next time?” he’d ask through short breaths and erotic grunts of his own.

“Yes, Master,” would barely escape from my lips.

“What was that?”

“Yes, Master,” I’d repeat a little louder.

“I can’t hear you.”

“Yes, Master!”

“I still can’t hear you!”

“Yes! I promise to be more careful next time, Master.” Then I’d begin begging. “Please believe me, Master! Please, I beg you, please believe me!”

When my cries and pleas finally became forceful enough and honest enough for his satisfaction, he’d lean forward on top of me. He’d squeeze my tits with one hand and finger my clit with the other. Then he’d press his face against my neck, his chest against my back. I could feel his heart pounding. It beat in sync with mine. We would become one in those moments. In those moments of undeniable passion and intensity. Sometimes he would come inside of me, inside of my ass. Other times, he’d pull out at the last minute and come on my lower back. Sometimes it would spray on my neck and into my hair. When he’d finish, he’d massage his cum into my skin with his hand or cock. Then he’d lay on top of me, holding me, our breathing as one. Our bodies as one. Our spirits as one.

Scott pulled himself out of my mouth and slid his cock down my body, from my chin to my thighs. He left a thin trail of liquid on my chest, which quickly became cool once it touched the air. I was still leaning back in the chair, comfortable and secure. He gently parted my legs. I rested my heels on the edge of the cushion, knees bent, so my pussy was wide open to him. He gently massaged the insides of my thighs, then moved to my groin, then to the tiny hairs that had begun growing again on my bikini line. I felt a swarm of butterflies emerge in my stomach as he leaned in to kiss my navel. I felt energy flowing from the tips of my fingers and toes as he began to circle my clit with his thumb. My pussy tightened and I was about to lean my head back and close my eyes when I caught him staring at me. The look on his face was completely subdued, honest and reflective. Neither of us said anything. I analysed the shape of his jaw. His chin, which was perfectly smooth but pink from a recent shave. And his lips. The lips that I could not help but be attracted to since the first time I saw them.

“I love you,” he whispered.

I couldn’t help but laugh. Soft, but unexpected and rude.

“No, I mean it,” he retaliated, “I really love you.”

I smiled. He leaned in for a quick kiss. A peck, the kind a boyfriend gives his girlfriend when they’re surrounded by family. Then he removed his thumb and replaced it with his warm tongue. He played with my clit, just barely touching it. Then wrapped his lips around it, sucking, kissing, nibbling. I could feel my wetness dripping onto the chair as he began to work faster. The gentle tickle created a magnificent warmth through my body. After only a few minutes, I knew I could come, but prevented myself from doing so because I didn’t want him to stop. He knew how I liked it. He knew the best places, the best technique. He knew the right speed and the right pressure. He knew how to make me want to fuck him.

“Scott,” I mumbled through heavy breaths, “I want you inside me.”

I could hear him fumbling for a condom while he continued going down on me. I could hear him tear the wrapper with one hand and unroll it onto his cock. I could hear him moan as he pushed inside of me. My wetness lubricated his cock more than the condom. It allowed him to move inside of me smoothly, efficiently, perfectly. I pressed the heel of my left foot hard into his ass. I used the toes of my right foot to grip the skin on his side. He reached for my ankles and swung my legs over his shoulders. He never ceased the grinding of his hips. I lifted my head so I could watch us. So I could watch him fuck me. It was beautiful. He flipped me over, slowly so he wouldn’t exit my body while doing so. He bent me over the back of the chair and climbed onto it behind me. He continued thrusting and grinding. I had to brace myself against the wall. This was always my favorite position because it allowed him to enter me completely. Because I couldn’t see his face and his emotions remained a mystery to me. He fucked me harder and faster so my head repeatedly bumped into the wall. The chair against my stomach was making it more difficult to breathe. My knees began to burn and my thighs began to cramp. His grunts and gasps told me he was about to come. I waited, wondering where he would do it. Would he come into the condom and remain inside of me even after he finished? Or would he quickly pull out, rip the condom off, and come on my back? That night, I was hoping he would do the latter. But instead, he slowed down. He stopped. He pulled out. I turned my head to him.

“Did you come?” I asked.

He shook his head. Then he scooped me up in his arms and stood, holding me tightly. He carried me to the bed, as if we were newlyweds entering the hotel room we had reserved for the first night of our honeymoon. He gently laid me down on the fresh sheets. I could smell the spring scent of detergent on the pillow cases. The sheets felt cool under my body. Soft and clean, like grass after the morning dew has evaporated but the sun hasn’t yet emerged. I kept my legs spread, ready to continue. Scott re-entered my body. He lay on top of me, but held himself up so I wouldn’t be uncomfortable. He kissed my forehead, my cheeks, my chin, then eventually my lips. Even as his hips fell back into the repetitive motions of sex, he continued kissing me. We never kissed during sex. We’d bite, lick and suck, but never kiss. He didn’t pick up speed the way he normally did either. He didn’t push himself all the way in. He just continued at this comfortable, gentle pace. Then he held my hand. He locked his fingers between mine. Our sweaty palms clung together. Suddenly, I felt like I was his girl. And he was my man. A tight, threatening knot developed in the pit of my stomach. I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. It became difficult to breathe, as if I were trapped in a Manhattan subway station on a humid August afternoon. I became lightheaded and the sounds of us, of the room, started to echo. I felt like I was drowning. Suddenly, I realized what it was. In that moment, Scott was not fucking me. He was not having sex with me. He was making love to me.

Scott and I never once went on a date. We never went out together in public. We were a secret. A private, passionate combination of loneliness and erotic desires. But he was more than a fuck-buddy. He was a good friend. We had conversations that I had only dreamed of starting with my boyfriend, but knew I couldn’t. We could spend hours together in complete silence, just holding each other, and that was fine. And the sex was amazing. Physically, he satisfied me completely. He gave me what my boyfriend didn’t. He made me feel beautiful.

In that moment, I felt like I loved him. I felt like I could love him forever. I wanted to run away with him and spend the rest of my life in his arms. And I suddenly believed him. I believed that he loved me. I believed that he loved me for who I was, not just for my tits and ass. I no longer felt like a possession, a piece of meat. I felt like his body inside of mine was a true connection, not just an orgasm. And this sudden realization sent a thousand knives through me. My eyes began to water and I allowed tears to slide down the side of my face onto the pillow beneath me. I was confused. I was uncomfortable. And for the first time ever, I wanted him to stop.

For a brief moment, Scott pulled his lips away from mine and lifted his head to get some air. And with a complete lack of control, I pulled my hand away from his and slapped him hard across the face. He stopped, shocked, still inside of me. A look of utter confusion in his eyes. He couldn’t tell if I was just playing or not.

“What was that for?” he asked.

“You’re being too gentle . . . Master.”

“Maybe that’s how I want it right now.” His voice was serious. Not pretend-serious, not sexy-serious. But downright, honest-to-God serious.

“Bullshit,” I challenged. Then I slapped him again. Harder. Time stopped. I saw an infinite number of thoughts and feelings pass behind his eyes. Hurt, fear, confusion, disbelief, love, hate, passion, lust. Then anger. With a sudden force that I had never experienced before, he wrapped one hand tight around my neck and used the other to cover my mouth. He pressed down on me with the full weight of his body and pinned my thighs open with his knees. Then he fucked me. He fucked me so hard it felt like a metal baseball bat was breaking me from the inside out. He fucked me so fast that I could no longer feel the motions. All I could feel was my insides being torn, my organs being smashed, the skin lining my pussy ripping from rawness. Keeping one hand over my mouth at all times, he grabbed the hair on the top of my head and yanked so my chin hit my chest. Then he threw me back into the headboard. He leaned in to bite my neck. The pain from his teeth was unbearable. It shot through me, paralyzing, almost knocking me unconscious. I imagined Jesus being nailed to the cross. I tried to pull away but had no strength compared to his. When he leaned back again, I saw a small drop of blood on his bottom lip. I knew it was mine. Every time he banged into me, an unfamiliar and torturous cramp swallowed every nerve of my body. Never ceasing the thrusts of his hips, he let go of my hair and slapped me hard across the face. Then again, only harder. So hard that I felt a sudden pain in my eye and I realized he had knocked my contact lens out of its proper place. He was giving me what I gave him. Letting me know how it felt. Then he grabbed my neck again. My mouth was still covered, but he adjusted the positioning of his hand so it blocked my nasal passages as well. I couldn’t breathe. That’s all I could think about in that moment. I was not receiving any air. My lungs were swelling. I was crying. I was bleeding. I was bruising. I felt myself scream, but no sound escaped my throat. I thought I was going to die.

“Is this better?” he growled.

I couldn’t respond. I had no way to.

“Is it!”

I blinked my eyes rapidly, as a substitution for the nod I couldn’t give. My lungs were begging for the air they were no longer receiving. Blood was frantically pumping into my brain.

“Now listen to me closely,” he instructed in a low, threatening tone. “I’m going to come. And when I do, I’m going to release my hands, and you’re going to tell me that you love me. Do you understand?”

I blinked again. He continued ramming into me, merciless. Then his voice turned into loud moans of pleasure and excitement. His muscles tensed, his jaw clenched, as his fluids begged to be released. He quickly removed his hands from my neck and mouth and placed them on my breasts, squeezing them both roughly in his fists.

“Tell me that you love me,” he demanded through his orgasmic moans.

“I love you,” my voice was barely audible, not even a whisper.

“Louder!”

“I love you.”

“Say it again!”

“I love you!”

“Say it again!”

“I love you!” I cried out in desperation, tears streaking down my face, praying to a God I didn’t believe in to make him stop.

And he finished. He collapsed but stayed inside of me. Our bodies pulsated from the event, throbbing around each other. He cradled my head in his arms and pressed it against his own. He buried his face between the sheets and my ear. He saw my tears and gently wiped them away with his fingers. He held me like I was his child.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered into my ear.

I wanted to say “Don’t be,” or “It’s okay,” but I remained silent.

“You bring out the worst in me,” he continued.

I felt his warm body against mine. His gentle hands caressing my skin. His honesty. His pain. His love.

“I know,” I answered, “I know.”

I didn’t hear from him for a week. I expected that though. I wanted to give him some time. I wanted to give myself some time. I had spent that week contemplating the experience. Wondering why I preferred for him to hurt and violate me than to hold and love me. Why it felt so wrong for a man to be gentle. Why I couldn’t get turned on unless it was rough. I didn’t see my boyfriend at all during that week either because the bruises on my neck and between my thighs needed time to fade away in order to avoid an interrogation. So I could avoid telling the truth.

Scott finally called me on a Thursday, about 3 a.m.

“Hey, baby.” He always began our phone conversations the same way.

“Hey,” I replied.

“Did I wake you?”

“No, I was just getting ready for bed.”

After some general small talk and the sharing of our past week, he said, “We can’t do this anymore.”

“I know.”

And I did. I understood. I agreed. I had come to the realization that two negatives don’t make a positive. That it was a bad idea to have two fucked-up people taking their issues out on one another in bed.

“You don’t know the power you have over me,” he stated. Honest. Sincere.

The silence over the phone was long. But not uncomfortable. That’s how it was with us. Finally, I told him the truth.

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

Silence again. Neither of us wanted to hang up. We kept assuming the other would have the balls to do it first. And he was the one that did.

“Good night,” he said.

“Good night.”

I waited to hear the click on his end. Even then, I didn’t remove the phone from my ear until the dial tone began to beep.




 


Murder Intermezzo

O’Neil De Noux

 

While the orchestra is warming up, Germaine LeFebvre strolls into the Saenger Theatre like she’s Aphrodite, some goddess of beauty, her latest lover in tow. I feel that familiar stab in my heart. Former Miss University of New Orleans, former Miss Louisiana, first runner-up to Miss U.S.A., Germaine is also the former occupant of my bed.

Her face is striking to behold, her lips a fiery crimson, her long red hair hanging in curls. Her form-fitting, blue velvet gown, with a generous slit up the front, reveals her sleek legs as she walks languidly, like a cat. She acts as if she doesn’t notice the people staring at her, but I know her. She notices.

In her spiked high-heels, Germaine is as tall as her escort – another of her linebacker-types with broad shoulders, thick hair and a square jaw. He’s young too, probably in his twenties. Germaine is thirty-one, a good two years older than me, although she works hard to look younger. How many nights did I watch her paint up that gorgeous face until it was – angelic?

I finally exhale when she sits, three rows down, directly in front of my date. Alma Burke looks mousy in comparison, with her short brown hair and small brown eyes. She squeezes my hand as I glance at her beige outfit with its full skirt and high-neck matching blouse.

I try to keep my breathing normal but I feel the sharp pain growing in my chest again, perspiration working its way down my temples, my mouth as dry as the Sahara. It’s Germaine’s touch, that lingering agony that sweeps through me every time I see her, which happens often, too often.

New Orleans is nothing but a big small town. Everybody knows everybody. And I know Germaine, the memory of her velvety skin haunts me. Closing my eyes, I can almost feel the touch of her lips, the firmness of her body beneath me.

She wants me to forget we ever kissed.

She wants me to pretend we never met.

She rips me to pieces every time I see her, a little at a time, shredding me, digging her way to my heart to tear it out and stomp it with her high heels as she walks away.

“Are you all right?” Alma leans close to my ear.

I nod and struggle to get my breathing back to normal . . . only the sledgehammer starts pounding my brain.

Thankfully the lights dim and the mellow cords of Tchaikovsky’s Romeo and Juliet Overture swells. I blink the wetness from my eyes in time to spot Germaine turning to her date and I see her face in profile, the perky nose, the full, sensuous lips. The shooting pain in my chest grows.

Am I having a cardiac?

I struggle to my feet, the sledgehammer in my head pounding away, and stumble up the aisle to the rear of the theatre, shoving the doors, stepping into the lobby. No one at the refreshment counter pays any attention as I stagger to the men’s room. Splashing water on my face doesn’t stop the hammer or alleviate the pain in my chest, but cools me down a little. I hold on to the wash basin for support.

Slowly, the pain eases, the hammering stops and my breathing isn’t as labored.

I dry my face, straighten my tie and go back in.

Alma grabs my arm. “Are you sure you’re OK?”

I nod and pat her hand reassuringly. She squeezes my hand with both of hers as the orchestra moves through Tchaikovsky’s Capriccio Italien Opus 45. I close my eyes and try to ride the music, try to keep from thinking of Germaine’s lips, the curves of her body, the warmth of her skin. A vision of Germaine standing naked next to my bed flashes in my mind – the full breasts, light areolae, the flat stomach and neatly trimmed bush between those long legs – and my eyes snap open.

I force a smile at Alma and make myself think of the good times we’ve had recently, movies at the Palace Theatre with its stadium seating, the ballet, dinners at Commander’s Palace and Arnaud’s. Only my mind returns to Germaine, to those sensuous lips, to those legs wrapped around me like a spider and I can almost feel the soft folds of her pussy as I plunge in her, in and out, seeing fire in those cobalt blue eyes. She called out “God” when we made love and told me she loved me.

She told me that a lot, even when it was falling apart, when that far-away look came to her eyes and I could feel her drifting on a tide of boredom. The tedium of seeing me all the time was too much, she told me. She actually told me that. Those ardent blue eyes weren’t meant for the domestic life. She was a tigress, after all, and needed to hunt the jungle of New Orleans night life, instead of spending her evenings in my apartment.

Now the anger grows in my chest as I sit here, orchestra playing more Tchaikovsky – Waltz and Polonaise from Eugene Onegin. Alma continues to hold my hand as I simmer. There is only one way out of this pain. I dream of strangling Germaine, of twisting that beautiful neck, crushing her lovely larynx, wiping that look from her eyes – the look of pity she gave me when she walked out for the last time – the look she gives me whenever she sees me now, when she even bothers to see me.

Slowly, as the orchestra slides through the quiet strains of the opening of the 1812 Overture, I let my rage grow with the music, riding up and down the notes. The overture rises and plunges over the waves pulling my rage along, until the crashing cymbals echoes with the music’s climax and I’m ready. My simmering is at its boiling point.

Intermission brings up the house lights. I fight to keep my rage in check, not to show it in my eyes. I ask Alma if she’d like a refreshment.

“A glass of champagne would be nice.” She sits back with a smile.

Germaine and her lover stand and I move quickly up the aisle, ahead of them. She’ll head for the ladies room. I move that way, along the tile floor to a large marble column just beyond the ladies room. Built in the 1920s, the Saenger has nooks and crannies and all kinds of hiding places.

If I can snatch her, I’ll pull her behind this column and throttle her, end it all right here. The sweat is back, dripping down the sides of my face. A line forms outside the ladies room, snaking away from me and my pillar. Germaine, glass of champagne in hand, steps into the line and talks with a blonde woman.

It’s too damn crowded.

I’ll never snatch her like this.

I wipe the sweat from my face with the sleeve of my jacket. My heart thunders in my ears as I wait. The line moves slowly and Germaine’s lover steps next to her and she takes his arm and they turn away from the line. I move out and spot them going back into the theatre. She’ll have to come back. The line’s too long now. And it hits me. The program. She hates Bizet. A cold smile comes to my lips. She’ll wait for Carmen and go to the bathroom when it’s empty. Perfect.

I grab a glass of champagne for Alma and reach my seat just as the lights go down. The driving notes of Carmen Suite No. 1 begin, through the Interlude and I watch Germaine. When will she make her move? The Interlude rises, dancing through the score, but she doesn’t move.

She suddenly likes Bizet? All the mood swings in the music?

No. It comes to me now. She’s waiting for the Intermezzo. The infuriating Intermezzo, that brief entr’acte between the successive acts of Carmen Suite No. 1.

I lean to Alma and tell her I have to go to the men’s room as the sickly, soft music of the Intermezzo begins. I reach the aisle just as Germaine rises. I hurry, feeling the power return to my arms.

Intermezzo – a short movement separating the major sections of a musical composition. Intermezzo – a short movement separating the halves of my life. The Germaine part and the post-Germaine part.

I reach the column outside the ladies room as an elderly woman enters. Can’t go inside. Germaine won’t be alone. I peek from behind the column and she approaches, digging in her purse as she walks, her high heels tapping the tile floor.

Timing it perfectly, I come around the column, not giving her time to look at me in pity. I grab her hair, shove my hand across her mouth and pull her back around the column. She’s so light, she dangles in my arms. I feel her fists pound me as I shove her against the wall and work my hands to her throat. Those cold blue eyes are saucered in fear.

She does something I don’t expect. She smiles, then purses those perfect lips. I have her throat and she’s gasping but purses those perfect lips that glisten red, shimmering, velveteen. I lean close and our lips touch, softly, gently, my heart stammering now. And I lose the strength in my hands and let her go as I fall into the kiss, as our tongues entwine and our bodies press against one another.

Germaine pushes me until my back is against the pillar, then pulls her mouth away. We both gasp for oxygen. She looks into my eyes and opens her mouth as it moves to mine and we’re back at it, French kissing, my hands rising to her breasts to knead them, her right leg wrapping around me as I work her around to put her back to the pillar.

I grind against her, pushing my swollen cock against her, feeling her pelvis move with me. I look in her eyes again and there’s something else there, something cold and distant and she presses something hard against my chest. There’s a sudden burning in my chest. Then another sudden burn and I hear it now, a popping. She yanks away and shoves me and I can’t keep my balance. I stumble and see the silver pistol in her hand.

I look down at the burn marks on my chest and the blood seeping out. Still stumbling, I fall straight back, the back of my head bouncing on the floor. I can taste the gunpowder in my mouth now, can smell the coppery scent of blood.

A man stands with Germaine now, supporting her. He takes the pistol from her hand and I realize he’s in a light blue uniform. N.O.P.D. He’s supposed to be outside.

“His name is Roger Dalby.” Germaine gasps to the cop. “He’s been stalking me!”

The driving beat of Bizet’s Les Toréadors reverberates through the theatre. The burning in my chest ebbs and I’m filled with a coldness. My heart, like thunderclaps, like cymbals, clashes over the music and I feel that incredible heartache again and Germaine’s blurry face fades behind my tears.

I can’t focus.

The music is gone now.

I’m falling, slipping into a silence so complete I can no longer hear my heartbeat, no longer hear my labored breathing.

I keep falling.

Are my eyes open?

It’s so black.

I try to force my eyes open.

Where is the bright light you’re supposed to see when you’re dying?

There’s nothing.

But wait, there is something.

It is a light.

Am I floating towards it or is it moving to me?

Yes, it’s a light far away and getting closer.

Yes, yes, I’m moving toward the light.

Is it heaven?

Suddenly that familiar Catholic fear grips me.

Is it hell? Is it Purgatory? Will I roast for years in Purgatory?

Will I relive the evils I have done over and over again until my sins are paid for?

Or is it another Intermezzo in my life?

There’s a sudden warmth and—

While the orchestra is warming up, Germaine LeFebvre strolls into the Saenger Theatre like she’s Aphrodite, some goddess of beauty, her latest lover in tow. I feel that familiar stab in my heart . . .




 


The Shoot

D. L. King

 

“Do you mind if I touch him?”

I was working on a new body of images illustrating male submission. Yes, I know, it’s a recurring theme with me, but I do so like the appearance of the male form restrained and straining. I was looking for subjects between the ages of twenty-one and forty-five with specific characteristics and so I’d sent out a call to dominants in the international community. I explained the project and invited them to send photos if they were interested and willing to come to New York for shooting sessions.

Evidently, my reputation is such that the offer of a free print will coax people from across the globe to travel to my studio. The farthest reply was from a woman in Japan. She was planning a trip and sent the most delightful photo. Language barriers often cease to be a problem when sex and art take over. Kazuhiro was transformed by Tatsumi’s intricate rope bondage, and he will be a lovely addition to the show.

The woman, standing in my studio, shrugged her shoulders. “You have carte blanche. I’ve seen your work, that’s why we’re here.”

I ran a fingernail over his nipple and watched it react. “What’s his name?”

“Jordan.”

Jordan’s mistress was getting a signed print of her choice, in payment for today’s session. That, and first refusal of the finished prints of her boy before the show opened to the public.

“Very nice, Jordan,” I purred. Turning to his mistress, I asked if she’d brought his shaving things. She said she had and I told her to set them up on the table by the reclining barber chair. While she got everything ready, I directed Jordan to take off his sweat pants and climb into the chair. After fastening his wrists and ankles, I raised the chair to a comfortable height for his mistress.

The sweats were loose on him but there was still a mark that would show on film so I had a bit of time to kill. All in all, it wasn’t too bad; it would have been a much bigger time-waster if he’d worn jeans. Of course, I prefer to have boys arrive naked to my studio, but that can only occur in winter. Boots and a coat somehow seem out of place in the summer. I took my time, setting up the lighting.

A half hour later, we were ready to begin. “Okay,” I said. “When we communicated, you indicated you preferred to shave him dry, with talc, but I’d like you to use shaving cream today. The contrast pops so nicely in black and white, especially with the steel and mother of pearl of the straight razor.”

As she began to shave Jordan, I started shooting; close-ups of her black-gloved hand pressing down on the base of his erection and the razor flashing in the lights, medium shots of his crotch, half-shaved with her black silk-clad torso as the background, a long shot, including his face; head back, eyes closed and mouth open. I shot from a slight angle, just beyond his feet, taking in the whole scene along with the edges of the black seamless paper roll, the light stand in the corner behind his head, and black electrical cords snaking around the floor. The industrial look can sometimes be the most intimate and voyeuristic.

I could imagine the finished prints on the gallery wall. Yes, these pictures would go well with last week’s. Jordan, pale and russet, juxtaposed with the obsidian and pink of Geoffrey, I would hang them as diptychs. The two would pair so nicely for the shaving pictures.

I shot fast, as I always do. “All right, if you’re finished with the front of him, let’s have him on all fours on the table.”

His mistress released him from the chair and walked him over to the low massage table. His cock stood proud and swung from side to side as he walked. Once she had him positioned, I walked over and gently ran my hand down his back and cupped his perfectly rounded ass. Although his breathing sped a bit, to his credit, Jordan hadn’t made a sound since he’d entered my studio.

“Very nice, Jordan, arms in front of you now, on the table,” I said as I patted his bottom, giving him the clue to raise it. “That’s it, now open your legs for me,” I said, gently pushing and prodding him into the position I wanted. I ran my finger up his hard cock and pulled and stretched his balls down in back. An involuntary shudder coursed through his muscles.

“Very good, Jordan. Later, Mistress will give you a nice reward,” I whispered, as I smoothed my hands down the backs of his thighs. “Won’t that be something to look forward to?” I detected a small tensing of his muscles and a drop of pre-come slipped from the tip of his cock and splashed onto the table, between his legs.

I fastened him to the table with black leather straps just below his knees and elbows, and at his ankles and wrists. It was all about the contrast. With Geoffrey, I’d used white leather straps. What a lovely pair they’d make.

Satisfied, I asked his mistress to complete the shave with his balls and anus. Using the bristles of the shaving brush to apply the creamy soap, she swirled it again and again over his pulsing opening. Helpless to fight it any longer, he treated us to the music of his lovely, deep moan.

I finished these first shots, impressed with Jordan’s composure, and curious to see how he’d do during the strap-on shots. I always like to think ahead during a shoot. My thoughts kept bringing me back to Geoffrey.

Geoffrey’s master kept him in excellent shape, as fit as Jordan’s mistress kept him. Perhaps I’d ask to have them brought in together for one more shoot. I could see the close-up of Geoffrey’s cock entering Jordan’s delicious ass. As I said, it really is all about the contrast.




 


Tropical Temptress

Sage Vivant

 

The Caldera of Pacaya Volcano seethed and smoldered under Leeanna’s gaze. Transfixed, she stood as close to its very edge as her acrophobia would allow.

“There she is, living on the edge again,” Leo chided affectionately. He stood closer to the tour group, several feet away from her.

“You have to see this,” she said over her shoulder. She heard him approach and turned to him. “Isn’t it incredible?” she whispered.

And, of course, it was more than incredible. Brilliant streaks of pumpkin, rose and gold provided the breathtaking backdrop for the volcano’s giant caldron. It was nature flaunting its powerful beauty, defying words and surpassing human imagination.

“This view makes the sissy walk up here worth it,” she concluded, wrapping her arms around him. Surveying the tour group, she noted the outright exhaustion that permeated them. What was wrong with these people? It was a beginners’ hike, for God’s sake! Most of the travelers weren’t any older than she and Leo, so their lack of stamina seemed all the more confounding. She was the only one in the group with the energy and curiosity to peer into the caldera.

“It’s funny,” she said, half into his chest. “They’ll go home and tell people they were here, but really, they’re barely aware of what’s around them.”

“You’d climb in there if you thought you could, wouldn’t you?” Leo chuckled.

“Hell, yes!” She pulled away from him and searched his face. “Doesn’t the air here make you restless? Don’t you want to just drink everything in? Swallow it whole?”

Leo was wonderfully indulgent. She could tell he liked Guatemala so far but she also saw bewilderment in his eyes when she’d asked her semi-rhetorical question. He was always supportive of her need for adventure. He often accompanied her on treks where she knew he wasn’t fully at ease with the idea. Never stodgy but always her rock. She tilted her head to kiss him.

It was only their second day in Guatemala but some nameless hunger had snuck under her skin and into her blood immediately upon their arrival. She felt like she had a low grade fever. Her body was one big itch dying to be scratched.

“It’s stunning but you seem to need something a little more physically challenging. What do you say to a long bike ride tomorrow?” he suggested, holding her tightly in his strong arms.

“And maybe some snorkeling, if there’s time?”

A noisy bus pulled up just down the road from the clearing where the travelers clustered. Expressions ranging from relief to delight lit up faces as bodies heaved themselves off the ground to head for air-conditioned comfort.

“Oh, no! Not a bus!” Leeanna groaned. “You mean, we don’t get to walk back down?” The two of them stepped away from the volcano’s rim and toward the beleaguered tour guide.

“May we walk back?” Leeanna asked.

“It will be dark very soon and the path may not be visible,” the pretty Guatemalan woman replied in finely accented English.

“I always carry a flashlight,” Leeanna said, patting her backpack.

“You’ll need to sign a form then,” the woman replied, “to release the tour company from responsibility.”

“Is the path dangerous at night?” Leo asked.

“Oh, no. Just very dark,” the woman said over her shoulder as she walked toward the waiting bus. “Please follow and I will give you the form.”

“Leeanna, why don’t we take the bus? There’s no sense risking a walk in complete darkness. What if one of us breaks a leg or something? The idea of spending our vacation in a Guatemalan hospital isn’t what I had in mind.”

“I wasn’t planning on walking,” she grinned and dug into her backpack. “I’m going to run!” She pulled out her flashlight triumphantly.

“It’s OK, Leo. I don’t expect you to come along. But I’ve got to do something with all this energy and I think a two-mile downhill run in this clean night air will be perfect. You can take the bus and meet me at the hotel.”

She knew he didn’t like the idea. She knew they’d battle about it a few minutes longer. But she knew she’d be running down that hill soon.

She signed the form for the guide and stretched her calves as the bus revved its engine. She and Leo exchanged waves, and she let the bus get a head start.

Twilight beckoned with a mysterious urgency. She waited until she could no longer hear the bus and then closed her eyes. The air, thin but substantial, caressed her like a playful lover. The volcano hissed softly, a ceaseless reminder of its mercurial nature. She threaded her flexi-flashlight through her belt and set off on a sprint down the sloping path.

Her tight, compact body commanded that she run to unleash the tension, throw off this vaguely irritable mood that brewed inside her. But her soul demanded that she savor the restless stillness and give her surroundings her full attention. The two urges struggled for dominance, resulting in a jog that did not challenge her and forced her to experience her milieu as fleeting blurs. As she moved down the mountain, the air grew hotter and thicker, drawing sweat through her pores.

The path was certainly wide enough to present no obstacles. Darkness had suddenly descended and she felt for the button to turn on her flashlight. All was silent save for her breathing and the steady rhythm of her feet on the sandy road.

Ten minutes later, when she estimated she was halfway down the hill, she noticed what appeared to be a small fire some yards from the path. She stopped jogging immediately. The fire, mostly conspicuous for its smoke, seemed small and confined. Was it a campfire? she wondered.

And then she heard a soft cacophony of human voices. A man’s voice quietly droned one chant repeatedly in a language that did not sound like Spanish. A female voice (or was it two?) hummed and moaned in a strange, lilting harmony with the man’s chant. Leeanna moved toward the sounds.

The scent of burning wood mixed with a sweeter, spicier one that she couldn’t identify. It was some sort of herb but with a heady, hypnotic quality. None of the human sounds stopped as she ventured closer.

Finally, she was close enough to see over the lush foliage and rocks. She remembered her flashlight and shut it off quickly to avoid being noticed. The fire provided all the light she needed.

Near the fire, a tall, muscular, dark man lay on his back, wearing nothing but a modest headdress of some beads and a few small feathers. His eyes were closed as he chanted, trancelike in his concentration.

Straddling him was a buxom woman, also naked except for the same kind of headdress. She, too, was dark but not as dark as the man. Both of them were covered with a thin film of some kind of oil, which made the formidable muscles on their bodies glisten by the firelight.

The woman turned away to reach something by her side. When she faced forward again, she raised her hands to the sky and Leeanna watched thick rivulets of oil run down her forearms and trickle to her shoulders. The chanting man took hold of her breasts and massaged them with oil previously spread on their bodies. She hummed louder as he kneaded her full mammaries.

The woman brought her arms down and placed her hands on his chest. But rather than rub the oil on them into his chest, she buried them between her legs briefly, then slid her pelvis to his shiny chest, illuminated magnificently by the small, raging fire.

The woman rubbed her sex over the length and breadth of the man’s chest, sliding smoothly with the oil’s help. Still he massaged her breasts. She reached behind her and took hold of his long, thick member, curved upward in the tropical night air like a fleshy sickle.

As soon as she touched it, both of them turned to Leeanna and smiled with such an alarming mix of invitation and mischief that she froze. The woman rubbed her sex around the man’s torso with wild abandon. The look she delivered to Leeanna had a preternatural quality and Leeanna instantly felt it was her own throbbing clitoris, her own creamy labia, sliding over the muscled man’s chest.

Leeanna stumbled in her panic to flee the scene. The couple continued to stare, virtually penetrating her with their own sexual aura. She clutched her flashlight, turned it on, spun on her heel and sprinted toward the relative safety of the path.

She ran now. Enjoying her surroundings had proven an ill-fated venture and her body now screamed for release. Her legs jettisoned her forward without a trace of restraint. She was at the bottom of the hill in what seemed like seconds.

She could not halt her own crazed propulsion. She flew through the colorful streets of Guatemala City with frenzied purpose. Finally, her adrenaline dipped and she realized she needed directions. She leaned against a whitewashed building, panting and looking about like a fugitive. Around her, the city teemed with life. Her head span with it all as her labored breathing eventually returned to normal.

She made her way down the busy street, keeping her eyes open for an available taxi.

“Senorita!”

She turned toward the whiskey-voice to see a wizened Guatemalan street vendor siting behind his small table of trinkets tucked in an alcove between two buildings. There were many senoritas he might have addressed, but she knew it was she he intended to call. She walked toward him without fear, which she found curious.

He clutched some item of decoration in his hand and when she got close enough to see it, he opened his hand to display the item. She gasped in recognition. It was a headdress of beads and small feathers, like that of the oiled, copulating couple she’d seen on the path.

“You like?” He pulled the headdress across his palm, allowing it to stroke him seductively. “A woman with your power should have one of these.” He smiled knowingly at her puzzled face.

She wanted to run. Instead, she asked why she needed the beaded item.

“You have the fire! The fire men worship!” His hands trembled as he spoke. “Can you not feel it?” he asked, suddenly somber and serious. She could only stare at him mutely.

From the array of baubles spread before him, he chose one and lifted it toward her face. It was a small pendant shaped exactly like the shimmering phallus she’d seen on the chanting man. Paranoia and fear gripped her, sending a chill through her otherwise humid body. The man ran his finger up and down the miniature penis, never taking his eyes off her. Her pulse raced.

“This is your kingdom, fine lady. The hard, thick gifts of many men, each one inside you, feeding your fire—”

She fled without hearing more. She ran wildly into the middle of the street, where a taxi slammed on its brakes to avoid contact with her. After reprimanding her in Spanish, the driver agreed to take her to her hotel, which was closer than she’d hoped.

“My God! Are you all right?” Leo exclaimed upon opening the door to their bungalow.

She probably looked frightful, she realized as she fell into his protective embrace.

“What happened? Are you hurt? Did somebody attack you?” He was visibly shaken by her outburst. He’s probably blaming himself for letting me get home by myself, she thought.

A warm breeze moved about the room with a wicked sensuality. She separated herself from Leo, an action that did not feel as if she alone willed it. The windows and glass doors were wide open, curtains billowing, giving the impression that the insistent, swirling air had been impertinent enough to let itself in. It danced about the room, licking the contents, circling objects coyly before slipping on to the next. Thick, lush foliage rustled just outside, seeming to tremble in the wake of this invisible, elusive presence.

The couple stood in the doorway, immobile. She braced herself for the approach of warm air, for she instinctively knew it was headed toward her. It slithered over her body, through her clothes, caressing with feathery strokes. Her skin tingled and flushed and her knees weakened.

She was suddenly very aware of her own pussy. It twitched and pulsated, as if to remind her of something. The lips between her legs grew moist and full. Her clitoris ached to be touched. She felt her own juices threaten to run down the inside of her thighs.

She stood with her eyes closed, allowing this arousal, submitting to whatever it was that induced it.

Hot, fleshy lips brushed hers and her eyes sprang open. Leo stood before her, naked, with his clothes in a heap where he’d stood only moments before. He faced her, leaving just enough space between them to permit his lush body hair to tickle her electrified skin.

He pressed his enormous erection into her furry little mound and kissed her passionately. She was vaguely aware that he undressed her as his tongue probed the inside of her mouth.

The stealth wind did not leave the room as the couple came together. Its warmth simultaneously cooled their overheated bodies and fueled their most primal urges.

His hands covered every inch of her exposed skin in gentle, continuous strokes, over her back, arms, breasts, stomach, ass. Every new patch of skin he caressed burned hotter until she felt she might ignite like a human torch.

In all the years they had been together, she had never been so driven to have him. Their tongues wrapped and slithered around each other and she could think only of his bigness, his bountiful maleness. She wanted to consume him.

When he slipped his fingers between her legs, she called out with pleasure, throwing her head back involuntarily. His gentle and rhythmic caressing around her swollen wet clit went to her very core. Her arousal seemed to feed his; the wetter she got, the more purposeful his movements became. The sensation of her juices spreading over his busy fingers made her dizzy with lust.

She creamed into his hand, almost willing herself to deposit her gratitude there. He stroked her slowly, escalating her fever to thrilling, uncertain heights.

She moaned uncontrollably from the depths of her vocal chords as her body erupted into convulsions of ecstasy. He continued to stroke her as she came, and he held her trembling but powerful little body.

As the orgasm shook her, she realized this was only a partial release of her sexual tension. In her receptive state, something entered her, as well. Some unseen presence seeped through her skin, penetrating her mind and her spasming pussy. She welcomed it and felt a renewed hunger, an increased strength.

She looked at him like a starved animal looks at prey and pulled him toward the low, wide bed in the middle of the room. He paused at the small duffel bag he’d carried with him throughout the trip, kneeled at it to unzip it and reached inside.

She reclined on the bed as he tended to his bag. A forceful calm blended with her fiery passion and she ran her hands over her breasts and torso with sublime intent. She felt unimaginably delicious! She turned her head and noticed an unmarked bottle with a thick, golden liquid inside. Neither one of them had brought the bottle from home but she grinned as if she expected to find it there. She poured some of the oil into her palms, raised her hands to the ceiling and let it inch its way past her forearms, over her biceps. The pungent scent of sweet and spicy herbs filled the room. Where the oil touched her, she could feel the blood moving through her veins.

Leo approached, carrying a large jelly dildo with the familiar curved angle she’d seen so many times that evening. She’d known the moment she saw the man’s cock by the fire that that particular penile shape was destined to fill her, sometime, somewhere. It seemed perfectly natural for Leo to know this, too.

“Oh, yessss,” she cooed, spreading her legs to accept it.

As the dildo plunged deeply into her dripping snatch, it affected her entire pubis like the oil on her skin. Every artery, every blood vessel, every nerve ending sprang to life with an intensity she could barely withstand.

With every slippery entry, the dildo fed her its mysterious power. She threw her body toward it, wildly absorbing every shred of energy it transferred. It fired her deep pink mons and made her crave his mouth at the steamy center between her legs. He continued to pump her with the magical dildo and she concentrated on drawing his lips to her sex.

In seconds, his tongue lapped ravenously at her hot, velvet flesh, savoring the thick cream from her pussy and licking it off the dildo as he slid it in and out of her. His tongue circled her clit mercilessly, leaving her to writhe on the bed in mounting ecstasy.

When he flicked her clit so rapidly it vibrated, she exploded again, this time with long, drawn-out moans and tremors in her sex. Tiny sparks and bubbles sizzled throughout her mons area and her pussy continued to gush uncontrollably.

Leo stared at her with an awe she’d never witnessed before. His cock was nearly purple and hard as stone.

“Lay down,” she urged. “I want to make you as happy as you’ve made me.”

He complied instantly. His cock stuck up like a flagpole. She stuffed it into her mouth, gorging herself. She sucked, licked, and teased the head of it – all with an enthusiasm that bordered on manic. He was too close to his own release for her to continue. She wanted his precious jizz in her hot pussy, not her mouth.

She mounted him and began to spread the heady, scented oil over his chest. She slid her pert breasts over his chest, then followed with her labia. A hot, vibrant energy surrounded them.

Finally, she inserted his thick meat into her juicy opening. Her pussy squeezed and clutched at his cock, ravenous for him. In moments, his rod shot liquid fire into her. His cum, effusive and urgent, felt complete, like some kind of punctuation to a long, exclamatory sentence.

As they curled up in each other’s arms, reveling in release, he whispered to her.

“I bought you something else, too.”

“What is it?”

He reached toward the nightstand and returned with a small headband of beads and feathers, placing it on her head.

“This old geyser on the street told me I had to buy this for you. I wasn’t sure you’d like it.”

“Oh, no,” she purred. “It’s perfect,” she smiled and fell asleep wearing it.




 


Matching Skirt and Kneepads

Thomas Roche

 

The sun cast skyscraper shadows across the leather fair, broken at each block by great gleaming shafts of molten light. Though it wouldn’t be dark for hours, the settling sun meant that it had started to cool off a little bit, which everyone was thankful for.

Madame Iris threaded her way through the crowd leading Tess on a leash. She was taller than Tess, five-eight in bare feet and something terrifyingly greater in heels. The low heels of Tess’ combat boots left her feeling like a pet heeled in Madame Iris’s path, which she liked almost as much as the feeling of swelling, aching pain between her legs.

“Rolf! Bear! Look, Tess! It’s Rolf and Bear!” Tess didn’t remember meeting them, but then, she was very often blindfolded. Iris hugged a pair of hunky leather men, booted and jockstrapped and shirtless, one smooth and the other hairy. The contrast helped Tess understand that Rolf and Bear were, in fact, names. Probably some hippy Burner fags, Tess thought to herself with an internal eye-roll. Iris hugged them both and kissed Rolf, the smooth one (duh) on the lips, then the four of them edged into the shadow cast by a photography booth, which was not that easy. The crush of the crowd was still oppressive.

“How have you boys been? Good, I hope, all things considered?” Madame I’s lilting voice went in and out of Tess’s perception; the babble of the crowd still made it difficult to hear. Tess stood respectfully with her leash rattling softly between her tits as Madame Iris spoke with her hands. If they had been somewhere other than the street, or if Tess had been wearing her kneepads, she would have respectfully knelt at Madame Iris’s side, perhaps even cast her eyes up to her Mistress as she spoke.

As it was, though, the red mesh kneepads had simply not gone with the plaid skirt, and a fashion queen like Madame I was not about to let her slave’s outfit clash.

Tess twisted and squirmed slightly, acutely aware of the sharp pain as her clit alternately swelled and stung, deflated, swelled, hurt like hell. In an instinctive attempt to brace herself against the pain, Tess kept cinching her internal muscles, which didn’t help at all.

Rolf and Bear were huddled close to the Mistress, laughing and talking as if Tess wasn’t there, which either offended her or turned her on, depending on whether her clit was more in a swelling-with-pleasure moment or more on an ow-that-hurts moment.

Tess tried to let her mind wander; Rolf certainly had awfully nice pectorals, and that was a hell of a piercing. What the fuck did that tattoo on his left tit say? Was that . . . “Bitch Slut?”

” . . . that’s what I was telling my slave Tess just now,” said Madame Iris, her voice raising as she glanced back at Tess. “Her snatch is off limits, so she’s just going to have to lick more pussy!” The three shared a beer-and-a-half laugh, from which came a tittering “She doesn’t already?” which might have been amusing except that all Tess could think was: “Snatch?!?”

Surely this was the influence of the two male homosexuals, she mused to herself. “Actually, she’s been telling me she might want to do the other thing,” said Madame Iris.

Rolf and Bear both feigned shock and dismay. Rolf, whom Tess had already decided was impossibly cute, almost lost her when he laughed: “Tell me she’s not bisexual – those people are fucking crazy!” which caused Madame Iris to punch him very, very hard on the arm and damn, that lady could punch.

Rolf put up his hands in defense and said wryly, “Speaking for my tribe here!” which made awful things happen under Tess’ skirt while she chewed on that one.

By the time the three had put their heads together and were whispering, Tess was in extreme pain and amazingly hot. Before she knew it, Madame Iris had handed her leash to Rolf, who gave her the kind of bedroom eyes that only a gay man could get away with, which didn’t help the sharp swelling sensation in her skirt. Madame I disappeared into the long slit between the curtains at the back of the tent.

“Hello, Tess,” said Rolf in a lascivious purr. “I don’t believe we’ve been properly introduced.”

Tess curtseyed, something she still did with phenomenal awkwardness despite hours of training at Madame I’s hands. The combat boots didn’t help. “Pleased to meet you, sir.”

Madame Iris poked her head out and hissed: “Psst! Arty’s done for the day. He says we can use it. Twenty minutes, OK?”

“Oh, honey, give me ten,” said Rolf, his eyes lingering over Tess just long enough to make her shiver before he turned and kissed Bear deeply.

“Come on!” hissed Madame Iris. “We’re on the clock, bitch!”

The leashed Tess obediently followed Rolf into the tent, not that she had much choice. Bear brought up the rear, and Tess was surprised to feel a firm pinch on her ass. Two things happened: first she felt a surge of outrage in her chest; an instant later, it turned warm and went dribbling down into her aching sex, as she understood, as she always did an instant after her outrage, that she no longer got to decide if her ass got pinched, or for that matter fucked. Or, perhaps even more to the point, if her sex got pierced.

Which made her remember even more acutely that she no longer had that authority, as her clit swelled rapidly and the dull ache turned sharp, midway between the very edge of pleasure and way more than she could stand.

Tess found herself in a white-draped chamber built out of translucent fabric, the shadows of partiers milling about just beyond still as visible as the sounds of their mostly obscene conversations were audible, as the mingled scent of their bodies was smellable. Punishingly hot, the fabric room was lined with ticking, cooling photofloods and had a camera tripod without a camera. The fabric that formed the sides was tied very tight. There was a small garbage can stuffed to overflowing with crumpled paper towels. Some friend of Madame Iris’ had been shooting extremely naughty pictures in here.

The fabric chamber was furnished with a makeshift couch, foam rubber, Ikea-style, the kind that wasn’t very comfortable but could still hold three people, especially if one of them was willing to sit in the big hairy one’s lap, as Madame Iris did now while she accepted the leash back from Rolf.

“Well?” she asked, green eyes bright as she looked up at the faintly trembling Tess. “Show them.”

Tess took a deep breath.

She obediently brought her slim hands to the hem of her skirt and gathered it, planting her feet just far enough apart that she could lean back and expose her sex.

A wicked smile on his face, Rolf leaned forward, close enough that she could feel his warm breath on her shaved sex.

“My, my, my,” he said. “That is fresh.” He reached out as if to touch her pussy, but instead petting her thighs gently. A hot wave went through her, and her clit really began to hurt for a second; then the sharp hurt went away and all she could feel was the surrender of letting it feel good despite everything. She closed her eyes, breathing slowly. Rolf slipped his hand between her legs and tenderly petted her cheeks, her upper thighs. She gritted her teeth to suppress a moan when he began to caress her lips.

“Shouldn’t it be bandaged?”

“Not any more,” said Madame Iris. “They came off this morning. See the tape marks?”

“Ooooh, I hate that,” sighed Rolf, leaning very close, so close Tess thought he was going to lick her pussy. She had already begun to moisten to the idea when Madame Iris said, “Tess, give me your backpack.”

The swaying Tess shrugged off her leather backpack, in which she’d been carting around the Madame’s makeup and secret purchases all day. She knew the secrets were probably nasty little toys with which Madame would make her plaything’s life very, very interesting in the days and weeks to come. She was right, but her timeline was a little off.

As she perched there in Bear’s lap, Madame Iris unzipped the bag and pulled out an immaculate pair of tartan kneepads. The cool smirk Madame Iris gave her was coupled with the smoldering stare, because both Mistress and toy knew that Tess no longer needed to clash to be a dirty little cocksucker. Had she lucked into an exact match, or was this a custom job she just happened to be picking up at the fair? Either way, it was an impressive bit of fashion manipulation.

“A gift for my plaything,” said Madame Iris, her smile broadening. “Who, Rolf, is your own personal Hoover for the next—” she glanced at the elegant silver watch on her slim wrist “—seventeen minutes. Go!”

She handed the kneepads to Rolf. He accepted them gratefully and broke the plastic thingie that fastened them together; he selected one, stretched it and leaned forward again, his breath warm on Tess.

“May I, sir?” said Tess, gesturing toward his shoulder.

“Please,” he murmured, and she steadied herself with her hand on Rolf’s big brawny shoulder as she lifted her booted foot to his knee and let him slide the kneepad over it. As he slid it up past the top of her boots and then over her pink seamed stockings, almost to the little plaid bows that matched her skirt – and now her kneepads – so exactly, Rolf bent down and kissed Tess’s thigh, his skilled tongue swirling a circle that went from gentle to insistent before he’d secured the kneepad around her knee.

Tess swooned. He caressed the back of her calf a little between combat boot and kneepad, then slapped it lightly. Tess obediently lowered her foot and brought up the other one. Her left thigh got the same treatment, but Rolf lingered a bit more on her calf, bending to kiss that, which made her go all liquid before he let her lower her foot. Tess was losing it; the pain had started to go away, she suspected because her endorphins were soaring.

The second Tess’ foot was down, Madame Iris pulled the leash firmly, and Tess was down, too, legs spread and face inches from Rolf’s good-sized cock, which he’d slipped out of his jock strap in the split second when Tess was between standing and kneeling.

Madame Iris kept pulling steadily, gathering the leash around her hand in the way one might for an errant dog, reeling Tess in until the slut put her lips on the glistening head of Rolf’s cock. He had been in the sun all day and the heady scent of it had been a bit much for her in the instant before she put his cock in her mouth. But in the instant after it, she let everything go away, and the smell of his cock became like an elixir, as the taste of his already leaking pre-come got her drunk faster than a concession booth packed with $8 beer. She began to suck his cock.

Rolf’s fingers caressed Tess’s face as she bobbed up and down on his cock, his shaft parting her lips wide, for it was a fatty. The feeling of cock laid fully against her tongue was something she had missed in recent months; Madame Iris’ strap-on was a very satisfying alternative, but hazelnut and toasted almond, as Madame Iris often observed on related but different matters, were never quite the same.
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