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  Introduction




  Sonia Florens




  What do women want in their deepest, darkest dreams?




  This book will give you a few clues. And you might be surprised at some of the answers. The world has moved on since Nancy Friday’s groundbreaking Secret Garden; and women’s

  fantasies have moved on, too.




  Women fantasize about all sorts of things. Many start with the familiar – going shopping, having lunch with a friend, sitting at your desk at work on a dull day – and one tiny change

  will suddenly spin life into the exotic. In It’s All in the Mind, a hen night with your girlfriends turns into seduction by a sexy stranger. The simple act of making breakfast, in

  Breakfast With Tiffany, showcases the erotic potential of food. Visiting a good friend for the weekend, in Lessons Learned, turns into erotic revelation.




  Some themes are exactly what men might expect: women thinking about sex with a powerful man such as their tutor (Poetic Licentiousness) or their boss (A Holiday Treat). Thinking

  about how to spice up a jaded marriage (Butterfield 8 for 5), having sex with a stranger (The Watcher) and initiation into new and perhaps forbidden pleasures are also common

  women’s fantasies.




  The taboo or forbidden plays its part. Women fantasize about different sorts of couplings – making your husband watch you have sex with his best friend, as in Cuckold Heaven,

  letting your boyfriend and his best friend pleasure you, as in Jessie’s Girl, or even watching your boyfriend have sex with his best (male) friend, as in Three-Way Play.

  Women think about their female friends, their colleagues and bosses, and wonder: what would it be like to seduce or be seduced by them? Find out, in Thursdays at McKinney’s. Or

  maybe they’d take it a step further and try a threesome, as in Happy Birthday, Mr President. Some take it further still, into areas they might not explore in real life but fascinate

  them in fantasy, such as S&M in Puppet and fetishes in Tell-Tale Toes.




  Power play is another common theme. There’s the man who tells you what to do, in Dirty Girl: perhaps because more women are working in senior positions and supervising staff, being

  told what to do by a man becomes an erotic possibility instead of something to fight against. Then there’s seeing the power you can have over someone else, in At the Window as He

  Watches – though who’s the one who really has the power, there?




  Women fantasize about sex at work – with a colleague, a customer, a friend, the gorgeous hunk who makes your heart turn over. They think about sex at parties: strangers can turn into

  lovers, and maybe after a drink or two you’ll hear a friend whisper something you didn’t expect or show you a secret side you’d only ever dreamed about. They think about sex when

  they’re driving in a car, or riding on a bus or train: perhaps the modern equivalent of being swept away by a muscular man on horseback (and who hasn’t fantasized about the knight on

  the white charger, and wondered what exactly is under that armour?). They think about sex and shopping – check out Skirts and Shoes. And technology definitely isn’t a male

  preserve any more – Toothin’ It is as up-to-date as it gets!




  Some see their sexual fantasies in the form of a movie, as in Unicorn’s Ravine. Others are well aware that there’s a huge gap between their real lives and their imaginations,

  and they know exactly what flicks the erotic switch:




  

    

      When it comes to real-life sex, I’m about as straight-laced as my Minister’s untied running shoes. But when it comes to fantasy sex, I’m a girl gone wild!

      I see a guy or gal that turns me on, and right away he or she becomes a character in one of my wicked sexual imaginings.




      Work is Play (Karen – Albuquerque, USA)


    


  




  I’ve spoken to women throughout the UK, Europe, the USA, Canada, Australia and beyond. They gave me glimpses of their deepest fantasies – and, after a little persuasion, wrote them

  down for me in the form of a story. Some may surprise you, some may make you laugh – women definitely like their sex spiced with a dash of humour – and some may shock you. But

  within these pages you’ll find women like you and me, you’ll eavesdrop on their dreams – and maybe see some of your own reflected in their imagination.




  Sonia Florens




  







  Him, at My Feet




  Ann (Hartford, USA)




  When I’m online, men tell me I’m a rare gem, that there aren’t many like me. They tell me they wish their wives and girlfriends were like me. They wish

  they’d take the reins like I do.




  These men give me too much credit. I’m just like them, a pretender who’s only as real as they believe me to be. I might be curious and adventuresome, haughty and fierce, but

  I’m a pretender all the same. Oh, I want this, this desire to be on top and in charge. I want to act on these fantasies of mine, but if the online world has taught me anything, it’s

  that the number of submissive men waiting for someone like me in real life makes for a daunting and overwhelming prospect.




  But I do wish I had a willing man, a naked willing guy who would fall to his knees when I snap my fingers. He’d find me astonishing as I stand before him, dressed in black – sheer,

  dark hosiery offset by severe heels, black panties, and a waist cincher. I’d leave my breasts exposed to tantalize him with promises of either reward or punishment, either of which hinge

  entirely on his ability to concede to my whim.




  With his hands clasped behind his back, he’d use his teeth to pull down my panties. Oh, it wouldn’t be easy, you know. My panties aren’t just going to slide off my hips as if

  by magic. If anything, they’ll hug my hips and they’ll resist abdication. He’ll have to work at it, tugging at the waistband, pulling at the crotch, manoeuvring to set free that

  which he longs to worship.




  And once he does, once my panties are at my feet and I step from them, he’ll be there, at my feet, ready to ply his tongue to the patent leather that covers my feet. That’s where he

  begins his pursuit of me, at my feet, and what begins with a tentative kiss progresses to that full tongue licking that makes me hot.




  Think about it: a naked man at my feet, crouched down so tightly on all fours, he’s in like a foetal position on knees and elbows. His protruding, rounded butt entices me as he faces my

  feet. I can’t see the look on his face, but when he commences to shine my shoes, the little grunts and groans of abasing pleasure that rise from him tell me he’s thrilled to follow my

  command. The more he licks, the more he slobbers, and the wet noises that issue from him remind me of sloppy sex. I wonder if his cock drips from the lust he feels.




  I don’t have to wonder whether his cock is hard, however. I know it is. It always is when he’s at my feet. In the deepest of my fantasies, his cock’s trained to stay hard in my

  presence. It never loses sight of its reverence for me. But the man attached to that appendage is more human and in his desirous haste, he forgets his place easily. He starts for my ankle, kissing

  and caressing it with lips and tongue – without my permission to proceed. He takes a liberty I haven’t granted.




  Without hesitation, I raise my crop and lay the full brunt of his misdeed across that rounded rump of his. It’s a harsh smack and he answers it with a startled moan. His body quivers

  – not just his ass but his whole body, as if the impact resonates throughout him. It’s not the surprise of the crop upon his ass alone that makes him cower like a timid mouse, nor is it

  just the pain. It’s the knowledge that he’s done something to warrant the crop, something wrong.




  Before he can surmise his mis-step, I speak.




  “Did I give you permission to kiss my ankle, slave?”




  He shudders at the sound of my voice, at my bark. “No, ma’am.” At least he’s able to eke that admission out.




  “Then what were you doing at my ankle? Answer me!”




  “I–I – don’t know.”




  “Start again and don’t you dare leave the leather of my shoe until I tell you to. Understood?”




  He grunts affirmatively and, as his tongue touches my patent leather once more, I ply the stinging crop to his backside again, just for good measure.




  “Don’t try anything slight,” I tell him. “If I so much as get a hint that you’re sabotaging my intentions just to get a beating with this crop, this scene will end

  faster than you can say ‘I’m a worm.’ Got that?”




  His head nods as he slathers my shoes anew.




  Oh, I’ve played this scene out in my head so many times, but that’s how fantasy works, isn’t it? You get an idea and you dwell on it, each time building into it new details,

  new twists and turns. You yearn for its realization and your longing grows each time you visit these thoughts. Fantasy – it snowballs on itself, doesn’t it?




  At this point, I let him work on my shoes for so long that the entire matter becomes tiring for him and tiresome for me. But it’s best that way because, no matter how dull it might seem, I

  know he’s learned his lesson. He’s learned not to move without my explicit direction. He’s learned he’s to do things at my behest, not at the behest of his cock or his

  desire. He’s learned this is all about me and that he’s an afterthought. Or better yet, a tool. A tool for my pleasure.




  When I finally allow him to stop, he’s panting. I suspect his diligence has left his throat dry, but I don’t have time to show him mercy. Being nice is the last thing on my mind.

  Reinforcing the message is first and foremost.




  “Do you understand now that you’re not to take it upon yourself to make decisions about what your tongue should be doing?”




  “Yes, ma’am.”




  “And who should decide how you employ your tongue?”




  “You should, ma’am.”




  “Good. See to it that you remember this lesson well. Forget yourself often enough and I’ll look for another slave to serve me. That wouldn’t be hard to do, would it? After all,

  your type’s a dime a dozen and I bet I could even find one who wouldn’t think to forget himself.”




  He’s quivering and moaning again. Threats do that, you know, no matter how hollow they may actually be.




  I extend my left leg before him and tell him that he can kiss my ankle. I instruct him to slowly work his way up my leg.




  “But you’re to stop at the lace of my thigh-high stocking, slave. Go further without my permission and you’ll run the risk of being dismissed from my sight.”




  These words are harsh but I know they’re part of his fantasy, part of his desire to be treated roughly, punitively, perhaps even cruelly. He moans at what I tell him and again when his

  lips first touch my ankle, yet he adheres to my instructions. Slowly he kisses his way up my leg, savoring each spot as if that one spot of hosiery is the center of his existence, as if he lingers

  there long enough, he’ll feel skin through the nylon barrier.




  Barriers. That’s what this scene is all about – creating barriers to his pleasure while slowly opening the gates to mine. Denying him is such an arousing, hot way to gift myself.

  Watching him work so conscientiously when I know his dick would like nothing better than to force me down and plough into me – having that level of control is sheer diabolical pleasure.




  His lips reach just past my knee. He has risen up from the floor, and, still kneeling, has almost wrapped himself around my leg. His hands, long tired of being behind his back, embrace each side

  of my leg as he straddles it to reach beyond the curve of my knee, to reach towards that sacred place at which he longs to worship. Yes, my cunt is a place of worship to him and no matter how

  vulgar mere words might make it sound to others, to him it will always be a shrine.




  He strains forwards to close in on the border of my stockings. Tempted, I raise my foot and press it into his cock. Hard resistance meets my foot and, as I press harder and rub rougher, I can

  feel the skin of his cock roll over its erection. The sensation makes him moan and he pulls ever so slightly away from me, lost in the intensity of feeling my foot against his hardness.




  “Like that, slut?” I ask him.




  He pants affirmatively, slack-jawed, eyes fuzzy with lust.




  “Just how much do you like it, hm?”




  I expect him to mouth something worshipful or meek, but words fail him completely. His cock, however, doesn’t. And next thing I know, I feel it humping my leg. He is humping me

  – like a dog and with a lolling tongue, no less!




  “Beast!”




  I push him from me and grab him by the hair. I push against his chest and attempt to wrestle him to the ground. It’s a messy affair, full of stumbling uncertainty on his part and

  inexperience on mine, but I get him there. I get him on his back. Quickly, I straddle him, planting my lap firmly over his cock. Oh, I’m not going to fuck him. I have no intention of enjoying

  the thick penetration he’s capable of at this moment, but I do want him to feel my wet luscious cunt lips against his firm erection. I want him to feel what he’s not getting. I want to

  taunt him.




  “Hump me like an animal, will you!” I castigate. “Always the dog, aren’t you?”




  I don’t wait for an answer as I grab my forgotten panties from the floor.




  “I bet you could smell me when you kissed my thigh, couldn’t you? That’s why you couldn’t answer me in words, isn’t it? Because of my smell. It’s my smell you

  like.”




  “Your perfume,” he offers worshipfully.




  “Perfume, schmerfume,” I counter. “You like cunt, pure and simple, don’t you?”




  He stammers a “yes” while I find the inside crotch of my panties and bring it to his nose.




  “It’s this you like, isn’t it?”




  He barely has a chance to inhale before I mash it into his face. I can only pretend to smother him with this bit of well-worn, well-scented fabric, but I do overwhelm him with my force and

  cunning, and my effort leaves him gasping and panting as if I had actually robbed him of air. He tries to rise, but I push him down with as much force as I can muster. I grab the crop and, reaching

  behind with it, slap whatever thigh muscle I can find as fiercely as possible. The slaps are sharp, as staccato as little firecrackers, but as I apply the crop, I focus on words so castigating they

  have their own smarting slaps.




  “This is what you like,” I repeat myself. “Cunt smell.”




  It’s an insult to him, this observant worshipper of mine, to call his place of worship a cunt, but I love to thwart him. I love to push the sacred into the profane while the crop stings

  red and painful.




  “Yes!” he admits. “Yes! That’s what I like.”




  He trembles as he admits his coarse desire. Which makes me smile. I feel like a wily fox that’s outwitted the rooster and expelled him from the henhouse. But it’s premature to gloat;

  I’ve yet to catch the chicken.




  I cast aside the crop and pull my panties over his head, roughly, swiftly, leaving the “perfumed” crotch at his nose. One hole of one pant leg allows him to see while the other

  dangles from his chin. He looks ridiculous and a soft laugh from me is all it takes to make him blush, humiliated.




  I climb off of him and, taking my crop, return to my chair. I spread my legs as he rises to kneel before me.




  “This is what you want?”




  I point to my cunt with the crop. He nods, weak, submissive, and conquered.




  “This is what you want?” I repeat as I use the crop to play with myself. I rub its flat bat over my clit, use it to spread wide my generous labia. I use it to toy with myself until I

  gleam. And, finally, slowly, I insert the handle into my hole.




  His pantied face watches me. Slowly, I masturbate with the handle and a finger from my free hand to my clit. It feels delicious.




  I moan and suggest, “Maybe I don’t need you. This feels so good that maybe I just don’t need you.”




  That’s when he breaks and literally begs me for the opportunity to please me.




  “Please, no! Please let me serve you. Let me taste you and bring you pleasure.”




  His words form common cliches. They’re what every hopeful submissive says, online or off. But here, in my fantasy, my panty-compromised slave speaks them in desperate sincerity. He longs

  for access, for permission, and whatever I grant him will be his bliss. He won’t care if, as portrayed in countless female domination fantasies, he never gets to fuck me. He won’t care

  if I never suck his cock. Those typical male fantasies don’t have a place in his desperation. The only thing he’s focused on is whether I’ll permit him or deny him.




  “Please allow me, ma’am.”




  He’s whimpering as he speaks. He looks sad and near defeat, like a mama’s boy who’s been scolded into staying away from the cookie jar yet clinging to one string of hope, one

  final chance at a cookie. It’s delicious and it’s my teasing that puts him there.




  If I were a greater woman, I’d keep him there all day, hanging onto my every move for the slightest permission, but my lust weakens me and makes me impatient. I beckon him to me. I remove

  the crop from my wet depth and make him lick it clean.




  “Do you think you can lick me as good?”




  The taste of my juice upon his tongue makes him speechless. He can only nod.




  “Then I want your tongue on my clit. Make sure it keeps to its target. No wandering. And put your hands behind your back.”




  It’s difficult for him to balance himself, to perch his tongue on my clit while placing his hands behind his back. He bobbles back and forth on his knees, struggling to find his balance,

  but as he finds his footing, he leans forward and his tongue touches me at last. That first touch is electric and I’m almost instantly delirious, it feels so good. I lose myself in the

  sensations he imparts as he presses, strokes, and laps at me.




  He sucks lightly every now and again, so sweetly that I deem him diligent, proficient, and worthy. I won’t ever need to send him away; I won’t want to. My cunt agrees; it

  tightens and throbs, responding to every flick of his tongue, every circle he makes, every grab and release of his little sucks and nips. Yet it’s not enough. My cunt yawns and begs to be

  filled. I want him in me.




  “Your tongue,” I whisper. “Fuck me with it.”




  As he shifts lower, I reach for my clit. Wet with his spit, it lurches under my finger and, as he enters me, my cunt clutches at his tongue. His tongue works in concert with my finger and

  although the tightening within tells me I won’t have long to wait, I want still more. I am greedy with lust.




  “Stroke yourself,” I decide. “And be a pig about it.”




  Together, we masturbate in mutual raunch. My hand and his tongue curries me while he pulls and strokes on his cock. We utter sounds of sex gone wild; we’re lost in our realm of commands

  and compliance, and as I near my own orgasm, my mind runs wild with images: of his cock, bound tight; of a dildo anchored in his mouth and me riding it, hard; of caning him while he beats off; of

  locking his dick away and denying it any freedom for days on end, of that rounded rump of his awaiting the approach of my strapped-on dick. They’re mad thoughts, formed in lust. They’re

  ideas and intentions, bold and brilliant.




  They’re my greed let loose. I want to tease him and use him and deny him, and these raw desires drive me right over the edge. Orgasm seizes me and rips through me, strong enough to leave

  me weak and breathless, limp.




  But I’m not so out of it that I fail to hear him nearing. He’s working his cock fast now, panting with every stroke. A huge groan tells me he’s there, then little whimpers of

  “oh my, oh my” escape his lips as he spills his seed at my feet.




  I make my final gestures of decadence when I examine the little white puddle that lies thick at my feet, then command him to put his nose in his come, leaving him abased one last time as my

  fantasy fades and my mundane reality returns.




  Yes, this is my fantasy, to demand his compliance, to command my pleasure. It fuels me when I touch myself and it never fails to satisfy me. But over time, it has grown stronger and with it, my

  need has grown great, insistent. It’s a powerful potion and I suspect that someday soon I’ll overcome my hesitance. Someday soon, I’ll act on this fantasy and answer my needs for

  real. It scares me, but I tell myself the same single word each time, after I come: Courage. Because that’s what it takes to realize your dreams. Courage. No matter how wild those dreams may

  seem, no matter how long it’s taken me to embrace them.




  







  Breakfast with Tiffany




  Madeline (Toronto, Canada)




  Lust has a hundred aromas and a thousand flavours. Whether my lovers are men or women, it’s the savory tastes of their bodies that I recall with the greatest pleasure. My

  open mouth passes over heated skin, vacuuming its bouquet. My tongue relishes the sweet-salt of sweat, lapped from intimate creases. I dote on the spicy saliva I suck from beneath an amorous

  tongue. The slippery, slightly lemony musk that oozes from the labyrinthine folds of an excited vagina delights me. When a man anoints my mouth with the hot wet cream-and-leather proof of his

  passion, I am transported.




  Perhaps it is strange then, that in my fantasies, I dwell more on my lovers’ oral pleasures than on my own. My favourite mental accompaniment to my solitary play is an appetizing little

  scene I call, “Breakfast with Tiffany.”




  “Tiffany” is a composite of every slender young blonde I’ve ever lusted after. She’s somewhere in her late twenties, with vanilla skin and enormous, creamy-lidded,

  espresso-brown eyes. Her lips are raspberry cream; her nipples cones of milk chocolate.




  My fantasy starts with me laying a table for breakfast. I set out a dish of thick sweet cream that I’ve whipped to stiff peaks and a bowl of fresh fruit. It is very important that the

  fruit be perfect, without a single blemish, and arranged aesthetically. Setting the table is an act of seduction. My selection is always the same – two large thick, definitely phallic,

  bananas that are a few days away from being ripe – a pair of Jaffa oranges that mimic the shape and size of Tiffany’s tender breasts – a bunch of big black seedless hothouse

  grapes and one glorious peach that is juicy-soft to the touch but not squishy – just past “ripe”.




  The fruit knife is silver, inlaid with gold. There are no napkins or fingerbowls. If either is needed, my tongue and mouth are ready to serve.




  With the table prepared, I sit to one side and wait. What I am wearing doesn’t matter much. Sometimes I imagine it’s a short satin slip, sometimes a tailored shirt or perhaps the

  tops of a pair of pajamas. Usually, I don’t even think about what I have on. I might as well be invisible, except to Tiffany. The fantasy is about her, not me. When, in the fantasy, she looks

  at me, I’m seeing her looking, not what she sees.




  When Tiffany comes down from upstairs she’s perfectly made up, cotton-candy hair artfully tousled, wearing a tiny white lace bed jacket that frosts her slender arms like a dusting of icing

  sugar. Sometimes she has mules on her feet, sometimes not. I tried imagining hose on her legs once but they didn’t add to my pleasure so I don’t bother any more.




  She ignores me, but not from haughtiness. Tiffany is enraptured by the banquet I’ve spread for her. With her butter-smooth little bottom perched on the edge of a delicate cafe chair, she

  gorges her eyes on the feast that awaits her. Her mouth waters. I can’t see that it does but we have perfect empathy. I can taste the saliva that pools in her mouth.




  A willowy arm reaches out. Her elegant hand hovers above an orange, over a banana, close to the peach. It is as if her fingertips test the textures of skins and rinds without actually making

  contact. She traces each fruit’s contours with air-caresses.




  I hold my breath. Which of my offerings will she choose first?




  When she makes her selection, her hand moves with predatory speed. She snatches up an orange. With the fruit nestled securely in her left hand, she takes up the knife and bisects it with one

  deep swift slash. One half falls to the table. She strikes again, and again, criss-crossing the pulpy interior of the other half with a dozen precise cuts. Juice, the orange’s blood, wells

  up. The lacerated hemisphere is lifted to her breast. Tiffany squeezes. Pale sweet droplets fall in a slow steady stream, exactly onto her left nipple. She shivers. The juice is chill.




  Her left hand bears the other half orange to her mouth. Her face transforms. Tender calm dissolves into ravenous ferocity. Her lips curl back from tiny white teeth. Almost snarling, she tears

  into the succulence. Slurping, sucking, devouring, Tiffany gobbles shamelessly. Pulp smears her lips and chin. Juice flows.




  And yet, even as she falls on one half of the fruit like a rapacious beast, her other hand continues its slow controlled squeezing of the other half. Orange juice drips from her left nipple. My

  thirsty eyes follow its descent. Drops splatter a creamy thigh. Tiffany lifts her knee until her heel rests on the cross-bar of her chair. With her leg angled thus, the sticky fluid runs down into

  the crease of her groin.




  I groan in anticipation.




  Half the orange is reduced to gnawed pith. The other half is concave from losing juice. Tiffany arches back and clamps the hollowed half over her breast. Her hand revolves it, pressing it as one

  might on an old-fashioned juicer, with her nipple the spike that impales it. Like some sort of fruit-sadist, she grinds and compresses. Little translucent juice-sacs smear her delicate skin.




  I half-rise, thinking to nibble those tiny nectar-filled gobbets off her loveliness, one at a time, but subside. There is a full bowl of fruit. My darling has sampled but one, so far.




  Her hands open. Ruined orange-halves fall to the floor, discarded. Tiffany’s avid eyes are on the peach. I am that peach. I lie in my bowl, almost over-ripe, almost trembling with

  anticipation. How will Tiffany choose to consume me? Will I be ripped asunder and gulped down? Or?




  One finger strokes, savouring the texture of delicate fuzz. The peach is cupped and lifted on a palm. Tiffany takes up her cruel knife. Its gleaming blade rests on the peach’s skin too

  lightly to indent it. Her wrist lifts, angling the cutting edge. Slowly, with a surgeon’s precision, Tiffany slices. Flesh parts. The incision is fine and deep, running a third of the

  peach’s circumference. She prepares to cut again. The blade slithers through fruit-flesh, mostly parallel to her first cut but meeting it at the top and at the bottom. The twin points

  of the knife lever the new-moon sliver free and discard it. A once-perfect fruit is now slotted but is not marred. It is as if peaches were meant to wear thin tight smiles, displaying hints

  of the yellow wetness of their lush interiors.




  Tiffany cradles her fruit in both palms. The nails of her thumbs rest in the wound. They press, move, press again. She is turning the raw edges of the cut inwards, creating lips for it. From

  time to time, as she works, she looks down into her lap. I understand. She is a sculptress. The fleshy slit that nestles between her thighs is her model. She is transforming the lush fruit into an

  effigy of her own, more luscious, sex.




  Edible. I mouth the word, tasting it, tasting the peach, tasting the flesh. Succulence. The true meaning of that word is revealed to me.




  Tiffany glances my way with naughtiness sparkling in her eyes. I understand. She is telling me, “This is for you.”




  Holding the peach in her left hand, Tiffany scoops cream from the bowl with the forefinger of her right. She smoothes it into the slot, leaving a dab at its apex. I recognize the image. When

  clever fingers tease me until my sex weeps and gapes, its lips ripe and plum-purple, and those fingers stoke the urgent hunger between my thighs until only ferocious abuse will serve to sate it,

  and those fingers fold into vicious spikes that plunder me deep and hard and fast, they whip my clear dew into a thick white froth. So it is with Tiffany, for she is me and I am her.




  She is showing me my, our, sex, as it is when most avid – in that excruciating nanosecond when climax is inevitable but not yet achieved. It is Tiffany’s sadistic practice, when she

  has driven me to that peak of expectation, to pause, withdraw her fingers and slurp up the ambrosia I have leaked, suspending me in a delirium of desire.




  Tiffany is reminding me.




  Twisted on her seat so that she can maintain avid eye-contact with me, she extends her tongue. Hers is a tongue among tongues. All tongues were meant to be like Tiffany’s, but fail. It is

  narrower than mortal tongues, and longer. Its tip is a supple arrow-head, bluntly pointed. Her tongue is pink, pink, pure pink. It is prehensile. I fancy that she could pick small objects up with

  it, if she wished.




  She rolls its width into a “U”. She flattens it and curls its tip up. Stiffening it, she trills, vibrating its end. Her hand brings the peach closer. By stretching her tongue to its

  incredible limits, she is able to take cat-laps that just touch the fruit’s skin, a fraction below the slit.




  My thighs squeeze together. I know what that lick feels like. I’ve felt it, when my thighs have been spread achingly apart and the skin immediately below my own sex has been pulled

  drum-taut.




  The tantalizing tongue drags up, up to where the slit parts the flesh. It twists, insinuating itself into that narrow slot.




  Where my slot’s lips unite, there is a little lip that forms a subtle cup. It is in that little depression that my juices pool when my sex weeps. The nectar inside Tiffany’s

  peach is a mixture of peach-juice and cream. Its flavour is different from mine but will suffice as a substitute.




  Tiffany’s fresh-from-bed skin has the aroma of apples baked with cinnamon. Her pussy-dew always reminds me of pina colada – pineapple and coconut. We are all different. I once

  had a lover, a Mexican barmaid, appropriately, who tasted like salty-lemon and Tequila. I push her from my mind. This is Tiffany’s breakfast, not hers.




  Held rigid, a spike of flesh, Tiffany’s tongue stabs. With its tip buried, it vibrates. She drags it upwards, still quivering, until it “flips” free at the very top of the

  slit. My sex feels each fraction of an inch of its progress, vicariously. It remembers the vibrant pressure of her tongue’s tip on the softness of its floor. It recalls how delicately it

  trills the edges of my inner labia. It knows what her tongue feels like on the firm smooth plane, between my outer lips but above my inner ones. That even curve is crowned by the pink pea of my

  straining clitoris. When she subjects me to that particular caress, at the moment of the “flip”, her tongue’s tip flicks.




  I moan.




  Tongue still stiff, Tiffany moves the peach away and back, each motion impaling it, stabbing low, high, between. Its juices, as mine would, run. Her hand moves faster. Her tongue pierces

  deeper.




  The peach is fucking Tiffany’s tongue.




  She returns the assault. Her fingers tighten, bruising the softness. Her tongue flattens and slavers, running up and down the full length of the drooling slot. She sucks hard, then curls her

  lips back from her even white teeth.




  Once more she looks at me, with erotic threat. Gazing into my eyes, she turns the peach sideways. Her lower teeth are inside the slot. Her upper ones rest on the delicate skin. Fascinated and

  squirming, I watch as her teeth slowly sink into peach flesh.




  She bites!




  Poor peach! Poor vulva! Savage and slavering, grunting her greed, Tiffany devours its sensitive vulnerability.




  My legs cross and clamp. I vibrate. Pity and envy consume me. The thought of it, of her feasting on my flesh, of being eaten alive by this lovely young girl, even with a peach as my proxy . .

  .




  The thrill of it is too much. I surrender to the gleeful paroxysms of a convulsive, gut-clenching climax.




  When my mental eyes focus again, Tiffany is looking at me, smug. We know that breakfast is not yet done. My first orgasm always leaves me on a plateau, ready to scale higher peaks once

  I’ve caught my breath and my legs have ceased their trembling.




  She arches a brow at me and beckons. I saunter to the table, hitch my bottom up on it and spread my thighs. Tiffany has to stretch round me to reach the fruit bowl. She takes her time selecting

  the next treat by touch. My navel is inches from her eyes. The tip of her nose is even closer to the roundness of my lower belly. Tiffany’s breath warms my mound. When she inhales, the aroma

  of my climax fills her mouth.




  She has chosen the other orange. Looking up at me, she peels it. Orange curls drop between my thighs, to the floor. When it is bare, orange flesh showing through white pith, her thumbs dig in

  and rip it apart. Precise fingers separate one section. She lays it on my bare thigh, ready, and reaches for a banana, which she sets on the table between my thighs, one end just touching the

  wrinkled lips of my sex.




  For the first time, in the fantasy, Tiffany touches me. Two fingers, forked, press on my mound, one to each side of my clitoris. My slit opens. My clit’s engorged head protrudes from

  beneath its hood. Holding me like that, my naked clit exposed, Tiffany lifts the orange section to her mouth. Delicate little bites clean the pith away. A nibble exposes the tiny sacs of juice

  along its narrow edge. She rests that naked oozing slice between my parted lips with the raw edge gently pressed to my clit. Her fingers slide it, up, down, up, frotting my clit delicately. Her

  free hand guides my fingers to take the segment and continue the subtle teasing. Once I am moving the slice to her satisfaction, not too quickly, without too much pressure, just enough to

  tantalize, she lets me take over.




  It’s the banana’s turn. Tiffany pushes back half a foot. Her left fist wraps the base of the firm yellow stalk. The nails of her right hand slit the tip, vertically. She peels the

  sections of yellow skin down slowly, baring the ivory column. Three strips of skin dangle over her left fist.




  Tiffany changes her grip. Holding the very base of her fruit in her fingertips, she makes a ring with the fingers of her right hand, around the stalk, below the skin. Her hand runs upwards,

  smoothing the banana’s foreskin back into place, then down, exposing the flesh once more. As she slowly masturbates the banana, she lifts it, an inch at a time, towards her open mouth.




  Were I a man, and the banana my cock, I’d have been sore pressed to resist grabbing handfuls of her hair and dragging her parted lips down, hard. As it is, my pressure on my orange slice

  increases. I feel tiny plump sacs burst, each “pop” a minute kiss. Juice runs down, trickling into my sex.




  Tiffany’s raspberry lips purse on the tip of her banana. She kisses it. It presses upwards, forcing entry. Half the banana disappears into her mouth. Her cheeks hollow, then relax. She

  sucks rhythmically, in time with the banana’s thrusts into her mouth.




  She removes the banana, glistening wet, and slurps up its underside with a flattened tongue. Holding it still, she bobs on it, fucking it with her lovely mouth.




  My orange slice disintegrates under my fingers. I shrug and reach for another piece. As I separate it from the remains of the orange, Tiffany takes the first pulpy piece from me. It replaces the

  banana, in her mouth. Her eyes roll with pleasure as she sucks the mixture, orange juice and my juice, before spitting the mess into her palm. Grinning, she reaches between my thighs and

  prods the sodden and crushed segment into me.




  Insistent fingers slide the pulp between my inner labia, then press it up behind my pubic bone. They rotate it on the engorged mass of my G-spot. Citric acid tingles until my seepage dilutes

  it.




  Smiling sweetly, Tiffany takes a third segment, then a fourth. Each orange-slice is poked and prodded until it is snug and secure, packed into the slight internal cavity. Not content yet, she

  selects grape after grape. Each is wetted, cleansed, in her mouth, before it is added to the fruit cocktail she is preparing.




  I relax my internal muscles to make room. Although I twitch inside, I resist the urge to squeeze. The fruit becomes a weight that distends me and threatens to slither lower. I frown in

  concentration. My unspoken instructions are to hold the soggy mass, but so gently that not a single grape is crushed; no whole segment of orange bursts.




  Her fingers pinch the lips of my sex together, taking some of the strain. With six quick neat bites, she devours her banana. Tiffany hands me the second one to peel for her. When it is bare

  flesh, she takes it from me. Her tongue laves it. Sweet lips purse to smear her drool over its length. When it is glistening wet from end to end, she presents it to my sex. The pinching fingers

  part. I feel the mess of fruit move but before it can extrude, the banana blocks its path.




  The banana prods. The fruit is forced back up. With the bulk of the banana added, I am gently but firmly distended. A third of the banana disappears, then a half, three quarters, and at last,

  the entire length. I am. full.




  Tiffany takes my hand and guides it to cup my sex to keep the mess confined. She takes a napkin and leisurely wipes her fingers. My need to expel, to evacuate, becomes urgent. She knows

  that. That’s why she takes her time, moving her chair away, taking a cushion and arranging it precisely on the floor and laying down, on her back, with it supporting her head.




  “I’m ready,” she tells me.




  Holding my sex, legs spread awkwardly; I hitch myself off the table. I duck-walk to my lover and squat, knowing how obscene a picture I make, lowering my sex towards Tiffany’s face. When

  the lips of my sex are three inches from the lips of her mouth, her finger touches my thigh, halting my descent.




  “With cream,” she says.




  I bite my lip and nod. The heel of my clutching hand moves aside. I wet one finger of my free hand. It finds the pink pea of my clit. I flick, left-to-right, right-to-left. My clit’s

  nerves scream for more, more, more . . . I obey. Faster and faster, I whip that morsel of pulsating flesh, driving it, and me, into no-thought, no will, just raw need. Likely, my face screws up in

  concentration. No matter. Tiffany can’t see my face. Her eyes are focused on my bulging, fruit-filled, vulva.




  It becomes too much. My twin needs, to climax and to void, peak. Deep inside me, an inexorable hand squeezes. Orange slices are crushed. Grapes pop. I can feel their small explosions. My

  vagina squirts tears that add to the lubrication.




  I can resist no longer. With one mighty clenching, I eject the fruit mass in a long lumpy stream, directly into Tiffany’s avid, open mouth.




  And Tiffany eats her breakfast.




  







  The Watcher




  Kate (London, UK)




  I’ve always had exhibitionist tendencies, I suppose. From my earliest days I can recall becoming excited by my own nakedness, particularly when someone – an

  unknown, unseen someone – could also see it. I remember as a young girl, probably about eight or nine, lying in the garden on an old rug and looking at the windows around me. There

  weren’t many, only about three or four houses in a row, but each window, anonymous and dark, held the promise of an unseen observer and I grew very excited as I imagined who might be

  watching. I folded the blanket over me and slipped out of my clothes, feeling a tremendous rush of what I now know as sexual energy as I peeled off my final sock and lay completely naked beneath

  the blanket, in full view of the neighbours. My nakedness – or at least the excitement it engendered – was almost physical, making my body tingle with anticipation. Anticipation of what

  I had no idea, being so young, but even then I knew that displaying my body was something I enjoyed.




  That day I didn’t dare pull the blanket from me to reveal myself fully – that landmark in my sexual development came a few years later. I was a student in my first year at

  university, virginal and shy. I had had a sheltered upbringing and so, while in retrospect I can see I adapted and matured very quickly, at the time I felt gauche and inferior in comparison to my

  more experienced friends.




  It was a particularly fine day, I guess at the end of September or early October, one of those days when autumn forgets itself and mimics the gentle promise of spring, with fresh sun and warm

  breeze and gentle, vivid air. I had taken myself out for a drive, investigating the craggy countryside. Avril, who had the room next to mine in our six-bedroom student flat, had brought a man home

  the previous evening, and I discovered for the first time how thin the walls were. The sounds of their lovemaking had gone on into the early hours and I lay next door, frustrated and curious,

  desperate for knowledge. Listening intently, I stroked my slit in rhythm with the lovers next door, but didn’t dare take myself to climax for fear of letting out a moan and alerting people to

  what I was doing. I can laugh now, but at the time I didn’t see any incongruity in my reticence.




  And so, the next day, I was still feeling aroused and dissatisfied. As I drove I pressed my hand over my crotch, pushing my palm over my clitoris. I could feel the excitement filter through my

  body, raising my nipples erect and sensitive, flushing my face and neck and tingling down my arms and thighs. In my distracted state I feared I was becoming something of a traffic hazard and pulled

  over into the next layby.




  I was highly sexually charged, and yet very inexperienced. I think that was a factor in what I did next: I had so much excitement running through my body I had to release it somehow and, not

  having experience of more conventional methods, invented my own. My initial thought was that I was going to masturbate in the car, bring myself off so I could continue with my drive unaffected by

  libidinous overload. There were lots of cars and lorries passing, however, and it felt impractical and unsatisfying. I had parked next to a wooded area, dark and secluded, and somehow the thought

  entered my head to go there to conduct my solo lovemaking. It’d be quieter and more sheltered than doing it in the car, I thought.




  As soon as the idea entered my head it took over. My excitement doubled, trebled, my body trembling at the thought of masturbating outdoors. Although my first thought had been that the woods

  would offer more privacy than my car, it was the notion of being outdoors, in the open, which really galvanized me. I got out of the car and jumped over the crumbling wall into the wood. It was

  overgrown and unkempt, broken branches and the crumbly, fragrant residue of several years fallen growth scattered over the ground. I scrabbled through, fighting against increasingly dense

  undergrowth, beginning to regret my decision and trying to convince myself that I wouldn’t do what I had set out to.




  But I knew I would.




  As I walked on, deeper into the wood, I stroked myself through my jeans. I was tingling with anticipation, imagining playing with myself while sitting in the open woods. I undid my button and

  slid the zip down, feeling the air against my panties. With my hand pressed against my mons, fingers sliding across my slit, feeling my lips swell beneath the cotton of my panties, I walked on

  determinedly. My initial thought had simply been to find a broken tree to sit on while I frigged myself, but I was growing more horny with every step.




  I’m going to strip, I thought. Completely naked.




  I conducted an argument in my head, alternately convincing myself that I would indeed go through with it and that there was no need to worry because I would never do anything so foolish. Deep

  down, though, I think I knew what would happen, I think I knew which argument would prevail.




  I came to a clearing. There was a big, fallen tree resting across it, offering a perfect perch. I looked around. Nothing, no noise but for the rustle of the remaining leaves and the solitary

  cries of a couple of birds. If I was going to do it, this would be the place. Negotiating with myself, I tried to reach a decision, all the while resting on the tree and pressing my palm against my

  clitoris. Quietly, I slid my jeans over my bum and dropped them to my knees. Unrestricted, I could now part my legs and settle my fingers against my slit. It was soaked, my juices oozing into my

  panties. I wanted to take them off, to reveal myself to the world. Looking round, feeling very exposed, I raised myself from the tree trunk and slid my panties down, gasping as the cool wind drew

  across my pussy lips for the first time.




  My body began to respond as I stroked up and down my lips and played my thumb around my clitoris. I became flushed and aroused, quickly losing sight of common-sense. I wanted to be naked. I

  wanted to be exposed. Looking through the clearing once more, I gripped my T-shirt and raised it over my head. The coolness of the wind against my skin was electrifying. Reaching behind, I

  unclasped my bra and let it fall to the ground, and instantly my nipples swelled more stiffly than I had ever experienced. They were almost painfully erect, my puckered areolae enhancing the effect

  and making my nipples appear to stick out much further than ever before. By now I was concentrating almost exclusively on my clitoris, stroking my index finger round and round, dragging the nail

  against it, squeezing it between thumb and middle finger.




  I stood up. This was the moment of no return. I knew now that I would go through with it, that within moments I would be completely naked. I undid my shoes and heaved them off, followed by my

  socks. Stopping for one final – and by now pointless – look around the clearing, I slid my jeans and panties down and stepped out of them.




  I was totally naked.




  An overwhelming rush of sexual arousal flew through my veins and nerves, leaving me gasping. I was senseless by now, overcome by the knowledge that I was completely naked, outdoors, and that

  anyone could see me. Somehow, it didn’t seem enough: I wasn’t exposed enough, because my clothes were at hand. If someone were to come I could make myself decent relatively quickly, and

  that wasn’t good enough. I was coming to understand the nature of my exhibitionism.




  Picking my way gingerly over the rough ground, I walked to the far end of the clearing, away from my clothes, away from safety. The air against my skin was delicious, each gust of wind adding a

  frisson of excitment. Some thirty yards from where I had undressed I stopped and leaned against an old oak, bending and sitting on my haunches, legs spread wide. I closed my eyes and pressed my

  thumb hard to my clitoris, stroking my fingers furiously against my engorged lips. I began to moan and scream as an extraordinary set of reverberations, vibrations and whirling, whorling eddies

  began in my belly and womb and alighted across my arms, legs, fingers, toes, bursting through my head and hijacking my brain with visions of ecstasy and notions of lust.




  My climax came, my body ripped asunder by wave after wave, my skin alive with lust. I continued to stroke myself gingerly, forgoing my now too sensitive clitoris and sliding against the sticky

  moistness of my lips. I opened my eyes.




  And saw a man.




  He was old, around fifty, I guess. He was watching me intently, making no attempt to conceal himself. I screamed and jumped up, my nakedness no longer an exciting indulgence but a fearful,

  humiliating encumbrance. The man appeared startled by my sudden movement and backed away. Stopping for one final look he turned – reluctantly, I fancied – and walked away.




  But it was too late. I knew I should have felt ashamed. I knew that it should have taught me a lesson. But I also knew, deep in my soul, that what had occurred was the most exciting thing I had

  ever encountered. I had been caught, and I loved it.




  I went back to the woods three times in the next couple of weeks. Each time, I tried to stop myself but I couldn’t. In rational moments, surrounded by my unsuspecting friends and the

  totems of normality, I knew what I was doing was foolish, and in those moments I could easily persuade myself that I would not succumb again; but then, alone and tortured by memories of the

  excitement of exposure, my resolve crumbled and I would find myself driving once more to the woods.




  Of course, what I really craved was for the man to return. That would make my exhibition complete. Those three return visits were satisfactory, but failed to live up to the drama of my first

  encounter: without the denouement of discovery, they were merely a taster, foreplay before the main event. As I stripped and cavorted around the clearing, I would look for him, hoping beyond hope

  that he would reappear.




  Finally, he did.




  By my fifth trip to the woods, I had started to strip off as I walked. Barely beyond the wall beside the layby I peeled off my T-shirt and bra and sauntered, topless, into the depths of the

  wood. It was well into autumn by now, and the sharpness of the air added an extra dimension to my excitement, a frisson of coldness shivering around my body. I found my way to the clearing, my

  jeans and panties sliding over my backside, and settled on the toppled tree.




  I was overtaken by the wanted sense of danger and adventure. My heart was racing, my ears pounding, and in my stomach the steady stirrings of excitement were presenting themselves. There are

  times when you know, an instant before it occurs, that something is about to happen. This was such an occasion: for some reason I knew the man was there. As I bent to untie my shoes I saw a

  movement in the distance. An immediate stab of panic speared my chest and my heart stopped for an instant. Without raising my head, I looked up and searched the trees.




  It was him.




  He was standing, as before, watching me impassively. I felt afraid, instantly cursing myself for my stupidity. But at the same time I felt a surge of sexual release, an intense excitement which

  was almost overwhelming. My heart was hammering in my chest – I fancied I could even see it – and I knew my face was flushed with embarrassment. It was difficult to understand the

  emotions welling inside me: part of me wanted to run away from this terrible situation, fearful and repulsed in equal measure; but another part of me was drawn to the danger and stimulation. There

  was no doubt, finally, which emotion would triumph. Slowly and methodically, I continued, forcing myself to do what I knew to be wrong. I slid off my left shoe and then the right, then peeled off

  my socks. Still giving no indication that I had seen my observer, I stood up and slid my jeans down to my ankles and stepped out of them. I didn’t know if he was still there or had

  disappeared as he did the time before, but somehow that uncertainty increased my excitement.




  This was the moment of truth. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of my panties and pulled them down, bending and slipping them over first my left and then my right foot. Holding them in my

  right hand, I stretched my arm and let them dangle to my side. I looked up directly at where he had been, praying he would still be there.




  He was.




  Our eyes met and I smiled. I shook my panties provocatively and let them drop to the woodland floor and stood completely naked before my watcher. I walked away from my clothes, never letting my

  eyes leave his, towards an upturned tree stump and draped myself across it, leaning back and feeling the cold, hard edge of wood rasp against my skin. Drawing my hand towards my crotch, I let my

  fingers explore, seeking out my slit, parting my lips, coating them with my moisture, dragging upwards, up towards my swelling clitoris.




  All the while, the man remained immobile, watching me. I felt such a peak of excitement that I fancied I was becoming detached from reality. The clearing began to spin and turn, twisting around

  me, until I felt I were floating, rising above myself, shucking free from my own body. I began to feel as though I were a spirit, watching myself – watching myself being watched, an observer

  of the observed. My body was electrified, my senses heightened to an unprecedented pitch. I thought I had achieved the ultimate satisfaction.




  And then the man started to move. He began to walk steadily towards the clearing, treading carefully while still keeping his gaze on me. Panic and excitement can be almost indistinguishable

  emotions, firing the same neurons and afflicting the same senses. I don’t know which I felt at that moment – probably both. I knew I was in danger: I had no idea who this man was and

  yet I had allowed him to observe me masturbating and now remained still while he approached me. And yet, the danger was thrilling, inspiring in me an intense and deep-rooted sense of

  fulfilment.




  The man was approaching my clothes, about twenty yards from me. He stopped beside the untidy pile and we stared at one another silently. I was still stretched back on the tree stump and I

  twisted myself to the right so that I was facing him directly. Slowly, I parted my legs. He nodded slightly, but made no other response.




  I had no idea how things would resolve. I was afraid that he would approach, that he would wish to touch me, to join me. That wasn’t part of the game. With increasing agitation I watched

  as he bent and began to pick up my clothing. He took my panties and stuffed them into a pocket, then grabbed the rest of my belongings. Gathering them to his chest, he stood before me silently,

  almost challengingly, then turned and began to walk away.




  I resisted the temptation to shout out, but only just. The situation was sliding out of my control but, I realized, wasn’t that exactly what I wanted? The man was toying with me –

  watching silently and then helping himself to my clothing. We both knew we were engaged in a game, and the excitement was derived from not understanding what the game was. Or how it would

  finish.




  My hands were shaking and a constant tremble had settled in my thighs as I rose from the tree stump and began to follow the man. It was hard going, as I had nothing on my feet, but he walked

  slowly, looking back every so often. He was drawing me towards him and I was helpless, with no option but to follow. We were headed back in the direction of my car and gradually the wood began to

  thin, increasing shafts of daylight penetrating the high cover and basking us in cold sun. With each step my exposure felt more extreme and it was becoming increasingly difficult to prevent myself

  from shouting out to him to stop. He was leading and I wanted to follow, but my courage was slipping.




  Still he marched on, and I realized that he intended to go all the way to the edge of the wood. As he reached the little stone wall at the layby he turned and faced me. I stood still, completely

  exposed, fear coursing through my body. The man felt in the pocket of my jeans and picked out my car keys. Mimicking the way I had dangled my panties before him, he swung them in front of me for a

  moment, then turned and climbed over the wall, out of the wood.




  I almost screamed at that point. Fuck, I thought, he’s going to take my car, leave me stranded, with no clothes. I scrabbled up the slope towards the wall. I heard my car door open and

  close and began to cry as thoughts flashed through my mind of how I was going to extricate myself from this. I reached the wall and looked over, willing myself not to hear the sound of the engine

  starting.




  The man was in the passenger seat, watching me. My clothes were piled on the roof of the car, on the far side nearest the road. Instantly, fear became excitement, those twin emotions alternating

  once more in my mind. The game was still on.




  I readied myself and summoned up my reserves of courage. Listening for the sound of approaching traffic, I climbed over the wall and scrambled back onto the layby. As I did so a car passed, but

  it was travelling too fast and I was standing too far back in the layby for the driver to see me. Emboldened, I stood tall and walked towards the car. The man was watching me closely, observing my

  reactions, and I was determined to show no fear. I slowed my walk to a crawl, the fear of discovery by a passing vehicle creeping across my skin, but I refused to let it dominate me. I walked round

  the car and onto the main road, stopping by the rear passenger door. I looked up and down the road. There was a car approaching, a couple of hundred yards away and instinct yelled at me to get in

  my car and hide. The game dictated otherwise, and I made a great play of gathering my clothing from the roof of the car, securing it carefully to my breast before proceeding. As the car neared I

  opened the back door and slid in, out of sight. I was closing the door as it passed.




  I looked up and faced the man in the passenger seat. He smiled.




  He was in his mid-fifties, craggy-faced and impassive. Deep set eyes, brown and hard, appraised me carefully, his wide, thin mouth fixed certainly. He was handsome in the way that all confident

  men are, self-assurance ascribing a nobility to the features that, individually, they might not warrant. He was dressed casually, in browns and greens, a countryman with no sense of fashion. His

  body was strong, with a broad chest and enormous hands and long, thin legs. He watched me sardonically, but chose not to say anything. I was glad about that.




  I felt immensely self-conscious, almost humiliated, seated in the back of my own car, completely naked while a stranger sat watching from the front. His gaze wandered over my body, and I felt

  his eyes bore into my breasts and down my stomach, towards my bush and the hidden features below. My body was tingling. My nipples were hardened and erect and my stomach was churning. I wanted him

  to see. I wanted him to see everything. I didn’t understand it, but it was important to me that I exposed myself completely to the watcher.




  I slid down the seat and settled myself. Our eyes met, and slowly I looked downwards towards my pussy. His eyes followed and when he was staring directly at me I slowly began to part my legs,

  stretching them wide, opening myself before him. I slid forward once more and lay before him, totally exposed. An involuntary sigh rose from my chest as I played my hand towards my slit, running my

  fingers the length of my lips and parting them, easing them aside, opening up the pinkness and moistness within. All the while he stared intently, drinking up the vision before him. I began to

  stroke my fingers up and down my lips, sometimes outside, sometimes inside, feeling them swell with excitement, while my thumb circled my clitoris, round and round, tantalizingly, exquisitely.

  Hooking my left arm under my thigh, I stretched towards my backside and pressed my middle finger against my hole, probing and teasing, while my right hand continued to draw me towards a climax.




  I forced myself not to close my eyes as the moment approached – I was determined to see the watcher’s reaction. My middle finger was in my arse by now, probing and twisting, and my

  thumb was pressed hard to my clitoris. I began to squeeze it and slide my fingers either side, pushing myself to the boundaries where pain and pleasure meet. I gasped as the first wave of my climax

  jolted out of my womb and down my thighs and into my toes. Another followed, and another, and then they began to merge into one another as my body was consumed by the fire of fulfilment. My eyes

  were closing automatically, but I forced myself to watch the watcher, an additional shiver of satisfaction sliding through me as I saw the sly contentment on his face. I was panting like a dog,

  mouth opened wide, the trauma of my delight etched in my expression, as the waves flooded through my veins and nerves, flesh and bone.




  Slowly, the rush began to subside and I was left, tingling, hot and flushed, on the back seat. My inclination then was to cover myself, the moment over, but I chose not to. Rather, I stretched

  myself even wider apart, hooking my leg over the front seat and pulling my arse cheeks apart, so that the watcher had a clear view of everything. Somehow, that felt even more erotic. Before, I had

  been performing, indulging in a sexual act. Now, I was just wanton, spread casually before a stranger. It gave me the most extraordinary sense of humiliation and liberation, all at once. And at

  that moment – only at that moment – I felt complete, and satisfied.




  The watcher seemed to sense this. He nodded, his expression unchanged, and yet I knew he was pleased. He took my panties from his pocket and kissed them. Watching me, following my expression, he

  slowly returned them to the pocket. I nodded.




  The watcher opened the door and without looking back walked back into the woods.




  







  Of Thee I Sing




  Krista (San Diego, USA)




  I’m totally afraid of anal sex, but I still want it. I secretly want a man to ram it in good without being sensitive to my needs. I want him to hammer into me without

  bothering with whether I like it or not. I’m not whacked out or anything, I just dream of being able to withstand rough sex.




  When I play with myself I close my eyes and think about a man I’ve known that’s had power over me. I visualize him luring me into his car and taking me to some remote place where he

  ends up giving me exactly what I deserve.




  He’s an acquaintance, an old professor of mine. He calls me names like, “Cunt, Bitch and Whore”. He makes me say things to him like, “I’m a cock-sucking whore that

  loves to suck cock.” He tells me after I blow him for a while that I did a shitty job and to do it over, again and again, till I get it right. He fucks me up the arse, with his dick and his

  fist till I can barely walk, long after I beg him to stop. And when he’s done driving into me, he takes me to his friend’s house where a couple of guys are waiting to gang-bang me.

  They’re professors too, smart men that possess a dictionary’s worth of words inside of their heads. I can’t always understand what they’re saying. They say words like,

  “peritoneum” when they’re making me swallow their come. They ask me things like, “Does that touch your peritoneum?” when I’m giving them blow jobs.




  So there I am, willingly kidnapped, fucked to exhaustion and about to be devoured by three professors. The bald-headed one with bulging biceps (from all the manual labour he does around the yard

  for his wife on the weekends) carries me over his shoulder. As I look down at his cowboy boots I notice that the seams on the back of his jeans are tattered. I press my face into his Levi-covered

  arse and feel the bulk of his wallet pressing into my mouth. I beg him to let me down, but he darts a “Shut the fuck up” at me while squeezing my legs. I’m butt naked. His juice

  is still trickling down my thighs and my nipples are sore from him tugging on them. I reflect back to him pulling on them with his fingers as he pounded into my virgin arsehole. I begin to whimper.

  He tells me to “Shut the fuck up” again, that I deserved it.




  It all starts out with him pulling up next to me in his pick-up, while I’m walking to my car. He asks if I want a ride, I get in. I don’t need a ride, but I get in

  anyway and when he goes the wrong way, I keep quiet. Afraid a little of where he’s taking me but, holy shit, I have a bad crush on him so thinking about being with him excites all the fear

  out of me. He drives ten minutes away from campus to a car park behind a recreation centre. He knows that it’ll be empty. All that’s around are baseball fields. There’s nothing

  but dirt, bleachers and dug outs between us and the rest of the world. I’m a little scared, but my desire to have him between my legs is greater than my fears.




  He reaches over and combs my hair with his fingers. I close my eyes, smile and tell him it feels good. “You like this?” he asks as he keeps finger combing my hair.




  “Yes,” I answer, wanting more. I’m growing a little apprehensive, but I know it’s too late for backing out.




  “You’ve been teasing me ever since you first came into my classroom. You know how much I want you?” I keep looking down at my hands as he combs my hair. “I like being

  able to touch you. Do you mind me touching you?” I shake my head no, smiling a small, but nervous smile. “How about you taking off your top for me so I can get a better look at you,

  I’ll help you.” I pull my sweater over my head. “Nice, you didn’t wear a bra. I like natural women.” He cups my breast in his hand. “How about we climb in the

  cab?”




  I crawl between the seats and get in back. It’s a tight fit, but we both adjust to the small space comfortably. We start to kiss with greed, our mouths pressing hard into each

  other’s lips. “I’m hot,” he says as he pulls his shirt over his head. Seeing his bare chest makes everything real. When I reach out to touch him he asks if I like his chest

  and I smile and shake my head then reach for his zipper. “You want it, huh?” I shake my head again. He grunts a little as he pulls his pants and boxer shorts off. Undressing in the cab

  of a pick-up isn’t one of the easiest things to do, but we both undress. When he’s done I reach down and take his full cock into my mouth. I’m slurping it in, spitting on it,

  keeping it nice and wet. “Bend over,” he tells me. I take his warm cock out of my mouth and do as he says, climbing onto all fours. He’s standing up on his knees, hunched over my

  back with his hands softly touching my arse cheeks. “Pull yourself apart for me.” I turn around and look at him from over my shoulder and tell him, “I’ve never done it there

  before.” He pushes on my upper back till I fall onto my hands again and as he spreads my crack open he says, “First time for everything.” Then he begins pumping his swollen cock

  into my tight hole. I groan in pain, but he keeps going deeper. “Stop, it hurts,” I plead. But he keeps pressing deeper into me with a, “Shh, you wanna get us in trouble?”

  as he pounds. I’m being dominated, with him plunging into me and this is what I want, remember, this is what I want.




  His bigness in my arse is hurting, adding a tinge of nightmare to my fantasy. It continues to hurt more than I thought it would. I feel like I an ripping in two, but it’s a good hurt like

  when you’re stretching muscles you’ve never used for the first time.




  “Tell me you’re an arse-fucking whore. Tell me, tell me,” he says.




  “I’m an arse-fucking whore,” I say.




  He moans with a soft, “That a girl, that’s what I want to hear, now turn around and suck me.” I do everything he asks of me as if I were his student again fulfilling an

  assignment. But I hesitate, thinking about my shit being on his cock. He sees my hesitance then adds, “Clean yourself off of me, baby.” I start to take him into my mouth but before I

  know it he’s pushing himself to the back of my throat, making me gag a little, but I like it, I want more of him. “Now sing, ‘Our Country Tis A Thee.’” I start to take

  his cock out of my mouth, “No, keep it in there and show me how well you can sing with it in your mouth.” I hum. “Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm . . . Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm .

  . . Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmmm.” I lick the tip of him, look up into his eyes, while happy for giving him exactly what he wanted. “I’d give you an A if you were being graded but, since

  you’re not, I have another surprise for you.”




  We’re back to him carrying me over his shoulder. We’re only a few steps away from entering a house where two other professors will fuck me. His wallet is a hard

  leather, not the soft kind that costs more, but a cheap leather and every time he takes a step it presses into my lips, hurting them a bit. His boots are ridden with dirt. He is dirty and I like it

  that he’s not smelling of cologne, but of a natural odour instead. I can smell his sweat through his jeans while knowing that remnants of my shit are still on his dick. As he carries me in

  the dark, up a flight of stairs, my head dangling upside down, I hear a man say, “You brought her here? You crazy?” It’s a cowardly voice. I can hear a high-pitched whine in it

  and begin to think of how students probably make fun of him because of it. I know that he’ll be fucking me too, maybe not up the arse, but he’ll be trashing me out in his own style. I

  am their entertainment. I am their trip back to their fraternity years. I am their wild girl, willing to do anything asked of me and I will do it willingly. “Put her on the couch.”

  There’s three men all together, one for each hole. I sit naked on the couch. A man with long hair for his age hands me a glass of water. I reach out to take it then he pulls it away and says,

  “For a little suck, a little sip.” I unzip his pants, take out a rather pencil thin, but long penis, and begin sucking. “That’s good.” He pulls away and hands me the

  water, “Where’d ya find this one, Boss? She’s submissive as hell.” I swig it back then sit the empty glass on the floor, waiting for my next order. The whiny voiced man

  walks over and tells me he wants time alone with me. I stand up and say to him with my eyes that I’m eager to please him. He takes my hand and leads me to a bedroom, but my arse-fucker

  professor shouts out, “Not so quick there, she’s for all of us to share. You want a romance, you can go home to your old lady. Bring ‘er back here.” We turn around and join

  the other two in the living room again. I am pleased my ass fucker is territorial.




  The long-haired professor walks over to me, takes my hand away from the whiny guy then tells me to lie down on the card table. I walk over to it then lie back on its cold surface. He climbs on

  top and jams his thin prick into me. “You like this, little lady?” he asks while pumping me. I answer with a quiet, “Yes.” My arse-fucker walks up and puts his dick into my

  mouth. I have Pencil Dick in my hole, Arse-Fucker in my mouth and Whiny Boy looking at us from across the room while jacking himself off. “Tell me how much you like having two cocks inside of

  you,” Arse-fucker says.




  “I love having two cocks inside of me,” I say it with a warbled voice, with his dick still in my mouth. “Prove it,” he says as he plunges to the back of my throat.




  “Tell me you love it like you mean it,” he demands, plunging deeper in the back of my throat as he says the word “mean”, making me wetter than I’ve ever been

  before.




  With as much sense as I can muster up I say, “I love having two cocks and would love it even more if I had all three of you inside of me.” Arse-Fucker is pleased.

  “D’ya hear that, get over here.” He motions for Whiny to join us. He walks over to the card table, still whacking his meat, then the long-haired man gets off of me, turns me over

  like a Rotisserie chicken, or a hog on a stick, while Arse-Fucker’s cock is still in my mouth. I’m slurping while climbing onto all fours so that every hole is accessible. Whiny asks to

  get on the bottom. He gets underneath me. I slip his short chubby dick into my pussy, still sucking on Arse-Fucker’s woody, only seconds before Pencil Dick pushes his thin prick into my sore

  arsehole. I keep sucking. I’m being fucked in my mouth, in my arse and my pussy while on a card table.




  “Will it break before we’re done?” Whiny asks.




  We move to the floor. We slide off of the table, but my territorial arse-fucker won’t let me take his cock out of my mouth. He has claimed his spot and I love sucking on him, so I keep

  blowing him while the other two men find their way back into my holes.




  Arse-Fucker says, “Tell me you’re a whore, tell me.”




  “I’m a whore,” I say.




  “Say it again, I wanna hear it again.”




  “I’m a whore, I’m a whore,” I say as clearly as I can with his cock still in my mouth, while the three professors pump quicker and harder into me.




  “You coming, baby?” Arse-Fucker asks me.




  “Yeah, I’m coming,” I moan.




  “I’m close,” Whiny adds.




  “Ahhhh, Theeerrrre,” Pencil Dick says while grabbing onto my hips, while coming into my ass.




  With a half whisper caught between silence and screaming I repeatedly say, “I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming,” until Whiny and Pencil Dick explode into me. The

  two fill me up with their jism, but Arse-Fucker pulls out of my mouth then takes his cock into his hands and continues to stroke it in front of my face.




  “You want a little bling bling, Baby? Say you do, cause here it comes.” I get his cream in my mouth, on my lips, cheek and hair. I’m soiled with sex juice. I swallow everything

  that lands on my tongue. When I stand up it’s dripping out of me like individual pearls falling off a string. The men’s juice drains down my thighs, drops onto the floor, then

  Arse-Fucker tells me to lick it all up. I get back down on all fours and begin to lick the come drops off of the carpet then scoop up the rest with my hands and lick my fingers clean as if I were

  starving and this were the only thing I had to eat.




  “I’ve got to piss, baby.” Arse-Fucker walks over to me. I’m still on all fours. I open my mouth and he begins urinating into it. I let the piss fill my mouth till it

  begins to overflow then I swallow it. The other two Professors laugh and hum and haw about how Arse-Fucker’s gone too far. I smile at them and shake my head, no, because I’m willing,

  totally willing to please, to be the object of their desire, at their disposal, because I want to know in every fibre of my being what it means to be lesser, what it feels like to be trashed,

  reviled, completely undone, completely woman.




  Arse-Fucker brings me my clothes and asks if I want to shower.




  I say, “No. Thank you, but thanks for the offer.” I don’t want to wash the experience away so quickly. I want to wear their come home with me like a badge of honour. I want to

  feel them dry up inside me, on my thighs to where I see a clear layer of their come sticking to my body as if I were a child again playing with glue and watching it dry, peeling it only when

  I’m ready, liking the way it feels as I unpeel it from my skin.




  “Can I drive you to your car?” Arse-Fucker asks.




  I smile, then burst into laughter, remembering that that was how the night began. He smiles, asks me for a hug, asks if I’m all right.




  I answer, “I’m perfectly fine,” and as I say that to him I begin to feel it happening, all the “equal opportunity” bullshit that hovers over the psyche of men these

  days and how awfully accommodating they’ve become towards women. I think for a second about how men probably truly feel and about how awful it is that they can’t be their complete

  desirous flirtatious selves anymore. I become saddened when I think about how much honesty is lost inside of the whirl and twirl of “political correctness”. I think of him and his

  politeness, his offers and how dry it all feels in comparison to the juiciness of his dominating ways. I begin missing Arse-Fucker’s madness. I want to feel like a sexual being, not shunned,

  to feel that sense of sexuality alive and kicking in every pulse I walk by. I mean, why not? So I embrace the fantasy world, forgetting the graces of men, their smooth safe talk. I tell him,

  “I don’t want you to ask me for a hug, if I want a ride or a shower. I want you to force me into letting you fuck me up the arse again even though I’m sore. I want you to make me

  hum patriotic songs with your dick in my mouth.”




  So with that, my fantasy ends with me humming, “Oh, Beautiful,” with Arse-Fucker’s cock in my mouth. “Hmm, Hmm, Hmm, Hmm . . .” He smiles, liking the music

  that’s being played with his penis while Whiny and Pencil Dick pop beers and wait their turn.




  







  Unicorn’s Ravine




  Catriona (Caledon, Canada)




  This is my movie. I direct it and form it. I am the cast and the writer and the producer. It is all mine.




  My life, how should I say? Leaves a lot to be desired. In fact, it could be called dull, boring and not fulfilled. Usually I paint but this time I am painting a movie in my mind.




  This is what I need.




  Frame 1: See the unicorn, his head hanging low and his body close to the ground. Tiredness numbs every cell of his body. Instead of doing the many useful, constructive things

  needing to be done by busy unicorns, he sits heavily, rests his head in the smooth warm hollow of his favourite rock and basks in a circle of sun. Light dapples the dense black of his coat. A blue

  jay beside him screeches, raucous and wide-awake. His is the Canadian forest. He is king and I am about to be queen.




  Frame 2: He rubs his horn against the bark of an elm and scratches at the earth, digging with his hoof, until, as if bored, he looks up at the sky and yawns.




  The best part of spring is the pink trillium. He loves to put his nose right into the trumpet and breathe in the Ontarioness of the flower.




  He has walked through a carpet of camomile and the air is full of the bitter-sweet smell of the herb.




  He curses the world, and spring, and pink miliums and this strange sweet and bitter smell. He ambles to the stream, kneels into the soft sand and laps the clear, babbling water. Grazes for a

  while then eats a few miliums, though generally he never eats them.




  All round him a bad aura touches everything. It is in my purples, mustards and navys; it is in the way my shapes are square and sharp and hard. People ask me what the shapes

  and the lines and the colours mean. Why should a painting have a meaning? It means whatever they want it to mean. It is a feeling. This one is the feeling of a unicorn and the ravine and the

  miliums and the shapes and colours in my paintings are the life of the unicorn and my own breath in him. My paintings are the flowers my grandmother scattered here and the herbs she grew and the

  spring of camomile under my feet.




  The ravine is mine. It had been my mother’s and her mother’s. All mine and I love it. It’s as if I have to hold it and take it into me, just as woman has to take the body of a

  man she loves into her.




  Frame 3. Alan and I amble down the gentle path leading to the bottom of the ravine. It’s easier to walk here than to walk down the path of this marriage. Three children

  make it important to keep on the path. I rub the rough, hard barks of the walnuts; finger the tips of the yellow-green sprouting plants and soak in the thin spring sunshine which shines through the

  bare branches.




  This is also a picture painted by me: Alan is forty, tall and thin as one of the bare poplars, stooped, with a halo of fair blonde hair. He always gives the impression of being deep in thought.

  That kind of glazed expression most men have as they are about to come. I’m younger than Alan but not much. And so short I barely reach his shoulders. One of the things he liked about me was

  my size. His “little dwarf he used to call me affectionately and I called him my “gentle giant”. We used to be quite the cliched couple.




  My bad habit of putting every situation and every experience into a picture.




  “What do you think?” I say.




  “About what?”




  “You know . . . about widening the path so we can take a garden tractor down and bring up fire-wood. If we could bring up the dead and useless wood it would improve the health of the

  remaining trees.”




  “Come on, you’ve been reading too many leaflets put out by the Department of Agri. You sound like one of them. You know as well as I do the work of making a proper path

  wouldn’t be justified. Not worth the cost of any wood we may, or may not, use.”




  “Not just for the wood – for fun too. It would be nice to come down and smell the herbs and . . .”




  “Your kind of fun, I don’t need,” he says, his face still blank. “And as for your herbs! Look where all that rubbish got your mother. Ended up in the

  nut-house.”




  “What about me? I’m not my mother. Come on . . .” Smile. Paint a picture of a smiling woman. He walks ahead. Keep smiling.




  “We shouldn’t be too long,” he says over his shoulder.




  “Why hurry?”




  “Have to be in the city by four.”




  “Forgot.”




  “Oh, you had a lot to think about.” He laughs, an insincere, dry laugh. “What do you, of all people, have to think about? Oh, yes, you have to make sure you have some paint,

  the odd canvas and as long as you have a couple of hours a day dabbling you’re happy. The artist, the great artist, is then satisfied.”




  “I am an artist. I do sell my paintings and I almost keep myself by my work. I make a contribution.”




  “You whine too much.” My immediate subjects are gallows, firing squads and electric chairs. What is wrong with him? We box in shadows. For some months I have suspected the colours of

  another woman round him and then brushed them off as a reflection of my own overabundant shade of green. Yet . . . we hardly make love now and when we do it’s a mechanical run to the end, not

  a process in itself. Images of men with soft hands and tender lips and armpits smelling of sweat.




  Move past him and stop to face him. “Odd, isn’t it, that after all this time, you still think my painting is some kind of game?”




  “Don’t get on that high horse again. Making a point, that’s all. Some of us have to be in certain places at certain times; some of us have to do certain things, though we

  don’t want to do them. You don’t have to do anything.”




  “I see. I have nothing to do, I have nothing to think about?”




  Once upon a life this used to be my magic place; a place where nothing could hurt me.




  We walk on in angry silence until we reach the stream. He stops, clasps his hands behind his back, stoops as he says, “The great artist. Ha!”




  Will not react. Paint a picture of a unicorn hanging by its hooves, blood dripping from his mouth. In the cavity I will put Alan.




  Cress grows lush and appetizing. It is the first of the plants I harvest in the ravine. Salad tonight. Perhaps a cold cress soup. Pick an armful. There should be some nasturtiums at the fence

  which separates this land from McLaren’s. A hoofprint.




  “Look, there’s been a horse here. Imagine! A horse drinking at our stream.” Trace the mark with my finger just as if I was drawing it in the form classes in art school.




  He doesn’t look at the print. “Probably one of McLaren’s horses broke through the fence.”




  “Never! This couldn’t be one of those ugly, scraggly, great mulching-bags of riding-school horses; it has to be the print of a gentle stallion, full-maned, flowing tail, nostrils

  flared and breath billowing before it like a tunnel of steam. Yes, that’s how I see the horse which made this print.” Giggle in spite of my mood. Romantic idiot. He ignores this, or he

  didn’t hear. Just as well.




  Bunch my cress with some dead grass. No, the nasturtiums are too small for picking. We walk back to the house in silence. The day is yellow and bitter. It has the taste of overcooked meat.




  Frame 4. Another week on this damned unicorn. It’s solid. Dead. No magic, a mundane glibness.




  So, take a walk, girl, go and find the magic in your special place. Look at the rocks, feel the humid damp, wallow in the rotting leaves and stick your nose into a damned trillium. Pink or

  white.




  One colour, one movement, one shape, and it could make everything come alive. Sure it could.




  Find the spot where the cress grows. Funny, the cress has all gone. See a unicorn eating my cress and he’s welcome to it. Set up my easel, spread my blanket and line up the paints. The

  ground is spotted with camomile flowers. I lean against an elm and meditate, clear my mind, become the forest. Float. Huron woman waits for her man to welcome him onto a bed of fine moss; early

  settler picks ripe tomatoes from her vine as the bread rises; farmer disappears into the heavy corn to see if it’s ready for picking.




  Clear morning light changes to midday hazy softness as I paint. Colours swirl round me. Forms join and separate.




  Need a rest. Bend down to the stream for a drink. More prints in the soft mud. Touch them. They are fresh. What horse this?




  Frame 5: Deep inside the forest the unicorn blends into the dappled shadows and vibrating leaves and spotted rocks. He’s behind the elm where I work. His breath brushes

  my bare shoulders, no more than a breeze. He strokes me with his nose. Yes, this shining black horse with the fine turned horn which explodes out of the bone of his skull. Reach out and stroke the

  horn – dry, hard, rough. Fondle his hot, furry nose. Curl my fingers round the nostrils and with the other hand rub the tip of the horn.




  “I can see you’re friendly.”




  He nuzzles my cheek with his mouth.




  “You are a silly old horse. I think that you could be almost human.” Keep my hand on his neck and the touch of him is as comfortable as the touch of a child. His breath on my face.

  Lean against the tree. He rubs my face with the side of his horn. Now his head is in the angle between my head and shoulder. I hold his head in my hands; his breath is fresh, like grass. This

  gentle, huge animal. This silky, warm animal. Nothing in this world but the heavenly darkness of this animal. Lovely darkness.




  He licks me clean. Kisses me all over my face and brushes my lips with his horn. He tidies the rug and I sleep.




  Later I notice he’s left the tip of his horn embedded in the bark of the tree.




  Frame 6. Alan does not like the painting. Says it’s rubbish. Says I’m getting more and more off the wall. Who says artists had to be accessible – whatever

  that means?




  Frame 7. July, and I float on the heat. Hate summer. Love fall and spring. At times hate my life. It is certain that the colours of another woman blot out his own colours. I

  don’t know the man I married. He is scarlet. All scarlet, an angry frantic scarlet. I pretend blindness, deafness and no sense of smell.




  We again walk down to the ravine. We have company tonight and I need some cress. At least at midday the mosquitoes should be sleeping. I hope. The house is too hot to bear. We walk silently for

  a while; eventually, as if he’s been waiting for the right time, he says, “Been thinking: we may as well sell and move into the city.”




  “What?”




  “Saw Watkins yesterday. I’m going to be more and more in the city. Can’t get on with all this travelling, it isn’t good for me. We should get a good price for this place

  and pick up something convenient for the subway. The children would prefer the city too.”




  “You think so? Have you asked them?”




  “No point in asking – we’ve no choice.”




  “There’s always choice.”




  “Not for us.”




  “Is that what you really think? You really think I have no choice and the children have no choices?”




  “Have to be in the city; nothing more to say about it.”




  “It’s you that has to be in the city, not me, and not the children.”




  What is this man talking about? Do I know him? My painting is a grey canvas with huge blotches of red as if someone has been shot through it. We’re at the same spot where I had painted my

  unicorn. The grass is still flattened.




  He says, shaking his head, “I don’t understand you at all.”




  Anger bubbles. “I think you do. When it suits you – then you understand me very well. You can go to hell. You can go to your city and leave me and the children here.”




  “Can’t be done.”




  Something funny in his voice: there’s a dead certainty, a sureness, an authority even greater than is usual for him.




  “And why can’t this be done?” Be patient. Give him time. Let him speak.




  “I need the money from the house.”




  “What?”




  “Said I need the money from the house and we have to sell it. There’s no question or choice for any of us.”




  “Go and find an apartment somewhere – like others do when they find family life too much.”




  “I don’t understand any of this. I don’t know what’s wrong with you, it’s as if I’m the one who’s being illogical and stupid.” He stands right in

  front of me and looms above me. I’m a fly waiting for the swatter. “This is silly. Only yesterday you were normal. Today you’re acting like a goat.” He smiles and his eyes

  become blue and clear as the stream. “All this rubbish about you keeping the children and the house, and me finding an apartment. . . . I don’t know where it comes from.” He

  laughs in a friendly, normal manner. Strokes my face. He strokes the cat the same way. Harder and harder all the time until the cat jumps away.




  I move his hand from my face. “It sounds a sensible thing for people to do when they’re splitting up.”




  “Wake up, and stop this stupidity!” The bully in his voice. I do not like this painting. Will change it and start another.




  “I think I have just woken up,” I say too loudly.




  I’m a tiny speck compared to his elephantine size. That white, blank face . . . Have seen this look twice before and each time he struck me. I brace by pushing myself against the tree. I

  swore I would leave if it ever happened again. Silence!




  “Bitch! Don’t know who or what you think you are. Think you’re something special. Think you can turn my life upside down, and I can’t do anything. You know what I

  think?” He doesn’t wait for an answer. “I think I’m not going to let you get away with it this time. Not this time.”




  His leaden hands on my shoulders. Bark cutting into my back and his fingers move up to my throat and . . .




  “You think that you can take everything I’ve worked for from me? Think this: I could squeeze the life from you right now and leave you here. I could do that. Say you went on a trip .

  . . you were having an affair . . . went away. I could say anything at all and no one would miss you. Bury you here and you would never be found. Never.”




  I whisper, “Where would that get you?”




  He laughs. “Where would it get me! I’ll tell you where it would get me. It’ll get me my children, and my home, and my house and everything I’ve worked for all these

  years.”




  His fingers tighten the pressure. Discomfort changes to pain. Must not fight.




  Frame 8: Branches gather, come together. It’s dark as black velvet. Through this night is one shaft of light. It shines on me; it’s my circle, my spotlight. My face

  is red hot in the light while the rest of my body freezes; it’s getting colder and colder as the hands on my throat turn into a tourniquet.




  Now the circle of light on my face gets larger and larger. Reach up behind me and find the piece of horn and grip it. Power flows into me. Release the piece of horn and take his hands in mine

  and gently lift them off my throat.
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  Frame 9. “That was a silly thing to do, wasn’t it?” I’m speaking to a wicked child. His eyes bulge, pupils huge. He looks about and trembles.




  “I don’t know what happened,” he stutters.




  I start walking up the path and mumble, “We had best be getting back. It’s getting late.”




  As I walk I pick foxgloves and white bryony and black nightshade and monkshood and aconite.




  “What’s the flowers for?”




  “For the dinner arrangement. We have company. Remember? They smell good. Granny scattered the seeds. Wanted them to be wild as they should.”




  “Yes, yes, of course. Your grandmother and her flowers. Her herbs.”




  Birds sing once more and sun floods into the darkness.




  This is how things should be.




  







  ‘Nice Tits”




  Olivia (Ann Arbor, USA)




  In my sexual fantasies, my breasts are like a cock. I don’t mean they look like a cock or that I use them to fuck people. But the images that get me really excited are

  men and women admiring my breasts, which represent my sexual power. I imagine a woman’s breathless whisper as she slides her hand into my blouse: “You have the nicest tits I’ve

  ever seen – would you let me touch them?” she asks shyly. Or I picture a man’s rough hand pulling my nipple up ever so slightly over the border of my bra, closing his eyes in

  pleasure as he lowers his face to kiss it. I have quite an active imagination and my fantasies range from the mundane (sex with a rock star, for example) to the taboo. And yet my most treasured

  imagined scenarios, those that have driven me to frivol away countless afternoons feverishly orgasming over and over, involve some good dirty talk about my tits: so big, so soft, so hot, oh turn me

  on so bad, baby.




  My first serious boyfriend figured out my fetish. When I first met him halfway through college, he loved to touch my breasts, to suck on them before my shirt was even off, pulling at the cloth

  of my T-shirt with his teeth until he could close his lips around my hard nipple. He would reach his strong arm around my ribcage to hold my breasts protectively as he fucked me from behind. I

  loved the contrast between his soft, reverent touch on my tits and the rough, desperate thrusting of his hips against my arse. If this is what sex is all about, I thought at age eighteen, I see why

  people like it so much.




  Now let me tell you a bit about this boyfriend. Like me, he was a big fan of tits. I know this because he freely pointed out pairs that he liked especially, either on TV or when we passed them

  on the street. This made me a bit jealous, and I often fantasized that I was one of the women he admired. I would imagine him pulling my shirt open, button by button, to slowly expose inflated

  silicone breasts like those of the actress or model. But I never seriously minded his wandering eye, because he used to give a lot of attention to my breasts, too. That is, until he realized how

  much I liked it. It took him a while to notice; in fact he often apologized for focusing so much on my breasts, evidently believing that I merely tolerated his fetish. But one day while he was

  trying to give me an orgasm my own breast fetish became obvious. I had always orgasmed easily when I masturbated but had not yet been able to with him. This troubled him and scandalized my sexually

  liberated friends, but it didn’t bother me too much. Orgasms were something I could have by myself. Many of the sensations I felt with my boyfriend – being fucked, licked, sucked

  – did not seem to lead my body toward an orgasm but were horribly, torturously pleasing in themselves. I loved being penetrated from behind, feeling so full of his cock that I thought

  I’d burst. And I loved riding on top of him, watching his face contort into an expression of so much pleasure that it looked like pain as I slid slowly up and down his shaft.
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