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Introduction


Maxim Jakubowski


The years go by and still the fecund imagination of male and female writers of erotica continues to surprise and amaze me. This is the fifth instalment in our annual series in which I’ve attempted to select and present the best stories published worldwide during the course of the preceding calendar year; this in addition to five previous volumes in the series which paved the ground for our turning into a regular, annual event, as well as inspiring, dare I say it, an explosion in the quantity of original and reprint anthologies in our field which still sees no slowing down.


Yet again I was faced by a veritable mountain of submissions, originating in other collections, magazines, webzines and even e-books and I genuinely feel this volume genuinely represents some of the best writing in the genre. I am warmed by the fact that, once more, I am able to introduce a handful of brand new writers to our series. All of whom display a wicked imagination, sexy ideas and believable characters the reader can identify with.


Too many of the stories I have had to turn down, this time around, are sadly no more than mood pieces, climaxing with a sexual scene and the occasional taboo or unusual variation on a theme – some better written than others, some more psychologically credible than others. Or just wild fantasies with little grounding in reality, wish fulfilment episodes with often a touch of vulgarity which for me is a definite turn-off, or lyrical and meaningful odes to bodies and mating lacking in the art of storytelling, and aspiring desperately for the status of poetry and of course not getting anywhere near that level of inspiration.


So stories with men and women of flesh and articulate thoughts have been at a premium, even more so those with an added healthy sense of humour, as I perversely insist on thinking that a smile on one’s lips when dealing with sex can often be a wonderful asset. . . Let’s not always be so serious and earnest about what is after all one of mankind’s oldest and favourite activities.


Alongside our Mammoth Erotica virgins, many of our most experienced and popular writers of erotica also make a welcome return to our pages, all tackling the thorny theme of sex between consenting adults in ever-more innovative ways which will have you frowning, wiping the sweat off your brow, smiling or even wide open-mouthed. Whoever thought one could conjure up so many situations and improvisations around the facts of life as we know it? But in fact, do we actually know it all? It seems we don’t and I am confident that next year, I will have learned more from the world of erotica and I look forward to the continuing education.


Good erotic writing can be sexy, provocative, intelligent, even educational, but always fascinating.


Welcome one more time to the playing fields of the Gods . . .


Savour.


Maxim Jakubowski




The Salon


Martha Sterling


I never thought I’d go into one of those salons to make a quick buck, but there comes a time in everyone’s life when all bets are off. It was that time for me. The hours of viewing at the videoport at home were starting to get on my nerves. I needed money to get the hell out of there, but Mom was out of the picture – gave all her money to some guy who looked like he just walked out of a wax museum. Dad, of course, would pass me a few if I asked him but I knew the price would be high – extended weekend visits with him and his henna-colored dog (yes, he does treat his dog’s fur with henna) plus lectures on the coming destruction of the planet. No. Thank. You.


Besides, I had been feeling restless. That tension in the back of my neck was back again and I wanted it to go away. No point in going to the clinic since the pills they always gave me to release the muscle spasms were archaic, a throwback to the days of my grandmother when sleeping pills and tranquilizers were all the rage. Even if they are “newly engineered” “purer” and “safer,” as they claim, it’s still all the same – a blanket for the brain. I want access to the modern school of medicine, where they treat the cause, not the symptom. They zap your brain for about two minutes, I’m told, with electricity, and stimulate all sorts of reverse psychology that fights the anxiety. It has nothing to do with the electroshock therapy they used to do in the old days. Much more advanced than that. They use lasers. It’s supposed to be brilliant, but still experimental. I saw a documentary short about it at the videoport in my doctor’s waiting room. But the treatment’s not open to the public yet, being practiced only by a few up at the Lehigh Medical Center at Yale or someplace like that.


And the salons are supposed to be really well run. A friend of mine (actually, a former friend) worked there for a time. She wasn’t one of the personal service workers, just someone who handled the paperwork and check-in. She was a seasoned professional, and organized to a T, and I’m sure she did an A-l job with the clientele. After we lost touch, I found out she had left the salon to work as the administrator of a cooperative farm in Birmingham, Alabama. I thought it was probably a good career move when I first heard about it but, now that I’m at the salon, I’m not so sure.


This salon job is turning out to be one hell of a trip – and not the type I would advise others to go on. It pays well, and my days are an endless siege of varied stimulation from all angles. Sometimes I leave exhausted but most of the time I’m light and airy and I flit around the streets like a moth. I have nothing more left to give by the time my shift is over, and the emptiness is cool and vast and weightless. The wet streets look slippery, but they are not, and I can move effortlessly while the wind cleanses me of my day’s work.


If I can call it work. It’s not work for me. I love it, and I live for it. And I live for that special person – I’ll call him Jose, because I once thought I heard him exclaim “¡ Ai, caramba!” when he was coming. Ever since then, he’s been Jose for me. He comes in most weeks on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and he usually chooses the Full Anonymity wing, which is where I work. Because of the rules, I’d never seen him, but for some reason I always pictured him as having short, curly dark hair and big teeth. I pictured them shining as he sat and flossed at night.


The set-up at the salon is top-notch. The cleaning crew does a great job, spraying everything down practically constantly with that odorless anti-germ stuff. I don’t think even the tiniest germ would have a chance in hell of surviving more than five minutes in that place. I haven’t had so much as a cold since I started this job.


I think it was primarily because I mentioned my ex-friend’s name that I got the job in the first place. That, and because I have such a terrifically large mouth and protruding jaw. I’ve always known it, and hated it, but now I feel kind of special because of it. When I was a kid, I heard that they could break someone’s jaw and reconstruct their mouth to make it right, but no one especially wanted to do that for me, so I set out to break my jaw myself. I tried jumping off of the wall that jutted out beside our condo unit but, at the last second, I put my hand out to break my fall onto the pavement and ended up breaking my wrist instead. I made a few other half-assed tries, but most of them ended in a lot of pain, so I gave up.


But my mouth got me this job, which just goes to prove what I’m learning more as time goes on – everything has its time and purpose. What’s a liability today may be my saving grace tomorrow, so don’t ever say “Never.” You just don’t know.


At first, I was uncertain about the Anonymity Section of the salon, but the staff suggested it for me. They said it was often a good start for new people because there is no need to look anybody in the eye. Hell, you don’t have to look at any part of them actually, except maybe their balls, but you can keep your eyes closed if you want.


The set-up here is ingenious. I’d like to get into the brain of the person who designed this place. Such creative brilliance. Such endless attention to detail. I’m in awe.


This is how it works: each service worker is assigned to a “Horse.” The Horses are our specially designed units. Each one is adjusted to the particular body dimensions of the individual worker. They’re called Horses because when a service worker lies on one she is on all fours, like a horse. But it’s incredibly luxurious and comfortable. Every part of the Horse is padded with vasacloth, which makes it impossible to feel any friction or skin discomfort. And I love the way the middle of the Horse, the part that supports my entire abdomen, from hips to rib cage, prevents me from placing any actual weight on my knees or elbows. They rest on vasacloth surfaces, but they’re really just dangling there, not holding me up. There are two holes in the torso support for my breasts to hang through freely. I’m told the person who designed the horse was a great mathematician and anatomist. She even designed it to prevent any backaches from lying in this position over a prolonged period.


An equally soft Face Bowl supports our heads. It has no middle so I can breathe freely but it holds up the weight of my head. When they fitted me for my face bowl, they had me lie on the horse and they adjusted it to the angle most comfortable for my neck. The technician was impatient, though, and she made me nervous, so I think the angle isn’t quite right. I hope I don’t get that technician again when I request an adjustment.


Once a service worker is comfortably on her Horse, she can press a button to have the Anonymity Partitions come down. One comes down from the ceiling and rests across her lower back, blocking any view of the front of her body from anybody who may come in behind her. The other is a cool, soft blanket that unrolls lightly over the front part of her body. The temperature is always kept at a strict 75 degrees.


These horses are arranged in a row. The effect is such that any customer who requests Rear View Anonymity will walk into a long room with a line of female backsides for him to survey. The Horses are designed to keep our knees dangling with a slight outward angle, so our cunts are open nicely. On my days off, I paid to come into the Rear View Room and I must say the effect is riveting. Some of the genitalia are wrinkled and pink, some are small, some are large, some have blonde hair, some dark. And the legs are both incredibly similar and various at the same time. They all look like female legs, and there is continuity in the way they line up along the side of the room, each on its knees. But at the same time, there are differences. Some are slender and angular, others meaty and muscular. And the color variations are enormous – every hue from dark chocolate to creamy vanilla.


The bottom view is not so much to my liking; it’s the view of the hanging tits. Customers who enter this room see a long line of tits hanging from the enclosure where the women are encased. It sort of looks like a big box jutting out of the wall. A customer can reach out and fondle the tits as he walks along the edge of the enclosure. If he finds a set of udders he finds interesting, he can press a button and a cot emerges from underneath that box. He can then lie down beneath the tits, adjusting the height with an automatic button, so that he can suck, lick, and fondle to his liking.


It’s particularly exciting for me as a service worker on busy days, because I may be chosen for rear and bottom view service at the same time. Of course, each customer doesn’t know that the other is using me at the same time as another, which is kind of weird. I can have Jose behind me (which is where he always is) and any other Joe beneath me fondling my boobs. The double stimulation is great, but I find that my mouth waters when I get this double business. I can’t seem to control the saliva, and my face bowl gets damp and unpleasant. I don’t know what to do about that problem.


What I like about Jose is he likes to play. I have plenty of quick guys. You know, they come in, maybe stick a finger or two in with some lubricant on the ends, and then they thrust. I’m not saying that some of them aren’t good; there is at least one customer a day who can go on for at least a half hour. But there’s just no build-up there. No anticipation.


Jose’s not like that. He takes full advantage of the hour he pays for in the Rear View Anonymity room. He starts with my feet, which are always sheathed in a colorful pair of thigh-high nylons and death-defying high-heeled shoes. First, he starts by kissing my toes lightly, as his hands travel up my legs. His mouth soon follows. Then he takes my buttocks and spreads me wide open. He starts to circle my anus with his tongue, never directly touching the hole. This always gets me moaning, and I know he can hear me. The face enclosures are not soundproof, although we’re not supposed to communicate verbally, because that would ruin the secrecy.


After he’s tickled me with his tongue a while, he starts to tug lightly on my pubic hairs. It’s a little painful, but just a little. It’s somewhere on the threshold of pleasure and pain. So far, he still hasn’t gone anywhere near my clit, and of course by now it’s aching. And there’s simply no way I can do anything about that – not with my hands clamped in the front half of the Horse – and so I have this excruciating, marvelous suffering while he does his thing.


It took me a few of his visits to work out that, at some point during all this, Jose pulls out his dick and starts jerking off big time. If I pay attention, sometimes I realize his mouth and only one hand are playing with me. Where’s the other hand? He’s down there whacking off good. I can hear him.


Sometimes he even just stands there for five or ten minutes moving his lubricated finger in and out of my ass while he whacks off. Eventually, he lays his head on top of my ass and shudders as he comes.


But Jose doesn’t tire after he comes. No way. He keeps playing. I don’t know how this guy learned how to control his dick so well, but he can bring it up again real fast after he comes. Maybe he’s taking some of those new drugs, or maybe it’s just training. It doesn’t really matter.


Eventually, Jose makes use of the toys we keep in sterile solution at the entrance to the anonymity wing. It’s not always the same. Last time, he just barely touched my clit with the edge of a tiny pulsating tool while he licked my anus. Just when I thought I couldn’t hold off anymore, like I was going to have to come, he pulled it away from me. I yelled so loud, I think the other service women must have thought I was being hurt. But I didn’t press the alarm bell or anything, so they realized it was pleasure, not pain.


Finally, each time when I’m certain I can’t take it anymore, Jose presses the button to adjust the height of the floor so that he’s positioned perfectly behind me, and then – slowly, centimeter by centimeter – he thrusts into me. I feel each segment of his cock as it enters me, and it is so slow. When he is fully inside me, he starts to pump with long hard steady strokes. I can hear him sucking in long fast breaths as he uses my wet, aching hole. Meanwhile, he usually keeps one finger in my anus to steady himself. I can feel the muscles in my ass holding on to his finger.


He pumps slowly, then quickly, then slow again, building and building. If I’m lucky, someone else is down below me gently sucking on my hanging tits. If everything happens right like that, it’s as if Jose’s life is being pumped right into my body and I’m completely open. I can’t be open any further, and I’m finally alive. I don’t know what time is at those moments – it ceases to exist.


Jose knows by now that, if he even so much as slightly touches my clit now, I will erupt into spasms of orgasm, so he waits until he’s ready. When he is, he reaches around my hips and gently presses on my swollen clit. I immediately start to come in wave after wave as he bucks, and he screams as he squirts inside me.


He’s very neat when he pulls out his cock, making ample use of the paper towels we provide. By now, I feel like I have been flying, and I feel like sleeping. Jose kisses my open asshole one last time before he dresses and leaves. I hear him shuffle to the door.


It’s strictly forbidden to try and find out who one has serviced in The Anonymity Wing, but I just can’t help but want to know. I could lose my job by trying and, like I said, this is a damn good job, especially when you consider the fringe benefits. But, when something as good as this happens to someone, there’s this fear that maybe, just maybe, it will disappear and you won’t be able to get it anymore. I’m not saying that other guys in the wing don’t get me off – some have been damn decent – but this build up with Jose, it was unreal. Transported me to another dimension, if that doesn’t sound too weird. What if he just stopped coming one day? That happens all the time with customers. How would I ever find him again?


And so, I broke the rules. I called in a few favors with the girl at the desk, made promises with part of my pay-check and found out that Jose’s real name was Juan (I was damn close) and he was a waiter at the Fifth Deck, a swanky restaurant in the tourist district. It’s not my typical restaurant, considering that the bill for a meal there would be almost a whole week’s salary for me, but I decided it was worth it. Today I would be Juan’s customer instead of the other way around!


The maître d’ seemed surprised when I requested my table by the name of the waiter. I stated it simply: “I don’t care where I sit, as long as Juan is my waiter,” I said, and I winked.


I was trying to be sly or coy or something, but it went right over the guy’s head. Either that or he was so over the hill and undersexed that he couldn’t care less about whether I wanted to fuck Juan or not. He didn’t even look at my breasts, even though I was wearing a sheer white blouse that clearly emphasized the outline of my nipples. What a prude.


But he escorted me to a table, and I felt my pulse start to rise. In a minute, I was going to meet the only man who had ever brought me to complete and utter ecstasy. This was the man who left me panting and satiated, and who made my body into a violin. Only he could play me. Finally, we would meet.


Juan’s face was severe as he approached my table. He had thick black eyebrows, and they burrowed into the middle of his forehead. His hair was slicked back and shockingly long in the back, although tied neatly into a long pony tail. His lips were almost a candy-apple red, and I couldn’t help thinking he had been sucking on some sort of lollypop recently. He was around thirty-five, and a little pudgy around the middle. He was neither more nor less appealing than I had expected. I’m not sure I would have made much of him if I happened to run into him elsewhere. He was simply a guy – perhaps a little darker and a little older than I normally like them – but not half bad.


Besides, this was the guy that fucked me right, wasn’t it? I was prepared for almost anything. I didn’t care. He was my magic. He was my instant turn-on. I wanted him, and I wanted him without the anonymity booth. I wanted to see him pull out his dick and whack himself on me. I wanted to see his face contort as he moaned in mounting tension. I had had enough of this hiding behind a partition.


I couldn’t help smiling when he stood by the table. He had no idea who I was. He had fucked my cunt and my ass, fingered my clit, rested his head on my ass, and licked me all over, but he didn’t know it. It was a hoot.


I pretended interest in the menu, but I’m not one for playing games for long, so I cut right to the performance. I knew that he had heard me moaning. I just knew he would recognize my voice, so I closed my eyes and imagined he was behind me fingering my ass. I imagined that he was licking my clit, like he had just the night before. I transported myself back to the booth. I felt my knees in the horse, and my legs spread apart, and I felt the liquid start to run down my inner thigh right there in the restaurant. And then I let out a long hard moan. I didn’t hold back. I just moaned and moaned, and arched my back in the seat, for all to hear.


When I opened my eyes, Juan was gone. The other customers in the restaurant were staring at me, and the maître d’ was shuffling nervously in the corner with another waiter. He was whispering, and both were looking my way.


I grabbed for my napkin to wipe my brow. I wasn’t sure how long I had been moaning there. I started to come to my senses. I was moaning in a public restaurant. This stuff was supposed to stay in the salons. Absolutely no sex that is not regulated by management. I had broken the rule.


The whispering in the corner became more urgent. I looked around frantically for Juan. Surely, he had not deserted me in the midst of my ecstasy? Surely, he had recognized me for who I was and he would soon emerge from the kitchen to lead me from the restaurant? Surely, this man – who had opened my cunt in ways I had never dreamed of – had been dreaming of this moment as I had? Surely?


When Juan didn’t appear, I grabbed for my purse and jumped to my feet. I was frantic now, humiliated and covered with a cold sweat.


“Where is Juan?” I shouted at the maître d’. “You! Tell me! Where did he go?”


I took a step towards him, and he took a step back. He was shocked, I could see. This was an unusual disturbance.


“Miss,” he said calmly. “I have called the authorities. Please do not cause any more trouble.”


I rushed for the door, and emerged into the damp night air. I wanted to get away from there fast. What was I thinking? Why did I come here? Of course, there could be no sex without monetary exchange. It was unthinkable. I needed to recover my senses.


I walked to the right, and rushed toward the waterfront. I think I had the vague notion of throwing myself off the bridge into the sea. I wanted to feel the cool water tugging me under and caressing my legs as Juan had done. I wanted the water to pull me down, down, down, and down further, until I was no more.


Then I saw him. He was standing under a lamp-post across the street staring at me. I started to yell and run towards him, but he swiftly ducked into an alleyway. I crossed the street and followed him in.


Instinctively, I knew to stop yelling. I knew that I needed to be quiet. Secrets cannot be shouted, only whispered. Secrets must stay secrets, because once they are out in the open air, the air becomes foul with reality.


Juan was leaning against a brick wall. The night was dark, and this alley was a simple path to the back entrance to a building. No one was coming or going at this hour. I could just make out the outline of Juan’s black jacket. As I came closer to him, I could see that his pants were open and that he had his erect penis in his hand. His hand was moving up and down rhythmically as he penetrated me with his eyes.


I immediately kneeled before him and looked up at his dick as it rose above me. I rested my forehead against his leg, and let my tongue explore. I caressed the balls that had flopped against me and prayed to the shaft that had penetrated me with such slow precision. I felt my legs become weak with desire and I felt a pouring out of fluids between my legs. I rubbed his wet dick all over my face, bathing myself in my own saliva. Finally, I was touching what gave me such great pleasure.


After Juan came, he pulled his pants back up. I looked at his face again, and waited. Then he reached his hand down between my legs and slowly brought me to orgasm with the tip of his index finger.


I cried when I came. And then he smiled. It was the first smile I had seen on his worried face. And then he whispered in my ear, “See you at the salon.”




Iceland Summer


Bill Noble


Midnight a hundred miles south of the Arctic Circle. Wind slammed the tiny tent, pressed it flat against his face for minutes at a stretch, then, relenting momentarily, let it spring up. Rain volleyed like grapeshot. The rain fly stuttered and whined but somehow held; the stakes he’d driven deep into muddy, gritty volcanic ash stayed anchored.


By first light, the violence had congealed to steady downpour. He struggled into clothes, dogged his raingear down, and crawled out into the weather to discover that his was the only tent still standing in the broad field. Dozens had been arrayed there at nightfall.


Head down, he splashed toward the park building. He shouldered its heavy doors open and found himself suddenly immersed in an explosion of warmth and light: a hundred sodden people crowded the park’s lunchroom, clutching cups of cocoa in frog-wrinkled hands and gabbling in a dozen languages. Most of them had clearly spent the night here as refugees from the storm. A stench of wet wool filled the room. When he was finally able to reach the food counter, a steaming cup was thrust into his hands. A seat opened up, and he collapsed into it, hardly aware of the other person at the table. He took a first blessed scalding sip of chocolate.


Someone laughed, a tinkling cascade he sensed was aimed at him. He looked up, already half in retreat. An elf perched on the chair across from him, knees spraddled, head canted. The hood of her parka was thrown back, revealing a helmet of copper hair brushed forward to cup her face. She had a wide, mobile mouth and preternaturally huge brown eyes.


She spoke. He couldn’t guess the language; his puzzlement must have shown because she leaned across to finger his dry sweater. Then she brought his hand to her breast to touch her bulky pullover. The wool was soaked, but her slender hand held fiery heat.


He had no idea what to say in the face of intimacy. “Uh, George,” he said, because he had to say something, awkwardly pointing to himself, the blood rushing to his cheeks. “My name is George.”


“Ah-ha,” she repeated: “Jhoorj.” And then she put a second warm hand over his. “Merete,” she said. He flinched, but managed not to pull his hand away.


He pointed. “Merete?” Her head bobbed. Through the layers of wool, his imprisoned hand felt the unmistakable nub of her nipple.


The next day began under blue skies. The knife-edged volcanic ridges of Skaftafell National Park glowed emerald, crosslit by the early light. Tatters of cloud still clung to them. The campground was spread with gear and clothing, waiting for sun to reach the valley.


His tent was almost packed, his gear ready to hit the trail. Solitary and preoccupied in the midst of the bustle, he felt a touch – and of course, when he turned, it was the elf, hand on hip. The day before in the crowded lodge they had not been able to interpret a single word each other said beyond their names. George guessed she was Danish. Or maybe Dutch, though for a time he’d wondered if her strange vowels and convoluted consonants might be Portuguese. She leapt and swerved through her sentences; when she talked he was able to do nothing but watch her bright lips and pink, pink tongue. She’d worn a gold band on her delicate brown fingers and nodded when he tried to mime husband, but then she put his hand over her breast again and tossed her head.


Now she danced around him, waving toward the far reaches of the valley, walking fingers along her forearm with one eyebrow arched into a question.


“You . . . want a hike?” he said. His first impulse was to decline, to flee, but as her ring flashed he became conscious of the ring missing from his own finger. A shadow passed over his face as he remembered the brief happiness of that single year, now half a dozen years distant.


“Hi-ee,” she said, poking him to regain his attention. “Hieek!” She scampered away, but returned in moments carrying a scuffed leather knapsack with brass buckles. She mimed eating, waggling her eyebrows. He understood that she had food, but beyond that his comprehension would not go. She had the most beautiful tongue he’d ever seen.


“Jhoorj,” she said, tugging at his hand, “Hieek!”


They sat crosslegged in the midst of the Baejarstadaskogur, Iceland’s only forest. Beneath pale birches, most scarcely a dozen feet tall, the grass was starred with the blue and white of Canterbury bells and sandwort.


He spread jerky and dried fruit on his parka, brought from the States for his solitary summer. She had a small, tough loaf of rye bread and at least three kinds of cheese. They talked and chewed, and he began not to care that neither of them could understand a word. She sat close, thigh pressed against his; the contact warmed his whole body.


Their mutual incomprehension made it easy for his words to pour out. He confessed he’d come to Iceland to be lonely, shyly told her of his passion for wild places and his hunger for solitude. And he spoke of his larger solitariness, its longings and hesitations. He told her of the weeks alone hiking the ffordlands and the desolate interior, encountering swans and Arctic foxes and fumaroles and vast, distant icebergs calved from Greenland. He spoke of the contrary happiness his loneliness gave him. And the sadness. He told her everything.


He had no idea what she told him. She stopped in mid-speech when she caught him staring at her mouth, and then laughed and put her warm hand on his thigh. Her tongue-tip traced the line of her upper lip once, and again.


Suddenly she kissed him. She proclaimed something remarkably like “Fender rumpus room!” and then sprang to her feet and pulled him up after her.


She peeled his sweater over his head. His heart began to race. “No,” he said. “You mustn’t.”


She threw the sweater away, over her shoulder, and unbuttoned his shirt. It followed the sweater. “You’re married,” he protested.


She ignored his words, sniffed his undershirt and wrinkled her nose theatrically. She lifted it off him and tossed it, tangling it in the branches of a birch.


“I’m sorry—” he said. Falling to her knees, she tugged his boots off, and then his socks.


How could he stop her? She sang a strange small song with short lines and intricate, intertwined rhymes as she unzipped his pants. Murmuring, she pulled each leg of his pants down and off, did the same with his longshanked underwear, her lilting voice barely a whisper.


He was erect, of course. Wide-eyed. Frozen in place. Daintily, watching his face, she took thumb and forefinger and squeezed him until a single clear drop of fluid appeared. “Hah!” she said, as if she had proved something of great importance. And then she pecked him on the cheek.


She turned and went with a dancer’s measured steps to the edge of the meadow, but spoke sternly and thrust a hand back toward him when he stumbled a step toward her. He stood, shivering, uncertain, while, facing away from him, she began a lazy, on-again-off-again disrobing, as if she might have forgotten his existence. Hot sun fell on his shoulders and warmed his rump; tendrils of cool Icelandic air tickled his scrotum and made each hair on his muscled legs stand up.


Naked, she turned to him, unreadable. Voids swam through his field of vision. His toes curled, cramped, into the moist turf. His jaw ached. Tiny-breasted, slender-hipped, she might have been no more than fourteen, but the smile lines and feral glow around her eyes hinted at thirty or forty. His cock jumped to the too-rapid tumble of his heart.


She spun away – and ran! Every muscle in his body tensed.


After twenty feet or so, she stopped and looked back at him, rooted next to his crumpled pants. She stamped the ground with her tiny foot. He took a tentative step toward her—


 – and she ran!


His balls cramped. He lunged, but she was already scampering up the hillside, swerving among trees, the soles of her feet flashing at him.


He ran. Once he thought he’d lost her, till a stone thumped at his feet and he spun half round to glimpse her again. Minutes later he hurled himself panting up a stream bank, certain he was about to catch her, but as he reached the top she sprang out of the grass and shoved him. He toppled head-over-heels down the hill, tangled in her laughter.


He sprinted up a narrow defile, splashing in and out of a clear rivulet, careless of anything but pursuit, thoughtless of where he might have left his clothes. He rounded into a sun-flooded glade; there, a foot-wide cascade chuckled down the black cliff. She stood at the glade’s center, chest heaving, slight shoulders bright with sweat, arms spread in welcome.


Headlong, he fell onto her body. Her nails raked him from buttocks to nape as he drove inside her.


She beat him with her heels as they fucked, grabbed his ears, bit his lip, and came. She came again, and then again, until he felt his own release boiling up – but just as a climactic roar was about to burst from his lips she threw him off and ran again.


Staggering to his feet, watery-kneed, he saw her a hundred feet away. She thrust her pelvis at him, displaying her engorged genitals, bright in the sun. He hurled himself after her.


They did this over and over. Each time he tried to hold her as he came; each time she somehow twisted herself from under him just before climax and leapt away, laughing.


At the end, though, she waited, motionless, back pressed against a slender tree. He charged at her, but she slowed him with her great liquid eyes, gentled him, took him tenderly and held him until his heart slowed. She stroked him. She kissed him open-mouthed and eased him closer against her body. When their kissing reached its deepest place, she twined one slender leg around his and brought him into her body. They moved bonelessly on each other, as if they were water. She climaxed around him in waves, sighing, holding his eyes with hers, and then led him higher, and higher still – calm, touching their whole length, breathing one breath – and higher yet, until with a long wordless note he emptied into her and she received him, coming with him once again, around him, all his solitude and hunger, all his fear, every locked-away yearning bursting out of him, flowering, as if the bright Arctic day were rising over the green land again and he was dissolving in its light.


Fourteen years.


How often had she sprung to mind? How many times had he let her go? Past is past, he told himself.


But one day, sitting at the computer in his Burlingame condo with San Francisco Bay twinkling in the middle distance, he typed her name. Of course, he cautioned himself, he was unlikely to find her. Names changed, people died . . .


It took an act of will to hit the enter key. In 0.31 seconds, the search engine noted, an email address appeared on his screen. He wrote a simple, conventional note, not thinking it appropriate to presume connection but simply recalling fondly their time in Iceland. He hoped she was well. It was a letter he might have written to a casual acquaintance. Two hours later, a reply popped into his inbox: a telephone number, with no other message whatever. It was a San Francisco number.


Three days later he had assembled the courage to dial it.


“Hallo. Merete here.” She paused. “Hallo?”


“You speak English!”


A long silence. “Is this Jhoorj? Jhoorj Sutton, from Iceland. This must be.”


“Yes, yes. When did you learn English?”


“Ah, dear Jhoorj, in school, in Copenhagen. When I was seven years old.”


“But . . .”


“It would have made more magic, eh, if we had negotiated over sex, or told stories of our lives? Or you had worried all day at me about my husband?” She made a small, pleased sound. “I see from caller ID that you live somewhere close. When do you visit me?”


Her husband opened the door, a broad, well-dressed man on his way out. He offered a blunt-fingered, blond-furred hand to George, addressing him in that odd accent that betrays someone whose English has been learned late, on the Continent. “So, you are the famous George of Skaftafell! Merete recalls you most fondly. She is glad I was in Reykjavik those two days.” He smiled. “I am afraid I am on my way to an evening meeting. I trust you to have a good visit.” He bowed and made his way down the stairs. George was left standing in the doorway.


Merete sat in one of those extravagant, high-backed African chairs, one leg draped over its wicker arm. Behind her, ceiling to floor windows framed the sweep of the City and its spangled lights. Smile lines had deepened around her eyes and expressive mouth, and her copper hair was salted with gray, but she was still utterly elfin.


“Come, come,” she said, patting the chair arm. “Would you like a drink? Juice?” He glimpsed her tongue. “Or would you prefer wine?”


Her smile was transparent, melting him. “Juice,” he said, “or whatever you’ll be drinking.” She disappeared into the kitchen and reappeared moments later with two brimming glasses. He was still standing near the doorway.


“Bring that hassock and sit near me. I want to look at you. It’s been a very long time.” She touched his hand, gently, with her graceful fingers and he felt remembered heat. “You look well. Are you married? Have you been in good health? Have you ever been back to Iceland?”


He shook his head no, then yes, then no again.


She brought his hand to her breast, the fabric not bulky wool but silken. “I do not think you really want juice, do you, Jhoorj? Come with me.” She sprang from her chair and was across the room before the heat of her breast could fully register in his fingertips.


He followed, trembling inside.


Merete stopped in the bedroom door to take his arm. “You have barely said a word, Jhoorj. Perhaps it was better when I spoke only Danish.”


She waited.


The melting had continued, washing something loose in him. His heart slowed; half surprised at himself, he took her hand and led her to the bed, where they lay side by side. He put a hand on her cheek and spoke in a low voice, stumbling over the first words. “You . . . you gave me a gift in Skaftafell. And you took something away.” He brought her into his arms, pulling her closer until he felt her heart beating against his. “It wasn’t the lovemaking, you know.”


She giggled, and he looked first puzzled and then contrite. He smiled for the first time: “Lord knows, that was as magical as anything ever in my life. But no, it was the chase. Or catching you.”


Solemnly: “You didn’t catch me. I called you to me when I wanted you too much to tease any more.”


“Then it was the chase. Letting myself want that much.”


She nodded.


“You knew, didn’t you?”


“My Jhoorj, you told me. You told me and told me when you thought I didn’t understand. To make a man who had never been. . . who had never wanted, to make you want that much!”


“Are you living here?”


She shook her head. “We work for DanskeBank. We go back at the end of the month. So, since that time? Have you let yourself want?”


“No, not much. Not until now. And now we have just this little time. Like Iceland.”


She watched, saying nothing.


“So I should practice wanting. And not being afraid.”


Still she was silent.


He moved his hand from her cheek, slid it underneath the silk to hold her breast. Her breathing quickened, but no sound escaped.


He lifted her blouse, eyes looked with hers, and grasped her bra-covered nipple in his teeth. Still no sound.


“Stand up,” he said. She stood.


He unbuttoned her blouse, his mouth twisting as he struggled with the tiny buttons. Trying to puzzle out the clasp of her bra his face reddened; he grabbed it suddenly in both fists and tore it apart, flung it into a corner of the room. She laughed aloud, her breath labored and shallow.


He flung her skirt away. He ripped her panties at the sides, jerked them from between her legs and dropped them at her feet.


“Go into the front room.”


“Jhoorj, the windows,” she objected. “All those houses just down the hill.”


“I know. Go to the windows and put your hands on the glass. And wait for me. Without moving.”


When he came to her, he pressed against her from behind, stirred by the familiar scent of her brown skin. She tilted her hips and he slipped immediately into her, both of them watching their faces reflected in the glass. In the night outside, people moved in bright-lit rooms, busy with dinnertime ritual, window after window multiplying into the distance.


She spread her legs to let him enter more deeply. With each thrust the window bowed and the reflection of their faces shrank and ballooned.


In moments her arms collapsed under the intensity of their coupling; her cheek and breasts pressed hard against the cold window. The two of them cried in counterpoint, she at each thrust, he with each momentary withdrawal.


In the yellow rectangle of light immediately below them a woman brought a birthday cake and set it twinkling in the center of a circle of friends. In the next window, a couple rose from their chairs to leave the image of Jennifer Aniston gesturing to an empty room. In another, a woman stood with a man’s arms around her waist, swaying as she chatted on the phone.


Now each thrust lifted her clear of the floor. The window moaned in its frame.


“Turn!” he grated.


“What?” She was gasping, bewildered.


“Turn,” he said, and pulled himself out of her. He spun her to face him and plunged in again. She knotted her legs around his waist as he slammed her back against the window.


He kissed face, mouth, neck, biting and licking. “Come with me!”


Her head snapped back and boomed against the glass. “I am,” she said.


His thrusts accelerated. They grappled fingers into each other’s hair to jerk their faces closer. His tongue raked the roof of her mouth. She bit his lip to draw blood, sucked it.


He slammed home in her with a guttural shout and went still, every muscle in his body locked and straining. With a rising wail, she began to come around him. He slammed deep again, and held. Her climax blurred into a series of contorted spasms centered on the root of his cock. He began to empty into her.


He slammed home a third time with such force it drove the air out of them both. With a hisssssssss the entire wall of safety glass shivered white and collapsed. The icefall of glass showered down. They teetered on the brink, eight stories up, braced, faces buried in each other’s necks, each clutching the other to keep from tumbling outward.


He regained his balance as the seed ceased to pulse from his body; she settled against him, glittering shards still cascading from her hair and shoulders. He stepped back, his feet crunching in the snowdrift of glass.


She locked her hands with his and with a laugh threw her upper body backward, out into the cold night air. Their hands were slippery with sweat; it took all his strength to hold her. Tinkling fragments of glass still fell from them.


The woman clutching the phone stared up at them, pressed into her lover’s embrace. The birthday party had drifted away from the table, out of view. Beyond the nearest houses lay the City, house after house, tower after splendid tower, as far as the jewelled hills across the Bay and further, beyond seeing. A net of longing and fulfillment glowed and sparked across the land, meetings and passings, losses and embracings in a ceaseless dance, uncounted, passionate and careless. Unnoticed in the heavens, the company of stars drifted west, eternal, empty of all desire.




The Scarless


Marcelle Perks


It was a big bed, something she could still appreciate. The plain white cotton sheet drained the heat from her exposed skin. The cameramen weren’t ready yet and the longer she waited, the more the indent of her body pressed into the dampness. Yet she remained motionless, frozen to the spot. They always stressed that it was important to lie absolutely stiff, to “play dead.” But they didn’t want to see her soul dancing in her eyes, unlike the banal lingerie photographers who roved unfettered by their own demands and expected her to keep pace with their every turn and nuance. In cruel heels, she pranced for hours giving the camera what it wanted. Spreading her lips. Afterward, her face itched from semi-permanent smile lines that took all-night crying to rinse out, to return to the doll-blank face that was her own. Until the next shoot. Here, at least, her facial expression was underexposed, an outline for a figure, or a blur. Only the body with its signature of overstretched skin connected to the powerful lens; the burning studio lights; the strange rubber domwear of the extras. Although afterward she might have to cancel studio work for weeks until the wounds faded, it gave her a numbing lull. Her body was there, but she was not. The rabbit grin that constantly fretted between her mouth and eyes would be pushed back, temporarily plumped.


Soon they would start doing it. She couldn’t see or smell or touch it, but the sense of it was a tendril of shame, an idea, like a germ, she couldn’t allow to get hold of her. One of the extras was unpeeling his rubber trousers, by the sound of it, to unleash what was, undoubtedly, a large dick. Without faces or skin required for the males, they could afford to harvest the biggest dicks on the circuit, from those that in other departments had fallen from grace. Underneath the rubber, the flesh was allowed to sweat unchecked, corseted to superman proportions by the ten-thousand-dollar designer suits. Domwear for the corporate analysts and Wall Street kids who could afford to have it sitting in their vast closets while they imagined wearing it. The enormous metal tripods, stationed like stranded penises, straining now, overreaching themselves. Click, click, a flash of light. Something was being recorded while she didn’t even recognize what position she was in. And then the whispers again, the uneasy sss sss seemingly both near and distant, the exact meaning falling just out of reach. These masks, sometimes even without eyeholes, rendered speech muddy, the actors drowning men trying to give their names out.


Without direction of how to carry that morning’s expression, she was unsure her body could live up to scrutiny when she wasn’t living in it. She wanted to look good still, even if she did not. Even as an anonymous actress under the replica nineteenth-century face mask, she was becoming precious, trying to work out which way the camera was working. Did they worry about not knowing when to stop or not wanting to stop? The men were like sticky, stretchy robots, hidden in the stretched synthetic hides, being the animals they wanted to be. Two of them perhaps, working at her now, through all the inches of identity-blurring rubber. Later she would never recognize them. The squealing burn, as familiar to her as the scent of her own front room, simply stunk, the worst part about the job. Underneath the rubber, the sweat formed grooves that wobbled as they worked. But the activities of its wearers was without tangible sensation, the rubber zipped mouth dry-fucking her a burlesque of her day work, its motions insincere, dry. The guy eating her tits had no teeth now to bite them, so she didn’t have to be nice to him. With rubber men, it was the shape of their bones that defined them, and the sheets beneath her that felt like flesh, the lovers she should have had. The rubber creaked and shifted. Somewhere artificial lubricant was preparing the flesh, basting it for action. The crude dull dance of their ordinary lives, displaying them as puppets without faces, working without their needing to feel something. Until they stopped trying to be lovers and became rubber men with toys.


She didn’t really want to be here now that her body was reacting back into consciousness, but she didn’t want to spoil it either; in fact she wanted to go down the slide, all the way to another place where everything was different. Time, rather than uselessly ticking past her, was becoming precious, every second assuming a profound significance. Uncomfortable now, she thought that she enjoyed it, but even pleasure has its doubts. Her mind wandered as the army of arrested goose bumps jumped through her skin, and the dumb pink eight-inch dildo in her pussy was forced even higher, its sound a nasal swamp beat, mud squelching under paws, prodding unkindly the prickle of the rashly shaven lips. Specially bought pan foundation evened out the red first, then got messed up, like frosted underarm sweat, under the lights. In this line on your CV they wanted to read: perfectly symmetrical pussy, no marks or pimples. Flesh baby-button pink. She had done it yesterday, thinking this time might be the last, before she could let the hair grow, haltingly recover. But the agent had called today to beg her to do another photo session next week. Another retro Betty Boop chic shoot, with her ebony wig and own magic shoes the color of blood, and they had requested that she turn up clean shaved. She was getting into the fetish mainstream market as well these days. So her pussy lips, shaved by her lover of yesterday, the dark-haired bi dancer from Metro’s, were being mauled by their own hair follicles. Skin the color of dull veal, delicate and unwavering under the brash lights, something not meant to be exposed. Unstopped, it might begin to burst, crease into blood orange, pulped. How will they know when it really hurts? The rubber men can’t really see or feel what they are doing either.


Think, think about another place. The hotel where it all began. It was elegant, like her dreams, where she auditioned for the Northern Lights Contemporary Dance group at just eighteen. Twelve years of constant training, the whittled body eager, alive. She danced just like she knew she would, passionate and controlled, a wild animal available for hire. The movements were perfect, inspired, but her body rendered it false. The instrument was wrong. They didn’t like her look. Recalling it, her feet are twitching now, unhurt, unneeded, inexplicably cold. In her later life, it was the inside of her body that would be performed with, cared for. She is walking back down to her audition again and now she can feel her feet are numb, pressing into the plush red carpet of the hotel. Every step destroying something that should have formed, little flowers pulped into a mash. Her feet no longer belong to her, she does not need them. She wants her ballet shoes, to cover them up, russet like in the Michael Powell film, The Red Shoes, the film of her teenage dreams, but they are lost. Her nubile, trained body can no longer respond and dance. Trudging over the sumptuous, plush carpet, she probably doesn’t need the shoes to leap up, she goes along the intermittent corridor, the red carpet fading, murky, the walls jumping and dancing about, breaking up, the connection in her dream uncentered. She still believes she can make it, even though once you put the shoes on you have to dance until you die. Then she stops before a surprisingly workmanlike, steel utilitarian lift. Incongruous, that such a meat cart should be waiting here in this place that crushed her dreams. They had said her hips were overly luscious, breasts too firm. Perhaps her sex jutted too conspicuously from its leotard, her nose knelt too large in her face. She was eighteen, guys called her hot, and they could tell she had been fucked. The lift was also wrong, as fake as the yuppie elevator fuck set in Fatal Attraction that they only used to make it easier to film the pretend penetration long shots. Now the soles of her feet are sticking to the cold floor, she can hardly lift them, her body is so heavy. Even the square resistance of the buttons against her fingers in the lift seems massive, just pressing them hurts. The lift falls, ten years on, now she knows she will never be a dancer. Now she is back here, she doesn’t want to go out. Don’t think now, some things have to be blocked off, forgotten about, removed from the equation. The dancer’s body has been remade, laid and spread like a vestal virgin again, red on black.


She shivered furtively, using a hidden reflex. It was important to remain expressionless, body dumb, limp. On the bed she was still, consumed with waiting, holding on to the edge of a prickling, mounting pain that, if she was to let go of it for a even second, would rise up and knock her down flat. And it wasn’t possible to think of why she was here, how she could be doing this. The center of meaning had moved down from the head, the capital, now it was at the pressure points that her idea of existence was scrabbling. The lights seemed to be shining more brightly now, she could feel tears trickling down her face unseen, a faint tickle that mocked, compared and contrasted, with the biting torment that the straps were inflicting elsewhere. Yes they had done it tightly, constricting the blood flow as she had requested. And something has to give.


The pressure to cry out, go purple, thrash uncontrollably, say something, was mounting as if her very anguish was affecting the rules of gravity. Normal blood flow was being circumvented and she could hear the tick tick panic of her pulse stiffening and bludgeoning around the restraints. The blood surfing in pointless waves in the veins of her arms and legs, bulging thickly like a painful bladder as if she had woken up with four new genitalia strategically placed. And her own vagina dilating as if it might turn itself inside out, releasing a hidden trickle of heady juice that told of her excitement in restraint; of the pleasures to come. All the colors and shapes and distances of things were changing as she lay there responding witlessly to the squeeze and pressure. This was the start of when things started losing their meanings.


She had never felt more alive and receptive. Her body seemed both heavy and light, an oxymoron she couldn’t explain, the very idea of herself slipping from memory consciousness. All the little trivial afterthoughts like, was her pussy still looking fresh? had vanished. That information was not filed, not found here. You know what you can feel. In this sensitive state it was like being born again, just assuming consciousness, waking up and discovering that the whole world was one big sensory masterpiece that you had created just for that moment. Pain was an art that could never be repeated, only rehearsed, each foray a different distance, another addition to the scar tissue. Idly she wondered how long she would be able to keep up regular modeling if she kept returning here.


And the knife, when it comes, is like a little bit of love all in once piece. The tip of it, held up to the light, gleams pretty, inches seemingly into infinity. The sharp end, symbol of horror movie posters, the part that does the damage, looks so wicked and long-drawn because the idea of it hurts. And the curl and snarl of the point gleams under the eye’s scrutiny. But when it is whittled over the flesh, which is expectant and boiling in its own blood, the tip feels like a kiss, a little sting of attention. Blink away the thought of it and skin really parts so easily, incredible but easy, like Moses parting the Red Sea. So when the blood comes, the seeping of it soaking into the cloth is actually a relief. A slippery soothing milk to take out the pain. We bleed so we do not need to die.


Without her clothes she has mercifully lost part of her senses. Horizontal and bound, the world didn’t feel right to her, or like the way it was. It was soothing to be so disconnected, untouchable, like a faulty electric machine taken out of service. Now they were perhaps cutting her, needling the skin, cameras crunched up tight to capture every single drop of blood. The cameramen not wanting to see it, but having to do it anyway. Special footage this, not normally available. It existed for a rarefied punter who realized he had special tastes that could be pandered to, paid for. By now she could think through most of the pain, anticipate and correct for it, toy mentally with what remained. A little game, a self-imposed mind fuck for her to wrestle with, no audience. What she felt, her own currency not exchangeable. And it was the pain, and the things that it brought, not the unexpectedly good pay, that attracted and repulsed her.


A job, like any other, except that what had started off as something she couldn’t even think about had become addictive, an acquired taste, a curious relief. Her body, that hunk of flesh, her life’s work the controlled environment of its skin that she had spent so much time preparing this morning, was slowly being released from her care. The challenges: to get enough sun for it to glisten as a gold-textured surface, shiny, oiled, even, permanent, but never too much. Never to burn or malt. Or to get dry patches. Every day to feel just the right temperature floating in the bath, to scour every centimeter she could think of afterward with man-made bristles of a dry skin brush, savage-thoroughly, and then once again to reassure herself all of the circulation had been moved into life. Prodded. The oceans of buttermilk that have been applied, soaked-in overnight, rubbed off all over her sheets, every single piece of furniture tainted by it, reeking of decomposing grease, her body a man-made pet she can ill afford, and then all the effort, all the expense, only to wash it all off next morning, and the tedious process initiated again. Again and then again. And then the blockages, the buildup of dirty fat, slippery strings of goo, stinking fat and skin residue patties that clogged up the only orifices she relied on: the bath, the shower, the sink. The wooden floors dotted with greasy imprints, like the paws of some alien creature unaccustomed to human habits. The room deadened by the ghost of deodorants sprayed on in the past, sting of perfume catching you raw-boned in the throat, and over everything a dry residue of talcum powder, hovering, waiting to reattach itself to the skin. Even the washing machine reeling from the over-creaming, the careful measurement of the flesh, the smoothing, plucking, surfacing over the cracks.


In the straight world, without the brutal purity of pain, the women who, like Katje, were twenty-eight, youngish, were now often not young enough to face the haughty cameras; or backstage, the nubile makeup assistants, whose average age, like soldiers preparing for war, was nineteen. The irony: just as you reached the point where you had trained enough; been in enough work to have the contacts, experience; reached the point where it could start to happen, along came the first alarming gray hair, gradual dipping of the breasts, a skin change. The professionals, if they could, dated pharmacists, befriended beauticians, worked at it harder, paid for surgery when they could find it, but they expected it. It was their job, they said to everybody. Annoyed boyfriends who couldn’t grip why it took them so long to get somewhere; roommates sick of seeing half-dressed neurotics at any hour, doing something to themselves, stretching, scraping, taking something out of a bottle. Nothing had been given. Not ever. They had been doing everything specially as a way of life for so long that stopping now had to be learned again. Allowed. And it had always been work. Then as children, now.


Katje thinks back to a magazine feature she once read about a model who complained that her “normal” friends didn’t understand how annoying it was not to be able to eat what she wanted. It’s all right for them! But the girl next door, your friends, someone off the street, got it worse. Although in the course of everyday business they could cover up most of the piece, never had to think about spots on their bumcheeks or lighten a strip of pubic flesh, just in case, nevertheless in them throbbed the dirty desire. The desire simply to be adored. Their everyday bodies ached with it just as the models, the dancers, and the actors did, the desire unchanged, but without professional motivation. For them no tax deductible allowances for anything, and mostly hardly any time to keep it up. And other big issues that stood in the way that were always more important. It was the real women who often had the feeling that these bathroom rituals could never be enough. That the minute you started rubbing yourself dry after stepping out of the bath, the skin under your breasts was already leaking sweat. That even as you stood and blow-dried the freshly wet hair, you could feel heat perspiration breaking the barrier of the clean skin. The impossibility that you could ever feel you looked the way you were wanted to look.


And so many normal women had started off as princesses. The pretty ones, those who had emitted evocative poise in their first underage competitions, whooped and danced a-go-go, stammered posturing that was pedophiliac in all but name, metamorphosed into pressured baby flesh worked through a hundred stressed afternoons. The humbling-down local shows with filthy floors; tryouts; Proper School auditions for doll livestock; rigorous tests that began from as young as three, from as soon as the little girls could find their way to the bathroom to pee by themselves and therefore could be herded into halls, dumped in classes. Left to be prompted into positions, shouted at, stretched, blown up, cut down. By now, most of this talent have resigned themselves to their unaccomplishments with grace. Their hope folded away, but buffeted by the sense of a world where they can pay all their own bills. And this can hold them fast, give power in other means, but does not dwarf the desire. That seeps on as years tick past, unrelenting. And the women who are twenty-eight, but can no longer realize their idealized bodies, feel as keenly as a mother for a lost child the sense of missing in action, the emotional pull to recapture themselves as they were in their former picture-selves.


Uhaaaaghhhhhh. The knife is really wreaking it now, doing something bad. Right arm, top left, a contact point. She moves, tries to escape, even though they warned it would be worse if she reacted. She can imagine it now, pain blasting out raw energy, eco-power for the body system, the body’s defenses springing into life even though it is mute. The body racked in nervousness. Her mind putting it into place, willing it. The glittering knife really another elaborate rubber toy, with a hidden reservoir of fake blood that the user can release with a series of mechanical clicks. The knife in the end as inconsequential as the heel of stiletto shoe, jagged edged, but destined only to skim the surface of the earth, never to force its way through. The pain real where, for what seems like hours but could be only minutes or seconds, time uncountable under the mask, the skin knits in the places it has been tied. The creases white-ringed, uncomfortable. Bondage giving always a throbbing and boiling pain. The jut of the fake blade sometimes had an edge nevertheless, even the droplets of the marketed blood, discernable, another wrench on the sensations. Katje’s skin agonizing as if it were the real thing, the body’s still desperation authentic somehow, even though the experience was not.


Cut to a long shot. Katje’s body now arched, the legs raised, a bondage version of Marilyn Monroe in her first naked shoot. Naked, but for the mask, some rope. But still a dancer on the red sheets, unwieldy breasts thrust defiantly out from the extreme arch of the back, like a stilled limbo dancer ready to spring up, triumphantly. The hip bones rough cut, prominent. Splayed vagina as happy as a dog in mating season, its plump lips loud, one lip hanging, unconventionally lower than the other. Toby sees her pleasure is real, that the horror film mad bitch gets off on it, without telling anybody. She is too well formed to play a nubile virgin, over-muscular in parts from the various energetic training she endures to be a bimbo, but yes, she is interesting, he can use her. And he will. The punters from Fetish Times still get off on the fact that they can read her column as well as see her naked pictures in the same magazine. The fact that she is masked and anonymous just adding to the hype, her eclectic persona growing every month. Fans ringing with questions, other press even illegally running stills, passing it on. She remains anonymous. Someone Out There, a real person with a real job, who likes just to play a little for them.


For a moment Katje is fazed, orgasm high. It comes and goes all too quickly. She has to time it right because as soon as she’s come, anything that can will chafe. Moment gone, now the comedown. The mask now sweated beyond use. The clutch of the rope at her wrists and ankles a child’s game that seems sad and has gone on too long. Her bladder as usual, wanting to go. The need to satisfyingly piss, paramount. Above her, the two cameramen are talking intently about a missing light. The extras have vanished. She looks a real sight, tied up, anxiously waiting. The end bit, when all the sex acts have finished and she is herself again, is the hardest of all. Her breasts suddenly incongruous, difficult to manage without a bra. She’s not really a porn actress, only allowing herself to be fucked by strangers’ dildos, aping pain. Unusually shot retro bondage pics for punters who have tired of seeing it all. Who need a bit of safety, someone who won’t kill them while they’re getting off. As usual, the fantasy that she exists as one of those too beautiful to die. That she has to be tortured, finished off like a stray extra who wandered into a remake of Last House on the Left. The reality, that the dance lessons were sporadic. She had started gymnastics at fifteen, too late. That earlier she had been a dancer only in her mind, her Barbie doll had had the dresses, the dinky little shoes. And the self-conscious battle ever since to try to catch up with herself. Dancing most days, getting film extra roles, the odd fetish shoot only because she interviews the directors as a part-time journalist. That she is somehow in this world and behind it at the same time. She is everywhere and nowhere.


Now she’s showered again, for the second or third time that day. Her skin is feeling too sore for another layer of body lotion. When she pissed it came with a little sting, today the guys were overzealous, but the sting-pain, though small, feels good, her body shudders deliciously at pain but she has to keep the skin undamaged for potential shoots, other work. The irony is that despite these fake gore photo shoots, she is unable, while still working as a model, to indulge in her predilections for hard CP and cutting. What was it that Brian Yuzna had been told while researching skin cutting for Return of the Living Dead, Part III? It’s not the cutting of the skin that’s the problem, it’s dealing with the healing process afterward. . . . And her skin, on the outside at least, has to look patently undamaged.


In her street clothes she becomes a different person. You would never guess. And he doesn’t either. Joachim, her occasional lover, once feted horror director, now reduced to hash ravings behind closed doors, doesn’t want to hurt her, physically. He indulges in mental cruelty, belittling her with tales of his actress ex-girlfriends. And of course she’s not famous, yet. That’s his intention, but it excites her to hear about these other women. The dark pouty one who appeared in The Witchwoman. I knew she would make it. Lisa, the daughter of the famous Spanish director who has now started making her own movies. Joachim litters the house with hundreds of naked photos of Lisa and thinks she suffers when he talks so raptly about his ex. That she will feel jealous, deflated by comparison. But, mmmm, the delicious decadence of it. Just thinking about Joachim’s treachery, her pussy juices are warming, tingling on her freshly shaved cunt lips. And they don’t even have to touch each other to get excited, it’s mainly masturbatory. Mind fucking leaves no traces. She walks toward his flat, taking pink, smooth strides, but inside her mind is singing.




Perilous Penny, Part Time Pornographer


Tara Alton


Christmas Cards


My sister stopped by today, not so much to see how I was doing, but rather to scope out which Christmas cards I’d gotten so far. She wanted to make sure that I hadn’t received any more from our relatives than she did. I had to give her credit though. She waited an entire half hour before she mentioned my pile of unopened mail on the counter.


“You’ve got a whole pile of Christmas cards here,” she said. “Why haven’t you opened them yet?”


I shrugged. I hadn’t had the time.


“May I?” she asked.


“Knock yourself out,” I said.


I turned to pour us another glass of Peroni beer when I suddenly heard her choking. At first, I thought she was choking on a feta cheese stuffed olive from Dimitri’s Italian Goods, but I realized she was horror struck by one of the cards she’d just opened.


Looking over her shoulder, I patted her on the back at the same time. It was from one of my publishers, featuring a woman’s genitalia artistically perched on top a Christmas tree like a bizarre pink angel.


“Cool,” I said. “I bet you didn’t get this one.”


Grabbing her camel hair coat and Coach purse, she stormed out. Now she was going to be mad for six months. My sister considered my porn writing to be a short-lived hobby, like when I tried doing needlework or creating mosaics. She is certain I will get bored with it eventually. The only thing was that my needlework looked like a drunken hamster had attempted it, and my mosaics looked like someone had thrown up grout, broken glass and rocks. Believe it or not, I’m good with porn. People actually wanted to pay me money for what I’ve written. What better validation do you need than that? In addition, I wasn’t going to get bored. I usually had sex on the brain anyway. Why not put it to good use?


My sister didn’t see it this way. She hated the whole sordidness of it. To her Showgirls should have been rated XXX, and she never let her husband watch the Emmy pre-show because of the nipple factor on the red carpet.


The next time I see her I’m sure she will act as if everything was fine, but it will be in her eyes, a brittle little crack in what was left of our sisterhood.


Camel Toes


Today, I learned what a camel toe was. It’s crotch cleavage, the distinct cleft between the legs when a woman wears her pants too tight. I had no idea this existed, that it had a name, or there were even a few Web sites devoted to it. See what you learn on the Internet by just following a few links?


Now, I find myself staring at women’s crotches, in the drugstore, in the library and in the hardware store. It’s fascinating. It’s everywhere. In all shapes and sizes. Then at my favorite corner grocery store, I saw the mother of all camel toes. I didn’t care that this blonde girl had mall hair or that she was wearing way too much makeup for daytime. It was her clothing. She was wearing a skintight black halter-top and the tightest pair of jeans I’d ever seen. She must have used pliers to zip them up. Her camel toe was so tight it looked painful. Just the thought of all that pressure down there made me want to go pee.


That was what I was thinking about when I was busted. The head cashier caught me blatantly staring at another woman’s crotch. How can I go back there now? Of course, it’s the only place that carries my favorite no name sugar pops. My boyfriend, Michael, would never go get them for me. He hated the place. Moreover, the head cashier was always there, wearing her 70s frosted shag hairdo and dangling earrings like she existed in a time warp. I swore she never went home.


I can’t believe I lost my no name sugar pops to a camel toe.


Love Notes


Michael thinks I’m cheating on him because he found a note with my handwriting in the laundry. Normally, this wouldn’t be a big deal. I write a lot of notes, but this note was about a physical exam with Dr. Eric. I had written how much Dr. Eric turned me on with his swarthy dark looks and his warm hands on my legs.


I tried to explain to Michael that it was part of a story I was working on, but he wasn’t convinced because I had recently gone to the doctors. Trying to clarify it further, I told him I was writing it from the point of view of the character, not me! It was hopeless. He just couldn’t grasp the concept. So I gave up on the explanation and hoped to get the note back. I had defiantly written something sexy I needed.


“Where is the note?” I asked.


“I threw it away,” he said.


“Why would you do that? Aren’t you supposed to confront me with it?”


He looked as if it had never occurred to him.


“I was pissed so I threw it away,” he said and stormed out of the room.


Once again, he was proving that some really good-looking guys aren’t too bright.


When we first met, I thought he was a little too slick and cocky for me. We went to the same health club. I swam laps. He ran. We kept bumping into each other in the coed hot tub and steam room. Since I never considered him an option, I acted like myself for a change. Also, he had already seen me at my worst in my nasty old swimsuit. You have no idea how many swimsuits I’ve ruined because of the chlorine, so now I buy the ugliest, cheapest suit I can find because it’s only going to last me a few months anyway. On top of that, he’d seen me with swimming goggles on, and that was just not a good look.


I figured he had to be talking to me because he was bored. Mostly to shock him and alleviate my own boredom, I told him about my part time porn career. He didn’t seem too shocked, thus proving the boredom factor in his motivation to talk to me.


Imagine my surprise when he kissed me in the parking lot one night. He was a very good kisser, leaving me breathless. Then he told me he had been harboring a secret crush on me for months. I didn’t believe him, but he convinced me with some more kissing. We moved in together six months later.


Girlfriends


After dealing with Michael, you can imagine my relief going to lunch with Jen, my one sane friend, although she was a little wild. She rented a big loft near the Eastern Market, and she goes to all the clubs on the weekends, where she likes to wear “fuck me” clothes and then acts surprised when men look at her.


We met at La Shish Kabob. I loved the Arabian Night atmosphere with the arched windows, brass chandeliers and fabric draped across the ceiling. The place was empty except for one other table. Of course we were seated close by them and there were kids, who amazingly were eating Happy Meals.


Over our freshly made pita bread, spicy salsa and mango smoothies, Jen started telling me in vivid and lengthy detail about the three way she had over the weekend. She had done it with two guys she was currently dating. Casually, she’d mentioned it to them as a fantasy she wanted to fulfill. To her amazement, they both agreed.


“Did they do each other?” I asked.


“No. Just me.”


“So how did it happen?”


“I went and sat on the bed. Alex went into the bathroom and came out naked. It really broke the ice.”


“Did it hurt?”


She shook her head.


“One hole or two?” I asked, eagerly.


The manager came over to us.


“I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” he said. “There has been a complaint. Your topic of conversation is inappropriate for the restaurant.”


We glanced over our shoulder at the family. The mother was glaring at us. Those kids were way too little to know what we were talking about.


“What if we change the topic?” I asked.


He shook his head.


“Can we at least get our food to go?” I asked.


I couldn’t imagine leaving without our vegetarian platters with hummus, tabbouli, spinach pie and grape leaves.


“The manager says you have to leave. That is his sister.”


“What about an order of the baklava?” I pleaded.


I had promised Michael I would bring him some back. I couldn’t leave without it. This was the only place I knew that made their baklava with pistachios instead of walnuts, and they used an orange syrup instead of the usual lemon. Michael would flip if I didn’t bring some home.


The waiter shook his head. After taking one more sip of smoothie each, we left.


Our lunch plans ruined, we stood in the parking lot, staring at one another. Jen didn’t look happy with me, but it had been her fault as well. She was the one having the three ways. I promised to call her soon and we parted. I went home, where I had a peanut butter and jelly sandwich by myself.


Other Girlfriends


Lately, I’m not having too much luck with my friends. My other friend, Constance, was acting nuts. She claimed she was into corsets, but she had never bought one. I caught her complaining the other day that her bra was too tight. You would have thought she would have liked that. She worked at an upscale bed linen store with thousand count sheets and wrought iron beds, and yet she chowed down on little greasy hamburgers at places truck drivers would stop.


Constance thought I wanted her, because I took a scrap of our conversation in a dressing room and inserted it into a story about two women doing it in a similar dressing room. What happened was this. We were trying on lingerie in a dressing room together because the place was so crowded during a sale. Constance mentioned that she had been checking out girls recently. I didn’t pay her much attention because she was always saying stuff like that, but nothing ever came of it.


In my story, I had the two girls in the dressing room hook up after the confession with admiring glances of long limbs, lots of lace and garters. In real life, I had been trying on a yellow rubber duck design nightshirt, and Constance had been trying on a boring white slip.


I was so excited about seeing the story published on this classy erotica Web site that I sent her a link to the story online, totally forgetting where the inspiration for the story came from.


Now she kept leaving me voice mails, asking me to get together for lunch and lingerie shopping.


Cats Under the Bed


A few days later, I finally finished the Dr. Eric story. It was truly a masterpiece of sexual degradation, and it made me so horny I had to masturbate.


Michael’s cat wanted some attention. He’s had this cat ever since he was a little kid, and now she’s like seventeen years old. I gave her points for lasting this long, but sometimes she was a pest. She had the most unimaginative name in the world, “Kitty.” I’ve thought about upgrading her name, but Michael won’t hear it, so sometimes I’ve added adjectives like “Pretty Kitty.” Michael just rolled his eyes. Sometimes, I think it was more important what his cat thought of me than his parents.


I tried to pacify her with a couple quick pets and hoped she would go away. I was not going to do it front of her. Rolling over onto my other side for some privacy, I accidentally knocked her off the bed. The sensitive little snot head shot under the bed like I had struck her with a broom.


That was when Michael came home and found me trying to coax her out.


“Why is Kitty under the bed?” he asked.


I shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe a breeze blew on her and she took it the wrong way.”


Sizing me up on the bed, he raised and an eyebrow. “You look sexy lying there,” he said. He took off his shirt, his signal that he wanted to do it. He’s never been big on foreplay. It’s more like “let’s kiss” and “let’s do it.” But since I was already sort of warmed up, I nodded.


I did feel a little guilty about the masturbating thing so to make up for it I initiated butt play with a dildo. This was something he wanted to do to me for a long time. Thank goodness, he didn’t ask me, “why now.” Then I would have to explain I needed the details for another story.
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