



[image: Cover Image]







A GOTHIC ROMATIC
LOVE SONG


Philip José Farmer


[image: image]


www.sfgateway.com











Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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The more I think about the Lundgren women, Canador House, and my experiences with them, the more I see how I fooled myself – and the more I see that Barbara and Victoria Lundgren, daughter and mother, fooled themselves. Their flesh, you might say, acted as a filter for their spirit – or for their mind, if you don’t believe in spirit. Flesh is a filter and reality is strained through it to suit the mind. The clots and clogs and unpleasantnesses and pains are kept out by the close mesh of the flesh.


I first saw the Lundgren women on the deck of the cruise ship Malaki. They were in bikinis, on the way to the swimming pool. My first view of them was from behind, and I thought they were sisters or very good friends who made up their hair alike and wore the same style and color of clothes to advertise their friendship. They were both long-legged and rather narrow-hipped with tiny waists and broad shoulders. Their hair was a rich yellow and combed smoothly back and tied into a ponytail.


The tiny strips of green cloth across their hips looked as if they would slip off with the next step. As I later found out, these two had a trick of wearing their clothes as if they would fall off at any time.


I followed them. I had no idea at that time of making their acquaintance. There wasn’t much else to do on board ship except read, drink, and try to talk to the more interesting people, preferably women. So far, the only women who had responded to my diffident advances had been middle-aged school teachers or real estate brokers. For some reason, I always felt more at ease with older women.


When the two reached the pool, they stood by the pool’s edge for a while and talked. Their voices were rather deep for women and at the same time full of juice. There was something bubbling, thick, and fermenting in those throats. Perhaps this yeasty impression was reinforced by their breasts, which might have been the fountains, as it were, from which the rich juiciness originated. Their breasts were not large but were full and shapely, more African than occidental, since they were somewhat conical and uptilting. The skimpiness of the bikini left no doubt that their breasts needed little or no support.


This was the more extraordinary in the older of the two, since she must have been about forty-five. The body, seen from behind, was as youthful as the younger girl’s. Only when she turned was I able to see the lines in the face and slightly thickening features that no makeup could hide. Not that she had any makeup on except for lipstick. She was not making herself ridiculous by applying such a heavy coat that she called attention to the aging.


It was evident that they were mother and daughter. One did not need to overhear the younger call the other woman “Mom” to know that.


Their faces were so much alike that, in describing one, I describe the other. Their features were pretty. No, more than pretty. They were not beautiful but bordering on handsome. I would say.


Their foreheads were high and wide, giving the impression of braininess. Which impression, of course, may be false. Their eyebrows were dark and thick, contrasting with the bright yellowness of their hair. Their eyes were large even without makeup and a dark blue with, as I later found out, a grayness in certain lights. The noses were straight but a trifle short and remarkably wide-nostrilled. I found them attractive despite the fact that I have always preferred thin noses in my women.


The lips were wide with disproportionate fullness. The upper lip was thinner than the lower. Their teeth were even and white, and I suspected that the older woman had false teeth. At this mere thought, I had an erection, and I knew why. I remembered the mother of my first wife. And I thought, “No! Forget this!”


Their skins were as white as the blondest of Swedes in wintertime. I would say as white as milk, except that’s a cliche and also not realistic. A skin genuinely milk-white would look hideous. But theirs reminded me of milk.


I saw why in a few minutes. That was all the time they spent in the pool. They wrapped themselves in robes, put thin blankets over their legs, and sat down in chairs in the shade. They were not sun worshippers – or, if they were, they resisted the temptation to expose themselves to the hot handling of the bright god.


I sat down near them, unable to keep from watching covertly. Not so covertly, I guess, because I seemed to be looking at their faces just when they glanced up from the paperbacks and caught my eyes. They looked away, but I saw them talk to each other and then glance in my direction as if they were discussing me.


I’m not very aggressive unless I’ve had a few drinks, and I don’t drink until the sun is down below the yard arm. I think, however, that the recollection of the mother of my first wife, the false teeth, and the consequent rise in blood pressure and the hormones pumping through my body did what alcohol usually did. It gave me more courage. Also, sexual pressure had been building up in me ever since I had recovered from the long sickness after my divorce. It was getting so frequent and so intense, I was thinking of bedding down with the not-very-attractive – but obviously available – school teacher I’d met the day before.


It was this erection that, you might say, led me by the nose to them. Or got behind me and pushed. Or lifted me up, as if I were a balloon and floated me over towards them. Besides, this was a cruise to the South Seas, and intercourse (social or sexual) is much easier. The bars are down. We’re all one big happy family, in theory at least.


Still, I had to fake it. I couldn’t get up enough nerve to address them directly and frankly. I had to stroll by and drop my towel before them. The moment I leaned over to pick it up, I flushed and wondered why I had been so stupid. The move was so transparent and so corny.


They thought so, too. They looked at each other and laughed. I flushed even more. My face felt as if it were next to a hot-air heater.


Grinning like the fool I felt, I straightened up. I said, “I should apologize for being so obvious. But I’m unused to this … kind of game.”


That was not quite the whole truth. But it was a good way to open. If I seemed clumsy and amateurish, I would not look like a professional wolf.


I also knew that I had several advantages. I am tall and rangily built, like a good 440-yard trackman, have wavy bronze-colored hair, bronze eyebrows, deep blue eyes, and a profile which would be a very handsome if it were not for the too prominent chin. This gives me a resemblance to the comic strip character Hair Breadth Harry. I’m too young to remember when the newspapers carried him, but a friend of mine, a comic strip buff, once showed me some. He, too, was struck by the similarity. I didn’t like the idea of looking like Hair Breadth Harry, but later I began to think of myself – sometimes – as being him.


After all, Harry was a hero, even if a bumbling and inept one. And he always triumphed in the end. Moreover thinking of myself as Hair Breadth Harry sometimes keeps me from taking myself too seriously. God knows I need something like this!


The older woman said, “You don’t need to apologize. We’re not so stupid to be taking a voyage to the Islands just to get away from people. Well, in a way, we are. But only to get away from certain people we know. A certain type, that is. You may or may not be that type.” Her candor was shocking. Blunt.


I wondered what she meant. I would find out soon enough.


“I am Victoria Lundgren,” she said. “This is my daughter, Barbara. We live in Beverly Hills, and San Francisco, but mostly in Big Sur. I am a widow and wealthy but I have no desire at all to get married. Barbara graduated from UCLA two years ago, got married almost immediately, and became divorced as quickly as possible. I don’t know whether or not she would consider you as … husband material.”


This introduction literally took my breath away. It was not only so frank, it was very strange. Was she warning me to go away if I were a fortune hunter?


Barbara made an impatient move or perhaps a gesture of disgust at her mother’s statements. Her book flew out of her hand, and I leaned over to pick it up. But she was quicker than I. She had leaned out of her chair. Her breasts seemed to fall out of the bra only a few inches from my eyes. The nipples were large and a dark red and – unless I was mistaken – were swollen.


She straightened up quickly and adjusted her bra. Immediately thereafter, she put on her dark glasses. Her face was expressionless and her eyes were hidden. The mother continued to smile.


Barbara wiggled around as if to get more comfortable. Her contortions were disconcerting. Those hips seemed to be on universal joints. Her robe fell open, and the sunlight glinted on the many tiny blonde hairs, wet with water, on her legs. She patted the back of her head, bringing up her right breast with the movement. Its cone shape, combined with its up-and-down movement, reminded me of the head of an animal. Its tip was the nose, and it was sniffing into the wind. The wind of my sex? I thought. “You do have a name?” Mrs. Lundgren said. “Everybody has a name, even if they don’t have an identity. Or a personality.”


She was still smiling, but her voice was dry with sarcasm.


“I’m sorry,” I said. “I was disconcerted.”


“Barbara sometimes has that effect.”


“Oh mother!” Barbara said. “I can’t help it if…”


Her voice trailed off. I don’t know whether she meant she couldn’t help it that she had stooped over, or that she had an exciting effect on men under any circumstances.


“I’m Jack Weston,” I told them, continuing to blurt out the following information: I’m a bachelor, live in Westwood, work as a chemical engineer for Torus Research and Development. I had been married but am now free of all foreign or domestic entanglements, at this moment. I awkwardly finished with “I think you’re both beautiful.”


I held my hands. “No, I’m not trying to snow you. But thing that really made me get enough nerve to come up to you was to ask you if you’ve ever been on television.”


“You’re not going to say we should be in the movies?” Barbara asked.


“No, I mean I thought I saw you two in a commercial on TV,” I said. It was a damned foolish thing to say.


They looked at each other and burst out laughing.


“I really mean it,” I said. “You know those commercials where the mother and daughter are shown playing tennis or swimming or horseback riding and the young suitor of the daughter mistakes the mother for the daughter? Because they’re both so youthful looking? Because they eat this breakfast food? Some kind of cereal, I think. Anyway, I’ll swear I saw you two in one of those commercials!”


Victoria Lundgren said, “We weren’t laughing at you, not really. It’s just that any number of men have tried to pick us up with exactly that same line. We were filmed by a TV commercial company for just such an ad as you described. It was done at our place at Big Sur. Canador House. A friend of ours – a producer – suggested it, and we went along with it because he was a friend. But we’ve never seen the film.”


She added, “We don’t watch TV, you know.”


“Not even the news? Or the specials? Or the UHF channels?” I asked.


“Never,” Mrs. Lundgren said rather primly. She hesitated, then said, “Well, that’s not quite true. We did watch President Kennedy’s funeral. And his brother’s. And, of course, the killing of Oswald. And Bobby Kennedy’s assassination. But that is all. Absolutely all.”


I wasn’t about to offend them by suggesting that they might be snobs and that there were enough excellent documentaries to warrant using the set at least once every night.


“So you’re a chemical engineer?” Mrs. Lundgren said. She indicated the chair beside her. “Sit down and tell us about yourself.”


I sat down. I had at least gotten my foot in the door, and it was up to me to get it open all the way. I decided that I would abandon all fakery and just be myself. If she asked to hear about chemical engineering, she would hear about it.


We spent what I like to think was an interesting half hour. Then Mrs. Lundgren suggested we retire to the bar, get out of the sun. Not for drinking, she said. It was too early in the day for her for that, and Barbara never touched the stuff.


Barbara, I noticed, chain-smoked. Her mother apparently did not, but she had a tendency, unconscious, I’m sure, to bite the side of her finger when she wasn’t talking. This wasn’t often, because Mrs. Lundgren liked to talk.


Twice in that half hour, we were interrupted. Once a middle-aged man, big and paunchy and hairy but tough-looking and confident and prosperous-looking, introduced himself. Mrs. Lundgren, the recipient of most of his attention, was friendly enough. But she weighed him in balance and found him wanting. How she did it, what bases she used for judgment, I did not know. But I had to admire the smooth powerful method she used to move him on. He resisted because he was used to having his way. Nevertheless, she shunted him off the track, almost derailed him, I might say.


He was angry when he strode away, puffing on his big black cigar as if it were a smokestack. He definitely knew that he might be a big steamer on other lines, but he wasn’t in the right waters when he was around the Lundgrens.


Barbara had said scarcely a word during this exchange. She seemed to have fallen asleep.


I was excited by Mrs. Lundgren’s masterful dismissal of the big man as I had been when I thought of those false teeth or when Barbara had leaned over and exposed those great-nippled breasts. It was as if the mother had opened herself up to reveal an enormous will behind that high forehead, coupled with a very strong drive, which arose from far below the brain. What I’m trying to say is that I glimpsed a concentrated energy that I identified with sexually. And with great health.


Both the women seemed to be very healthy, physically. I love that. I cannot stand being around a physically unhealthy woman.


I know this has to do with my mother dying from cancer and taking a long time doing it. I knew it then, but it did not help me tolerate unhealthy women. In fact, I can’t stand being around a woman when she has a cold. I suppose this is neurotic, but this is the way it is.


The second man, who came up to us several minutes later, was a tall, dark, good-looking fellow by the name of Gaines. He was smooth, witty, and divided his attention equally between the mother and the daughter. About five minutes later, something seemed to pass between the two women. They must have agreed that Mr. Gaines was not for them. Again, Mrs. Lundgren moved him on. He took it with more grace than the first man, perhaps thinking that he could try at a later time. If he thought so, he was mistaken.


We went into the bar, where we sat down at a table in the corner. A man was playing Cole Porter music on the piano. A man and a woman stood by him and softly sang. The couple were passengers who had met one day after the ship left San Francisco and had been together since I had the cabin next to the woman’s, and I had been kept awake several nights by the poundings and heavy breathings and cries.


Mrs. Lundgren ordered iced tea. Barbara ordered milk. I decided that I would break my own law and have a martini.


“Usually I wait until nightfall,” I said. “But I’ll have just one now. Just one.”


They said nothing. I continued. “When I’m in a bar, which isn’t often, you understand, I feel like having at least one drink. After all, that’s what bars are for, to drink in, right? Besides, I need something to soothe my nerves, which have been shattered by the sight of such splendid beauty. Beauty such as yours should be drunk to.”


The mother did not smile, but Barbara seemed pleased. She said, “I don’t mind, if it’s just one. Do we really dazzle you, or are you just putting us on?”


“You know as well as I do that I’m speaking the truth,” I said.


The waiter brought our drinks, and I sipped my martini. Barbara laughed at the face I made.


“That first taste! It’s awful!” I said. “Enough to drive a man to drink! The first glassful doesn’t get any better! But the next one does.”


I caught Mrs. Lundgren’s look and said, “Only there won’t be a next one! Not until just before dinner, of course. Well, here’s to your beauty, as bright as the shine of the sun on Polynesian waters! And here’s to many pleasant days in what they call the paradise of the South Pacific!”


I had to force myself to keep from ordering another martini after I’d gotten the first one down. I began to buzz deliciously, and I wanted to keep that delightful humming bird flying in my head and in my bloodstream. But I wanted even more to stay in Mrs. Lundgren’s good graces, so I ordered a grapefruit drink. She had begun to cool a little, but after that she began to talk quite vivaciously and even personally. I found out much about her and her daughter during the next two hours.


The mother excused herself, saying she had some letters to write before lunch. I stood up then, but Barbara asked me to sit down again. We talked for a half hour, during which we discovered that we both admired Dylan Thomas. She said she had a first edition of his collection of poems, autographed by him. It had been her mother’s, but it was now hers. Would I like to see it?


Would I? I would have liked to see it under any circumstances, but in her stateroom?


She had already mentioned that she and her mother were in separate staterooms, although they were next to each other.


I thought of this as I followed her. She had removed her robe, and her hips swayed with the most beautiful of movements in the world. The construction of the female hips is for a basic utilitarian purpose, I presume. I say presume because I don’t know what the Creator had in mind when he designed the human female. I know he was thinking of broadness and ease of delivery of the baby, but he must also have been thinking about the esthetic appeal of female hips in motion. He must have programmed the male to respond to what was essentially an economical construction.


The martini’s effect had not yet worn off. My inhibitions were down and my penis was up. I would have liked to walk up to her, close my hands over those full warm soft mounds, kiss the back of that slender white neck, remove one hand to tear off the bikini from those hips, gently insert from behind, up and from below, and walk her to her stateroom. In the state I was in, I would have climaxed before we had reached the end of the corridor.


And, when we were in the stateroom, I would have kissed those round-as-an-apple buttocks. The hips were narrow, but the buttocks were curved, so that when you saw them in profile, she had quite a fleshy shelf behind her. Flesh with a high muscle tone, of course.


I did not carry out my fantasy, naturally. I wasn’t that far gone, though I was drunk with her body. But it seemed to me that she had asked me down to her room for the same reason that the bachelor, in the old jokes, asks the girl up to his room to see his etchings.


However, I also had sense enough to realize that my own desires might be bending my thinking. Barbara Lundgren was a healthy young woman – or seemed to be. She had been married and was now divorced, and she might not have had sexual intercourse for some time. She might be as eager as I, and having decided that she liked me, had also decided to get into bed with me. It was even possible that her mother knew this and tacitly approved. Such realistic understanding between mother and daughter is not too rare in this day.


It was even possible that mother might be considering me after she had gotten a report from her daughter.


It was also possible, I reminded myself, that I was making a damn fool out of myself. My present state of high pressure was filling my brain with all sorts of visions of sugar plums which did not exist. Barbara might be just taking me to her room to look at the Dylan Thomas and share her enthusiasm with another Thomas lover. She might have no more in mind that that.


But she could not be that naive, I told myself. She must know that inviting a man into her room, a man on a cruise, a stranger, was the same as asking for advances. Perhaps, though, she knew that and was prepared to repel it, but nicely, and continue to be friends.


And then it was also possible that she and her mother carefully screened her friends and suitors. I was being tested. If I failed, out I went into the darkness with wailing and gnashing of teeth. There was another complication. Barbara Lundgren, within a few hours, had become more than just a beautiful young woman who might be available to relieve me. She had become a woman I liked very much. In fact, if I were not so cautious about admitting that my emotions could be valid, I would have to admit that I might be falling in love.


Besides the tension and ache at the base of my penis, I ached in my breast. That ache in my breast, for me, means love.


I also had a tingling, from time to time, at the back of my head. That tingling is another sign of love.
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Her room was large compared to mine, even if I was a first-class passenger. It was impersonal, of course, with the exception of a number of her books on a shelf, a painting that she had put up in place of the one she had found, and a photograph of a middle-aged man on the dresser.


The painting contrasted strangely with the furnishings of the stateroom. These were stylized and middle-class but at least airy and bright. The painting was of an old man with shaggy white hair, shaggy white eyebrows, and a long white beard. His eyes were as fierce as an aroused tiger’s, and the mouth beneath the moustache was thin and slightly open, hinting at rather than exposing sharp teeth. He wore a sea-captain’s cap and jacket. The window behind him revealed a night split by a lightening streak.


“My great-grandfather, Tors Lundgren,” she said. “He was a Norwegian. From Stavanger. He was captain of one of the last windjammers, and he settled down in California when he was eighty-seven. He built Canador House. My father knew him when he was a very young child. Dad told me stories about him when I was a little girl.”


She paused and then said, “Canador House is haunted, you know.”


I said nothing except a weak, “Oh?”


“By my great-grandfather,” she said.


“He looks as if he were too stubborn to admit he was dead,” I said.


She did not smile. She said, “That’s what my father said. My father saw him several times after he died. He was walking along the hall once and a couple of times he was out on the front porch. My father said his grandfather was not wearing any clothes. He was stark naked.”


“That’s a switch,” I said. “Is there any explanation for his going naked?”


She looked at me as if she were wondering if her leg was being pulled. I kept a straight face.


“My father said my great-grandfather had this compulsion to go naked. He sometimes went naked on the bridge of his ship when they were in the South Pacific, among the islands. And he would go naked when he was on the more remote islands. He scandalized his sailors, and sailors aren’t easily shocked, you know.”


“I suppose so,” I said. “I don’t really know much about sailors.”


“In those days, most of them were the scum of the earth.”


“Norwegian sailors?” I said. “I thought the sea was second nature for a Norwegian. A ship from Norway didn’t have to take the scourings of ports, escaped criminals, debtors, shanghaied men.”


“Maybe not,” she said, “but Captain Lundgren had very few of his own countrymen on his ship. They were the dregs of society. For a good reason. He couldn’t get decent men to sail with him. My father said my great-grandfather was a man who was hard and brutal even for those days, when hardness and brutality was considered a normal part of life.”


Her attitude was peculiar. She seemed to have a mixture of horror and admiration about her great-grandfather. The emotions were not so much expressed by her face as by the inflections of her voice.


It was then that I first felt that there was something strange about her. Previously, the strangeness had been sexual, as if she and her mother were in some sort of cabal. Actually, this impression was not one of strangeness, since the hidden conspiracy between mother and daughter is not so rare in America. It’s not common, either, but it’s certainly not rare.


Her eyes were wide, and her mouth was slightly open, just like the portrait’s. Her teeth, however, were not pointed. There was a suggestion of saliva just inside the bottom lip, as if the liquid were about to boil over. When I say boil, I mean boil not drip. That dark interior, at that moment, seemed to be a pit full of searing hot liquid.


Then the feeling passed, and she was just a beautiful young woman with her mouth slightly open and possibly spittle close to the lips. I was not repelled. I would have been if she had spit on the floor, but saliva within the warm mouth of a beautiful woman is something to be tongued and to be swallowed.


I turned my back, partly to hide the erection and partly because I was curious about her choice of books. There were six. One was a first edition of Dylan Thomas with his name inscribed by himself inside the front page. I exclaimed on leafing through it, and she came up behind me and leaned against me while she looked around me. I shuddered a little like a horse when a fly lands on it, as I felt the roundness and softness pressed against my flesh. Her breath was warm and moist against the shoulder, and then it moved away to be replaced by the tender cheek.


“Almost all of his poetry was deeply touching,” she said. “But do you know, of all the memorable lines, I remember most these from his Elegy.


The sticks of the house were his; his books he owned.


Even as a baby he had never cried;


Nor did he now, save to his secret wound.”


She paused, murmured, “Secret wound,” and licked her lips. She continued,


“Out of his eyes I saw the last light glide.


Here among the light of the lording sky


An old blind man is with me where I go.”


She pressed harder against me, and suddenly I felt a drop of warm water. I looked at her and saw more tears.


“Those are by no means his greatest lines,” I said, “but they must mean something very personal to you. They must evoke something that hurts, something that loves.”


I was having a difficult time talking like this. I wanted to quit talking, quit thinking, and pull her to me and kiss her, kiss her on the mouth and then everywhere.


It was too much for me to endure while she was so close. I ran my gaze over the other books. The collected works of Sheridan LeFanu. Ambrose Bierce’s In the Midst of Life. The Shorter Poems of Byron. A deluxe edition of King Lear. Poets of the Romantic Tradition.


I walked over to the dresser and inspected the photo of her father. He was a broad-shouldered man with a thick powerful neck and a heavy jaw. He looked like his daughter around the cheeks and the eyes, however. His eyes were blue, and his hair was thick and almost entirely gray.


I looked closer. The mouth was slightly open with just a hint of … no, that was my imagination. But it was true that the eyes not only resembled those of his daughter but those of his grandfather. They were just a little wild.


“That was taken about a year before he died,” she said in a low voice. Once more, she was behind me and pressing against me.


“He looks very vigorous,” I said. “How old was he when he died?”


“Only fifty,” she said. “I was about twelve then. Mother was thirty-seven. She had been married twice before, and so had he. Both are very Californian, you know.”


I felt that I shouldn’t ask any more about this particular subject, but it was the only other subject I could think of. And I was trying desperately to avoid the other.


“What did he die of?” I said.


She moved away from me. There was a silence. I turned around to face her. Her lower lip was even more swollen now and was trembling. The saliva was brimming in its hollow. “He got drunk and wandered out during a storm,” she said. “And fell off the cliff. That was the night that my great-grandfather was in the house. I saw him! I think my father saw him, too. It may have been what drove him out of the house. I don’t know! I really don’t want to talk about it!”


She took a step forward and allowed me to fold her in my arms. She shook with sobs; her tears wet my chest. I felt like a bastard and a double-compounded lecher because, instead of thinking of her grief, I was thinking of carrying her over to the bed. Certainly, she must have been transported with grief – to where I don’t know – not to have felt the big hard shaft against her belly. Yet she did not back away.


I believed that she had not invited me into her stateroom to seduce me. Not consciously, anyway. Or, if she had, she was driven to it by motives I did not yet understand. Whatever her reasons for bringing me here and now clinging to me, they were not simple and probably were not healthy.


At that moment, I did not care what drove her.


I kissed the top of her head, brushing my lips many times over the yellow hair. The hairs were thick and coarse but untouched by spray and so, relatively, soft. They gave an odor of sweaty flesh, recently sweaty flesh which was accustomed to being clean. The hairs had a few salty crystals here and there. I’m sure of that, because my sense of taste is very sensitive. The crystals were not from salt water, because the water in the pool was fresh. She had been perspiring heavily, perhaps because the grief brought it out or perhaps she felt as explosive as I did, and all her body juices – to use the phrase of a health food friend of mine – were pouring out in a physical symphony.


I kissed her hair and ran my tongue over the top of her head. She smelled and tasted delicious.


At the same time, I hugged her so that her face was pressed against my bare chest. I moved my hips forward to drive the shaft, which was so swollen it was aching, against her belly. When I felt that she did not move away, I moved my hips back and forward a little. She still did not move away.


Then I heard her murmuring something. I hated to let her go enough for her to speak distinctly, especially when her lips were moving against my chest. But I did so, hoping that she was telling me to take her to a more comfortable place. Namely, her bed.


She was saying, in a low voice, “Please! Please!”


I did not know whether she meant that I should, please, stop this, or I should, please, go on. I did not mean to ask her.


I loosened the strip around her breasts, and the ends fell down. But the front part remained against her breasts because they were jammed against me. At that, she looked up at me and said, again, “Please! Please!”


“I will! I will!” I murmured, hoping that she would think I was agreeing to whatever she meant.


I took one end of the bra and slid it out between us and let it drop on the floor. Her nipples were so hard I could differentiate them from her breasts with the skin of my solar plexus. Pushing her forward, I backed her towards the bed. Her legs seemed to become liquid, and she fell downwards, forcing me to grab her under her armpits and lift her up.
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