

[image: image]




 


MAXIM JAKUBOWSKI was born in England but educated in France. Following a career in publishing, he opened London’s famous MURDER ONE bookshop. He has published over 60 books, won the Anthony and Karel Awards, and is a connoisseur of genre fiction in all its forms. His recent books include seven volumes in the Mammoth Book of Erotica series, as well as The Mammoth Book of Pulp Fiction and more recently The Mammoth Book of Pulp Action. Other well-received anthologies include: London Noir, three volumes of Fresh Blood, Past Poisons, Chronicles of Crime and Murder Through the Ages. A regular broadcaster, he is the crime columnist for the Guardian. His fiction includes Life in the World of Women, It’s You that I want to Kiss, Because She Thought She Loved Me, The State of Montana and On Tenderness Express. He lives in London.




Also available


The Mammoth Book of Awesome Comic Fantasy


The Mammoth Book of Best New Erotica


The Mammoth Book of Best New Horror 2000


The Mammoth Book of Best New Science Fiction 14


The Mammoth Book of British Kings & Queens


The Mammoth Book of Comic Fantasy


The Mammoth Book of Endurance and Adventure


The Mammoth Book of Erotica (New Edition)


The Mammoth Book of Erotic Photography


The Mammoth Book of Fantasy


The Mammoth Book of Gay Erotica


The Mammoth Book of Great Detective Stories


The Mammoth Book of Gay Short Stories


The Mammoth Book of Haunted House Stories


The Mammoth Book of Hearts of Oak


The Mammoth Book of Historical Erotica


The Mammoth Book of Historical Whodunnits


The Mammoth Book of How It Happened


The Mammoth Book of How It Happened in Britain


The Mammoth Book of How it Happened Titanic


The Mammoth Book of International Erotica


The Mammoth Book of Jack the Ripper


The Mammoth Book of Jokes


The Mammoth Book of Legal Thrillers


The Mammoth Book of Lesbian Erotica


The Mammoth Book of Lesbian Short Stories


The Mammoth Book of Life Before the Mast


The Mammoth Book of Locked-Room Mysteries and Impossible Crimes


The Mammoth Book of Men O’War


The Mammoth Book of Murder


The Mammoth Book of Murder and Science


The Mammoth Book of New Erotica


The Mammoth Book of New Sherlock Holmes Adventures


The Mammoth Book of Private Lives


The Mammoth Book of Pulp Action


The Mammoth Book of Puzzles


The Mammoth Book of SAS & Elite Forces


The Mammoth Book of Science Fiction


The Mammoth Book of Seriously Comic Fantasy


The Mammoth Book of Sex, Drugs & Rock ’n’ Roll


The Mammoth Book of Short Erotic Novels


The Mammoth Book of Soldiers at War


The Mammoth Book of Sword & Honour


The Mammoth Book of the Edge


The Mammoth Book of The West


The Mammoth Book of True Crime (New Edition)


The Mammoth Book of True War Stories


The Mammoth Book of UFOs


The Mammoth Book of Unsolved Crimes


The Mammoth Book of Vampire Stories by Women


The Mammoth Book of War Correspondents


The Mammoth Book of Women Who Kill


The Mammoth Book of the World’s Greatest Chess Games


The Mammoth Encyclopedia of Science Fiction


The Mammoth Encyclopedia of Unsolved Mysteries




THE MAMMOTH BOOK OF



Best


New Erotica


Volume 2


Edited by Maxim Jakubowski


ROBINSON


London




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Constable & Robinson Ltd


55–56 Russell Square


London WC1B 4HP


www.constablerobinson.com


First published in the UK by Robinson, an imprint of Constable & Robinson Ltd 2002


Collection and editorial material copyright © Maxim Jakubowski 2002


All rights reserved. This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


A copy of the British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library.


ISBN 1-84119-537-5


Printed and bound in the EU


10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1




Acknowledgments


PAYING MY FRIENDS FOR SEX by Matt Thorne, © 2001 by Matt Thorne. First appeared in PIECE OF FLESH, edited by Zadie Smith. Reproduced by permission of the author.


FULFILLMENT by Daniel James Cabrillo, © 2001 by Daniel James Cabrillo. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


SITTING UNCOMFORTABLY by Sarah Veitch, © 2001 by Sarah Veitch. First appeared in CORRECTIVE MEASURES. Reproduced by permission of the author.


GREEK FEVER by Anne Tourney, © 2001 by Anne Tourney. First appeared in SCARLET LETTERS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


DIRTY POOL by Thomas S. Roche, © 2001 by Thomas S. Roche. First appeared in FLESH AND BLOOD, edited by Max Allan Collins and Jeff Gelb. Reproduced by permission of the author.


NIGHT ON TWELFTH STREET by Marilyn Jaye Lewis, © 2001 by Marilyn Jaye-Lewis. First appeared in AROUSED, edited by Karen Finley. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE HILL by J. D. Sampson, © 2001 by J. D. Sampson. First appeared in VENUSORV1XEN, 2001. Author’s permission sought.


SOHO SQUARE by Justine Dubois, © 2002 by Justine Dubois. Reproduced by permission of the author.


EDGE by Conrad Williams, © 2001 by Conrad Williams. First appeared in SUSPECT THOUGHTS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


ESSENCE OF ROSE by Poppy Z. Brite, © 1998 by Poppy Z. Brite. First appeared in NERVE. Reproduced by permission of the author.


RAREBIT AND OTHER FOODS by Bill Noble, © 2001 by Bill Noble. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


EMBRACING by Lucy Taylor, © 2001 by Lucy Taylor. First appeared in EROTIC NEW ORLEANS, edited by Debra Gray De Noux. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE AFTERNOON OF A VENETIAN CHAMBERMAID by Andrew L. Wilson, © 2001 by Andrew L. Wilson. First appeared in SCARLET LETTERS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE DINNER PARTY by Emma Kaufmann, © 2001 by Emma Kaufmann. First published on the Erotica Readers’ Association website, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


DIVE INN by O’Neil De Noux, © 2001 by O’Neil De Noux. First appeared in EROTIC NEW ORLEANS, edited by Debra Gray De Noux. Reproduced by permission of the author.


TELL ME A STORY by Susannah Indigo, © 2001 by Susannah Indigo. First appeared in FROM PORN TO POETRY, edited by Susannah Indigo and Brian Peters. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE MINYAN by Lawrence Schimel, © 2001 by Lawrence Schimel. First appeared in KOSHER MEAT. Reproduced by permission of the author.


PORNOGRAPHIC STORY by Rebecca Ray, © 2001 by Rebecca Ray. First appeared in PIECE OF FLESH, edited by Zadie Smith. Reproduced by permission of the author.


WHEN HE WAS GOOD by Marc Levy, © 2001 by Marc Levy. First appeared in SUSPECT THOUGHTS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


69 LOVE SONGS by Maxim Jakubowski, © 2001 by Maxim Jakubowski. First appeared in HANDHELD CRIME, 2001 and CRIME TIME 25, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


SURRENDER DOROTHY by Lisa Montanarelli, © 2001 by Lisa Montanarelli. First appeared in BEST BISEXUAL WOMEN’S EROTICA, edited by Cara Bruce, as by “Lisa Archer”. Reproduced by permission of the author.


AMONG THE BEKS by A. J. Horlick, © 2001 by A. J. Horlick. First appeared in SUSPECT THOUGHTS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


BOB & CAROL & TED (BUT NO ALICE) by M. Christian, © 2001 by M. Christian. First appeared in SWEET LIFE, edited by Violet Blue. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE BACK OF THE STORE by Nola Summers, © 2001 by Nola Summers. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


FIRST LOVE by Hubert Selby, Jr., © 2001 by Hubert Selby, Jr. First appeared in AROUSED, edited by Karen Finley. Reproduced by permission of the author.


TRIPTYCH by Helena Settimana, © 2001 by Helena Settimana. First appeared in BEST BISEXUAL WOMEN’S EROTICA, edited by Cara Bruce. Reproduced by permission of the author.


PINKLAND by Graham Joyce, © 1998, 2001 by Graham Joyce. First appeared in CROSSING THE BORDER, edited by Lisa Tuttle. Reproduced by permission of the author.


CLOSER TO GOD by Heather Corinna, © 1998 by Heather Corinna. First appeared on the author’s own website. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE NOTEBOOKS OF GATLING WESSEX by Larry Tritten, © 2001 by Larry Tritten. First appeared in LIBIDO. Reproduced by permission of the author.


SAM by Cheyenne Blue, © 2001 by Cheyenne Blue. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


MADAM PETRA by Mark Ramsden, © 2002 by Mark Ramsden. Reproduced by permission of the author.


STAGE by Mari Ness, © 2001 by Mari Ness. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


PERSONA NON GRATA by Dominic Santi, © 2001 by Dominic Santi. First appeared in BEST BISEXUAL EROTICA 2, edited by Bill Brent and Carol Queen. Reproduced by permission of the author.


PLEASURE DOMES by Kathryn Ptacek, © 2001 by Kathryn Ptacek. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


GLYPH by Simon Sheppard, © 2001 by Simon Sheppard. First appeared in HOTTER THAN HELL AND OTHER STORIES. Reproduced by permission of the author.


SEDUCING STORMS by E. M. Arthur, © 2001 by E. M. Arthur. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE PERFECT O by Cara Bruce, © 2001 by Cara Bruce. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE BEACH BOY by Rich Denis, © 2001 by Rich Denis. First appeared in CLEAN SHEETS, 2001. Author’s permission sought.


THE BOSS by Jazz Lloyd, © 2002 by Jazz Lloyd. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE DEVIL AND MRS FAUST by Ian Philips, © 2001 by Ian Philips. First appeared in SEE DICK DECONSTRUCT. Reproduced by permission of the author.


MELINDA by Mitzi Szereto, © 2001 by Mitzi Szereto. First appeared in WICKED WORDS 4, edited by Kerri Sharp. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE LINDY SHARK by Alison Tyler, © 2001 by Alison Tyler. First appeared in BEST WOMEN’S EROTICA, edited by Marcy Sheiner. Reproduced by permission of the author.


RAYBAN by M. Nason, © 2001 by M. Nason. First appeared in SUSPECT THOUGHTS, 2001. Reproduced by permission of the author.


THE MERMAID’S SACRIFICE by Christopher Hart, © 2001 by Christopher Hart. First appeared in EROTIC TRAVEL TALES, edited by Mitzi Szereto. Reproduced by permission of the author.


GATORS by Vicki Hendricks, © 2001 by Vicki Hendricks. First appeared in FLESH AND BLOOD, edited by Max Allan Collins and Jeff Gelb. Reproduced by permission of the author.




Introduction


With every new year that passes, erotic writing becomes more varied and exciting. A veritable explosion of talent and imagination has become a sheer torrent over the past decade since I began compiling erotic stories in the Mammoth series to a most gratifying response.


While some of the best writers in our curious field continue to sustain high levels of fascinating readability, confirming the fact that an erotic story is not just a succession of pointless sex scenes or pretentious mood pieces evoking past couplings or emotions, new magazine pieces and anthologies continue to unveil great new talents and a dazzling repertory of sexual and psychological variations that talk to us most intimately and connect with our complicated psyche in ways that surprise and delight.


Yet again this past year, erotic writing in web magazines has proven a great, fertile area of discovery, much of it progressing into print in collections here and elsewhere. Sadly, this is very much due to the scarcity of print magazines that might offer a showcase for erotic writing as opposed to an incredible flowering of themed anthologies. As in other popular culture genres, such as crime and mystery or science fiction and fantasy, it’s in the magazines that new talent can find its feet, experiment and establish itself, and one can only regret the fact that innovative projects like NERVE or LIBIDO have moved off the news-stands and returned to the sheltering harbour of the worldwide web.


With every further volume in our series, I have effortlessly managed to uncover new voices in England, America, Australia, Canada and beyond. The present collection is no exception and unveils a handful of writers, all precious new voices who walk the delicate tightrope between the excesses of sheer titillation and the delights of sensuality with precocious assurance. I am confident we will see many more stories from most of them. My only regret, as ever, is the fact that I am unable to bring you voices from other languages in translation, due to financial imperatives; there is a goldmine of erotic writing in contemporary France right now which deserves a larger audience, and no doubt too in other countries (The Mammoth Book of International Erotica offered many such writers some years back but has since been overtaken by new generations of compelling foreign writers).


At any rate, I hope you enjoy the 2001 vintage of erotic writing collected in these hefty pages. As vintages go, it’s a guaranteed classic. As ever, the combinations, characters, relationships and ideas defy taboos and the normal sexual smorgasbord with pleasure and elegance, as over 40 writers balance lust and sensibility with wonderfully innovative tales which leave little to the imagination and tease and please in exquisite ways. However sexually knowledgable the reader might think he or she is, I am convinced there will be some surprises and gentle shocks along the road, and maybe some of what you read here will change your life in subtle ways, leaving a germ in your heart or loins to linger and grow insidiously and improve your quality of life in curious ways.


Here’s to the sexual imagination!


Maxim Jakubowski




Paying My Friends for Sex


Matt Thorne


Not having money was hard. But sometimes having money seems harder. It’s not as if I’m rich or anything, but having enough cash to get yourself in trouble, well, you’d be surprised how quickly that becomes a burden.


I’ve never been an avaricious individual. Ever since I was a kid, my cash has gone on three things, and three things only: CDs, books, and the cinema. Most of my clothes were given to me; the rest come from second-hand shops. And although I spend more money on food than I used to, all this really means is these days I eat in expensive restaurants instead of McDonald’s. I always eat out, and will do so until the day I die.


So when I unexpectedly started having more money, the only real evidence of my new-found wealth was in the increase of my book and CD collections. My cinema habits remained unchanged: there are, after all, only so many films you can see in a day. But although it was fun to fill out my literature and music libraries, after a while I realized there was little pleasure in buying music or books by bands or authors you didn’t like. After that, I confined myself to only buying new books or CDs, or the back catalogues of bands I knew I loved. Even that got tiresome after a while (as much as I love Neil Young and Lou Reed, there’s really no reason to own copies of Landing on Water or Minstrel). This meant I needed to find some new way of enjoying my money. At first I considered developing an interest in pornography. There seemed to be hundreds of adult videos, and it seemed likely that collecting these sorts of films would give me pleasure. But after I had ten or so, I realized I didn’t really enjoy pornography, and was also embarrassed about having the tapes around the house.


The same morning I chucked the cassettes away, I got a letter from an ex-girlfriend. When we’d broken up I’d been quite stern with her, telling her not to try to get in contact with me. It was over two years since we’d last seen each other, and she was writing to ask whether I would now be prepared to meet her for dinner. She made no mention of her own romantic situation, although she did say in one line that she just knew I would have a girlfriend and if I wanted I could bring her along. I hadn’t thought about this ex-girlfriend that much, mainly because I had been so upset when she’d broken up with me that I’d experienced a mini-breakdown that I didn’t want anyone to know about. The main reason why I had told her not to get in contact with me was because I knew she had a habit of falling back in love with her boyfriends after she’d broken up with them and I thought it was probably safer to stay away from her until I’d made a fresh start. Once I’d got back on my feet, I’d always intended to contact her, but for one reason or another I didn’t get round to it, and as I’ve never been one for nostalgia, not having her in my life didn’t really worry me.


I wrote back to her a few hours later, telling her that I didn’t have a girlfriend and hadn’t been involved with anyone since we split up. As I wrote this I remembered reading somewhere about how when writing love-letters you should always forget about yourself and concentrate only on arousing pleasure in the person you’re addressing. I couldn’t remember if the passage came from Freud or Barthes (it sounded like something from A Lover’s Discourse, but when I checked my library this volume was missing) or someone else entirely, but I realized that this was what I was doing now, and wondered whether it was such a good idea for me to meet up with Tracey again. I had always composed my letters to please her, and felt wounded every time a reply arrived. Not because they were deliberately hurtful, but because they seemed written with no awareness of the emotions they would arouse in me, which was fine when we saw each other all the time, but more difficult during the year we spent a continent apart. The address on the top of her letter was from somewhere in Chalk Farm, so I suggested we go for dinner at the Lavender in Primrose Hill. Three days later, her reply arrived. She would be happy to meet me in the location I’d suggested.


The reason why I had been single for so long was because of a random act of kindness I had committed two years earlier. A friend of a friend had died of a heart attack at an unexpectedly early age. His girlfriend, Marianne, needed someone to look after her and, having the space and the time, I invited her to move in with me. I had expected her mourning period to last three or four months, but it showed no sign of coming to an end. Over the previous two years she had become increasingly dependent on me and, although there had been nothing sexual between us, I felt too guilty to indulge in anything other than the odd one-night stand.


I arrived at the restaurant just before eight. Tracey was already waiting. She was wearing a short black dress. Smiling warmly as I entered the restaurant, she got up to embrace me.


“Tracey,” I said as she hugged me, “it’s so good to see you.”


“You too.” She looked down. “I wasn’t sure if you’d come.”


“So,” I said, “tell me everything. Do you have a job?”


She laughed. “You’re not going to believe what I do.”


“Should I guess?”


“Not just yet. I have to give you some background details first.”


“OK, start from the beginning. The last time I saw you, you were about to start drama school.”


Tracey smiled with her head slightly tilted to one side and leaned back in her chair. It was more exciting to see her than I’d anticipated, and I was already trying to calculate how I would feel if we ended up going to bed together. The candle-light in the Lavender was doing an incredible job of bringing out all of my ex-girlfriend’s most alluring features, from the small, springy, brown mole just above her soft upper lip to the exact colour of her curly brown hair. As always I was drawn in by her guilty-looking blue eyes, getting a sudden flashback of how her expression would harden when I trapped her into an argument.


“Drama school was great for the first term,” she told me, “because there were so many new people and you can remember how lonely I was before we split up.”


“Yeah,” I replied, “I’m sorry about that.”


“Sorry, why?” she asked, sounding as if her question was genuine.


“Gosh, I don’t know if I’m ready to get into this.”


“Get into what?”


“I had a breakdown just after you left me. And although initially when it happened I wasn’t able to do anything or see anyone, eventually I managed to get myself together enough to start having therapy. And through the sessions I worked out why I treated you the way I did.”


I noticed from the direction Tracey’s eyes were pointing that a waitress had come across to our table. I felt glad of the interruption, amazed that I’d started talking about this stuff so quickly. Then I remembered how my therapist had spent our final session trying to convince me that I wouldn’t feel properly healed until I’d seen Tracey again, and how adamant I’d been that that wasn’t a good idea.


The waitress told us the specials and we looked up to the blackboard to decide what we wanted. I guessed from Tracey’s small order that she was having money problems. While not wanting to embarrass her, I attempted to persuade her to have more than just a starter by letting her know that I’d pay.


“It’s OK,” she told me, “I’m really not that hungry. But if you order a nice bottle of wine I’d be happy to drink it.”


I ordered the wine and my food, then said, “I feel terrible now, isolating you like that. But it wasn’t jealousy. I always thought it was jealousy, but my therapist made me realize it wasn’t that at all. I just needed to get something from you, something secret, something from inside, something you probably couldn’t give. That’s why I took us away from everyone else.”


She nodded. “I do understand, and that’s kind of why I wanted to see you. You see, like I said, drama school was great for the first term, but then I started missing you. And I looked back on our time together with a fondness you’d never believe. Every day I thanked God that we’d had those two whole years together so I had something from every season to remind me of you. Like, pick a day . . .”


“Hallowe’en.”


“Scary badger.”


“What?”


“You remember.”


I thought about it and realized that I did. We’d gone to the cinema together and on the way back we’d seen two liberal-type parents trick-or-treating with a small child wearing a cardboard badger mask. And we’d joked with each other about how the parents would’ve convinced their child he didn’t want to be anything as horrible as a hobgoblin or Freddy Krueger. “No,” we imagined the two well-meaning parents saying to their child, “what you want to be is a scary . . . badger.”


I smiled. “I find it hard to remember stuff.”


“I know. When we broke up you said you’d never think of me again.”


“I didn’t say that.”


“You did.”


“Well, it wasn’t true. So, are you going to tell me what your job is?”


“Phone-sex.”


“Huh?”


“I knew you’d like that. Can I tell you about my audition?”


“For the job?”


“Yeah.”


“Well, I’d been working for TicketMaster for a while and it just wasn’t working out. The rest of the people in the office didn’t like me because every now and again I’d have an audition for an advert and they’d all get really upset because I had a life outside work. So, anyway, there was one woman there who I became work-friends with, and one day she told me she was leaving. She’d got a job working for a sex-line and it was five times as much money for nowhere near as much work. I was a bit sceptical, but she told me that, although there were a few dodgy men at the company, the main people in charge were all women, and by that time the little pound signs were dancing in front of my eyes and I’d agreed to go in for an interview.”


The waitress reappeared at my elbow with the wine and the squid salad I’d ordered for a starter. I asked her what had happened to Tracey’s food and she said she’d thought it would be better to bring it at the same time as my main course. Tracey nodded and said that was fine. I still felt guilty about ordering so much food when she was having hardly anything and tried to make up for it by overfilling her glass with wine.


Tracey continued. “So I went in for my interview and found myself in this windowless room with two women and one man. Although the man did most of the talking, it was obvious from the outset that the women were in charge. Anyway, my audition consisted of three exercises. The first two exercises were pieces I had to read from a script. This is quite a long anecdote, but the punchline’s in the middle instead of the end so get ready to laugh. The script I was reading from was supposed to be as if I was talking from the perspective of a woman who had been led into sexual ruin. I had to go through this catalogue of things that my boyfriend had made me do and the twist at the end was that I had to tell the caller that I was now completely cock-crazy and even just knowing there was a man on the other end listening to my past exploits got me off. The script was kind of torturous and confused and I was trying to understand it as well as read it so I kept stumbling over my words, and I got to this bit where I said my boyfriend introduced me to swimming and just as I was thinking that was odd and waiting for some sub-aqua exploits, the man stood up and shouted at me, ‘It’s swinging, not swimming. My boyfriend introduced me to swinging.’ ”


It wasn’t that great a line – she knew that – but the delivery was so perfectly Tracey that it made me laugh, identify with her and feel horny all at the same time. I knew one day lots of men would share this feeling, and it was this knowledge that made me certain that, in spite of Tracey’s considerable fragility, she would one day achieve success as an actress.


She went on. “The second script was less interesting. Standard sexy housewife, naughty knickers stuff. But then the final exercise was an improvization. It’d been a while since I’d been to a proper audition and you know how much I like that sort of thing anyway so I got all overexcited and started acting as if I was auditioning for a movie instead of a job on a sex-line. You would have liked the scenario though. It was a bit close to home and I could tell they’d come up with this idea for an audition piece deliberately to make me feel uncomfortable so I decided to take it to a real extreme. I was supposed to be an actress who’d come for an audition for a part in a film and then when I’d arrived I’d found out it was actually a porno instead of a normal movie.”


I popped a large piece of squid into my mouth and started chewing. Tracey brushed a strand of stray hair out of her face and carefully lifted her overfilled wine glass to her lips. As she did so, I noticed her lipstick was completely the wrong shade for her, making it look as if she’d been sucking gob-stoppers all day long.


“The weird thing about this last exercise was that they wanted me to do it over the phone. I suppose it wasn’t that weird, given that I was meant to be proving I could do a sex-line job, but the way they handled it was odd. First off the women came across and hooked me up to a headset, then the guy went off into another room on his own.


“Like I said, from the moment I was told what the exercise was I felt really irritated and wanted to embarrass them, so I tried to make what I was saying as disturbing as possible, telling him that I was only taking this job to support my baby, and that I came from a really religious background, and had wanted to be an actress my whole life, grown up on The Kids From Fame, stuff like that . . .”


“How did he respond?”


“Well, that was it, after I’d been talking a couple of minutes or so he stopped asking me questions and just kept saying ‘go on, go on,’ and I could hear the clink of his belt and, y’know, I knew what he was doing.”


“What did you do?”


“What could I do? I kept talking, but I tried to make it sound as unsexy as possible, just praying he would stop. But he kept going and I kept going until he came.


“Ugh.”


“I know. And the worst thing was he didn’t even try to hide it. I think I probably could’ve handled the situation if he was just some pervert doing this job as a sneaky way of getting his rocks off, but he came back into the main room with his fly undone, shirt-tail still sticking out, and the two women looked at him and made another mark on their clipboards as if this was just another test I’d passed.”


“Tracey,” I said gently.


“Yes?”


“How long have you had this job?”


“Only a couple of months. It’s all right once you get used to it. And I make it fun, playing little games with myself like working out which words will make them . . .” She looked at me. “Oh, dear. When I imagined telling you about this I thought it would make me sound glamorous and sexy.”


Not wanting her to worry, I smiled at Tracey and let my fork drop back on my plate.


We stayed in the restaurant until eleven. By that time we were both a little drunk and I was reluctant for the evening to end. I felt more aroused than I had in months and didn’t want to go back to the sexless friendship waiting for me at home. So I persuaded Tracey to walk down to a nearby pub for one final drink. The front of the pub was crowded so we went through to the back bar, which was empty except for an old man and a fruit machine. I bought us both Stellas and sat opposite Tracey. Her legs were crossed at the ankles and I found myself staring at the line where the hem of her dress pulled tightly around her toned thighs. She was telling me about a friend’s play but I had long stopped listening to her words. Taking a large gulp from my drink, I swooped in on her, sliding my hand up under her skirt.


My fingers stopped as they reached the soft crotch of her knickers. My lips stopped as I realized they were pressing against a resistant mouth.


“I’m sorry,” she said, with tears in her eyes, “I don’t want to do this.”


When I was sixteen I went on a school-organized trip to Keele University. The trip was designed to introduce potential students to college life and, given the excesses of this weekend away, I think the organizers managed an accurate distillation of most people’s three-year experience. I was the only one my school expected to make it to university, so I went alone, although by the end of the coach journey up I had befriended a sizeable number of sixth-formers sent by other schools in the city. As my school was ridiculously suburban, a haven of bubble perms and teenage pregnancies, I had always been an outsider, so much so that the first years started a rumour that I slept in a coffin. I didn’t go into school that much, spending most of my time in my bedroom listening to the Pixies and those first three Ride EPs. This was considered so outré in my neighbourhood that I was amazed to find that my tastes were shared not only by the sixthformers I’d befriended on the bus, but also the students who organized the last night’s disco.


Those two days at Keele were, to that point, the best of my life. But as I returned to my isolation, I saw no likelihood of them ever being repeated. My parents were both intensely anti-social people, ashamed of their marriage and quick to discourage me from forming friendships with others. But my new-found comrades were reluctant to let me disappear back to my previous existence, bombarding me with calls until I agreed to come with them to a Primal Scream concert. I went with them and, over the next few weeks, found myself with my first ever social circle.


And after friendship came the inevitable romantic infatuation. Among my new gang was a beautiful redhead with goth tendencies and a tart sense of humour. The rest of my friends were dubious about some of her more extreme tastes, and I was the only one willing to accompany her to a Cranes concert at a local polytechnic. The show was terrible but the night was transcendental, and in the taxi home I tried to kiss her. She stiffened, pushed me away, and said she wasn’t interested. As far as I could remember, I’d never told Tracey about this, but it was definitely a formative moment, making me overcautious in the opening stages of any subsequent relationship. If I got any sense that the woman I wanted didn’t want me, I immediately backed off, even if their reluctance was only part of an elaborate flirtation. In some ways, I’d never really got over that first rejection, and now the same thing was happening to me again, I felt a fresh desperation. But that doesn’t explain what I said next.


“Tracey?”


“Yes?”


“I’ll give you five hundred pounds to fuck me.”


During the taxi ride home, I wondered whether I regretted making my offer. There was no question that Tracey had been horrified, turning me down immediately and remaining upset until we said goodbye, but when I thought back to my sessions with my therapist, I realized the fact that Tracey would never want to see me again was probably a positive thing. My therapist had never accepted my excuse that I couldn’t start another relationship because I was giving house-space to Marianne, trying to make me believe it was really because I held out hope that Tracey and I would get back together. Now that definitely wouldn’t happen, I was free to get on with my new life.


Marianne was waiting for me when I got home, sitting in front of our television drinking a mug of mulled wine and watching a film featuring Veronica Lake. She moved her legs down so I could sit next to her. As usual, her eyes were rimmed with red and she’d dressed with the bare minimum of effort. I squeezed her hand and she flashed me a brief smile.


The following morning I went out with three female friends of mine. Hazel, Ivy and Elizabeth were all young, recently married mothers. I had met them through Marianne. Initially, they had been her friends, calling me up for news about how she was coping. But as she hadn’t seen them in two years and they had stopped asking about her, I now considered them my friends, meeting with them once a week for a few hours of coffee and chat in a cafe in St John’s Wood.


Every now and again, we were joined by the unofficial fifth member of our party. Her name was Anita and she was by far the most glamorous member of our quintet. Marianne would’ve been furious if she’d known Anita occasionally accompanied us, as Anita had supplied Marianne’s boyfriend Donald with the drugs she believed had precipitated his premature heart attack. Anita had been having a low-key affair with Donald for several years, and Marianne blamed herself for being so understanding about her infidelity, knowing that if she’d been more possessive she might’ve saved his life. Donald was one of many men Anita had spent years seeing on the side, although she usually went for men of more considerable means. Between affairs, she was always short of money, lost without someone to pay for her.


Hazel, Ivy and Elizabeth were all fascinated by the fact that I had been single for so long. Ivy was the only one who flirted with me, although I knew this didn’t count for anything, as she was as certain in her marriage as the others. But they couldn’t understand why I didn’t make a move on Anita. Every time the subject came up, I used the same excuse,


“Marianne would kill me.”


“But how would she know?” This was Elizabeth, the most persistent of my three friends.


“She’d know. She’d smell it on me.”


“I don’t see why you’re worried about that,” said Ivy, sucking her lip. “You’ve let Marianne live with you rent-free for two years. She’s in no position to tell you who you can sleep with.”


“There’s too many demons.”


“Between you and Anita?” Elizabeth asked. “Why? You hardly knew Donald. Besides, you two have an incredible chemistry. I bet the sex would be amazing.”


“I don’t think so.”


“Why not?”


“I get the impression that Anita can keep people at a distance even when she’s fucking them. I hate having sex with someone who’s got their barriers up.”


“You only say that because you’ve heard how she talks about her businessmen blokes. It’d be different for you. You’d be able to break her down.” The other two chuckled darkly at this, encouraging Ivy to add, “If I had your body I could do it.”


I sipped my coffee and took a bite from my Russian cake, feeling unsettled. I still wasn’t really over last night and felt less comfortable bantering than I usually did. I knew myself well enough to know what I really needed was sexual reassurance and although, in a strange sort of way, that was what my friends were trying to offer me, thinking about Anita made me uneasy.


“Let’s talk about something else.”


That evening, I went to a party with my bank manager. She was one of the normal girls who’d made my life so difficult at school. We’d become friends by chance when I went into my hometown bank to open a third account. She’d been impressed by the amount of money I’d been depositing and asked me out on a date. We’d quickly discovered that there were the same differences between us now that there’d been at school, and we’d gone home separately. This had been a big blow to me as she’d been one of the most unobtainable girls in my school and, having spent a large part of my adolescence masturbating with her in my head, I was keen to see whether the real deal rivalled the fantasy.


After our unsuccessful date, we had concentrated on forming a workable business relationship. I needed more from my bank manager than most people, and was on the phone to her several times a week. And once long enough had elapsed for us not to be embarrassed in each other’s company, we started going out together as friends. I became her walker, accompanying Vicki to social events once or twice a month. These events were not grand affairs, consisting mainly of nights in the pub or dinner-parties organised by her friends.


Tonight’s party was in Jamie’s Bar in Charlotte Street. One of Vicki’s friends had just returned from two years in Australia and a gathering had been organised to welcome him back. Vicki didn’t seem that excited about the party, and unusually for her, wasn’t even worried about changing for the evening, meeting me straight from work. Seeing her in a conservative suit reminded me of how great she used to look in her school uniform, and I wondered again about my impotent reaction to the women in my life. It was odd: I was excellent with strangers, no matter how attractive, able to go into a club or bar, find someone single, and persuade them to take me home with them. But as soon as it came to anyone with whom I had the slightest emotional connection, I became a complete drip.


Feeling depressed, I drank too much and found myself telling Vicki what had happened with Tracey. I made a joke out of it, saying that it was probably not a good idea for me to tell my bank manager I’d been offering ex-girlfriends extravagant amounts of money for them to sleep with me.


She downed her glass, winked at me, and said, “I could do with some money.”


We went to her place. In the taxi we bartered about the price: Vicki saying she wanted twice the amount I’d offered my girlfriend; me saying for that much money I expected something special.


I wasn’t that surprised by the way she reacted. Vicki had spent the whole of her adult life working with money, and no doubt saw this as a neat way of mocking its black magic. The idea of being paid for sex clearly appealed to her, as did taking a human transaction so lightly. I paid the driver and we went into her house.


“So,” she asked, “how do you want me?”


I thought back to all those adolescent afternoons. My fantasy had always been that while I was masturbating about Vicki she was somewhere masturbating about me. I told her this, thinking that was maybe how we’d start.


She chuckled. “You know, I never did. Not about you. I must’ve done it about almost every boy in the class, but never about you.”


I couldn’t reply. She noticed my sadness and said hurriedly, “I would’ve done, though, you know, if I’d known you were doing it about me.”


“You must’ve known.”


“Why?”


“Every boy in the year used to masturbate about you. We used to compare experiences.”


She looked at me. “Really? I honestly had no idea. Can I tell you about a fantasy of mine?”


“Of course.”


“I used to fantasize about groups of boys in the class masturbating over me. You know, with all that AIDS talk in assemblies sperm was seen as such an evil substance. But it didn’t seem that way to me. I wanted to be totally coated in it.”


She must’ve noticed my horrified expression, as she immediately eased back from our sexual conversation and asked me instead if I wanted a coffee. I nodded and she went out into the kitchen to make me one. I took advantage of the spare moment to assess my surroundings. Houses always look strange when there’s only one person living in them, but Vicki had done a good job of making her place look comfortable. Before Marianne moved in with me, there had always been something defiant about my decoration, as if I was trying to create a home that would be the envy of anyone who visited it. But nothing I could buy from a shop could add the warmth created by another person’s belongings.


Vicki was clearly less troubled by being alone, and although she couldn’t quite disguise the fact that she had too much space to herself, the lounge looked like somewhere she’d be equally happy entertaining friends or watching television alone. I liked the fact that she’d left stuff out (a hairdryer lying on its side next to a rectangular white extension-plug; a box-set of Friends episodes by the television; three cotton-wool balls dyed scarlet with nail-varnish on a copy of the Express next to the electric fire), and began to relax as I settled down into her settee.


She returned with my cup of coffee. After her revelations about her childhood come-fantasies, I didn’t feel like watching her masturbate any more, and anyway, that was far too passive. It was time for me to become masterful.


“Take your trousers off,” I told her.


“Let’s see the money first.”


“What?”


“Cash up front. I don’t want you changing your mind after you’ve had me and pretending the payment thing was just a joke.”


“OK. How much did we agree on?”


“A thousand. Do you carry that kind of money with you?”


“No. Will you take a cheque? You know I’m good for it.”


“Do you have your cheque-book on you?”


“No, but come on, Vicki, you’re my bank manager. You can easily debit my account whenever you want.”


“Write me an IOU.”


“I don’t have a pen.”


“There’s one on the table.”


I got up and wrote out an IOU, wondering what was behind this banter. Although a thousand pounds wasn’t bad for one night’s work, I couldn’t believe that Vicki was genuinely only doing this for the money. The way I looked at it, the play with potential prostitution was just spice to stoke up enough excitement to get us through a one-night stand. If she was taking it seriously . . . well, fuck it, if she was taking it seriously, I’d just make sure I got my money’s worth.


“Right. Now get those trousers off.”


She stood up, walked across to the table and checked the IOU. Seemingly satisfied, Vicki came across to me and put one foot up between my legs.


“Unbuckle my shoes first.”


I felt pleased she was bossing me back, thinking that this proved she was getting into what we were doing. I gripped her ankle before following her instruction, a motion that seemed to please her. Shoes removed, she turned her back to me. I sank down slightly so her bottom was directly in front of my face, then waited as she undid the buckle on her belt and slowly lowered her trousers over her buttocks. She was wearing a flimsy pair of white translucent knickers: the kind that pulled tight between her legs so that the material covering her bum formed a triangle. I gripped her hips. She let her trousers fall to the floor and stepped out of them.


“I bet you’re a man who likes bottoms.”


I giggled. “What?”


“Let’s see, shall we? What happens when I do this?”


She slid her fingers under the elastic of her knickers and pulled them down. Using a foot to flip them onto a pile with her trousers, she leaned forwards and pushed her bum up in my face, using her fingers to pull open her cheeks. The light was good in Vicki’s apartment and I had a full view of the soft creases of her anus. She was right: I did like this sight, although few of the girls I’d been out with had shown it to me so readily, and it was a hard thing to request of a one-night stand. I could see why Vicki was so willing to reveal hers to me. I know this sounds strange, but it was absolutely beautiful, the skin moving so perfectly to the small hole in the centre with each tuck in exactly the right place. From this angle I could also see a rear view of her vagina, which was equally well defined, the flesh of her outer labia almost spookily symmetrical. Vicki seemed to revel in my slow appraisal and after my nice, long look I pushed my tongue onto her welcoming folds. I held Vicki’s hips and managed to get deep into her, curious whether she liked having this done to her as much as I liked having it done to me. I licked for a while and then asked her, “Can you touch yourself while I do this to you?”


“Well, I can, but you’ll have to hold me open.”


“That’s OK.”


She released her buttocks and I took over, opening her even wider. The muscles in my tongue felt pleasurably strained as I buried my mouth into her bottom, wanting her to feel totally loose. She fingered herself slowly at first, but when I showed no sign of wearying she speeded up. I wondered if she would be prepared to come with me and felt scared about how much I wanted that to happen. But I also wanted to come too, and as her moans grew shallower I stopped sucking her asshole.


“What’s wrong?” she asked.


“Nothing. I realise it’s not very romantic to interrupt the sex like this but, seeing as I’m paying . . .”


“Yes?” she asked, impatient.


“What are you like with orgasms? Do you come? Can you come? Do you always need fingers, or can you come just from fucking? Can you come lots of times or is it one-time-only, lights out?”


“I’m weird. Back to front. When I masturbate it takes for ever, but I guarantee if you fuck me for more than three minutes that’ll hit the spot.”


“That’s not back to front, that’s perfect. And can you still fuck after you’ve come?”


“Yeah, but if we’re gonna do that can we use lubricant? You don’t have to wear a condom.”


“Of course. Have you got some?”


“I’ll fetch it.”


She moved away from me and went out into the hallway. I watched her go, finding it sexy to see her bare legs beneath the jacket of the work-suit she was still wearing. I waited while she went upstairs, rubbing my cock through the pocket of my trousers. When Vicki returned she could tell I was looking at her cunt and stopped beneath the main light, letting me see her. As I’d expected, she had a neat bikini line, an unnecessary precaution for one so fair, but nice to look at all the same. Although this was definitely an incredibly sexy moment for me, I couldn’t help feeling slightly disappointed. Seeing Vicki Wade’s cunt . . . this was a childhood dream come true, but how could it hold the same magic for me now that it had done back then? I remembered one time when a boy from our school had told us that he’d seen Vicki doing stretches in the gym, and her leotard had ridden up so high that, as he’d put it, “he even saw her pin”. For months afterward I’d dreamt about being in his place, even (if you’d caught me in a weak moment) prepared to give up my life to share the sight.


Maybe I should’ve offered her money back then. She probably wouldn’t have accepted it, but who knows? Of course, in those days I couldn’t even get near her, let alone start a conversation that would lead up to me offering her money to show me her cunt. It’s odd, but even now, the thought of Vicki’s adolescent vagina tucked inside that unfaithful leotard seemed sexier than the reality in front of me. I’m not a pervert, and have no interest in schoolgirls (even women my age dressed up in school uniform), but the power of that missed moment was so strong that the fantasy almost managed to obliterate what was happening now.


Vicki seemed to notice my distraction and brushed her fingers down over herself. She pretended that she too was distracted, but then quickly looked back at me and smiled when she saw me grip myself through my trousers again.


“What do you want me to do?”


“I want to come inside you.”


“I’ve already said that’s fine.”


“I know, but I need to be sucked first.”


“Oh, OK.” She walked back to me, knelt down and unzipped my fly. Pulling open my trousers, she slid my cock out through the slit in my boxer shorts and took it into her mouth. I don’t really need to describe the experience other than to tell you she was good at it, although to be honest I’ve never been with a woman who wasn’t. Remembering her promise of how little sex she needed to orgasm, I let her suck me longer than I normally would, eventually stopping her with a gentle pat on both shoulders.


She looked up at me, and her expression seemed so open that I snapped out of porno mode and stroked the side of her face. She bent down, unlaced my shoes, and stripped me from the waist downwards. Picking up her blue tube of lubricant, she squeezed a blob onto her palm, spread it over my cock then rubbed the rest inside her. Pulling my cock forwards, she slid herself gently on top of me. I kissed her, realizing as I did so that it was the first time our lips had touched. It’s embarrassing and inappropriate, but the first time I fuck someone I always want to tell them I love them. Thankfully, tonight I conquered that urge and mouthed it softly to myself instead. Our fucking was surprisingly (for me, anyway) forceful: a proper, deep, heterosexual shag that carried us both to orgasm and left us woozily clinging to each other. We stayed like that until Vicki climbed off of me and asked,


“Did you get your money’s worth?”


Marianne was asleep in front of the television when I got back. She often nodded out in the lounge, waking up again about three or four and going to bed. Feeling bolder than usual, I decided to carry her upstairs. When we reached the landing she awoke and, after taking a few seconds to adjust to the situation, sniffed my neck.


“You smell of sex.”


I didn’t say anything. She smiled, and let me carry her to her room and drop her on her bed. As I turned out her light she said, “Someone called for you. There’s a message on the machine.”


I went downstairs and played the message. It was Tracey, apologizing for the other night and saying she wanted to see me again. Tomorrow. Although it was after one, I called her straight back. She reminded me of her address and told me to come over at seven o’clock. I replaced the receiver and went to bed.


The following morning Marianne and I both awoke earlier than usual and decided to have breakfast together. This was quite an unusual occurrence for both of us and, as we lacked even the most basic supplies, I headed off to the deli. When I came back Marianne had made me a coffee and was sitting at the end of the table sipping hers, wrapped in a dark-blue silk dressing-gown.


“So,” she said, as I hunted for a grapefruit-knife, “who was the lucky girl?”


“On the phone?”


“No . . . last night.”


“Oh. My bank manager.”


“Really?” She laughed. “I thought you were too rich to have to sleep with someone for a raised overdraft.”


“I was. Until someone started eating me out of house and home.”


She looked at me, clearly shocked. I’d never referred to money before, and she’d stopped bringing it up after her third straight week of thanking me for my generosity


“I do feel ready to start looking for a job,” she said in a small voice, “although if it’s all right with you I’d rather stay here and pay you rent than move out. I’m just so comfortable here.”


I didn’t answer, preparing her grapefruit in silence and placing it in a bowl in front of her.


I arrived at Tracey’s house an hour and a half late. This was a deliberate tactic, my childish way of getting revenge for her knocking me back after our previous date. She pretended she wasn’t aware of the time, greeting me with a hug. Feeling optimistic, I’d stopped off at an ATM on the way and taken cash out of each of my three main accounts, now having nearly a thousand pounds on me. It was good to feel my ex-girlfriend’s body against mine and I clung on to her until she broke away.


“Would you like a drink?” she asked. “I have beer. Or whisky.”


“Beer, please.”


She fetched a bottle from the kitchen and handed it to me. Tracey had already strategically placed an opener on the coffee table and I used it to uncap the drink.


“Aren’t you having anything?”


“I will in a minute. I already had a little too much this afternoon.”


I could tell she was nervous. Tracey was not a casual drinker, and when we’d been going out together she had only drunk at home at moments of extreme emotion.


“Are you OK, Tracey?”


“I’m fine,” she replied, sitting on her sofa.


She was wearing a cream cardigan, a white halter-neck and a short grey skirt. Tracey had always had a thing for flesh-coloured stockings, and was wearing a pair this evening, with no shoes. I sipped my beer, waiting to hear why she had summoned me here.


“The offer you made the other night.”


“Yes?”


“Does it still stand?”


“Of course.”


“What if I don’t want to have sex with you?”


I wasn’t in the mood for this sort of game playing, and wasn’t about to beg. I put down my beer and stood up. “Then I don’t think you should.”


“No,” she said, looking up at me, “I don’t mean that. Oh, God . . .” She rubbed her forehead. “What if I want to do other things?”


I sat back down. “What sort of other things?”


“Safer things.”


“I can wear a condom.”


“I don’t mean that sort of safe. I mean, emotionally safe.”


“I’m not sure I follow.”


“Well,” she said, “would you want to see me?”


I smiled. “Of course. But let’s not make this so clinical. Why don’t you come over here with me?”


“But how will we work out the money?”


“The money doesn’t matter to me. How about if I give you five hundred pounds anyway, and then you can decide how far you want to go?”


“And you won’t get angry with me?”


“Of course not. Don’t be stupid.”


“Or tell anyone? Or hold it against me?”


“I don’t know anyone you know. And it’s my idea. How can I hold it against you?”


She still didn’t seem satisfied. I was beginning to wonder if this was such a good idea, but was feeling too turned-on to leave.


“And you accept that this will be a one-off? You won’t force me to do it again later because I agreed to it now?”


I couldn’t understand why she was being like this. Throughout our relationship I had almost always been the submissive one, never forcing her to do anything. I might have been a little more forthcoming than her about my desires, but that’d only been because she rarely talked about what she wanted, preferring to go unhappy than verbalize her discontent.


“Tracey, I’m not about to cast judgement on you. I offered you money the other night because I was desperate to sleep with you and couldn’t cope with being rejected. I can understand why you were offended . . .”


“I wasn’t offended, just scared. I’m frightened by you wanting me.”


“Why? You work on a sex-line. You have men wanting you all the time.”


I realized the moment I said this that it was a mistake. Suddenly, everything became clear to me and I saw my way out of this. But first I had to listen to her response.


“Jesse, this is why I got so upset the other night. I told you about the sex-line because I thought you’d find it sexy and funny, but I didn’t think it would change the way you thought about me. After I said it I remembered how afraid I was about telling you about my sexuality. This is something I’ve been wanting to tell you for ages, in fact, that’s the whole reason why I got in touch with you again. But then at dinner you told me you’d had a breakdown and I couldn’t tell you the truth . . . well, I mean, I told you part of the truth, about how I missed you and was glad we had all that time together, but I couldn’t get to the heart of it. I couldn’t tell you . . . Look, you know what you said about your therapist telling you that what you were feeling with me, when you isolated us, wasn’t jealousy but you wanting something from me, something I couldn’t give?”


“Of course.”


“Well, you and your therapist got it completely round the wrong way. What you wanted was to know the truth about me, but because you were so jealous you didn’t want to hear it.”


What she was saying made sense. I thought back to my bank manager telling me about her come-fantasy and how that hadn’t turned me on at all. I had often told Tracey I wanted to know what she masturbated about – and in my head I thought I did – but the truth was, if she wasn’t doing it about me I didn’t want to know.


“The truth is, the reason I freaked out the other night was because it felt like you were making the offer out of anger. And it reminded me of how you always used to view sex as something you had to take from me, as if I was deliberately with-holding it. That ‘something I couldn’t give’ was an honest sexual response, because I always felt you were judging me.


“But the thing is, I do want to do something with you. Something that’ll get rid of all the hurt and make you think well of me. And, although it sounds strange, and it did upset me at first, I think you paying me for sex is a good idea. Only you have to be doing it for pure motives. You have to do it because you want me.”


“I do want you.”


“Good.” She came across and sat next to me. Taking control, she straddled me and pushed me back on the sofa. She’d washed her hair recently and I could smell her shampoo as her long brunette curls fell over her face. As she started kissing me, I considered how this evening’s experience was already so different from my previous night with Vicki. I had completely forgotten how Tracey kissed, the soft pulling that felt so reassuring after her resistance in the bar after the restaurant, and as I let her take charge, I found myself thinking back to when I first got my money and was trying to develop an interest in pornography. Although it had quickly stopped working for me, it was only now that I realized why. It was my lack of imagination, and my inability to bring details from my own life into my appreciation of the films. My one-night stands were few and far between and, to be honest, they weren’t fantasy-occasions, instead usually arising from desperation and mutual need. And although I’ve always had lots of women in my life, it’s been hard to eroticize them, as I’ve known them as friends rather than sex-objects (I realize the two are by no means mutually exclusive, but until last night with Vicki, it’d always seemed that way to me). So when I watched pornography, I found it hard to enjoy the variety, which I guess is the whole point in the first place. It was difficult to identify with the well-built men, and unless the women looked like Tracey, or other ex-girlfriends, they didn’t seem sexy either. I’m not a natural voyeur, and watching other people having sex always makes me feel like I’m the one being exploited, not them, as if I’m stuck in someone’s house and still having to be the polite guest even when my hosts start going down on each other.


Now that I was having sex with Tracey so soon after I’d had sex with Vicki, and was rediscovering myself as a sexual person (albeit in quite an unconventional way), I felt like I might like to watch pornography again, using the woman on screen as a point of connection between Tracey and Vicki and whomever I ended up having sex with next.


I was amazed at how much the money was adding an extra energy. When I’d been going out with Tracey, our intercourse had always been extremely fraught, a cycle of tears, excitement, pain, pleasure and tears. The first few times had been terrifying, a form of lovemaking I was completely unused to, having previously only been with women who saw sex as a friendly adult kinship. Now I was paying Tracey she seemed to be trying to fit her need around working out how to make me happy. The way she was kissing me showed she wanted me, which is something I’ve always needed to know in order to enjoy sex with anyone. These last two statements sounds antithetical. Let me explain. What I mean is, nothing is as big a turn-off for me as a woman saying, ‘I want to make you happy.’ But a woman who wants me (even if she’s only pretending) is all I need for the sex to work. This is why I always aimed low when picking people up, and why paying my friends for sex was turning out to be so successful. I’m not vain enough to imagine I could sexually excite a professional prostitute, but I also knew that it would be imposssible for a friend (or an ex) to have sex with me without feeling something. And with Tracey I thought it went much farther than that, as I saw now that she’d always needed this sort of excuse to really enjoy sex, and may even previously have had this sort of fantasy herself.


She stopped kissing me and pushed herself up. “How much would you pay to pull down my top?”


“I told you. I’ll give you five hundred pounds whatever we end up doing.”


She shook her head. “No,” she said, “I want to negotiate.”


“OK.” I smiled. “I guess that could be fun. Are you wearing a bra?”


Tracey got up and pulled her curtains. Then she turned on a table lamp and switched off the main light. Before taking her position on top of me, she pulled off her cardigan and hung it over the back of a chair.


“Yes, I’m wearing a bra.”


“So you’re only talking about me seeing your bra, not your breasts?”


“For the moment, yes.”


“And, let me get this straight, am I paying you to pull down your top yourself or for me to do it?”


“Either.”


“So there’s no price difference between those two options?”


“No. Come on, how much?”


“Well, it seems quite minor, so let’s say ten pounds.”


“Twenty. I take it you have the money with you?”


I felt surprised that Tracey was being as serious about the money as Vicki had been yesterday, especially as I’d assumed I’d have to persuade her to take the cash. But I enjoyed my role in the fantasy, taking a twenty-pound note from my inside pocket and laying it out on the table.


“OK,” she said, fingers going to the thin cord around her neck.


I reached up and stopped her, saying, “No, I want to do it.”


I untied her and pulled the top down over her breasts. She was wearing a white strapless bra and her nipples were visible through the material. I attempted to stroke them.


“No, no,” she told me, “you haven’t paid for that yet. How much to see my knickers?”


“What type are you wearing?”


“Does that affect the price?”


“No, I’m just curious.


“Mmm,” she said, “you just reminded me of something.”


“Dinner in the oven?”


“No. A memory. From when we were together.”


“Dangerous territory.”


“Doesn’t have to be. Anyway, this is a nice memory. It was about the third or fourth time we slept together, and we met unexpectedly, or maybe I hadn’t been planning to go to bed with you but it ended up happening anyway, and you were surprised because I wasn’t wearing matching underwear and I felt really weird hecause I didn’t even have that many niatching sets and you’d already seen most of them.”


“So you’re not wearing matching underwear today?”


“I am, actually, although I didn’t think about that this morning. Well, kind of matching, they’re white string-knickers, with a small red design in one corner.”


“Let me see.”


“How much?”


“Forty.”


“Cash on the table.”


I unfolded another two notes. “Are you sure you don’t want me to give you the whole five hundred right now?”


“And spoil the fun? I’m enjoying myself, aren’t you?”


“Of course.”


“Good.” She smiled at me and pulled her skirt up. She tried to make the material stay as high up her thighs as possible so I could get a proper look at her knickers. Shortly after we’d started going out, I’d discovered Tracey’s diary. Just before we’d started going out she’d had a lonely night with some unsatisfactory ex-partner and come home and detailed all the things she liked and didn’t like. Eventually I was forced to admit my betrayal of her trust, but prior to my confession it provided a useful shorthand on how to please her. She liked having her breasts caressed rather than kissed, preferred having her knickers gently slipped down her thighs rather than taking them off herself, sometimes enjoyed being fingered to orgasm with her knickers still on, although that was never quite as nice as being eaten out. She liked sucking cock; sometimes more than being fucked. Her favourite fantasy was imaginary incest (something only ever exciting to those who hadn’t suffered the irritation of real-life siblings) and except for very, very rare occasions, hated being on top.


She laughed. “I bet you’re just dying to touch me, aren’t you?”


Tracey never used to be this confident. I knew it had something to do with the money, but I also thought it was probably connected to her new job. I’d always known Tracey had the perfect voice for sex-line work, but felt surprised that she’d actually gone through with it. I wanted to ask her more about what the job was like, but after her previous outburst, felt scared about spoiling the mood.


“Can I touch your cunt and breasts at the same time?”


“If you’re prepared to pay for it.”


“I’ll give you fifty pounds. But you also have to rub my cock.”


“For fifty, I’ll only do it through your trousers.”


“That’s all I want, for the minute.” I counted out the cash and put it on the table. “Although let me touch you for a bit first.”


“OK. Can I lie back more?”


“Of course. It’ll make things easier.”


She shuffled backwards, reclining against the arm of the sofa. I moved round between her legs, leaning in to kiss her as I began to gently stroke and squeeze her breasts. Her kisses were more open now, her mouth more relaxed. I quickly embraced her and then began to rub the heel of my hand over her cunt. I touched her breasts at the same time, kissing her again. After a few minutes, she pushed me back up and began stroking the tight crotch of my trousers. She stroked her hand around my shape, the heel of her hand rubbing my cock while her fingers softly dug against the underside of my balls. I let her do this for a short while, then pushed her back.


“Another fifty to see your tits.”


She laughed. “Shall I undo it?”


“No, let me.”


I put a fifty-pound note on the table, and Tracey leaned forward to let me unhook her bra. I was amazed at how unfamiliar her breasts looked, and wondered how I could’ve forgotten something so important. Why are visual memories the hardest to preserve? Especially sexual memories. I couldn’t believe that in my fantasy-world I had robbed Tracey of her real body and replaced it with an anonymous alternative. I had forgotten how easily she flushed; that her shoulders were lightly freckled. Her breasts had become bigger in my memory, her nipples smaller, and the real-life combination was much sexier. But strangest of all, I had forgotten how Tracey looked at me differently when I started to undress her.


She kissed me. “Knickers too?”


“Let me do it. You know what you said earlier about not wanting to have sex with me, do you still feel like that?”


“I don’t want to have penetrative sex. But everything else is OK.”


I considered this. “All right then, I’ll give you a hundred and fifty pounds to pull your knickers off and go down on you.”


“OK.”


Placing the cash on the table, I gently lifted Tracey from the sofa and brought her down onto the floor. She raised her knees and I slipped my fingers under the waistband of her knickers and gently tugged them down. Her cunt was already wet and slightly open, the pink bright beneath the spring of her light brown pubic hair. I pulled her legs slightly more open and gave her cunt a first kiss. She murmured something and I moved up to hear what she said.


“What was that?”


“I said I’ve fantasized so much about you doing this. Especially since the other night.”


Remembering Vicki, I asked, “What did you do when you fantasized?”


“Touched myself, of course,” she said, sounding surprised.


I couldn’t stop myself asking, “When was the last time?”


She sounded slightly irritated as she replied, “In the shower at the gym this morning,” and, not wanting to push my luck, I went back down on her.


It was incredible to be between Tracey’s legs again, and I felt disappointed when she came quickly. I wanted to carry on and see if I could bring her to a second orgasm, but she stopped me and made me come up alongside her for a hug. We lay like that for a while and then I asked her,


“Would you like to see my cock?”


“Do I have to pay you?”


“No.” I laughed. “It’s a freebie.”


I pulled open my fly. She looked at me, surprised.


“You wear underwear now?”


“Since Michael Hutchence died.”


“Show me then.”


I pulled out my cock. She stared at it for a minute and then looked up at me.


“I remember it.”


“Do you?” I asked, surprised. “Exactly?”


“Exactly.”


I looked at her, wondering if women’s memories worked differently to men’s, or whether the fault lay solely with me.


“So,” I said, “two hundred quid for a blow-job.”


“It’s extra to come in my mouth.”


“Two fifty, then.”


I counted out the cash and she went down on me.


Marianne was already in bed when I got home. I knew she was probably still upset about what I’d said that morning, but found I didn’t really regret it. Since I’d started paying people for sex, my generosity to her had started to seem unfathomable, and I couldn’t understand why I’d been kind to her for so long. No one else seemed interested in her (in the whole time she’d lived with me she’d never mentioned her parents once) and she hardly contributed anything around the home. Besides, if it wasn’t for her living here I could have my sexual adventures without venturing outside the front door. I wasn’t quite ready to kick her out, but from now on I felt she should start doing something to justify her board.


I didn’t have much to do the next day. I arose late, masturbated, then went out for lunch alone. When I got back Marianne was sitting in the garden, reading a book. I went through to my study and called Vicki.


“Hi, Jesse, how are you?”


“Good.”


There was a moment of silence. I hadn’t imagined that it’d be hard to talk to her, assuming that we’d quickly fall back into a friendly intimacy, maybe with a pleasant new sexual under-current to our conversation. But suddenly I was experiencing the same sort of shyness I usually only felt when I was talking to someone I really fancied.


“Is this a money conversation?”


“Kind of,” I laughed.


“Oh,” she said, “I’m glad you’ve brought that up. The thing is, Jesse, the other night and everything I did enjoy it, but I don’t think it should happen again.”


“Really?” I replied, wondering if she was serious, or just wanted to be persuaded.


“Yeah,” she said, “I’m sorry. I can’t really explain. It’s not you, or the money. It’s just that I’m not very good at the stage between casual sex and a proper relationship, and I know you’re not looking for that right now . . .”


“Well . . .”


“I mean, I’m not either, and I want you to carry on being my walker, and well, if I’m going to be absolutely honest the next day I was a bit freaked out by the fact that I’d taken money from you and if you’ll let me I’d like to give it back.”


“No, Vicki, don’t be silly, it was worth it.”


“I don’t have to give you the actual money. If you want I can just credit your account.”


“No,” I said, “I’m glad I paid you. But I understand why you don’t want to do it again, and don’t worry, this won’t damage our friendship.”


“Oh, good,” she replied, “thanks, Jesse.”


I finished the call, found my address book and flipped through until I found Anita’s number. I dialled, and got her answer-phone. So I tried her mobile.


“Hello?” she said, the background noise of a lively pub behind her voice.


“Hi, Anita, it’s Jesse.”


“Hi, Jesse, how are you?”


“Good. Where are you?”


“In Soho. Why?”


“Are you alone?”


“Yeah. Why?”


“I wondered whether I could meet up with you.”


“Now?”


“Is that OK?”


“Of course. I’m in Waxy’s Little Sister. Do you know where that is?”


“No.”


“Opposite the Metro.”


“The cinema?”


“Yeah. How long are you going to be?”


“About forty-five minutes.”


“OK. I’ll see you then.”


I told Marianne I was going out and took a taxi into Soho. Part of me wanted to reveal that I was meeting Anita, just to see how she’d react. But I worried that giving Marianne clues as to what I had planned might inhibit me, so I kept quiet.


During the drive, I thought about Anita and wondered whether she would go for my suggestion. The fact that she was drinking alone in the afternoon seemed a good sign, as she only lapsed back into alcoholism between affairs, focusing more heavily on drugs when she was involved with someone.


I remembered talking about Anita with Hazel, Ivy and Elizabeth, and how they were convinced I’d be able to seduce her. It was almost worth not using the money as a motivation, but I realized when I thought about having sex with Anita the financial transaction was the part I was looking forward to most. It was knowing that I was going to offer Anita money that stopped me feeling intimidated by her, as it seemed more adult, honest and decadent than her booze, coke and affairs.


Waxy’s Little Sister was a ghastly Irish theme-pub, and I couldn’t understand what Anita was doing there. She was sitting alone with a pint and a small glass of whisky. I walked across and joined her.


“Hi, Jesse. So what’s wrong? Is this to do with Marianne?”


“No, nothing like that. I was just at a loose end and wanting someone to have a drink with. You were the first person who came to mind. Well, second, after my bank manager.”


She chuckled. “Isn’t he working?”


“She. And yes, she is. But I thought I could persuade her to knock off early. Anyway, I’m glad you were free. Are you all right for drinks?”


She nodded. I got myself a pint and pulled up a chair beside her. Even when she was getting wasted alone Anita looked incredible. She looked posh and innocent, a fatal combination even without the added spice of her exciting private life. I’d always wanted her, but had been held back by fear. Her red hair (always a warning sign to me, since that first experience of adolescent rejection) made her look a little like Nicole Kidman at her most elegant, although with a slightly more inviting, open face.


“How are you then?” I asked, still nervous.


“All right. Starting to get a little bit wobbly. How about you?”


“OK . . . a little drained.”


“Ennui?” She smiled.


“Something like that. Too much money and too much free time.”


“I wish I had that worry.”


I sipped my beer, sensing an opening. “You’re all right for money, aren’t you?”


“Are you kidding? I’m broke. I’ve never had this little money in my life.”


“Really?” I said, and after enough large swallows, began my pitch.


The following evening I was feeling lonely again. I couldn’t get hold of Anita, or Tracey, and knew it would be undignified to have another go at persuading Vicki to change her mind. Frustrated, I went downstairs to the lounge.


Marianne was lying on the floor, watching television. She was wearing a short skirt and a black top and when I sat on the sofa behind her I could see her knickers. She paid no attention to me, concentrating on the television. I stayed there for fifteen minutes, but finally couldn’t take it any longer and asked, “How much money would you want to suck my cock?”


Marianne moved out the following morning. I would’ve been happy if she’d left the night before, but she clearly wanted to drag out her departure. I wasn’t sad to see her go and, although I had said some seriously mean things to her in our argument the night before, none of my comments had been unfair. Two years of frustration had come out too fast, that’s all. I wasn’t a bad person.


“I think it’s good that you kicked Marianne out,” Elizabeth told me. “She’s been sponging off of you for far too long.”


“What was the argument about?” asked Hazel.


“Never mind that,” Ivy interrupted, “what I want to know is, what is Anita like in bed?”


I answered both their questions, at length, by telling them the story of my past week. This time I definitely wasn’t trying to reel anyone in, knowing that all three of my friends were happily married mothers who weren’t short of money and liked to think of themselves as decent, moral individuals.


Ivy was the first to start turning the conversation. Her approach was obvious, getting me to repeat the concept over and over again (“So, let me get this straight. You’ve been paying your friends for sex?” “Yes, Ivy, that’s right, I’ve been paying my friends for sex.”) until it no longer sounded outrageous and they’d all accepted it as an acceptable thing to do. But Hazel was the one who made it personal.


“Would you pay me for sex?” she asked.


“Would you like to have sex with me?”


“Maybe. How much money are we talking about?”


“Well, I paid Vicki a thousand, Tracey somewhere around five hundred and Anita two-fifty.”


“You paid Anita the least amount of money?” Ivy exclaimed, shocked.


I smiled, amused by her indignation. “I asked all three of them to name their price. Anita wanted two-fifty.”


“That’s terrible,” said Elizabeth. “She must have such low self-esteem.”


“How much would you want to sleep with Jesse?” Ivy asked Elizabeth.


“Definitely a thousand,” she said, “at the very least.”


It was fun checking into a hotel with three women. We went to The Tenderloin, a tacky rock-themed hotel that Ivy claimed was the only place for an afternoon assignation. I was shocked by her knowledge and wondered whether I’d been right to think of these women as being so innocent after all.


We took the lift up to the third floor and found our room. I could tell the three women were enjoying themselves, although I thought it probably had less to do with the sex than the fact that we were all doing something secretive together. They always got like this whenever we left the café, even on the most innocent of missions. I think it was because we were moving outside the expected limits of our friendship, and none of us had the emotional maturity to cope with that.


Ivy took off her shoes and jumped backwards onto the bed. She was the shortest of my prospective partners, although none of them was tall.


“So how are we going to do this?” asked Hazel. “Are you up to having sex with all three of us?”


“Not in a straight way.”


Elizabeth looked worried. “I’m not doing any lesbian stuff.”


I laughed.


“I mean, not that I don’t like you both and everything,” she said to Ivy and Hazel, “I just don’t think I could bear it.”


“I’m not sure about the masturbation part either,” Ivy admitted. “I don’t even do that in front of my husband.”


“What is it that embarrasses you?” I asked. “Doing it in front of me or doing it in front of each other?”


“Each other,” they agreed.


“’Cause I could call down to reception for three blindfolds. They do do that sort of thing here, don’t they?”


“They do,” Ivy admitted. “There’s an S&M bag they give to favoured customers.”


“What do you think?” I asked them.


“I’d still be embarrassed,” said Elizabeth, “even with only you watching.”


“I don’t mind doing it,” Hazel told me, “as long as you do get the blindfolds.”


“Ivy?”


“Oh, God, honestly, Jesse, I don’t think I’d even enjoy it. Can’t you just fuck me?”


“Well, I will, but I wanted us all to do something together.”


“OK, how about if I strip down to my underwear and watch you having sex with Elizabeth while Hazel masturbates?”


“But Hazel doesn’t want you to see her masturbating.”


“And I don’t want you to watch Jesse having sex with me,” added Elizabeth.


Sighing, I decided to cut my losses. Ivy would wait in the bathroom, Hazel would masturbate, I would fuck Elizabeth. The women would all wear blindfolds. I worried that this would turn the afternoon into a slapstick comedy, but they were adamant. We moved everything they might bump into and called reception, who sent up a boy with three blindfolds on a silver tray.


I asked if anyone wanted to undress before I blindfolded them, but they all wanted to stay fully clothed to begin with. Their anxieties had made me feel uncomfortable and I began to wonder whether this was such a good idea. But even if we stopped now our friendship would still be changed forever, and in spite of everything, this was still a sexual experience I wanted to have.


“You are going to wear a condom, aren’t you?” asked Ivy.


“And not the same one,” Hazel added. “A different one for each of us.”


“I don’t have any,” I said.


We called reception and they sent the boy back with a packet of extra-safe Mates. Ivy went out into the bathroom and closed the door. Hazel took off her shoes. Elizabeth lay on the bed. She whispered to me that she wanted me to undress her, so I took her shoes off and unbuttoned her jeans. I felt most worried about having sex with Elizabeth and was trying to make sure the experience didn’t feel inappropriately intimate. I pulled off her jeans. She was wearing simple, pale cream knickers. I removed them quickly and looked up at her face, watching her breathing as I went down on her, again trying to make the sex feel as straightforward and competent as possible.


I was paying so much attention to Elizabeth that I hadn’t even had a chance to look at Hazel, who was probably the one of the three I was most excited about going to bed with. I gently nuzzled and kissed Elizabeth’s clit, reaching up under her jumper and pulling the cups of her bra down from her large breasts. Behind me I had heard Hazel getting out of her dress, but she was managing to masturbate without making almost any sound at all.


I continued sucking Elizabeth, realizing my only real opportunity to look back at Hazel without Elizabeth sensing it was during the few moments it would take me to move from licking her cunt to fucking her. After that I could probably get another couple of glimpses but would have to really strain my neck. I would’ve sucked Elizabeth for longer, but I was so eager to see Hazel that the moment I thought Elizabeth was wet enough to fuck, I stopped and turned round. Hazel was wearing a long stripy top that, together with her hand, almost entirely obscured my view of her cunt, but her facial expression and the quick movement of her finger suggested that she had got over her embarrassment of masturbating in front of me.


I turned back from her, fixed my condom and slid my hard cock into Elizabeth’s cunt. She was wet, but it did take a couple of thrusts before I was moving smoothly inside her. Seeing Hazel like that made me excited again, and I worried I wouldn’t be able to last long enough to satisfy all three women. Elizabeth had been avoiding kissing me, so I didn’t force it, gratified when I felt her hands holding my hips.


I didn’t want to get Elizabeth too close and then stop, as I knew that would prove frustrating to her. I also didn’t know where she was going to go when I swapped over to Hazel. In the bathroom with Ivy, I guess. I slowed down, and Elizabeth nodded, seemingly happy for me to stop. I pulled out of her, and helped her get dressed and go into the bathroom. The moment the bathroom door closed, I walked over and snogged Hazel. She seemed perfectly happy to kiss me, wrapping her arms around me and reaching for my cock.


“Hang on,” I said, “I’ve just got to get rid of the condom.”


“Forget the condom. Just get rid of it and fuck me.”


She reached up and untied the blindfold. I snapped off the condom and lifted her off the chair, pushing my cock into her as I pressed her against the wall. She grabbed my hair and we started fucking furiously, finding a satisfactory position somewhere between standing and a crouch. We continued like that until I said, “I’m sorry, I’m getting close. And I’ve got to stay hard for Ivy”


“Can’t you come twice?”


“Not usually.”


“OK. Go down on me then. I’m pretty close too.”


She lay back on the bed and I gave her head until she came. Afterwards, she squirmed and reached for my hand. I kissed her and we stayed on the bed until Hazel called out to Ivy,


“He’s all yours.”


“Come in here then,” she called back.


“No, don’t worry, I’m going down to the bar.”


Hazel dressed and left the room. Ivy walked in, still blindfolded. I let her come towards me. She gave a short, dirty laugh as her fingers reached my chest.


“Come on, then, what have you got left for me?”


I felt vaguely irritated at Ivy for stopping me from properly satisfying Hazel, and for the way she had always previously been so flirtatious with me, but then joined in with Elizabeth’s squeamishness when it actually came down to us all getting together. So I went down on her until her fingers were digging into my head, then fingered her as I fucked her from behind, making her come just before I emptied myself into her.


That was the last I saw of Elizabeth, Hazel and Ivy. They never contacted me again, and didn’t return my calls or e-mails. Anita and I met once more for sex, but then she got involved with someone else and said she couldn’t see me any more. Tracey, too, seemed to have decided against further meetings with me, and although Vicki was happy to talk to me about money, there was no chance of anything sexual happening between us. At first I was glad to be free of Marianne, happy to have the house to myself, but it didn’t take me long to become lonely. And with no friends left, there was no possibility of pursuing my previous path. I lasted two weeks before I started buying pornographic videos again, watching them with a hunger I had never had previously. And when they stopped working I found myself in a phone-box, intending to try Tracey again, but after getting halfway through her number, stopping and dialling the digits on a small colour card in front of me, finally ready to begin the next stage of my existence.




Fulfillment


Daniel James Cabrillo


In 1978, before we got married, Joseph and I moved to Los Angeles from New York and rented a little house in the hills. A couple of months later, Joseph’s friend Sid came out for a visit. He was in the dumps, his wife Barbara having recently left him.


After dinner one night Joseph got out some grass for Sid and him. I made a pitcher of martinis for myself, and we sat around the small swimming pool sharing Sid’s morose mood. Sid and Barbara had married young, but hadn’t missed the hippie years; our reminiscences brought the talk around to sex, including the time Sid and Barbara and Joseph and his girlfriend of the time – Katie, I think – made it together.


I had a question: had Sid and Joseph ever done Barbara alone without Katie, or Katie without Barbara? They hadn’t, but they wanted to know why I asked.


My tongue loosened by martinis, I told them about how, in college, my boyfriend Billy and I had shared an apartment with another couple, Scott and Lisa, and we’d all gotten it on. I’d told Joseph about that, but Sid was interested, and anyway there was more. When summer came, Lisa went home to wherever she was from, but I stayed in the apartment with the two guys. Until then, we’d had this . . . protocol, I guess you’d call it. Our group sex was symmetrical – whatever one swapped couple was doing, the other did – and we never mixed partners unless all four were present. So when Lisa went home the group sex stopped.


After a couple of nights, I rebelled. Why should I go without just because Lisa was gone? Since nobody had a good answer, the three of us went back to fooling around.


The trouble was, being the girl with two guys was more exciting to think about than do. Whatever configurations we started with, we always seemed to wind up with me on my hands and knees, sucking one boy’s cock while the other boy fucked me. And that gets old: you want to give a great blowjob you ought to concentrate on the blowjob; when you’re fucking you like to be into the fuck.


What I’d really wanted, I told Joseph and Sid, was for Billy and Scott to fuck me at once, front and back. I’d tried to make it happen. I’d get us into the right position, I’d put the two cocks in the right places, but without the guys’ co-operation it couldn’t happen – and it never did.


“Wait a minute, Lorna,” Joseph and Sid asked, “why wouldn’t they co-operate?”


“They just wouldn’t,” I said.


“What did they say?”


“Nothing.”


“Like, when you said, fuck me here and there, they just didn’t do it?”


“I didn’t say it.”


“What do you mean, you didn’t say it? You never told them what you wanted?”


“No.”


“Why not?”


“Too shy, I guess.”


Sid and Joseph looked at each other, trying to understand.


“Let’s see if we’ve got this straight. You’re one girl with two guys, night after night, all three of you naked, one guy fucking you while you suck the other’s cock, and you’re . . . too shy . . . to tell them what you want?”


“Yes.”


Sorry, but that’s how I was. And it never happened. I’d never been fucked in my pussy and ass at the same time, though I still thought about it.


OK, I didn’t tell this story to Joseph and Sid for nothing. I knew that after I told it, we’d all be thinking about it. I certainly was. I knew that Sid was thinking about it, but he couldn’t suggest it: he was a guest, and we had to extend the invitation. I knew that Joseph was thinking about it but wasn’t sure he could handle it. Joseph and I had both had active sex lives in the 70s, but maybe because I was ten years younger than Joseph and grew up in the era of casual sex, my experiences and experiments had been broader-ranging than his. But Joseph had always liked that. Here I was, this little shy chick who’d gone to bed with him no more than ninety minutes after we met at a party, who was ready for just about anything, anywhere, and who’d done almost everything you could think of that didn’t involve pain, animals, piss or shit. He always wanted me to tell him stories from my hedonistic past. They turned him on. I turned him on.


Still, things were different now. We were going to be married. I was his and he was mine. No matter how wild we’d been, we were monogamous.


Was it infidelity for Joseph to share me with Sid, his oldest and closest friend, to make my dream come true? I didn’t think so, but it was up to Joseph.


We went on to other topics but my fantasy hung over us. About an hour later, during a lull, Joseph said to me, “So what do you think, Lorna? Should we try it?”


All I did was extend my hand to him; he took it and pulled me to my feet. He gestured to Sid and the three of us went into the house.


In our bedroom I grabbed a short nightie from my dresser and went into the bathroom to put it on. I listened at the door: though I could hear Sid and Joseph moving about, I heard no whispers: they weren’t talking at all. I guess they were nervous. I was, too, but not that nervous. What I was mostly was excited – very.


When I joined the guys I found them undressed down to their boxers. I smiled and got right into bed.


Joseph and Sid got in on either side of me. I kissed Joseph, then I kissed Sid, then I lay flat on my back and let them take over. They each kissed me, then moved down: two pairs of lips kissed my ears, my neck, my shoulders at the same time; two pairs of hands lowered the straps from my shoulders, uncovering my boobs; each guy licked a nipple. It was perfectly symmetrical – what is it with group sex and symmetry – and funny, in a way. I couldn’t help it; I giggled, and that momentarily stopped them, but I touched both their faces and caressed their cheeks to tell them to go on. They sucked my breasts and their fingertips moved down.


They were extremely polite. Whenever Sid’s hand encountered Joseph’s on my boob or belly, they’d both say, “Oh, excuse me, pardon me, no, you go.” And they were co-operative: when their fingers reached the bottom of my nightie they lifted it up together and slid it off me. I still thought it was more silly than sexy, but I suppressed the giggle.


Which was a good thing, because as soon as I felt fingers – whose ever they were – moving through my pubic hair and touching the flesh between my legs, I got hot – really hot, really fast. Enough consideration, I wanted to get on with it. Up, up, I whispered, turning towards Joseph and pulling his face up to mine so I could kiss him. Sid slid up behind me; I yanked the elastic on their shorts, and the guys removed them. Now, all of us naked, I took hold of both cocks and stroked. Actually, I would like to have seen the two cocks, to study and compare them, but we were past that by now, all of us eager and squirming. Both pricks were leaking – I spread the liquid at the tips over their cockheads with my thumbs – and I was tingling from Joseph’s fingers at my pussy. I’d never gotten this wet so fast, so wet that when I pushed onto Joseph’s fingers they slid all the way into me. As I wiggled around I felt Sid slide a finger under me and join Joseph in my squishy pussy, then slip out wet and press on my asshole, pushing until the entry gave way and let it in.


I grunted, let go of their cocks and took their hands away, gripped their cocks again. “Come on, come on,” I said. I put Sid’s cock at my asshole and pushed myself back against him; I slid my heel up on the bed to raise one leg, put Joseph’s cock at my slit, and clamped my arms around him.


“Fuck me,” I said.


Joseph pushed; the head of his cock spread my lips and entered. Sid pushed; the top of his cock began to squeeze into my asshole.


“Good!” I said, ready for invasion.


Then, nothing.


Joseph’s cock stopped. “Push!” I cried and, though I felt his pushing, it wouldn’t go any deeper. “Push!” I repeated and felt Sid trying but his cock wouldn’t go any farther.


“Come on,” I insisted.


I could feel the strength of their bodies as they squeezed me tighter between them, but their pricks wouldn’t go.


“Oh, God, no!” I said, desperate.


“Wait-wait-wait!” I heard Joseph say. “Turn around!”


They turned me around and I got a glimpse of what Joseph thought was the problem. Sid’s prick was bigger than his. I’ve always thought that Joseph’s prick was the prettiest prick I’d ever seen, with its gentle upward curve and soft-domed head, but Sid’s – straighter and more cylindrical – was longer and thicker. Joseph was thinking that the bigger prick shouldn’t be the one trying to get into my asshole.


So now I was facing Sid and the guys changed ports of entry and pushed. Sid’s prickhead entered my pussy, and Joseph’s prickhead squeezed into my asshole and . . .


. . . went nowhere. Nothing. No difference.


By now I was going crazy. With the head of Sid’s prick pushing against my clit and Joseph’s prick creating all this pressure from behind and me wiggling against them both, I writhed with want.


“Do something!” I shouted with a sob cracking my voice, and when he heard that, sweet Joseph rolled out of the way, making room for me to flop onto my back and pull Sid on top.


Sid fucked me – slid his prick in all the way and went to town. God, I was hot. I thrashed, I bounced, I gripped Sid’s skin, I lifted my ass up to welcome every thrust of his fat prick as it pounded my pussy.


“Goddamn it, fuck me!” I commanded, and Sid did.


But Sid didn’t forget about Joseph, and why we’d gotten into bed. After a minute or two of mad, almost combative fucking, he grabbed me by my ass-cheeks and turned over onto his back, pulling me on top of him. Fine; this was just as good, I was just as happy being the principal fucker, staked on Sid and pumping like a piston, lifting my hips and plunging downwards to swallow him up – but as I did, Sid, still mindful of our purpose and still holding my ass, spread my cheeks apart. I felt Joseph get behind me, straddling Sid’s knees, and try to place his cock between my buttocks. I could tell this was not going to work, the angle was all wrong, so I lay down flat on Sid and spread my legs out as far as I could on either side of him and Joseph flattened himself against me on my back and placed his prick at my asshole and pushed.


“Yes!” I gasped as my sphincter gave way and the head of Joseph’s prick entered and started in deeper. Success at last!


Not! Just as Joseph’s cockhead started into my ass, I spit him out.


I didn’t mean to. The trouble was, I was too far along in the fucking to stop. Sid was under me, his cock all the way inside; when Joseph laid down on my back he trapped me, and I couldn’t keep sliding my cunt up and down along the length of Sid’s prick. My body couldn’t stop fucking, though, so my instincts took over, and I continued fucking Sid by gripping and releasing his cock with my pussy, contracting my pelvic muscles and clenching my ass – clench, release, clench, release.


Every time I’d clench my ass, I’d expel Joseph’s prick. It was prick in, clench, plip!, prick out, release, prick in, clench, plip!, prick out . . .


After several plips, Joseph said, “Fuck!” and climbed off.


Though I was trembling by now, close to coming, Sid and I were confused for the moment, and Sid scampered out from beneath me.


“No! No!” Joseph snapped at us. “Go! Go! Fuck her!”


I was on my knees. “Come on, come on!” I cried out, and Sid got on his knees behind me and put his cock under my ass; I reached for it between my legs and grabbed it and stuffed it into my cunt and said, “Yeah, fuck her!”


I put my head down on my forearms and shut my eyes tight and rammed my ass back to take Sid’s driving prick. Joseph was standing by the side of the bed, watching us fuck. It must have been a magnificent sight, my ass high off the bed, Sid’s big prick appearing, shiny wet from my soaked pussy, then disappearing back into my cunt. I knew we were providing audio to match, Sid’s grunts and my cries in rhythm with the gooey-gushy sounds of prick-through-cunt and slapping flesh. We were giving Joseph a great show, but Joseph, I admit, was not in the forefront of my thoughts. This was a fabulous fuck, a heroic fuck, and my whole body was atremble; every stroke of Sid’s prick sent signals to every nerve-end in my body, and the signals were getting hotter and I was going to come and when I came I was going to explode.


And when I was close my eyes fluttered open, and what they saw was Joseph standing there by the bed, by my head, watching, his erection fading. Though I was on the brink of the orgasm of my life and knew it, I couldn’t help myself: I reached out for Joseph’s cock, drew him down to the bed, and took his cock in my mouth.


Sid banged against my buttocks, froze, and shot.


I trembled around Sid’s implanted prick and slid Joseph’s prick through my hands into and out of my mouth.


Sid backed back, slammed into me again, shot again. I gurgled and sucked, blowing Joseph while the rest of me started to shudder with orgasm.


As Sid pumped the last of his cream into my pussy, Joseph came. I swallowed some, some shot about, some slid down Joseph’s prick and into my hands.


I came with Sid’s soon-to-soften cock still inside my pussy and Joseph’s cock beginning to shrink in my mouth. I held them there – Sid’s with my fingers, Joseph’s with my lips – until I was finished coming. After a series of quivery shudders, I collapsed flat on the bed, and got rid of them both.


We took a swim. It wasn’t that late. We didn’t talk about what we’d done, but I didn’t feel we were awkward or tense. We were relaxed and gentle, kissy and touchy, enjoying the sexy afterglow.


Was I disappointed? Well, a little. The evening’s promises had not been kept. The imminent orgasm of my life had been close – but downgraded when we’d had to make readjustments. And of course my dream of being fucked pussy and ass remained a fantasy unfulfilled.


I’d had good sex with two men, yes, but it had wound up with me on my hands and knees, one cock fucking me while I sucked another. Just like college . . .


I woke up during the night. I had my nightie on; Joseph and Sid were wearing their boxer shorts; both had their arms draped across me, kind of trapping me. I couldn’t see the clock without pushing their arms away. I didn’t care what time it was. What I cared about, what I lay there thinking about, was the opportunity we missed last night. It wasn’t as though we squandered it – we tried, didn’t we? – but still I wondered if I wanted to let it go. Somehow I knew that we wouldn’t have the opportunity again. Joseph and I would get married and have kids and I didn’t know how much things would change. Fulfilling my fantasy probably wasn’t even that important; it was just something I’d wanted to try, to do, to know I had done. Silly but . . .


All of a sudden I felt really determined. Lorna, this is your chance, don’t blow it; important or not, do it.


I removed the guys’ arms, climbed over Joseph, and got out of bed. I separated the Venetian blinds to look out. It was getting light; the sun would be up in a few minutes.


My gaze fell on my dressing table. It was an ordinary dressing table, lower than a desk or table, with a low stool in front and a mirror behind. I cleared everything off the top, then got a pillow off the bed, put it on the dressing table, folded it over the front edge. I looked in the drawers and found a small brown bottle of massage oil, put it on the table, then opened the slats of the Venetian blinds a little. Finally I found some music – a Chopin étude played on a synthesizer, schmaltzy but sexy – and put it on.


I leaned against the pillow on the dressing table and waited for the guys to wake up.


It didn’t take long. The rising sun sent stripes of light into the room and across the guys, the music swelled, and Joseph’s eyes opened and he saw me. He nudged Sid awake.


I smiled at them with both hands on my pussy, playing at my slit. When Sid and Joseph propped themselves up to watch, I lifted off my nightie and tossed it away. I poured oil into my hands and massaged my shoulders and tits, made them and my belly shiny, my eyes never leaving the guys. I soaked my pubic hair, found my slit, reached behind me with the other hand, found my asshole, and pushed.


Joseph and Sid couldn’t take their eyes off me as my oily fingers disappeared into my pussy and asshole – masturbating, yes, but also preparing myself for them. They stroked themselves as they watched, pulled off their shorts, and showed me their cocks, which trembled with growth and hardness.


Presently I took my hands from inside myself and beckoned with a finger.


Joseph and Sid crossed to me. I stepped away from the table and put my arms around Joseph and kissed him, rubbing my oily front against him, massaging oil into his back and buttocks. I turned to Sid, kissed him too, then put my hands on his shoulders and backed him against the pillow on the dressing table. The table was low; Sid had to extend his legs wide as he rested his backside against the pillow. That’s how I wanted him: halfway between standing and sitting, his erect cock lower than my hips.


I kneeled in front of Sid and held his prick in my two hands and stroked it. “We are going to love this, right?” I said, and took him in my mouth. The first thought I had was, this is a big prick. The size was more noticeable in my mouth than it had been in my cunt last night. I enjoyed it, though, and used my tongue to get even better acquainted with it, and when I stopped sucking it I got more oil and soaked Sid’s prick with it, massaging it in. Then I rose to my feet, kissed Sid again, turned my back to him, placed his cock at my asshole, and pushed down.


“This is so good,” I said, “so good, so good,” and lowered my oiled ass onto Sid’s oiled cock very, very slowly. I felt its hardness as I sank. Pressure, increasing pressure, more than pleasure, that was the feeling I was most aware of as more and more of Sid’s prick filled my ass. When I had about half its length inside I gasped as the pressure took my breath away, but I said, “No, it’s OK, it’s OK,” and put my hands back and gripped the front edge of the table on either side of Sid’s hips and closed my eyes and continued pushing. The pressure was incredible. There were moments of discomfort and pain, but I held my breath and never stopped until every inch of Sid’s prick was up my ass. When it was I exhaled and said “God.” Neither Sid nor I moved.


I opened my eyes and smiled at Joseph. “Sid’s cock is in my ass,” I said, “all of it.” And I reached for Joseph. He stepped between my legs. I took his cock in my fist and stroked it, spread oil on it, then placed the head at my nook.


“Fuck me, darling,” I whispered, and Joseph pushed into my pussy. The deeper it went, the tighter it felt. It wasn’t easy – but I wouldn’t let Joseph stop. “Keep pushing,” I chanted. “It’s great, it’s gonna be great, so great, I’m so full, so full up, it’s so filling, keep pushing, keep filling . . .” And it was true; I felt so full and tight, and I wanted it, and I wouldn’t let Joseph stop until the tip of his cock met the tip of Sid’s cock on either side of the membrane inside me.


“So fuckin’ full!” I sobbed, almost shouting the word full, and then I trembled. “Come on, fuck me!” I commanded, and I moved and Sid moved and Joseph moved, and their cocks started sliding in and out a little – not much; with two cocks in you, you can’t pump the way you pump when you’re fucking – but we got a rhythm, the guys sliding back together and pushing forwards together, prodding.


And then it did start – the greatness – and I began to feel everything, everything, not just the pressure but the weight and power of the pricks and the eagerness of my orifices – I could feel the ridges of their cockheads as they trailblazed through my gooey pussywalls and clingy asshole and the shapes and tumescence of their cocks as they filled me, packed me and plugged me, and I could hear myself chattering, softly and languidly at first, “Oh God, oh God, oh God, is this nice, this is so nice, oh I love it, oh God, it’s so good, oh God, this feels so good, so nice.” And as they thrust and backed off and thrust, my responses came faster and harder, I talked louder and faster, “Oh I just love this, I love it love it love it love it, do it do it, do it!” And we did. Forget greatness; greatness was transcended. Prick in my cunt, prick up my ass, my dream-come-true, fucked all over and fucked through-and-through, not just my pussy, not just my ass but everything; my intestines were being fucked, my belly, my brain. Pins and needles of pure pleasure oozed from my pores and made my skin tingle. I squeezed, I twisted, I fucked with my tits smashing into Joseph’s chest; I fucked with my tongue shoving into Joseph’s mouth; I fucked with my ass jamming my buttocks against Sid and twisting; I fucked body and mind and soul . . .
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