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Introduction


Maxim Jakubowski


Another year, another bountiful handful of erotic stories covering the whole gamut of human sexuality, fantasies and entertainment. This time, our tales come laced with wit, desire, danger, irony and dollops of lust given a free rein and most definitely out of control.


The popularity of erotic writing keeps on growing and in the twelve years I have been editing these groundbreaking anthologies, I have never been faced with such an embarassment of riches.


To select the stories included here I have read over 1,500 stories – some from direct submissions, some previously published in rival anthologies (a few of which were only available to US book club members) or single author book collections, and yet others from countless magazines and websites. This represents an increase of almost 40 per cent on the previous year and proves a fair reflection of the current boom happening in the realm of the literary senses.


And yet again I am particularly proud to be able to introduce a brace of new authors who haven’t appeared in previous volumes in the series together with many favourites whose imagination and talent show no sign of drying up.


As ever, I am amazed by the variations our erotic writers spin on what is commonly (and mistakenly) thought of as a subject where the limitations in sexual positions and sexual combinations lead to a dead end. They all manage to be sexy without resorting to vulgarity and their characters come alive as real people and not cardboard characters with sexual bits attached. Emotions as well as humour banish the spectre of mere pornography and the ensuing results are both fascinating and enchanting.


After months of reading erotic stories, I must confess I am already looking forward to seeing next year’s offerings and how they will invariably bring new angles and dimensions to a subject that will never cease to live in the hearts and genitals of men and women: desire, lust, curiosity, call it what you will.


Adam and Eve (and the serpent, of course) have much to be blamed for.


Enjoy this delicious apple of a book . . .


Maxim Jakubowski




Wings


Amanda A. Gannon


“I want wings,” Sara said, laying the sheet of paper on the glass. “Black ones.” The case held glittering rows of body jewelry and pierced anatomical models like strange orchids.


The man behind the counter looked at her design, the swords of the black feathers slashing down the paper, stark and gorgeous, then turned an experienced eye to Sara. He, with his several facial piercings and close-shaven head, looked like he belonged here. Sara, in her work clothes, with her black hair pinned up smartly, did not. She returned his stare evenly.


“That design’s going to take a while.” His voice carried a faint but pleasant Texas accent.


“How many times will I have to come in?”


Again, that appraising look. His eyes were agelessly dark. Bird’s eyes at once naïve and wise. “Maybe four or five. Is this your first tattoo?”


She glimpsed the flash of a bead as he spoke. A pierced tongue. The sight intrigued her. She shrugged. “What you see is what you get.” Her ears weren’t even pierced. He leaned back, plainly surprised. Well, she supposed, I don’t really look the type, do I?


“Ma’am, that’s a big tattoo, for the first time.”


“Yes,” she agreed. She’d expected this. She didn’t want to try it and she didn’t want to start small. She wanted her wings. “When can we start?”


He ran a hand over his near-naked skull. “Umm. Thursday afternoon? If I put you in at close, we can spend more time at it, no interruptions. I don’t want to rush.”


“Yes. At close. I’d like that.”


He nodded and pulled up a daily planner, flipped it ahead a few pages, and hesitated, pen needling the page. “I’m sorry. Your name?”


“Sara.”


He grinned, and it transformed his face. He was very handsome, beneath the twenty-first-century-primitive gloss of beads and rings. Sara felt silly for not having seen it before. “I’m John.”


She’d looked at samples, of course, in the studio and online. John’s work was more than that of a competent copyist with a tattoo gun. His designs lived. Breathed. Which was why it surprised her that this lip-pierced puppy with his faint Texas drawl and his old/young eyes had produced them. He looked no more than twenty-two.


They agreed on a price, and she left the design with him. She told her husband over the take-out she grabbed on the way back from the studio. “I’m getting my wings. Thursday.”


Alex looked sidelong at her through his fringe of hair. He was thirty-five, just starting to go gray. She liked it. “You went?” She nodded mutely, already afraid. He smiled at her. “I know you want them. And I can’t wait to see. Those big black wings under all those good-girl clothes.”


“I can’t wait either.” But her smile was dry.


“You can do it, Sara. You’ve wanted this.”


She hugged herself. Her husband didn’t have any tattoos. Not one. No earrings, no hidden piercings. Alex was an accountant, for God’s sake. He was normal. He couldn’t tell her what to expect.


When she didn’t answer, he came over and kissed her softly, running his fingers through the uncoiling black spirals of her mane. “Come on, baby. What’re you scared of? These are your wings.”


“I don’t know how to fly.”


They both laughed, but Sara had her doubts, rooted deep, and pricking her like quills.


On Wednesday night, as they made love, Alex turned her over, pressed her down into the blankets, and ran his fingers over the flawless skin of Sara’s back. The touch raced down her spine like liquid light, cold and hot. She felt his cock brush the back of her thighs and she expected him to enter her, but he didn’t. He bent, instead, mouthing the channel of Sara’s spine, tasting her sweat, savoring the smooth, unmarked skin. As Alex kissed from her shoulders to her hips, she caught the scent of her own fear.


Alex’s fingers rubbed at the very core of her, stroking, skilled. His tongue drew darts over Sara’s marzipan skin. When she felt Alex’s strong arm snake about her waist and pull her back, when she felt his lips describing the delta of her tailbone and the smooth split-peach furrow of her backside, when she felt Alex’s darting tongue press against her asshole, then lower, to the sticky paradise of her pussy, it was John she thought of.


She grabbed Alex’s hair as though clutching at an anchor, and ground back. This moment mattered, not the future, a week, a day, an hour from now. And certainly not that boy ten years her junior, with his gifted workman’s hands and his silver-tipped tongue. Alex twisted to his back and settled Sara over his face, leaned up as though thirsting for her. Sara ground down, leaning on the brass headboard for support and panting through clenched teeth. Alex’s clever, probing fingers and wicked tongue made her feel the aching hollowness of her body. Sara caught herself thinking of John again, and what he’d do to her. The needle. The touch of his hands. Dreading the pain, and longing for it. Longing for her wings.


Alex pulled her down, strong hands on the smoothness of her hips, and she mounted him, rode him hard. Her fingers traced the scratchy stubble on his cheeks and chin, her nails raked at the hair on his chest as she pushed herself down on him. And again, thoughts of the studio boy intruded, his firm young body, his strong neck. She’d seen tattoos under his shirt, like the tails of long, black snakes.


She finally bent back and parted her thighs wide, affording Alex a glimpse at his cock as it disappeared into her wet folds. She licked a finger and pressed it down through the narrow line of her pubic hair, pressed it to the top of his shaft, then rubbed at her own burning button. She arched, thrusting her hips out, riding him, offering him the sight of her own lovely, shameless body mounted atop him. Her breasts bounced as she drove down, and when Alex reached up to stroke them, she forced herself into his hands, urging him on with rough little cries.


Ambushed by her own pleasure, she arched, breasts thrown out, shoulders back, her nails digging into Alex’s belly as a swan song forced its way out of her throat in one long, silvery cry. For a brief, fluttering moment, she hung between earth and sky. Then Alex overturned her, pinning her, nailing her to the mattress, his sweat sliding against her skin, her body opening and yielding to him even as her mind wandered away, wandered over smooth, black-painted skin. Alex came inside her, kissing her, but her mouth was lax beneath his. Her mind was off, wandering. Guiltily, she called it back.


When they lay beside one another, cradled like kittens, Alex kissed Sara’s shoulder. “I thought you were going to take off.”


“I nearly did,” Sara replied, taking Alex’s hand and kissing his fingers, tasting herself. She sighed, tired but restless, and annoyed with herself for her fantasies. She closed her eyes and wriggled back against Alex. “I love you.”


The electronic bell beeped twice. The reception area was empty and silent but for the hum of the Coke machine. Her first time in, Sara had expected blacklight posters and incense, but the inside of the minimalist studio smelled only faintly of glass cleaner and new carpet, and was more meticulously clean than a doctor’s office. It scared her a little.


John came out of a door behind the counter and blinked at her. This time he wore a short-sleeved shirt, white, and she could clearly see the thorned vines of tribal designs crawling from beneath his sleeves and up the back of his neck. The sight heated her.


“Hi,” she said. “We’re still on, right?”


“You bet,” he said, stepping around the counter. “If you’re ready, I’m ready.”


“Didn’t think I’d show?”


He shrugged. “A lot of people lose it at the last minute.” Then he grinned at her sidelong, an unsettlingly disarming grin. “I knew you’d show, though. I could see it in your eyes. You’re not scared.”


“Yes, I am,” she said, correcting him with a slight laugh.


He smiled with those eyes. “You only think you are.” He opened a door on one side of the waiting-room and gestured her inside.


This room was better. A big padded table with a headrest, like the ones used by chiropractors or masseuses, dominated the floor. Beside it was a comfortable stool, and a standing stainless-steel tray. The room was obviously a renovated clinic, complete with cabinets and drawers, but some attempt had been made to make it look colorful. Sheets of tattoo flash covered the walls – everything from fifties cheesecake to modern biomechanical. And other furniture: a copy machine, a stereo, the little oven of the autoclave.


Beside the stool crouched the air compressor, its snakelike tube winding up to the tray. The tattoo gun looked like a sci-fi prop, all black and silver, a cross between an airbrush and a hypodermic gun.


John lay a couple of towels over the table. “You can put your shirt there,” he gestured to a clothing rack just behind the door. “I’ll give you a minute to relax.” He left her to wrestle with her fear as he prepared his tools to the sound of Paul Oakenfold. Her last chance to back out.


She stripped her shirt off and stepped out of her shoes. He looked up, grinned once at her, the skin at the corners of his eyes wrinkling, so friendly, and she felt a sudden dread go through her like a knife at the thought of what he was about to do to her. She swallowed.


“You can leave that on if you want,” he said of her black satin bra. “Just unsnap it in back.”


“No,” she said. “I won’t be able to drive back in it.”


He stole another glance at her – and why shouldn’t he? – but didn’t stare. She lay face down on the table and fidgeted. When John showed her the unopened package with the needles in it, she nodded, lips pressed tight. He lay them out and fitted the first into the gun. The ink, as he poured it into tiny, disposable wells, smelled heady and strangely organic.


“Can you pull this down?” he asked, tugging gently at the waist of her velvet skirt with two gloved fingers. The wings’ lowest points would come almost to her sacral dimples. She bared more flesh, felt him looking at her, though he said nothing.


He transferred the design to her very carefully, smoothing the onion-skin paper to her dampened flesh. When he peeled it away, she looked at the outline in the full-length mirror, using a hand-held glass to see over her shoulder. John’s reflection regarded her with dark eyes. His gloved hand rested on the gun. Was he thinking of her, the way her body looked just now under the harsh light, or was he, too, seeing her as she would be, when he was done?


Sara nodded. “It’ll look fantastic.” She settled onto her belly again. “Let’s do it.”


The air compressor snarled, and the sound of the gun as he depressed the button was a sharp, ratcheting buzz. He let her get used to the sound before he began. “I’m going to lean against you with my left arm a little.” His voice was smooth and soothing. “Are you ready?”


She took a deep breath. “Yeah. Give me my wings.”


She glimpsed his smile as he leaned over, his weight comfortable across her lower back, and then she felt his breath across her shoulder, cool on her skin, still damp from the disinfectant. The gun purred behind her ear. He spread the fingers of his left hand, drawing the skin taut between his thumb and forefinger. His right hand hovered above her.


“Here we go.”


The first line stung. The second burned. “Is that all?” she whispered, surprised by how little it hurt.


“Yes,” he whispered back, over the needle’s wasplike drone. “That’s all.”


And he inked her in lines of fire, the music spiraling and dancing behind the burr of the compressor. Sara watched John’s face in the big mirror as he bent over her. Once, he slid a curling lock of her hair off the design and she watched his face grow serious as he ran a gloved thumb quite deliberately up the nape of her neck. The contact was like a shock to her. He went right back to work, eyes intent, utterly absorbed. His voice came as a surprise.


“This is a really beautiful design.”


“Thank you,” she said. “It’s my work. I paint, when I’m not typing.”


“You could do flash, you know. You have an eye for it.”


His needle blazed a stop-starting scarlet trail over her shoulder and down, down, down. The arch of the alula, down the coverts, then the long, knifing burn of the left wing’s first primary. She gasped. The flesh on her lower back was so much more sensitive. He put a gentle hand on the small of her back, just above her tailbone. “Easy.”


“It’s worse, there,” she gasped, her throat tight.


“It is,” he agreed.


But he spread the pain out, to help her manage it. He spent a long time outlining the delicate feathers high on the wings before he traced the second primary and back up, a sizzling cut across her naked skin that sent tingles racing to her fingertips. She panted a little. Her shoulders were one burning mass, as though she wore a coat of fire. He dabbed at her side with a bit of gauze.


“Am I bleeding?”


He showed her. “It’s only ink. Your skin is taking it really well. I think you were meant to have these.” She could hear the smile.


“I was,” she said.


The hum and buzz lulled her, and she could feel the steady vibrations through his arm or hand as he leaned on her. It soothed her, the weight of his body against hers, the gentle touch. She could feel him breathing, slow and calm. By the time the music ended, she was nearly drowsy. It’s the endorphins, she thought dreamily, but when he stopped for a break, she found herself alert.


She took the water he offered her, sitting up on her forearm to do it. Her nipples dragged the rough towel. John stretched.


“Do you need to quit for the evening?” she asked as he changed gloves and dried his hands. The gun looked heavy.


He shrugged. “I’m all right for a while, yet. You know, you’re handling this well.”


She looked at him. “It doesn’t hurt as bad as I thought.”


“Nope,” he agreed, with a smile as lopsided as her wings.


She smiled back. “Keep going.”


The outline alone took three hours. But they finished both sides in one night. “How do you feel?” he asked, taping gauze over the burning, incomplete pinions.


She smiled. “Good,” she said, the word woefully inadequate. How to explain how it felt – the smooth lull of the gun, the constant burn of the needle? That it freed her, somehow? She looked at his upper arms, the gorgeous tribal spirals. She didn’t have to explain, she suddenly understood. She didn’t have to say anything. He knew.


“Can I see them?” she asked softly, embarrassed. She was holding her shirt over her breasts, feeling at once self-conscious and stupid for feeling that way, when what he’d done to her was far more intimate than a simple look at her naked body.


“Mine? Oh. Sure.”


He pulled his shirt off, not shy in the least about this act of exposure. The designs were exquisite, though perhaps not as exquisite as the young and healthy muscle beneath. His skin was very smooth, only slightly tanned. A mantle of black interlace covered his shoulders, nearly as large as her own design. More wound down his upper arms. The small of his back echoed the design on his shoulders, disappearing under the worn-white rim of his jeans. Another, smaller design started just beneath his navel and slid down. She could barely see the top of it.


The sight of it sent a pulse through her, and her nipples hardened traitorously. How must he have looked as it was being applied, holding himself still, trying not to arch under the gun? How had his face contorted? And would his face look the same in the grip of pleasure?


“So beautiful,” she whispered. Beneath her skirt, her sex was wet. And her skin burned.


She paid him in full that first night. There was never any question. She’d come back.


Two weeks later the itchy welts had faded, leaving her with the tracery of feathers like lacework splayed to either side of her spine. Alex spent an hour following them with his finger once it was safe to touch them.


And when they made love that night, Sara thought of John again, had to bite her fingers to distract herself from thoughts of his face as Alex bent over her, all his attention bent to her burning, itching skin. He mounted her from behind, this time, sliding into her roughly, taking her. He wanted to touch her feathers, but she stopped him. The pain was still too recent, too new, the memory too intense. His touch, reminding her of it, threatened to cheat her of her pleasure. So he clung to her hips and crashed against her as she gazed back at him, her black hair tossing as though in a wind. When her orgasm broke upon her, she reached back and tugged sharply on the hair above his cock, and he used her even more fiercely. “No,” she rasped, her voice husky with her cries. “I want to taste it.”


So he fed it to her, and she took his length down, lapping herself from him, driving her tongue into the slit at the end of his cock to gather the sea-salt drops that welled out there. She let him jerk it into her mouth, and when he came she let the bitter fluids collect there so that she could swallow it all at once. She looked up at him, and he drew a line up her spine with one finger.


“I love them already,” he whispered. “Big, beautiful wings.”


“I love them too,” Sara replied. “Am I your angel?”


“A fallen one,” Alex replied, smiling.


She smiled back. “Not yet.”


The next time, she wasn’t at all shy. She removed her shirt and lay on the table, watching John as he completed the little rituals without which the ceremony would not be complete.


“Those are hawk wings,” he said, pressing his hand over the tracery of her primaries. “Or eagle wings. Like fingers.”


“Yes,” she agreed. “I’m no dove.”


He laughed and took the gun in one gloved hand. “Let’s make them black.”


The fill needle was a cluster of small points bound into a group, and it felt less like being scratched than being branded. It was a raking, grating pain, and this time she dug her fingers into the sides of the table.


“Should I stop?” John asked immediately.


“No,” she grunted. “No. Keep going. It – it burns.”


He raked her again. Did he take pleasure in this part of it? her suffering for his art? “It’s not going in as deep, you know. Most people say the fill needles hurt less.”


“I don’t.”


Sara gritted her teeth. He burned her, seared her black. When he was done inking each feather, she felt it, whole and distinct. She knew exactly where they all were. She could count them. Like real wings, indeed. When he gave her a break, she found herself sweating. Her arm was stuck to the vinyl of the table where it hung over the towel.


“You’re doing great.”


“How much further?”


He showed her.


“I want you to finish that one tonight.”


“That’s a lot.”


“I want it done. And tomorrow – the other one. I want them to heal evenly.” She knew she was pushing, but he did it. Three hours went by, the seconds inked in fire. He taped gauze over it in squares when he was done, working gingerly around the screaming-sore flesh. She drove home leaning forward in the seat, feeling the pain less than the phantom weight of his touch. It seemed she floated somewhere between street and sky.


Alex let her be. Sara was spacey, distant, from the endorphins. He understood. She didn’t. She kept feeling John’s hands on her body every time she closed her eyes. His weight on her back. His smell covered her, close as her own skin. That night, her sleep was broken, uncomfortable. She lay on her belly, the sheet piled around her hips, and dreamed of tongues sharp as scorpion stings, of fingers that pricked like thorns.


The last session, three more hours of pain. She lay on the bench, trembling already. John said nearly nothing. He seemed strangely tense. Sara felt on edge as well. The smell of the ink this time was like ozone in a storm. And when he filled in the last feather, close in near her spine, it felt as though her wings were made of fire.


“That’s it,” he said. “You’re done.”


She rose shakily, half-fell. He caught her with one arm, careful not to touch her back. Her breasts pressed against him. She righted herself. “Sorry.”


“Why don’t you rest here for a while before you try to drive?” he suggested. She nodded woozily. He let her lie on the table while he cleaned up and closed the shop, turned off the lights outside and in the outer rooms. He brought her some juice from the machine.


“Here. The sugar will help.”


She drank greedily. And when she felt she could rise, she did. Her shirt scratched over the taped-down bandaging and she winced. “Thank you.”


He only smiled.


“They’re beautiful,” she added, knowing it was true, even though they were hidden.


“Yes,” he agreed. “They are.”


She stepped up, drunk with endorphins, and felt the piercing in the hollow of his lower lip with two fingers. He shied, but she quickly kissed him, parting his lips with her tongue, moving her hand to the side of his neck, which was warm and firm and very smooth. She dug her thumbnail against the flesh of his throat and explored his mouth. His tongue rose to meet hers and she felt the little ball on its post pressing firmly against her tongue, her lips. She licked it, caught it in her teeth and sucked at it as he made a brief, surprised sound of protest. Then he laughed, his fingers grazing her belly, and pressed his mouth firmly to hers.


“I won’t see you again,” she said, breaking the kiss. She touched her back, lightly. “These – were all I wanted.”


“Yeah,” he agreed after a moment. “I think they’re all you need.”


“But I’ll remember you. Thank you. For giving me my wings.”


He grinned. She let go of him and left.


“Two weeks?” Alex sounded incredulous. Sara shook her head. She should’ve told him over the phone, so he’d have time to get used to the idea before coming home. “Darling, you don’t have to wait!”


“I want to,” she said. “It hurts, right now. But even later – I can’t do it on my back, and I don’t want you to have to look at it while it’s peeling.”


“They’re your wings. They’re gorgeous and I want to see them. Peeling or not.”


“Please, Alex. I’d rather wait.” She rubbed a hand over her face, then smiled through her fingers abruptly. “I want to save it. Surprise you.”


Playful. Playful he could apparently handle. “I don’t get to see before then?”


She bit her lip, shook her head so that her hair rained down into her face. “Nope.”


“What about doing it in the dark?”


“Cheating.”


“Witch,” he said, grinning. “My balls will fall off.”


“I never said you had to keep your clothes on,” she whispered. “My mouth is fair game. Just watch the shoulders.”


He laughed, richly, warm. Oh, she loved him. Absolutely.


And every day of those two weeks she took his cock in her mouth and pressed her hands to him, imagining smooth, black-inked skin beneath her fingers. An idle fantasy. It kept her hunger keen, like a hawk’s. Alex’s thighs bore the marks of her talons.


But alone, alone it was another story. In the dark, her husband asleep, she’d squeeze her thighs together and think of him, and think of her wings. At night, surrounded by shadows, it seemed they enfolded her. Superstitiously, she did not even pleasure herself. Her denial sharpened her other senses. Denied satisfaction, she found continual desire.


After two weeks to the day, her skin began to peel. The punished flesh lifted in tissue layers and dropped to the floor of the bath as she ran the sponge over herself. Like the shedding of a snake’s skin. She molted every last, clinging tatter. And when she looked in the mirror at her new skin, she gasped.


They stretched from her nape down to her hips, long drapes of shadow, her black hair a curling cloud above. How lovely they were. Truly alive. She ran her fingers over them, shivered. They shrouded her, black as the pinions of Lilith herself. She went to bed in an old shirt, as she had for the weeks before, and didn’t tell Alex. She kept her secret under the jersey knit, where nobody could see. Just for tonight, it would be hers. Just for tonight.


She climbed into the Rover parked outside the firm’s downtown office, ducking the rain. Her shoulders were tense from long hours of deskwork, as though her wings were trying to push free. She shrugged her shoulders and started the car, then let it idle, the wipers flicking back and forth.


Temple Tattoos’ carport dripped rain. She ran into the little airlock of a room between the parking and the reception areas, shook herself like a damp crow. The place looked empty, as usual, but the muted TV in the corner played a cooking show, staticky with the rain. She pushed her way inside, the beeper dinging into the silence.


“John?” Her voice sounded too loud.


“Yo,” came the reply from behind the closed door. “Just a minute.”


She waited, hands clutched in front of her, in her black slacks and sensible shoes. She should’ve redone her makeup. Her hair was kinked and frizzy from the rain.


He came out after a moment, unsnapping a pair of latex gloves and dumping them into the trashcan by the door. He seemed surprised to see her. A twenty-something boy with roached, purple hair and a cup of water in one hand followed John, looking pained and thoughtful.


“Sara. Let me give him his care sheet and I’ll be with you.”


He took the boy to the counter and discussed aftercare for oral piercings with him, but his eyes strayed to Sara. She had not moved, or spoken. After about a minute, she went into the side room, expecting John to call out after her. He didn’t.


She sat on the table, feeling its padding slowly sink beneath her weight. Her fingers dug into the vinyl. The room’s smells, the tick of the wall-clock, all reminded her. Her hands trembled with the memory of pain. How quickly she’d made the association, like a trained animal. She flexed her fingers and waited.


The door beeped, thumped closed. John came in a few moments later. “Hi,” he said, like an old friend. “It’s good to see you back.”


She looked at him, in his black shirt and ratty blue jeans.


“Is something wrong? How’s the tattoo?” He sounded anxious, now. An artist afraid for his work.


She hugged her shoulders with both hands. “I dreamed about them, you know,” she said, softly, looking at the spotlessly clean floor. “Before. I dreamed of flying when I was a little girl. And then I dreamed the tattoos, a year ago. It was so real.”


“Is it – is it what you wanted?”


Again, a long silence. He came a step or two closer. She looked up at him through thick lashes, let her hands slide down her arms. “It’s what I needed. I wanted to thank you. It’s why I came back. And you should get a chance to see them, I think. They’re so lovely.”


She stood, saw him put one foot back as though to step away. Was he afraid? No. He was reaching for something – a camera, an Olympus digital. “Please?”


Rain drummed outside, long trance rhythms. She nodded.


She shed her coat, left it piled on the floor like a castoff skin. She unbuttoned her red blouse slowly, not looking at him, then pulled it off. When she looked up, he was staring. She grinned, then turned and flicked her hair over her shoulder. Her slacks hid the tips of the primaries, so she pushed those down, too, stepped out of them and her shoes at once. The bra she removed impatiently, and the panties. She stood naked, her skin pale and smooth, save for the char-black wings. She looked over her shoulder at him as he took the pictures. He stared hungrily, jaw clenched, and when the last one had been stored in digital limbo, he set the camera back on the counter-top and stepped within arm’s reach. Sara snared him, hooking an arm around his neck and pulling him in. Warmth radiated off him, nearly burning her. His hands found her breasts, cupped them, squeezed. With ungentle fingers, he pinched her nipples and hauled her against him, bent to her suddenly open mouth as she gasped. He licked at her, the bead on his tongue tap-tapping hers, or clicking against her teeth, pressing under her lip, under her tongue. She caught it longwise, holding him prisoner, his breath panting into her open mouth as she forced her hand down the front of his jeans, grasping. His cock was hard, hot in her fist, like an iron bar. She squeezed it, felt it throb.


“Get these clothes off right now.” Her voice came out husky. She leaned back against the table, taking in the sight of him as he shed his clothing, young, strong, no scars or blemishes beyond the ornaments he wore. And there was something innocent in that, too. A wholehearted belief in, but not vanity of, his beauty. The tattoo under his navel, an inverted tribal are, stopped just above his patch of darkish pubic hair. His cock stood up at a stiff forty-five degree angle, strongly-veined. A horseshoe-shaped barbell thrust up through the frenum and out the tip. The hanging beads gleamed like droplets of quicksilver.


“Turn around,” she whispered, and sat up on the table to watch.


He colored slightly, perhaps not used to being ordered, but he did it. His shoulders belonged on a sculpture. The firm column of his back, deeply furrowed by his spine, shamed anything she’d ever seen. And the black darts of his tattoos, the patterns like tangled thorns and bones, accenting his outline, beautifying him.


She sighed. “Come to me.”


And he came, witched into her spell. He stepped up and took her knee, forced her thighs apart. She leaned back, mouth open, gladly showed herself to him. The glossy thatch of hair cresting her mound, no more than a feather-stroke above the firm little lips, still closed about their secret. His hand, so eager, went to her sex and pinched it, squeezing the lips tight together until Sara felt moisture trickling out. He trapped the firm pink berry of her clitoris between her folds and worked his fingers back and forth, until it slipped like a bead under the skin. She spread her legs wider with a little moan and he pulled her sex wide with both thumbs, opening her to the room and the air and his own dark and bottomless hungry gaze.


He leaned in and kissed her, and only then did she think of Alex, a brief guilty flash that ended when John pushed his middle finger into her, thrusting it deep so that it tapped the entrance to her womb. After what they’d shared, she the canvas, he the magician wielding the burning brush, these physical intimacies seemed inevitable.


Wings fluttered in her belly and she uttered a wordless cry, bucking her hips against his hand until he pushed another finger into her, curling them both up to cradle the bone and rub against that bitterly tender place inside her, the one she never seemed to reach alone. She felt her wetness welling out over his fingers, felt her heart pounding.


His tongue ravaged her mouth. His free hand roamed over the smooth hills of her breasts, over her rippled belly, her taut flanks. At his touch on her spine, she shuddered away from his grip, which only pushed her against him. He dropped his mouth to her collarbones, her breasts, his tongue and teeth punishing her nipples. She arched into his mouth, and his fingers pressed against her spine, stroking her firmly, stroking the feathers so new they still felt embossed on the skin itself.


Sara reached down and wrapped her fingers about his shaft. It throbbed in her grip and she moaned, pressed her thumb to the bead on the end of his cock, then thumbed the lower bead, working the shaft of the barbell in his flesh until he bit her lip in frustration, shoving against her hand. She pushed with her thumb in the space between the beads, pushed so hard she felt the steel shaft move under her fingers, and he gasped helplessly.


Slowly, drawn down by the weight of her lust, she slid from the table, folded to her knees on the hard floor. Her fist she kept carefully clamped around his cock, pumping it, the skin sliding along under her fingers. Eager, curious, she bent her head and pressed her tongue to the pierced flesh of his cock. It was hot, soft under her tongue, and salty already with the fluids leaking from the tip. She sucked at the end, sucked at the warm bead. The shaft slid more freely now, wet from her tongue. She dug her tongue in around the piercings, under his cock, where the flesh was so soft and tender, then around the slit in the end. He was hard as slate, and his thighs trembled under her touch. His cock throbbed between her lips and she let it fill her mouth, loving the salty taste of him, and the smell, all man.


His fingers brushed her shoulders. When she looked up, she saw him staring down at her wings as they spread beneath him. She used her mouth, incarcerating him, drawing at him mercilessly. Even when he tried to warn her, to urge her away with small sounds, with his hands on her neck, her shoulders, she did not cease until he erupted into her mouth, surprising him as much as her with the force of it. Most of it she swallowed. She pulled back, leaving a hanging thread to drop from his piercing. For a moment, she sat on her haunches and looked up at him, then she rose and pressed her body against his, feeling the sweat that’d sprung to his skin.


He bore her back against the table’s tacky edge, his fingers seeking the core of her, pressing through the hair and between her lips, opening her again. She sucked at the piercing in his lip, tugged at it with her teeth. His cock was coming hard again against her thigh. She moaned, spread herself out, needing him. A wild thing’s growl built in his throat as he looked at her smooth, well-fleshed body lying before him. He turned her by the hips and shoved her belly-down against the edge of the table. His thigh nudged hers together, the heel of his hand slid up her spine and stopped between her wings, held her down firmly as he sank himself into her in three rough strokes. Her wetness spread quickly over him and down, slicking her thighs where they pressed tight together. She gasped and would’ve ridden back against him but he held her still, forced himself into her urgently. Her back arched, her fingers sank into the sticky padding of the table’s sides. A grating cry ripped free of her throat, jarred loose by his thrusting.


He took handfuls of her black hair, stilled its furious tossing and yanked her head back. She arched like a bow, bent by the force of him. He bit the side of her neck. Hot breath panted harsh against her throat. She turned to mouth his lips, her kisses drunken with lust, his mouth soft under hers. His hands, hands capable of such delicacy and skill, snaked around, described her belly, her breasts, and instead of pain gave pleasure, teasing until the aching lilt of orgasm began, turning her to pulsing fire where she engulfed him. She shrieked when it broke like a storm over her, leaving her trembling and alarmed. When had it ever come so quickly or so hard?


She’d slid forward on the table, which was slick with her sweat. He pulled free and shoved her up further, until she had hold of the headrest and watched nervously behind her as he climbed up. Yes, there was room for two. He forced her hips down until she was glued to the tabletop, and he entered her like that, her legs stretched back, him straddling one of her thighs, rubbing full-length against her like a snake. His lips caressed the roots of her wings even as his hand twisted cruelly in her hair, forcing her head down.


When he leaned back to run his hands over them, she squeezed, bent and pushed against him, every muscle in her body tensing, trying to lift him along on the ever-rising crest of her own passion. The days of healing, of pain, had sensitized her. His fingers on her skin burned white fire down her spine. She ground herself back against him, his touch pure electric torment. His fingers dug into her shoulders, raked down the tingling welts of her wings, and she came again, mastered by her pleasure, lost in it, and yet somehow riding the storm, floating above it.


He lost his rhythm, thrown off by her own desperate grinding. His sweat dripped onto her back, his panting was harsh and jagged, painful-sounding. He was going to come.


“Out,” she gasped. “I want it all over me. I want to feel it.”


He made a sound somewhere between a whimper and a snarl, then slipped from her, leaving her gasping and empty. She twisted her head around to look as he jerked his shaft. When he came, it splashed all over her, the white streams interrupted, broken by the piercing. It fell on her in droplets like hot rain, sizzling her skin, filling the channel of her spine and running to puddle between her wings. Its smell, rich and animal, reminded her of the smell of tattoo ink. She smiled under the curtain of her hair.


He fell down beside her on one hand, panting. She sighed, murmured, wordless sounds of need fulfilled. His fingers stroked her back, then rubbed, working his semen into the black lashes of her wings. Her skin shuddered, and she felt as though her pinions were stretched wide, limp and trembling after bearing her through the storm.


“Don’t you want another one?” Alex asked, stroking her back. He was still breathless. It had been a good romp. Sara flexed her shoulders.


“What? Another tattoo?”


“Some people get addicted. Go back again and again.”


“Oh,” she buried her face in the crook of her arm and smiled. “No. I’m done. I have what I needed. Sorry to disappoint.”


But three weeks later she walked in again, the beeper announcing her. John was cleaning the glass cases. The hiss of the spray-bottle ceased when Sara walked in, as if he knew. He turned, and their gazes locked.


“Back for more?” he asked, smiling that smile at her.


“You do piercings, too,” she said, a statement, not a question.


He nodded, standing.


She tapped the glass case with her nail, indicating a pierced latex model of the female labia. A bright gold post went through the clitoral hood, one bead resting firmly against the clitoris itself. Her smile threatened to crack her face. “I want that one.”


He grinned. “Good choice. How about Tuesday?”


“No,” she said. “Now.”




Memorandum


N.T. Morley


Notice of Disciplinary Action


To:          Audrey Chivas, Executive Assistant


From:      Tabitha Kelly, Office Manager


Date:       1 September


Re:          Violation of Office Dress Code


cc:           All Staff


It has been brought to my attention, Miss Chivas, that you have violated our office dress code on numerous occasions since being hired by the firm on 10 August. When you accepted employment at our firm you read and signed a copy of our office policies and procedures document, including our office dress code on page 14. Nonetheless, you have continued to violate our dress code.


I have listed the documented violations below; each was brought to my attention by a senior partner in the firm.


1) On 11 August, your skirt was measured by Mr Armando Stern to be eight inches above the knee. On that day, you also wore pumps with four-inch heels, a clear violation of article 8 of our office dress code. A first-level warning was issued.


2) On 12 August, your silk slacks were sufficiently snug that Mr Stern was able to see your panty lines, and his comments on their visibility met with, by Mr Stern’s report (and as I witnessed first-hand), a careless dismissal of Mr Stern’s concern. That is wholly unacceptable. Furthermore, on that day your leopard-print brassiere was quite visible through the tasteless lemon-yellow top you wore. Again, this behavior is unacceptable.


3) On 15 August, your skirt was, as estimated by Mr Spankett, six inches above the knee. Miss Chivas, I would like to point out that such a skirt is decent by perhaps four inches. I was out sick with bunions that day, but I have a reliable report from Mr Stern, Miss Beck in Accounting, and George, our Federal Express delivery person. In addition, Mr Spankett was kind enough to provide a Polaroid he took that day, and I am appalled. I have enclosed said Polaroid here. Coupled with the four-inch heels you wore that day, not to mention the blatant display of what could only have been a push-up brassiere underneath your rather filmy blouse, this outfit presented a wholly unprofessional picture of our firm. A second-level warning was issued at this point.


4) On 22 August, your dress was black in color, decent, again, by perhaps four inches, and was coupled with knee-high lace-up boots with the Doc Martens tag clearly visible at the back of your calf. I admire your forward-facing fashion sense, as I admire your attempt to be accepted by the “in” crowd. But we are a place of business, Miss Chivas, not a Marilyn Manson concert.


5) On 23 August, though your skirt was of acceptable length, your red lace panties were clearly visible underneath when you bent over during your rather ill-advised and lengthy session of filing in the lower drawer in Mr Grimm’s office. Polaroid enclosed.


6) On 25 August, you showed up to the office with your hair in pigtails, a white blouse thin enough to show your brassiere underneath, and a plaid skirt which came, again, eight inches above the knee. When asked to retrieve a file from the bottom drawer of Mr Harshass’s desk, you reportedly turned away from him, bent over fully without kneeling, and displayed your white panties to him most shamelessly. Again, Mr Harshass thoughtfully provided a Polaroid, which I have enclosed. A third-level warning was issued, resulting in your being docked a day’s pay, to which you responded with a shocking display of disregard for the disciplinary process, stating (and I quote): “Ah, mother-fuck, I guess I’ll have to make up the difference giving blowjobs down on the waterfront.”


7) On 26 August, when working a Saturday to help Mr Stern prepare for a client meeting, you arrived at the office dressed in hot pants, a halter top and platform clogs. Again, as reported by Mr Stern (and demonstrated by the enclosed Polaroid), your panty lines were clearly visible under the shorts, though you didn’t see fit to wear a bra under the halter top. I should perhaps clarify here that our office dress code is to be followed even when the position demands weekend work.


8) On 28 August, you returned from taking your lunch hour in the company gym without changing out of your exercise clothes, shamelessly displaying the fact that you wore a white leotard that had become rather moist with sweat, and therefore almost entirely transparent. A fourth-level warning was issued, resulting in this memorandum.


Miss Chivas, let me take this time to commend you for your excellent work on many other fronts. Your willingness to help out with client meetings has been quite admirable and has led to a number of important accounts being exceptionally serviced by this office. The senior partners have repeatedly commented on your willingness to lend assistance in whatever way is needed. However, your interpretation of the company dress code clearly needs extensive correction, which I offer forthwith:


1) As stated in our policies and procedures document, skirts for employees who measure five feet three inches (as you do) are to be no less than eight inches above the knee; measured from the torso, hems are to remain decent by no more than two inches or (preferably) less. Heels on all shoes worn to the office will be no less than six inches, except on casual Friday, when five-inch heels are permitted.


2) Silk slacks, as you well know, are to be worn without panties underneath (except on casual Friday, when a thong may be worn). Furthermore, you know quite well that employees with D-cup or smaller breasts (yours were measured to be a C-cup) are not allowed to wear brassieres. On that day, this undergarment entirely disguised your nipples, which should have been erect and clearly visible throughout the day, as stated on page 16 of our office policies and procedures document. Also, animal-print clothing is strictly forbidden at this time. If the firm institutes a “Trailer Trash Thursday,” you’ll certainly be the first to know. Lastly, when Mr Stern offered his rebuke of your wearing panties with these slacks, proper office behavior and our specific policy required you to remove the offending panties immediately in front of him and feed them into the office shredder.


3) Again, a skirt six inches above the knee is decent by perhaps four inches and therefore a full two inches longer than is permitted by our dress code. Additionally, I must reiterate that heels are to be six inches, not one bit less. Lastly, wearing a blouse as see-through as you wore on that day, Miss Chivas, you should have known better than to wear a push-up bra. While I admire your desire to display your breasts as attractively as possible, you know full well that such displays of your fetching knockers are required by our dress code to be much more blatant than is provided by a push-up bra. If you are in need of some support, Tamiko in the mailroom has volunteered to provide you with her particularly skilled incarnation of breast bondage. Simply visit her on the third floor before you report to work.


4) Our policy clearly states that black outergarments are unacceptable, as they do too much to camouflage what lies underneath. Furthermore, wearing flat-soled boots is well beyond the scope of acceptable dress at our firm.


5) While red lace panties of the style you wore might be, arguably, allowed to slide on a casual Friday (given their little red hearts and bows on the sides), again, panties are expressly forbidden on all other days. Additionally, Mr Stern found your shameless display entirely distracting, as he was attempting to spank his secretary Julia at the time.


6) While your kinky little schoolgirl fantasy is commendable, I made it quite clear in your job interview that the only schoolgirl who belongs at Stern, Stern, Grimm, Spankett & Harshass is a shameless slut of a schoolgirl. While your skirt was quite attractive, it was entirely too decent for the office, and wearing a brassiere is unacceptable in all circumstances regardless of how visible it is through your blouse. Furthermore, shamelessly displaying your white panties to Mr Stern strikes me as another example of your willful disregard of our policies. As mentioned in earlier paragraphs, Miss Chivas, you should have been entirely nude under that pert little outfit of yours.


6a) As a supplementary note to Item 6, I should like to remind you that any income you derive from giving blowjobs down at the waterfront should be provided to me in cash (and preferably not in wadded-up little $1 bills) for laundering through the corporate account. We can’t be too careful about those IRS sons-of-bitches, Audrey, now can we? They certainly don’t appreciate the value of a good blowjob the way our firm does.


7) I should perhaps clarify here that our office dress code is to be followed even when the position demands weekend work. I applaud your adhering to our dress code by eschewing a brassiere under your halter (which would have been unflattering in any event), but you violated our dress code in two ways: first, by wearing panties under those skintight little hot pants (did you get them at Next to Nothing? I’ve been thinking of picking up a pair of those myself) and second, by failing to wear high-heeled shoes. Your platform clogs, while presenting an admittedly cute ’70s trailer-trash picture of your whorish little bitch self, Audrey, were again inappropriate for the office, even on a Saturday.


8) As you know, the co-ed company gym is to be used only when fully nude. I should note that you looked adorable with your nipples poking out of that tiny little leotard thing, but please, in the future, remember to strip naked before mounting the stationary bicycles – and don’t forget to wipe down your equipment afterwards.


Audrey, please let me reiterate that your job duties on other fronts have been performed with great skill and enthusiasm. Mr Stern frequently comments on the quality of your oral skills, and his secretary Julia particularly likes the way you always come when she spanks you. I, myself, have had the distinct pleasure of feeling you up on numerous occasions, and your juicy little cunt never fails to open right up to my mercilessly thrusting fingers. Furthermore, you look particularly eye-catching when you lift your skirt, drop to your knees and take it doggy-style; I think all of Stern, Stern, Grimm, Spankett & Harshass’s partners will agree that you have the finest ass in town, and you never hesitate to give it up. Mr Spankett, in particular, has commented that if you weren’t a shameless little cocksucking whore he’d love to take you home to Mother.


But I must take this opportunity to ask you to reflect on whether full-time employment as a paid submissive in a private brothel for poontang-obsessed billionaires is truly your long-term career goal. While I admire your love of spankings and your unthinking devotion to taking it in those filthy little holes of yours whenever possible, not to mention providing orally for any rampaging hard-on that appears in front of you regardless of the identity of its owner, I question whether the willfulness and cheek you’ve shown in your tenure here isn’t indicative of an unwillingness to wholeheartedly adopt a submissive posture. Perhaps you are what educated office managers call a “smart-assed masochist.”


In that event, despite your disciplinary record, I question whether you wouldn’t do better assuming a leadership role at Stern, Stern, Grimm, Spankett & Harshass. Julia and Tamiko have both expressed the desire to feel that firm hand of yours on their behinds – in Tamiko’s words, to “See if that horny little cunt can give as good as she can get.” I concur. Your impressive showing in the recent catfight with Antoinette over who would get the last Pixie Stick in the company snack room certainly displayed a propensity for uninvited dominance, and once you had the little slut in a headlock you did show an estimable appreciation of the finer points of forced cunnilingus, not to mention great skill at the old “pile-driver.” Furthermore, your skilled application of your throbbing sex to the little bitch’s mouth despite her crocodile tears really demonstrated an ability to turn any administrative situation to your advantage. The result was a full acceptance of her defeat by Antoinette; in fact, the girl saw me immediately afterwards and when I threw her over my lap for disciplining I only had to spank her three times before the little vixen exploded in sobs of orgasm.


In short, you show a talent for exerting your own will, even in the face of resistant employees. I think you would make an excellent apprentice for me, Audrey.


Should you prove open to such an altered career path here at Stern, Stern, Grimm, Spankett & Harshass, I must caution you that along with the vastly increased salary and many career perks (frequent tongue-jobs from your subordinates being not the least of them) comes a great deal of responsibility. It will require improved commitment on your part, not to mention an intense program of mentorship in which I will teach you a great deal about administering punishment to horny little sluts who think they know it all.


Audrey, I hope the choice is clear.


Please report to my office at 5:00 p.m. for further discussion of this matter.


Cordially,


Tabitha Kelly


Office Manager




Bluegums


O’Neil De Noux


“My problem is,” the man from New York explains, “I can’t understand what they’re saying.”


I cover the receiver so he can’t hear me laugh.


“They have the strangest accent,” Noonan adds.


“It’s probably a Cajun accent.” I lean my freshly shaved face in front of the black, revolving fan perched on the corner of my beat-up mahogany desk. My aftershave tingles in the fan’s breeze.


“Anyway,” Noonan continues, “it’s all in my telegram. If you can get those people to confirm Adam Kinzer died an accidental death, we’ll be set.”


“I have your telegram right here.” I open the yellow Western Union telegram and press it flat on my desk.


“You don’t have much of an accent,” Noonan says.


“I’m from the city.”


“Right.” His voice is sarcastic as most New Yorkers tend to be. They live in the only real city in America, right? Center of the fucking universe, right? “Actually, you sound as if you’ve lived in Brooklyn.”


“No, just the French Quarter,” I answer. “And Bywater.”


“What?”


“I’ve lived in New Orleans all of my life, except in the army.” No need explaining how we don’t have southern drawls here, except in the movies where we all sound like we’re from south Alabama or like refugees from a French bordello.


“You’re a vet, huh?”


“Fifth Army. I fought in the sideshow. Italy.” That’s what General Mark Clark facetiously called the Italian campaign. Pressing the receiver between my chin and right shoulder, I instinctively rub my left arm where the round from a German Mauser smashed through my humerus outside Monte Cassino, sending me home early from the bloody mountain campaign. Kesselring’s Gustav Line was one helluva sideshow.


“I think I spelled the name of that village right in my telegram,” Noonan adds. “You guys actually have villages down there?”


“Bayous too and even swamps.”


Noonan laughs for a second, then reminds me Mr Kinzer’s daughter should be at my office at ten o’clock. My electric wall clock reads nine-forty.


“Any questions, you have my number.” Noonan hangs up without saying goodbye.


I do too and pick up the telegram. Dated yesterday, September 16, 1948, it’s from Empire Insurance Agency, New York, New York, authorizing two days work and reasonable expenses.


The village is called Cannes Brulee. I pull a Louisiana road map from my desk drawer but the village isn’t listed in the index. I hope Kinzer’s daughter knows where we’re going.


Leaning back in my chair, I adjust the holster on my right side to let the weight of my snub-nosed, nickel-plated Smith & Wesson .38 rest on my hipbone. I prop my hands behind my head, close my eyes and imagine Kinzer’s daughter as a long, cool blonde in a tight-fitting dress unbuttoned in front to show a hint of white, lacy bra. Getting out of New Orleans for a couple of days with a woman like that would soothe the likes of this thirty-year-old ex-cop, ex-G.I., half-Spanish, half-French, southern boy, struggling to make it as a private investigator. For the record, I’m six feet even with standard issue, Mediterranean brown eyes and wavy, dark-brown hair.


I hear a car door close outside, hear the outer door of my building open, hear light footsteps, high-heels I’m sure, hear the squeaky knob of my office door turning. I pull my legs down as a tall, dark haired beauty peeks in.


“Mr Caye?”


I stand and wave her forward.


“Call me Lucien,” I tell her as she crosses to the stuffed chairs in front of my desk. She’s in a lightweight suit; navy blue waistcoat and snug, tan skirt the exact color of the new tan suit I’m wearing.


She has a round, Cupie-doll face with bright green eyes and a wide mouth that looks sexy as hell, with that deep crimson lipstick. She’s about five-nine, taller in heels, but still has to look up at me. Nicely built, she has a creamy complexion, like a porcelain doll. She’s in her mid-twenties. No wedding band.


“I’m Ann Kinzer,” she says nervously.


I point to a chair but she doesn’t sit.


She tells me she knows the way to Cannes Brulee. It’s on Vermilion Bay, south of Abbeville. She says she’s ready to go immediately and would I mind driving. I follow her nice, round hips out into the sunny, September morning.


Parked behind my dusty, pre-war Desoto is a new ’48 Cadillac with the new-style two piece, curved windshield, wide rear window and tail fins that remind me of a P-38 fighter plane.


Ann passes me her keys and climbs into the front passenger side, crossing her long legs as she settles in the seat, skirt just above her knees. I hurriedly dig my over-night bag from the trunk of my Desoto, put it in the Caddy’s trunk, next to her pink Samsonite suitcase and climb behind the steering wheel.


Catching a whiff of her light perfume as we pull away from the curb, I take us up Barracks to Rampart and over to Tulane Avenue. The Caddy’s engine is so quiet I can’t tell if it’s killed as we wait out a red light.


“My father was an executive for Western Union here in New Orleans.” She pronounces each syllable, Or-lee-uns. An uptown girl. “He went fishing down on Vermilion Bay. He goes there often.”


Not anymore.


Taking a right on Tulane, I go up to Clairborne Avenue and take it through the city, passing beneath the towering oaks along the neutral ground dividing the lanes of the wide avenue. New Orleans is such a mix of architecture, from the narrow streets of the Quarter, streets lined with lacework balconies through the bustling central district with its concrete high rises along Tulane Avenue to the wide mansions dotting Clairborne Avenue. I watch the passing buildings and houses, the street workers next to Charity Hospital, dogs playing tag along Clairborne.


Stopping for the light at Clairborne and Carrollton, I see a streetcar conductor moving inside a streetcar at the end of the line. He’s flipping the backs of the seats around for the return trip toward Canal Street.


Ann looks out of her window as we drive and I’m not about to try small talk on a woman who just lost her father. It isn’t until we’re atop Huey Long Bridge, high above the swirling water of the muddy Mississippi, does she speak again.


“He liked to get out on his own. He’d take his fishing gear on a bus and stop where he thought he’d get some peace and quiet.”


The flat scenery along Highway 90 is one, long monotonous succession of scrub oaks and other swamp trees. I settle back and let the Caddy roll along the two-lane blacktop.


Outside New Iberia, as we pass along the wide grasslands of the Cajun prairie, I tune the radio to a Baton Rouge station with a soft-voiced reporter who tells us how the Allied airlift into Berlin just set a new record by flying seven thousand tons of supplies in defiance of the three-month-old Russian blockade.


I turn the dial until I stumble onto the ABC network and the familiar sound of a gong, followed by the wild chattering of Chinese gibberish before the announcer yells, “T-e-e-e-r-y and the Pirates!”


My God, Terry and the Pirates. Haven’t heard one of those in a long time.


“Leave it, please,” Ann says and we listen to the recording of the old show. Not bad, actually, with Agnes Moorehead as the Dragon Lady in China of 1937.


Turning left on narrow Louisiana Highway 14, we head through green fields of sugar cane, taller than the car. As the radio show ends, Ann turns off the radio, looks at me and says, “I think something bad happened to my father.”


Sure. He’s dead. Can’t be much worse.


Her lower lip trembles. “I think something evil happened to him in the swamp.”


“You know something I don’t know?”


She shakes her head and looks out at the last cane field before we pull into the small Cajun town called Abbeville, parish seat of Vermilion Parish.


All morgues smell the same: formaldehyde with an ammonia chaser. The coroner, Dr Louis Simone, a thick man with handlebar moustache and dark, Cajun complexion, sits behind his cluttered desk and waves us to the two chairs in front. He’s in a white, doctor’s smock.


“De ting is, I just finish the autopsy report on your daddy’s death.” Simone opens a drawer and pulls out a folder, which he extends toward Ann. “But you know he body’s not here. It’s at the Bultman funeral home in N’Awlins.”


She looks at me and I take the folder which contains the autopsy protocol for Adam L. Kinzer, white male, forty-nine, of Versailles Boulevard, New Orleans.


“I want to tank you for all the details you give me on de phone,” Simone tells Ann.


“Excuse me,” I say as I read the manner of death. “What exactly is death by misadventure?”


Simone watches Ann as he answers, “It mean how somebody die from where he not supposed to be.”


“By accident?”


“O’course. He accidently die in de swamp.”


I look back at the report for the cause of death, which is listed as, “Massive loss of blood and tissue.”


“He didn’t drown?”


“Mais no. He got tore up.”


From the corner of my eye I see Ann stiffen.


“By what?” I ask.


Simone takes a deep breath and looks up at the ceiling before answering. “When someone from de big city or like a Yankee is killed by a gator, we don’t put dat down cause it’ll scare people. Dey tink we live in some sort of primitive area or sometin’. We call it Death by Misadventure.”


Ann gets up and walks out.


I stand, but have to ask Simone, “An alligator ate him?”


“Not all of him, but some.”


Ann is waiting in the car.


As I approach, I read the Sheriff’s report that is also in the file. It seems Mr Kinzer was out on the swamp in a rented pirogue. The pirogue came back by itself to where it was rented, a place called Magnolia Alley. Apparently, Kinzer’s body had been found at the edge of Vermilion Bay by two men from Oregon on a fishing trip. The men left town the next day.


Sitting behind the steering wheel, I look at Ann who stares straight ahead.


“I’d like to head south now, to Cannes Brulee.”


We take another two lane blacktop out of town and are immediately surrounded by towering cypress trees dripping Spanish moss. The road is elevated as we drive through a wide marsh, but there are dips which must flood when it rains hard.


Ann looks even more pale and I try not to stare.


“He wasn’t bitten by an alligator,” she says suddenly.


She uncrosses her legs, points her knees my way and recrosses them. In the quiet Caddy I hear the sexy sound of her nylons rubbing together.


“We had a doctor examine him at Bultman’s. Something else bit him.”


I slow for a curve in the road and we move past several old plantation homes, not big ones like Tara, but smaller ones in dire need of repair. One on the left has been painted recently and Ann points to it.


“Pull in here.”


As I turn into the oyster shell driveway, I spot a blue sign nailed to a cypress tree. The sign reads: Welcome to Magnolia Alley.


Ann reminds me this is the hotel where her father stayed as we park between two of the largest magnolia trees I’ve ever seen.


The hotel, converted from an antebellum plantation house, has a wide veranda surrounding the entire building. The lobby is quaint with furniture from the Great Depression, straight-back sofas, wicker ceiling fans and a bare light bulb Edison made, himself.


An ancient black man leads us upstairs. He wants to carry our bags, but I won’t let him. My room is surprisingly big and clean with a view of the rear of the place, a wide yard leading straight to a deep, cypress swamp. Ann’s room is across the narrow hallway.


The dining room downstairs is nicer than expected. After a couple bowls of crab gumbo (I have two and Ann only picks at hers), we walk around to the back of the place.


Ann steps off the veranda and walks briskly across the lawn, straight for the swamp. I follow until she steps around the first cypress tree and starts down a narrow trail of slightly higher ground.


“Where are you going?”


“To find the Chula.” She doesn’t slow down and I have to follow. Mosquitoes immediately attack me and I swat at them.


“The what?”


Ann looks back at me as I catch up. “The Chula’s a who, not a what.” She takes my hand and leads me along a well-worn trail into the swamp. There are other trees here, berry trees and huge, moss-covered oaks with vines wrapped around them like snakes. The swamp smells of decaying wood and stagnant water, the air thick with humidity.


“Who is the Chula?”


Ann lets go of my hand and stops a moment. She looks around, then takes a fork in the trail moving to the right.


“Don’t laugh,” she says. “The information came from a woman in Treme who knows about these things.” Ann pauses and points to a tall, dead cypress. “Two hundred yards beyond that is a bent oak.”


Ducking under a huge spider’s web, I follow Ann and can’t help wondering about some woman in Treme, the oldest Negro section of town, known for its voodoo rituals a long time ago.


Jesus! What have I gotten into?


Ann points excitedly at the bent oak and moves around it to a trail of wooden planks that becomes a footbridge over water leading to a shack. No, it’s a flat-bottom houseboat at the edge of a wide body of brown water.


Just as Ann is about to knock at the screen door, a shrill voice calls out, “Y’all come in, now.”


I step in first, Ann holding my left hand with both of hers. My eyes take a few moments to adjust to the darkness in the small cabin, which smells of boiling crawfish. A black cauldron simmers over a fire in a small fireplace on the far side of the room. A shadowy woman sits on a rocker in the darkest corner. Her eyes seem to shine.


She leans forward and the sunlight from the door illuminates the reddish, craggy face of an old woman. Her white hair is short and frizzy and her mouth far too large for such a tiny face. She’s part Negro and part Indian, I’m sure.


“What you want?” she asks.


Ann inches around me and takes in a deep breath before asking the old woman if she’s the Chula.


“O’course. But that ain’t what you want, is it?”


Squeezing my hand, Ann says she wants to know what happened to her father.


The Chula extends a gnarled hand and says, “Gimme five dollar.”


Ann digs a bill out of her purse and passes it to the old woman who crumbles it in her hand and holds it tightly. She leans even farther forward and stares intently at Ann.


“Sometin’ bad happen to you daddy.”


No kidding. He’s dead.


Ann begins to shake and I pull her close, feeling her breasts pressing against my side, smelling the perfume in her hair. I feel something else too – my heartbeat.


The Chula turns her gaze to me, staring without blinking for a long minute until I break her stare with, “What does Chula mean? It’s Indian, isn’t it?”


“Means Fox in Choctaw. I yam part Choctaw and part African.” The old woman looks at Ann again and adds, “You daddy die in de swamp, didn’t he?”


Ann nods slowly.


The Chula closes her eyes. “He were wearin’ a plaid shirt and dem dungarees. He were in a pirogue, fishin’ wit de cane pole.”


Ann lets out a high-pitched noise and presses herself even tighter against me. I wrap my arm even tighter around her waist, feeling the line of her panty along the side of her hip.


“The coroner says he was killed by an alligator,” Ann blurts out.


“No,” the Chula replies. “No. No. No.” She shakes her head and opens her eyes. Craning forward, she whispers, “Bluegums got him.”


Ann lets out a sound as if the air is being sucked out of her lungs.


The Chula stands and moves to a purple curtain. She opens the curtain to reveal a window so dirty light barely shows through. She looks out the window.


“Bluegums,” she says. “Dey got him.”


Ann shivers in my arms and when I look down at her face, her eyes are shut tightly.


“What are Bluegums?” I have to ask.


Her voice is distant and gravely. “When de slaves come from Africa, some escape into de holds of de slave ships. Lived off de rats in de holds. Learnt how to be real quiet in de leaky holds wif dem stones.”


“Stones?” Ann whispers to me.


“Probably ballast. In the holds of the sailing ships, they used stones for ballast.”


“Dat’s right,” the Chula says as she moves back to her rocker. “When de Bluegums live in de holds of ships, dey turned white, whiter den white folk. In de ships gone to New Orleans, some Bluegums escape into de swamp.” Her voice became a harsh whisper, “Dey so white, dey almost shine at night. Dey all white, except for de big, blue lips and gums.”


Jesus! She’s giving us five dollars-worth all right.


“They killed my father?” Ann asks.


Before I can answer, the Chula says, “Dey eats men.”


“Yeah. I’m sure.” I chuckle. “And they only come out at night.”


The Chula nods.


“They eat people?” Ann asks in a quavering voice.


“Dey eats men. Dey don’t eat womens.”


Ann is so pale, I think she is going to pass out.


“Dey do de unspeakable to womens who get caught on de swamp at night and de womens, dey never be the same again, no.”


I shake Ann and she blinks up at me.


“It’s a fairy tale,” I tell her. “Come on. White zombies with blue gums?”
 

“Dey ain’t zombies. Dey people. Dey a different race.”


Give me a break, lady. I get Ann’s attention and tell her that we’re due back on planet earth about now.


“Yeah,” the Chula agrees. “You betta’ go now, afore it get dark.”


Ann moves stiffly as I lead the way out.


It’s twilight by the time we reach Magnolia Alley, just in time for supper. I eat two heaping helpings of the best crawfish bisque I’ve had in years. Ann eats a little. Even she can’t resist the succulent, spicy crawfish.


We go out on the veranda after supper and walk to the back of the plantation house turned hotel.


“I wonder what they used to grow here,” I say aloud.


A Negro maid, mopping the back steps of the veranda, stops to tell us there used to be sugarcane and cotton around here but the swamps done took it over.


Ann and I sit in rockers outside the back door. The swamp is extra dark now. The croaking of frogs and incessant buzz of crickets is drowned momentarily by the rising call of cicadas that flows out of the swamp in singsong waves.


Ann kicks off her heels and flaps the top of her waistcoat. “It’s so hot,” she says.


I hand her my glass of ice water and she pours some of it down the front of her blouse and says, “That’s a little better.”


She hands me back the glass and lifts her dress up, way up, all the way to her garter belt and loosens her right stocking, lifting her knee, pushing the stocking off to let it drop next to her shoes. Then she unfastens her left stocking, letting it drop. She leaves her dress up and leans back. As I stare at her legs she lifts the dress and flaps it, giving me a nice view of her sheer, white panties.


“That’s cooler,” she says, but now I’m hotter, much hotter.


“We can’t go back to New Orleans yet,” Ann says as she unbuttons her waistcoat to reveal the white, silky blouse beneath. Wet now, it’s so sheer I can see the lacy bra.


“Why not?”


She turns those green eyes to me and they glisten in the yellow porchlight. “We have to see them ourselves, otherwise the Sheriff will never believe us.”
 

I look into those eyes and I swear she doesn’t look crazy. She just sounds that way.


“If I saw one I wouldn’t believe us,” I tell her. Come on, now, Bluegums?


She bites her lower lip as she looks away and I remind myself she’s just lost her father.


A low-pitched howl echoes from the swamp. The sound rises and sounds like a wolf.


“What is it?”


“Probably a red wolf,” I tell her. “Pretty rare, but still native to south Louisiana. There’s one at the Audubon Zoo. Kinda small with a reddish-brown coat.”


Ann uncrosses her legs, stands and walks down the steps to the lawn and keeps walking. I catch up just as she arrives at the swamp’s edge. I swipe mosquitoes from my face as we stand there for long seconds. These mosquitoes buzz as loud as dive-bombers. Ann lets out a long breath and tells me she saw something.


I don’t ask what and feel better when she turns back to the hotel.


I follow those round hips up the stairs into the hallway.


“You gonna be all right?” I ask when she turns to me outside her room.


She nods, steps forward and puts her hands atop my shoulders. She leans up, turning her head to the side and gives me a feathery kiss, softly, very softly. Her lips linger against mine for several heartbeats before she pulls away, turns and unlocks her door and goes into her room. I hear her set the lock.


Finally catching my breath, I go into my room, leaving the door open so I can see her door. Not bothering to turn on my light, I pull the straight-backed chair around the foot of my bed. I kick off my brown and white Florsheims, prop my feet up on my bed and watch her door.


Just before midnight I stand and stretch, take a hurried bathroom break and turn on the radio on my way back to my chair. I catch the end of a radio play and at midnight, the eerie notes of an organ come over the radio. A deep, male voice melodramatically tells me to stay where I am, because this is a time for mystery. He says this is the haunting hour.
 

I listen to a radio play called “Bird of Death.” Something about men haunting carrion crows in a marsh. No it’s a murder case. Something about a will, a short cut to making a lot of money. The deep voices are soothing and I get drowsy. When one of the actresses uses the word “land-a-goshin!” to the pernickety old man, it’s time to turn the radio off.


Moving to the window, I look out. The moon is high now, illuminating the back lawn in a bluish hue. I open the window wider, and a warm breath of air slips through the screen into my stuffy room.


Stripping down to my boxers, I climb into bed. I’m a light sleeper and concentrate on the hall. Hopefully, I’ll hear if she opens the door. No. I don’t think she’ll creep in here. There was something else in her eyes, something spookier than the creepy organ music on that radio play.


I wake with a start and realize I’m hearing something.


A long, low howl echoes outside.


I get up and move to the window. She’s there, at the edge of the lawn. Her long, white gown glimmers in the moonlight, her raven’s hair hanging loose below her shoulders. She turns to one side and I see her face in profile, her lips dark, her skin nearly as white as her gown.


Ann turns back to the marsh and starts down the trail we took earlier.


In the time it takes me to dress, hurriedly shoving my gun back into its holster, racing down the hall and down the stairs like a maniac, she’s disappeared into the swamp.


Ten steps down the trail, I realize I can’t see a damn thing. But I keep moving forward. A branch slaps my face and I slow down in the darkness. Ahead, I see a pale light. Stepping closer, I realize it is splotches of moonlight filtered through the openings in the canopy of trees.


I see her for an instant. She runs between a stand of trees, about thirty yards from me. Rushing forward, I trip over a root and stumble into mush. When I climb out, I’ve lost my left shoe. The chilling howl echoes again and I freeze, reaching instinctively for my gun.


The insects are silent.


I squeeze the checkered, walnut stock of my .38, holding it in the standard, two-handed police grip. Something moves behind one of the trees where Ann disappeared, but I don’t aim at it, keeping my muzzle down in case it’s Ann. It’s a human form, but not in a white gown.


The hair stands on my arms and my heart thunders as I raise my gun slowly. The form moves behind the tree. A noise to my left turns me that way and I see the white gown floating a good distance away now.


I move that way, watching carefully.


The trail narrows as it sinks into an area with no trees. It’s lighter here and doesn’t look as wet. I keep moving forward until I reach another stand of trees. Easing around a towering oak, I catch a movement to my right and turn as a tall man steps from behind another tree. The moonlight catches his white face and I gasp.


Clad only in tattered pants, the man is a good half-foot taller than my six feet. Long arms dangle to his knees, he has a wide nose and thick, bluish lips and deep-set eyes. It takes a few seconds for me to realize he’s inching toward me. I raise my weapon and he stops and then bolts away too quickly for me to do anything but finally let out my breath.


Bluegums! Jesus, what have I just seen?


My legs are wobbly as I move in the direction I last saw Ann. The trees are wider apart now and the trail easier to follow in the moonlight. I seem to be moving in a circle. It doesn’t take long for me to be back between the trees.


Maybe Ann went to the Chula’s.


I can’t tell which is the way to the houseboat. I’m lost. I don’t even know the way back to the hotel, but I know if I keep moving forward I’m bound to run into something. Stepping on damp ground, I realize I’ve lost my other shoe.


A noise off to my right pulls me that way, through more trees to an open area of water glistening in the moonlight. I hear the sound again, like a low moan. I follow the water, still moving to my right.


A flash of white across the water catches my attention. It’s Ann, white gown flowing as she moves away from me, disappearing between cypresses.
 

I shout her name and try to follow, moving into water that’s over my knees. A sudden movement in the water to my right causes me to jump back as something large slithers away quickly. Gator? Cottonmouth?


I move back to dryer land and look around. Shoving my revolver back in its holster, I work my way around the water. Sweat drips into my eyes, mosquitoes the size of pterodactyls feast on my arms and neck, slimy things cling to my stocking feet and I press on.


A white face appears from behind another cypress. I reach for my gun and it pulls back. I spot another tall, white figure in the distant light. It could be the same pallid-faced man. I keep seeing them peering from the shadows.


Finding higher ground between two oaks, I stop and listen but can only hear the call of insects. I wait. Eventually, a pale light seeps across the land. A splash behind me turns me in time to see three Bluegums standing there, staring at me.


I pull out my gun just as a piercing howl echoes through the swamp.


The Bluegums duck and dart away in separate directions.


I try to follow the closest, but he’s gone in seconds. Then, I hear her again, a cry. Or, is it a moan? I hurry, but the sound fades, then comes again and sends a chill through me because I can’t tell if she’s crying for help or from something else. It sounds more like a cry of pleasure.


I stumble and realize I’m moving in circles, but I keep moving, trying to locate the moaning. Minutes slip away into maybe an hour, maybe longer.


I move back to the dryer land and move off, away from the cypresses. Suddenly, I step on a wooden plank. I recognize the bent oak and quickly move to the footbridge leading to the Chula’s houseboat.


The Chula is sitting in the same chair. She rocks forward as I stumble in and leers at me with those glittering eyes.


“Ann!” I gasp. “She’s lost.”


“No. She ain’t lost, no.” The Chula points to a door in the far corner of the room. “She in dere, takin’ de bath.”


“What?” I move to the door, open it to a small room filled with yellow candlelight. Ann, her back to me, sits in a white tub. She is humming as she lathers her arm with soap.


“Ann,” I call out, but she doesn’t respond. “Ann!”


She turns and smiles at me, then lathers up her other arm.


“Are you all right?”


Ann nods.


“You come back in here,” the Chula calls out. “Leave dat girl alone.”


I fall back into the main room. The only place to sit is on the small bed across the room from the old crone’s rocker. I sit heavily on the edge of the bed and look back at the Chula, who is watching me pretty closely.


“She’ll be fine, dat one,” the old woman tells me. “But, you don’t look so good.”


I run my hands through my hair and pull out leaves, sticks and a small pine-cone, of all things. Sitting back, I feel the heat of the room on my face and I’m so tired I fight to keep my eyes open.


Ann comes out of the bathroom wrapped in a brown towel. She comes right for me, as if in a trance. She leans down as if to kiss my lips, but continues forward and collapses on me.


“Jus put her in de bed,” the Chula says as I roll Ann off me.


The towel opens and my face is just inches from her silky mat of pubic hair. I wrap the towel around her as Ann rolls on her back, her eyes staring at me with a faraway look, a look of passion from some distant fire. She’s breathing heavily and so am I.


“She still in de sex trance, right now, yeah.”


I look back and the Chula waves me toward the foot of the small bed. I sit at Ann’s feet, adjusting the stiff member in my pants as I sit.


“She’s dreaming about them stickin’ in her, yeah.” The woman cackles, then adds, “She had de semen all dripping from her when she come by. But she clean up nice, yeah.”


“They raped her?”


“Ha! She had de sex wit’ dem. She like it!”


I watch Ann’s pretty face for long minutes. She seems . . . so peaceful.


“You get sleepy; you go ahead and lay down with her, boy. She ain’t gonn’ bite you, no.”
 

I recline across the foot of the bed. The weariness tugs at me and I feel myself drifting to sleep.


Something touches my face and I wake with a start.


Ann stands next to the bed. She’s naked and the bright morning light falls across her round breasts, flat stomach and long, silken legs. Her small nipples are erect and their pink areolae seem to glow in the light as she leans them toward me.


She grabs my belt and unfastens it, working my pants down, then my boxers, yanking off my socks. I sit up and pull off my shirt, taking a second to see if the old crone is watching. The Chula isn’t there.


Climbing on the bed with me, Ann kisses her way from my chest to my throat, to my mouth. We kiss softly, letting our lips caress before opening our mouths to let our tongues take over.


I cradle her breasts and knead them as she moves atop me. We kiss, a deep, long, heart-pounding kiss. Ann reaches down and guides me into her, shuddering as I slip inside. She gasps and lets out a little cry before starting long, rhythmic grinding. We fuck there on the old crone’s bed, in the middle of the swamp where her father died.


My God, she’s so hot and so loving. She rises on her hands and her face is radiant with pleasure. With her eyes closed and her hair bouncing back and forth Ann is so beautiful I can’t help but stare at the fine lines of her gorgeous face.


The sensations seem magnified, the pleasure is so intense. Maybe it’s because of our narrow brush with death, maybe it’s being here in the Chula’s cabin. Or maybe it’s simply Ann, the beautiful, passionate woman.


Our hips grind as we both reach for pleasure. We climax together and Ann settles on me, kissing my face and neck, telling me I was wonderful, talking dirty to me. She tells me she wants to get under me, to feel me atop her.


I roll her beneath me and we kiss until I’m ready and we make love again, we melt into one another again and the heart-pounding rapture is so intense.
 

I’ve never lost count before, but when I wake up to the old crone’s cackling, I realize I don’t know how many times Ann and I fucked on that rickety bed.


We both look at the Chula who is back in her rocker, sinewy arms folded across her lap. I notice the sun isn’t as bright outside.


“Now ya’ll know de secret of de swamp, mais, yes you do.”


The Chula points to Ann, who sits up behind me. “She gonna need more screwin’, yeah.” Ann climbs over me and heads for the bathroom without saying anything. I hear the bath water running.


“You join that gal in de tub. You betta hurry.” The Chula looks out the open door. “It gonna be dark soon, yeah.”


I climb into the narrow tub with Ann and we wash off, but I’m in a hurry and get out quickly to dress in the front room. It’s still daylight out, but the light is beginning to fade.


When Ann steps out in her white gown that is brown from the knees down, the Chula tells her she now knows what the women around here all know.


Ann stares at her.


“You want some good sex? Some wild-ass, animal sex, you do dere yourself and de Bluegums give you a good screwin. Just like the way the white slave owners used African womens for dere lust, Bluegums do de same to white womens, who love it!”


I stand and buckle my belt as the old woman lets out a high-pitched laugh.


“De best fuckin’ you ever gonn’ get. Can’t have no baby from dem. Can catch no disease from dem cause dey ain’t human, zactly. Dey a different breed. Bluegums got dere own womens, back in the deep swamp. Dey make babies wif dem, but dey come out for us womens too.”


I don’t know what I’m going to do with this girl when we get back to town, besides reporting to Mr Noonan that her father died an accidental death. I do know I’m holding on to her as long as she wants.


We pick up our pace to hurry back to civilization before dark. What did Dr Simone say? Something about living in some sort of primitive area?


Jesus, we have to get back to New Orleans!




Pet Shop Girl


Lisette Ashton


“There you are.” He spoke without surprise and Cindy got the impression he hadn’t just expected her to be waiting in the pet store for him had he known she would be there.


She glared at him, her expression a mixture of annoyance, contempt and adoration. She had waited – not because she needed to, and most definitely not because she wanted to – but because he was her master and she was his slave. Regardless of when the instruction was given, or how it interfered with her life away from him, it was her duty to obey. “Yes, master,” she replied stiffly. “Here I am.”


“Give me your coat.”


She glanced nervously around and, when she looked back at her master, she fixed him with a silent plea. There were shoppers and staff nearby, emptying shelves and slowly restocking them and, because this store was local for both of them, Cindy knew there was a danger of their relationship becoming public knowledge. She didn’t want to take off her coat and beseeched him with her eyes. Fervently, she hoped he would sympathize with her unspoken wish.


He kept his hand extended and repeated the request.


Not disguising her reluctance, Cindy unfastened the belt from her trench-coat and pulled it grudgingly from her shoulders.


Like the expert in human nature that he was, her master seemed to understand her brightest hopes and darkest fears. He knew she dreaded public embarrassment and yet he appreciated that the prospect excited her beyond belief. Those few times he had reprimanded her within earshot of others – a sharp word spoken too boisterously, his hand tightly encircling her wrist while his eyes spat venom, and the obvious implication when he loudly called her a slut – they had all been exercises in the most exquisite form of torture. Even something as simple as the instruction to remove her coat, and the mortifying fear that someone would see what she wore beneath, was enough to send her pulse racing with loathsome arousal. From past experience she knew the worry that a passer-by could notice, or the horror of friends or strangers discovering her servile vocation, were only matched in magnitude by the relief that came when she realized her subservience remained a secret.


“I have a gift for you,” he explained.


Her antipathy melted and, for the first time since she had received his summons, Cindy smiled. It was easy to forget the torment of the previous two hours since he had called; her haste in concocting an excuse and escaping from the office; the inconvenience of her quick rush home to shower and reapply makeup; and the nuisance of having to change into the uncomfortable outfit he expected her to wear. She brushed aside her memories of the pains that had come from struggling into the rubber lingerie – the agony of fastening the stockings’ clips to her over-stretched labia, the discomfort of tying herself into the waspish corset, and the punishment of donning the six-inch stilettos – and she beamed for him.


“You have a gift for me? Really?”


He nodded.


Eager and excited, she blurted, “Where is it? What is it?”


He stepped away, beckoning with one commanding finger, and Cindy hurried to follow him down the aisle. Each step was a lesson in torture, the six-inch stilettos straining the muscles of her calves and inner thighs. It was impossible to walk normally in the footwear and she knew her gait was little more than an elegant hobble.


But the shoes were only a minor source of discomfort.


The micro-mini was painfully tight and obscenely revealing while the whalebone corset pinched her chest and squashed her breasts more effectively than the cruellest tit-bindings with which they had experimented. Her nipples, stiff with the arousal that always precipitated her meetings with the master, rubbed painfully against their rigid confines.


Yet it was the rubber stockings that caused her the greatest suffering.


The rubber stockings were an accessory that Cindy simultaneously loved and loathed. They clung beautifully to her legs, sculpted every curve with a polished, glossy lustre and the micro-mini displayed them to a glorious perfection. But, because they were secured to her labia, held in place by torturous clips that bit incessantly at her sex and mercilessly tugged downward, they made every step an exercise in anguish and constantly sparked her body with conflicting explosions of pleasure and pain. However, because her master had summoned her to follow, and because he was being generous enough to present her with a gift, Cindy tried to walk without complaint. It didn’t matter that her body was aflame with perpetual torture. All that mattered was that he had been thinking of her.


“Now, stand still,” he instructed.


Relieved to obey this command, Cindy did as she was told.


He was a good twelve inches taller than her and, even with the addition of the crippling heels, she only found herself on eye-level with his broad, manly chest. Standing so close to him, able to inhale the sweet perfume of his fresh sweat, she basked in the nearness of her beloved master.


With a broad smile, he revealed the gift. It was a short length of supple black leather, decorated with stainless steel studs, and equipped with a shiny, simple buckle. Not waiting for acquiescence, acting with the commanding authority of her undisputed owner, he encouraged her to step closer and looped the collar around her throat.


Cindy stood rigid, basking in the caress of his fingers against her neck, and shivering with gratitude. She considered the soft flesh beneath her jaw to be one of the forgotten erogenous zones, a sensitive expanse of skin that responded to every subtle kiss and caress more acutely than most other parts of her body. Cindy knew her own neck was extremely receptive to any stimulation and that made the collar seem even more special. Just as her master knew that she wanted to keep her servility a secret, he had also known exactly which gift would best please her. The collar reaffirmed their master and slave status and, sitting snugly against her throat, its presence was a constant reminder that he had been thinking about her.


“You can’t ever take this off,” he said firmly. “Not without my permission.”


She touched the gift, her fingertips sliding from leather to steel. “I wouldn’t want to take it off,” she told him. With honest gratitude, she whispered, “Thank you.”


She wanted to say more but a shopper was walking past, casting a curious glance in their direction. Cindy’s master acted with his usual haste and forethought, his hands holding her cheeks, his cuffs concealing the collar, as he lowered his face to hers. His kiss, while only a ruse for the sake of discretion, gave her the opportunity to thank him properly. She explored his mouth with her tongue, pressing herself freely against him and revelling in the discovery of his swelling arousal. She gasped eagerly when she felt his pulse twitch against her and Cindy tried squashing her body closer. Their mouths remained locked together for a long time after the stranger had walked by. When the master eventually broke the kiss Cindy could see her eager smile reflected in his eyes and knew she appeared breathless and wanton.
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