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      THE KOI SAN are the hunters and gatherers of the southern African savannah. They are known to hunt with arrows and have a respect for
         their prey that borders on the mystical. Besides their hunting pouch, they also have a smaller, magical quiver filled with
         tiny love arrows. These are kept for the women they desire.
      

      




      
      
      THE WOMAN

WHO WAS TIED UP

AND FORGOTTEN

      
      
      Sandra and Brian are a middle-aged couple. Sandra is a statuesque blonde with a purposeful stride. She has been an architect
         for a long time and, like many people lucky enough to be focused early in life, she is now rich thanks to regular clientele
         and some astute property investment.
      

      
      Brian made his money specialising in orthodontics, and has found a niche amid zinc fillings, metal wire and plastic plates.
         His patrons are the rich matrons of Double Bay who sit in his surgery clasping the hands of their bucktoothed offspring, and
         find Brian’s brown suits strangely comforting.
      

      
      Sandra and Brian have a routine to their love-making. It begins with a series of signals. The first comes from Sandra, who puts on her flannel nightdress after a regime of skin care. It reminds her of boarding school. It makes her feel
         naughty. She then reclines on the bed and switches off the bedside lamp. Brian, dressed in his cotton shorts, obediently follows
         her cue.
      

      
      The second signal involves Sandra suddenly wrapping her leg over Brian’s torso, inadvertently brushing the tip of his penis.
         In the ensuing silence Sandra mounts the compliant Brian and rides him until she reaches orgasm. Brian’s climax, a high-pitched
         whimper, usually follows a second later. Afterwards she likes to get up to brush her teeth.
      

      
      Sandra is larger than Brian and likes to be in control; Brian likes to think he enjoys being dominated. This is their equilibrium.
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      Sandra has just placed a tender with the Sydney City Council to design a museum to house firefighting equipment dating from
         the beginning of the colony. She has spent months drawing up her design. The council is to announce its decision about the
         museum that evening.
      

      
      Sandra and Brian are dressed for the opera: Brian has donned a light summer suit in an unfortunate shade of beige and Sandra
         is in pink organza. Sandra sits by the phone, waiting. The heat makes her glisten. A fan spinning in the corner blows her hair away from her face. Her portfolio
         lies open on the desk. The drawing of the museum is a collision of swirling red arches and stark vertical chimneys thrusting
         up into a charcoal sky. It looks like fire, as if the building itself is struggling with the elements.
      

      
      The phone rings. She jumps and grabs the receiver. Brian heads for the drinks cabinet – either way he is prepared to fix his
         wife a scotch. He watches her face as he pours the drink. Impenetrable, mask-like, with only a light film of sweat betraying
         her. She answers the clerk on the other end of the line with short, polite affirmatives. It is this cool control of hers that
         Brian finds impossibly erotic. He watches the ice-cubes tumble into the whisky then bob to the surface.
      

      
      He hands her the scotch. She puts down the receiver slowly then swallows the drink in one gulp. She throws the glass against
         the white stippled wall. It just misses Brian’s head.
      

      
      ‘I’ve got it!’ She dances around the fan, her pink organza flying. ‘I’ve got it!’ Tentatively he reminds her that they are
         running late for the opera.
      

      
      They get there just as the lights are dimming. It is a production of Humperdinck’s Hansel and Gretel. The director has created a Gothic nightmare of epic proportions. From where Sandra sits she can see the tenor sitting on a giant
         chair, his feet swinging a good ten inches above the floor, his golden curls and painted pink lips a pederast’s dream. The
         witch trills madly as she binds his feet and arms to the wooden limbs. As the final knot is pulled tight Sandra feels a strange
         heat flooding her lower limbs. She looks at Brian, who is leaning forward, face flushed, his tongue playing with the gap between
         his front teeth. She looks back at the stage. The opera singer’s legs lie parted, tied to the chair with bright pink ribbon.
         Perhaps it is the feeling of success that makes Sandra unusually aroused. Perhaps it is the humidity that hangs like a collective
         mist over the audience. Sandra suddenly finds the image of the singer tied to the chair more than a little sexy.
      

      
      In the dark, Brian’s hand takes hers and places it firmly on his growing erection. The witch throws back her head and begins
         to sing, her bright red mouth stretched wide. Brian throbs to a climax under Sandra’s moving fingers.
      

      
      The next night he brings home a length of pink ribbon.

      
      Lying there afterwards, her ankles and wrists stinging, her body still warm from an orgasm whose voluminosity had surprised
         even herself, Sandra realises they have stepped over a boundary displacing their equilibrium. She glances over at Brian, who lies with his back to her, his skin glistening.
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      The demands of Sandra’s commission begin to dictate their lives. She is in a frenzy, bent over cardboard models in which the
         doorways yawn red, the turrets shoot up like flames and the external fire escape spirals down like drifting smoke. The more
         she scrawls her designs across the heavy draft paper, the more she feels her cells, her muscles, her juices thicken in expectation.
         The movement of her heavy pencil as it sweeps across the graph of her building suddenly holds the promise of a penis. A compass
         swing imagines tracings across a nipple. She wants her every orifice filled. She wants to lose control. To lose responsibility.
      

      
      Every night, after hours of exhausting drafting and debate, she succumbs to Brian’s little knots. His manipulation of her
         limbs makes her scream – stretching her, opening her – while the night breeze drifts in through the balcony doors, carrying
         faint shouts and the wailing of fire engines.
      

      
      Sandra visits Brian during his lunch hour. Between the X-rays, plaster casts of jaws and root-canal work she arrives, breathless. Brian, recognising the click of her stilettos on the concrete steps of the fire escape, dismisses his
         assistant. Still wearing his white surgical gown, he leads Sandra by the hand to the dentist’s chair. He ties her hands and
         ankles to the steel frame and gently places a gag in her mouth. He picks up a scalpel and cuts away at the crotch of her nylon
         tights. Kneeling, he hoists up the chair until her crotch is almost at eye level, then carefully splits her white underwear.
         With trembling fingers he folds the fabric back to reveal her Gold, as he calls her thick bush of blonde pubic hair and cunt.
         To the sound of Stravinsky, he spreads her nether lips open and very slowly begins to snip away at the fringes of pubic hair
         around her vagina with tiny scissors, until the pink labia shine under the heat of the dentist’s lamp. Brian pauses. Sandra
         is transformed. She trembles silently under his fingers. Her huge eyes roll above the gag. The only visible flesh is her vulva.
         Brian’s hand brushes the tip of her clitoris. It flushes a deep red. Sandra revels in her helplessness. Brian, unaccustomed
         to this mute, malleable Sandra, fixes a small brush to the end of the drill. He bends down and, with one hand parting her
         labia, he caresses the tip of her clit with the spinning brush until she begs for mercy and comes, writhing, still tied and
         gagged to the chair.
      

      
      
      The semen dries on the inside of Brian’s thigh. Sandra takes a new pair of tights from her handbag and rolls them over her
         full, firm legs. She uses the reflective surface of the overhead lamp to apply her lipstick and adjust her hair. Completely
         clothed in a conservative grey suit with padded shoulders, her permed blonde hair immaculate except for the curls that have
         stuck to her sweaty brow, she tucks her portfolio under her arm and heads out for an appointment with the Sydney City Council.
      

      
      Brian watches her from the window and begins to grow hard again, thinking how no-one would guess that this woman belonged
         to him, this dynamic controlled woman, who was, a minute ago, completely in his power.
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      Time is running out. Most nights Sandra comes in after eleven. She slips her clothes off and collapses exhausted on top of
         the bedcovers, still dressed in her underwear. Brian lies there, his eyes open, feeling her breath rise beside him. He wants
         to touch her but now all that is forbidden. Shut out, a part of him starts to hate her.
      

      
      The closer the completion date of the building, the more distracted and obsessed Sandra becomes. Conversation evaporates.
         She can talk only of work, poured concrete and foundations. Brian thinks he is disappearing, fading into insignificance.
      

      
      Soon their only real contact is during her lunchtime visits, when she is slave and he is master.

      
      Her urgency consumes her. Her orgasms feed her work. Her work inflames her further. To save time, she has stopped wearing
         underpants and taken to wearing a suspender belt. She has also shaved off her pubic hair. Everything is closer to the skin.
         As she walks through the council chambers in her high heels and long skirt she can feel the movement of her legs rub the spheres
         of her sex together. In a boardroom meeting, caught in a ring of men, she relishes her secret nakedness. Everything is designed
         to maximise the moment. The frenetic pace she lives her life has taken on a rhythm. This is her new equilibrium.
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      A man is perched on some scaffolding, just below a neon sign reading ‘Beryl’s biscuits are the best’. He sees a woman, beautiful
         at forty. She walks into a dentist’s surgery in the building opposite. The man immediately senses something in her poise –
         her very gait – that suggests sex. As he draws closer, he fancies for a moment that he can smell through the glass, through
         the steel, sensing the rich pungent scent of her sex. Silently, out of view of his colleagues, he swiftly lets down the pulley so that his section of scaffolding is directly opposite the dentist’s window.
         Hidden by a section of flimsy hardwood, he watches at his leisure the beautiful woman opposite whom he thinks is in love with
         a dentist. He watches as she walks into the centre of the room and then lifts the edge of her skirt. The dentist walks up
         to her and pushes his hand roughly between her legs. It is as if the man can feel the damp imprint of her sex on his own wrist
         as the dentist pushes the woman towards the chair.
      

      
      She falls slowly into it, her hair bouncing slightly on her forehead as if in slow motion. The dentist opens the woman’s legs
         with his rubber-gloved hands and ties her ankles to the chair. She puts up no struggle, but stares down at him with wide eyes.
         The man watching fancies he can see her bosom rising and falling in fear, in excitement, in submission. He moves closer to
         the hardwood panel and presses his erection against it. She has large breasts hidden under a tight white cotton blouse. It
         is this exterior of demure righteousness that pleases the watching man. He imagines that under the white cotton she would
         have long brown nipples that would harden against his teeth.
      

      
      The dentist lifts her arms and ties her wrists to the head of the chair. The man watching would unbutton that blouse and release
         those full breasts. That’s what he’d do. He would weigh them thoughtfully in each hand, then slowly run his thumb over those hardening nipples until they became erect.
         Then he would squeeze them firmly together and begin to suck at one and then the other until he could hear the woman moan.
         That’s what he’d do if he was there. But the dentist seems only interested in touching the other. The best part. The bit he’d
         leave until last. The man watching reaches down and touches himself with his calloused hand, imagining the lips and tongue
         of the woman pulling down over the shaft of his penis, then over the knob with small circular motions, taking him deep into
         her throat. He always likes leaving the best part until the end.
      

      
      Now the dentist has his face buried between the woman’s legs. The man watching looks at the woman’s face. Her cheeks are flushed
         and her eyes are rolling back in pleasure. She moves her arms backwards and forwards, chafing against the rope binding her
         to the chair. The man watching closes his eyes and comes against the grain of the wood. Every day after that he eats his lunch
         suspended in the little steel cage that hangs down the side of the building opposite the dentist’s surgery.
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      It’s now mid-December and the pressure on Sandra is immense. She feels as if her whole life is focused onto a thin point, and that thin point is the commission. Everyone else recedes, defined only by their function in relation to the
         execution of the building.
      

      
      The more obsessed she becomes, the more Brian’s anger ferments inside him. He hates the cardboard model of the museum, with
         its red turrets and display windows large enough to house several fire engines. He hates the way his wife burns with beauty
         as she manages four phone calls, two builders awaiting orders and a landscape gardener. He hates the way she has begun to
         look through people until they say words like façade treatment, tilt slab and clerestory lighting. He tries folding up his
         anger and slipping it between his gum and lip, but like an abscess it festers. He decides that he will confront her. He will
         force her to take a day off. But when he rings her office the line’s engaged, when he tries the mobile the call is diverted;
         the fax is always busy.
      

      
      He finds himself waiting for lunchtime. He finds that tying her down excites him more than fucking her. The equilibrium tilts
         back with the chair.
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      It is the end of summer. The reflective glass is now fitted to the steel frames, and the man’s work is almost done. He sees
         a small blue BMW drive up a ramp and disappear into a parking lot in the street below. He smiles to himself and starts counting.
      

      
      Twenty. He knows it takes twenty counts for her to be in the opposite building and seated in the dentist’s chair.

      
      Nineteen. ‘Just off for a smoke!’ His mates smile knowingly. He climbs into the small steel cage and begins lowering the pulley
         by hand.
      

      
      Fifteen. He can see her walking swiftly across the road, her blonde hair white in the sunlight. He is excited by the knowledge
         that he alone knows where she is going and why. The pulley stops with a jolt. It sways slightly, then rests against the steel
         brackets. He squats close to the iron-mesh floor and stares into the surgery. The room is empty, the lamp is illuminating
         the vacant dentist’s chair. The green of the leather shines, desolate and medici nal. He hates the dentist.
      

      
      Five. She is at the door taking off her coat. She is hanging it carefully over the hook on the back of the door. The dentist
         enters. He walks up to the woman and pushes her over the dentist’s chair. She falls, breasts forward, across the seat. He
         pushes his knee between her buttocks. As she is pinned to the seat, he grabs both her wrists and uses a towel to tie them
         crudely together.
      

      
      Three. The dentist lifts up one thigh and pushes it over the arm of the chair. He ties the ankle to the outside frame. He then pushes her right thigh over the other arm and ties that ankle. Sandra is spread-eagled over the seat, her buttocks
         arched high in the air. Her face is pushed down into the seat. Brian rolls up her dress.
      

      
      Two. She is wearing nothing but stockings.

      
      One. He thinks she looks most beautiful like that. In surrender. He can see her elegant hands pressed up against each other
         almost in prayer. Her cheek is pushed down against the green leather. The man squatting in the steel cage thinks other women
         would lose their dignity tied up like that. But not her. He loves her for that. The way she stays dangerous even when tied
         up.
      

      
      Brian steps back from his handiwork. His heart is pounding uncomfortably close to his throat. His wife’s arse lies spread
         before him, the faintest wisp of blonde hair framing anus and cunt. Beautiful. He can hear Sandra breathing. Her eyes are
         shut. He kneels and places his finger a millimetre above his wife’s clitoris. He watches her grow erect. He wants her to say
         the word, he wants to hear her beg. He spreads her lips even further apart and blows hard along the ridge of her clit. Sandra
         squirms. He can see the moisture collecting in the dark shadows. But she says nothing. Her silence makes him want to smack
         her hard across the arse. But he thinks this will give her pleasure, push her over the edge. He would like to take his cock out and press it against the rim of her arsehole, gently teasing. Then plunge into her, feeling
         her arch in sudden pain. He does not. Like a mystic, he slowly runs his spread palms over the circumference of her, in the
         air above her skin. She is groaning now. He steps away and walks around to the other side of the chair. She looks up at him.
         Her eyes are blank animal. He wants her to say how much she wants him, needs him, to lose control. He pushes his fingers into
         her mouth and probes the inside of her gums, soft, wet. She sucks at his fingers, wanting.
      

      
      ‘You want me, don’t you? You need me, don’t you?’ She says nothing. He pulls his fingers out of her mouth. He kicks the base
         of the chair. It spins around. Her body rotates with it like a crazy merry-go-round. He watches her, her torso swinging from
         shadow to light from light to shadow like day to night. She doesn’t cry out, but accepts this chaotic world as if it were
         her penance. The chair stops spinning. Brian buries his face into her cunt. He sucks and licks her until she is close to bursting.
      

      
      Suddenly he stands. He takes off his white smock and hangs it over her leather coat and leaves the room. The door slams behind
         him.
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      The man in the steel cage watches the dentist leave the room. The woman is still tied over the chair. He looks down at the
         street. The dentist, his bald head a pink map, walks across the street then into the car park. The man’s heart begins to hammer.
         He looks back at the room. The vulnerability of the woman tightens his loins, his cock lies hard in the leg of his shorts.
         Slowly he begins to slide the steel cage down to the ground.
      

      
      Sandra lies motionless. She can feel the heat of the lamp on her back. She is listening hard for her husband’s footsteps.
         She hopes he’s in the adjoining room, although she has already heard him disappear down the corridor and into the lift. The
         presence of him in the other room is an irrational illusion, but she holds onto it to stop herself from screaming. She struggles
         with the ropes but he has tied her firmly. It is impossible to escape. She lies there open to the world. It is then that she
         hears the click of the door.
      

      
      ‘Brian?’ With her face against the seat, Sandra cannot see him. The footsteps are heavy. He comes up behind her. His hands
         are on her. They run down the sides of her buttocks to her pussy. He opens her lips, his thumb on her clit. Strange hands,
         heavier than Brian’s, the skin rough like a cat’s tongue. He rubs her gently. The strangeness of this man excites her. His
         smell is different, he smells dark, as if he has more body hair. Like soil, with a faint tinge of machine oil underneath. She feels the dull weight
         of his cock against her thigh. He enters her slowly. He is bigger than Brian and she stretches with his thickness. She gasps
         as he starts to increase his rhythm. Pushing his large hands under her skirt, he releases her breasts, pulling at the nipples.
         He reaches up and unties the knots around her wrists. He pulls her upright and down onto his lap, cupping her breasts as she
         rides him, and biting the back of her neck. She feels the mouth she hasn’t yet seen – full and strong, the bottom lip jutting
         over the top. She twists to see him but he firmly keeps her facing away.
      

      
      The dentist chair tilts back like a bed. He pushes her down, so that her face is near his knees. He moves her legs so that
         they run up along his hips to his shoulders. She is lying flat against his body. His cock is still inside her, pushing against
         the back of her sex. They move slowly. From his reclining position he can see where he is entering her. He parts her buttocks,
         gently easing two fingers into her arse. She moans and claws at his legs as she swells towards orgasm. She reaches back and
         clutches at his clothes, her fingers tracing an embroidered insignia. McGillis. Squeezing her breasts, he thrusts into her.
         She cannot hold back any longer and her orgasm rips through her. She cries out as she feels him contracting with her.
      

      
      The movement of her head triggers the X-ray machine. It extends its lens automatically before taking another image.
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      The next day Sandra is driving her blue BMW down a highway in the western suburbs. It is a humid day, the traffic is heavy.
         The working drawings are on the seat beside her. As she waits at a red light she glances across at them. They look impressive,
         blue and pink ink trace the three-dimensional proportions of the museum, a maze of column grid and footing details. She drives
         into the car park of the warehouse. A sign stretches over the gateway: McGillis building corporation, Est. 1972. She has arrived.
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      Brian is leaning over Elsa, an attractive patient in her early thirties. As Brian taps her tooth with a dental pick, Elsa
         winces in pain. His assistant enters the room and touches him on the shoulder. She has Elsa’s dental X-rays as he requested,
         but there is something else. He excuses himself, leaving Elsa wide-eyed, her mouth braced open. He follows his assistant into the next room. Silently she pins the X-ray against the light. Two pelvic bones, one male, one
         female, are visible. The bases of both spines and two pubic bones are pushed together, bumping like white bats in the dark.
      

      
      ‘Fucking,’ he mutters under his breath.

      
      ‘Sorry?’ the assistant asks, not trusting her ears.

      
      ‘Fucking. It’s an X-ray of fucking,’ Brian pronounces clearly, while instinctively twisting the wedding ring on his middle
         finger.
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      Sandra spreads out the drawings on the executive’s desk. He is the chief foreman of the construction company. Over a hundred
         men work under him. As she bends over, he notices her cleavage and the soft texture of her hair.
      

      
      ‘I’d better call Robert, he’s handling this job.’ He speaks into an intercom. She glances around the office. A girlie calendar
         on one wall, featuring the famous porn star Candy Perkins, advertises concrete; a photo of the wife and baby grand-daughter
         sit on the desk. Through the glass partition, Sandra can see the workers moving large sheets of wood across the warehouse
         floor.
      

      
      ‘Robert’s the best in the business, you’ll be right with him.’

      
      
      She recognises his aroma before she sees him, a lingering concoction of sweat, hair and a residue of aftershave. The same
         smell. Her heart races, she feels herself responding in scent.
      

      
      She looks up. His face betrays nothing as he extends a hand. He squeezes her hand slightly as they shake. He is younger than
         she thought. His eyes are an intense blue. The hair on his chest curls over the white singlet under his blue overalls. He
         catches her looking at his body.
      

      
      As she takes him through the drawings he listens quietly. His hands, heavy workman’s hands, slowly caress the lines of the
         museum, working their way through the collision of masculine and feminine, the vertical and the arched.
      

      
      Outside the office he offers to drive her to the site.

      
      ‘Only if I’m in control,’ she says and smiles slowly.

   



      
      
      MAN OF

SIGHS

      
      
      I’d never been one for revenge. The moralist in me always considered it too calculating and too undignified. Until I fell
         in love with Humphrey. Then I transformed into Medea, Jezebel and the Wicked Witch of the West overnight.
      

      
      I had been celibate for six months – a reaction to a broken love affair. One of those sordid triangles full of illusion and
         desire, made more attractive by my unavailability. Naturally, I ceased to be so alluring when the girlfriend fell pregnant.
         Suddenly cut free, I felt abandoned and bruised. I went into retreat, developing casual friendships with two men I’d meet
         for coffee. I flirted with the idea of sleeping with them, but decided I couldn’t trust the emotional consequences of any sexual involvement. I should have known then.
      

      
      One of the men was a journalist – a laconic, self-effacing chap with an acidic wit. Coffee with him was like a visit to the
         analyst, involving much self-deprecation and a mutual despairing of Sydney society. His misanthropic sensibility was not a
         great sexual turn-on.
      

      
      The other man was Humphrey. Coffee with Humphrey usually took place in complete silence. Defiantly glamorous and single, I’d
         wait for him at some bar in Taylor Square, surrounded by waiters – beautiful and homosexual – fluttering above me like exotic
         butterflies engrossed in their dramatic worlds of fecund attractions.
      

      
      Humphrey would appear, dressed in some self-made contraption like sandals made of tyre rubber tied with string, his face still
         smeared with paint, his hair covered in sawdust, his large rough hands stained with oil. Standing silently by the bar, he
         would watch me waiting for him. Then his scent would always give him away. Pungent and slightly oily, it would drift across
         and I’d swing around and see him in all his maleness, grinning his sardonic smile, his ageing, pock-marked skin still handsome.
         Humphrey was an original.
      

      
      Humphrey’s reputation as a notorious womaniser made me curious. I didn’t consciously find him attractive, but I found the idea of so many women falling under the spell of this odd and in some ways shy man fascinating. In the same
         way I found certain insects fascinating. There was even a rumour that the sound of the orgasms of all the women he’d ever
         made come followed him around like a faint echo, like the ocean trapped in a seashell. Besides, he found me attractive. I
         liked that, it restored my battered confidence.
      

      
      Humphrey was an artist. Primarily a sculptor. You can divide sculptors into two categories, ones that subtract to arrive at
         the form and ones that build to create form. Humphrey was a subtractor, as if he instinctively knew the shape that was trapped
         beneath the stone, the lump of clay, hidden under knots of wood. I’d been to his studio once and watched him free one of his
         figures. Thin and nubile, she emerged from the pink marble like a woman shaking out her hair in sunlight. I watched him working
         on the piece, polishing the marble as if it were skin, drawing out the shape as if he were pulling at his own flesh. His large,
         heavy hands spoke of work, of instinct, bypassing intellect altogether. I guess this was one of the things I was drawn to,
         this communication through the flesh.
      

      
      Humphrey was not a story-teller. When he did speak, it was in short, cryptic sentences or, on occasion, long monologues of lateral witty observations. When he was younger he used to stutter, so badly that until the age of thirty he
         was practically incomprehensible. Perversely, I found that irresistible.
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      It was the end of summer, a hot night when all of Darlinghurst goes in search of a party. The humidity gets under the skin
         and creates a sexual friction, and before you know it the streets are crawling with people in search of some kind of contact
         – the brush of fingertips, a kiss, anything. I was in huntress mode, adorned to swallow some man up. Dressed in a blue skintight
         number, stretched tightly across my breasts and pulled down to expose my shoulders. I felt hot. Let’s face it I was hot, my vows of celibacy evaporating every time my suspenders rubbed against my thighs.
      

      
      The party was held in a converted garage, tucked away behind high offices and a desolate row of terraces abandoned by the
         city planners. The basement had been transformed into a dance floor complete with coloured lights, a strobe and a sound system
         that pounded off the walls. There must have been about three hundred people crowded into this tiny, hot building. I pushed
         my way through the usual collection of faces – students, journalists, fashion models, unemployed actors, junkies and would-be film directors – down towards the dance floor.
      

      
      The walls sweated as people gyrated their bodies like fish in a tank. To one side of me was a lesbian couple. One of the women,
         resplendent in chain mail, bright red cropped hair and Viking helmet, slithered down the glistening body of her partner. Behind
         me a young man in sixties bell-bottoms cradled his fourteen-year-old girlfriend. Next to them a man in his fifties, dripping
         with love beads and feathers, undulated in his own time warp. The whole place was bouncing with a kind of child-like abandonment.
      

      
      I could feel men watching me. The hunger in their faces made me wet. Ignoring them, I continued to dance on my own. The music
         coursed through my blood and up through my womb. It was like dancing in thick honey.
      

      
      There was that scent again. Faint but totally distinctive, it floated past my face. I opened my eyes to find Humphrey dancing
         in front of me. Normally clumsy, he had real grace. He moved as if he was making love; every movement instinctive and sure.
         He wove himself around me for hours, caressing the air between us.
      

      
      Outside, dawn had turned the sky a pale grey. Humphrey, not daring to presume anything, offered to walk me home. As we all
         know, momentous events start in the most arbitrary way, destiny doesn’t really offer us a choice. It’s a trick God plays. In this instance it started with
         my bursting bladder. Hobbling along in my high heels, full of beer, I realised I’d have to stop off at Humphrey’s place.
      

      
      His flat was in an old Victorian block, bleak in red brick. I had always resisted visiting him there, feeling that the proximity
         might have an inevitability to it. A sexual fatality.
      

      
      The room was dark, with a few broken pieces of furniture. There was a model of a heart resting on a picture frame, one of
         those three-dimensional plastic replicas of the organ. I remember I brought it down and began to open it up. He told me it
         was a present from his last lover who had fled to England a week before. He seemed to find the plastic organ an apt metaphor
         for their relationship. I didn’t bother probing, but now I wish that I had. In the centre of the room was a beautiful wooden
         model of a sailing yacht. It stood about four foot in height, with miniature rigging and brass fittings bolted to the deck.
         It seemed to be the only cherished object in the room. Humphrey watched me as I gravitated towards it. As I bent over the
         polished stern I could feel him wanting me from the other side of the room. I liked that, teasing the moment out before we
         touched for the first time.
      

      
      
      He came up silently behind me. I stood pinned, feeling like a deer caught in the glare of headlights. He lifted my long hair
         and bit into the back of my neck. I could feel his teeth as he breathed in the smell of my hair, my body. We stood there for
         aeons, caught in that dangerous impasse between friendship and lust. I could feel his cock, hard in the small of my back.
         My head rolled against his shoulder, resting in the hollow of his neck. In the silence, I swear I heard a faint gasp, a woman’s
         breath caught in pleasure. Man of sighs, I thought, he is a man of sighs.
      

      
      There are two kinds of men: those who are cunt-shy and those who are not. Those who are not are the connoisseurs who know
         where a woman likes to be worshipped. And Humphrey was the ultimate connoisseur, a sex artist, one of those rare men who was
         able to focus completely when making love to a woman. He was totally intuitive about what I wanted when weaving his naked
         body around mine. It was as if he was able to second-guess my fantasies.
      

      
      He squatted over me, his cock moving slowly in me, between my closed legs. He threw back his head and I had the definite impression
         that he was in direct communion with the great god Pan. There was a complete abandonment of intellect in his love-making,
         as if he was tapping into a higher frenetic power. I was drunk with his tongue, his cock, his lips, the hair on the back of his neck,
         his hands and the danger of it all. What could I do? I fell heavily headfirst like all the women before me. Love is like vertigo.
         I know, I suffered from it – as a child I couldn’t even cross bridges. Falling in love with a friend is disastrous, it’s like
         stepping into a shower that you know will scald you.
      

      
      There was no way I could plead ignorance, after all I’d been warned about his previous conquests, his tendency to evaporate
         at the mention of commitment. And hadn’t it been me he’d confided in over all those coffees?
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      We were lovers for three months. In those days I was working for the Ministry of Planning and Environment as a consultant
         for salinity. After days of touring around the barren districts of New South Wales, photographing the white crusty rims of
         saltbeds, visiting the local church halls and standing in front of suspicious beery men twenty years my senior to lecture
         them about the dangers of over-farming, chemical insecticides and blue algae, I’d find myself stumbling down Oxford Street,
         still dressed in my pin-striped suit, heading towards his flat.
      

      
      Humphrey would open the door without questioning my sudden arrival, take my briefcase from me, sit me down in front of the television and present me with a plate of spaghetti
         or paella, the only two dishes he knew how to cook. I’d sit there eating, losing myself in some disaster in Eastern Europe
         or graphic car crash in Newcastle, but still acutely conscious of him moving around behind me. The very space between us was
         erotic. Once, after finishing my meal, I put my hand to the back of my hair and found he was pressing his erect penis into
         my tresses. Humphrey loved my hair; he called it the hair of Eve, loving the scent, the weight of it.
      

      
      I don’t think he thought in language at all, but in images that were juxtaposed like some mad surrealist painting. He exuded
         an electricity that disrupted the linear in nature: plates would crash to the ground, thunderstorms would suddenly break out
         when he was around.
      

      
      He would take me on the bare wooden floorboards, lifting my skirt to part my lips and pay homage to my vulva, finding every
         possible caress with his tongue, teeth and lips, taking me to the brink for hours before finally entering me with his blunt,
         hard cock. Afterwards we would lie there twisted, exhausted, sated, my head against his foot, my back upside down against
         the corner of the room, his knee in my mouth, his cock in my elbow. When the silence became uncomfortable he would pluck out my pubic hair from between his teeth and tell me about his sexual escapades.
      

      
      Early one morning when the streets were still desolate, with only the party-goers gliding past the pimps, the homeless and
         the desperate, while a flock of cockatoos shrieked above like a thousand rancorous drag queens flapping their way over Kings
         Cross, Humphrey was stopped by a traveller when returning home from a lover. The man asked for the way to Central Station.
         Humphrey obliged and began to trace a map in the dust of the pavement. Suddenly he noticed the man staring strangely at his
         face. Humphrey, who was used to being stared at, continued on regardless. Eventually, the man excused himself and rushed away.
         Humphrey, bemused, walked on and in that hazy, muddled morning state soon forgot the man’s fear.
      

      
      Back at home he started dressing and was about to leave when he checked to see if he needed to shave. Shocked, he noticed
         a huge smear of dried blood across his mouth and cheek. For a moment he tried to remember whether he had cut himself, until
         he realised that it was the menstrual blood of the woman he had just left. The man’s staring face suddenly made sense.
      

      
      I loved that story, and imagined all sorts of romantic notions of Humphrey brazenly wearing that stain as a mark of woman. The imprint of woman on a man who loved women.
      

      
      At work, in the middle of a slide show illustrating the merits of irrigation, the scent of Humphrey would miraculously drift
         across the room, carried along by the smell of mown grass blowing in from an open window. I would find myself faltering in
         front of a group of cynical wheat farmers as the lines of irrigation on the slide dissolved into the line of black hairs running
         up from erect cock to navel. I felt as if I was in the grip of some crazed sexual alchemist. The more I had him, the more
         I wanted him. My visits to his flat became a nightly occurrence. Sometimes he would already be asleep, half-drunk, murmuring
         no, no, as I took him into my mouth, slowly winning him over with my tongue. At other times it would be me falling onto his
         dishevelled bed with the red dust of the soil still in my hair. He would work over my body in the same way he drew shape out
         of a stone.
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      My fascination with his past moved from the objective to the subjective. I could no longer listen to stories of sexual duplicity
         and deceit without identifying with the female victim. For the first time in my life I felt as if I understood the phrase
         ‘you have undone me’. Humphrey had achieved it very simply, without words, without psychology: I had made the fatal mistake of believing in his touch, as
         if the intelligence of his hands, our orgasms, the way he penetrated me, had affected him as much as it had affected me. Perhaps
         this is the catch cry of the egoist: I love, therefore I must be loved. Perhaps it is the Achilles heel of my gender.
      

      
      I became possessive. As we all know, the way to retain a wolf’s interest is to feign complete indifference, to keep for oneself
         a kernel of dignity, of independence. I’ve always had a policy of placing myself and my autonomy first. That way I had survived
         all the sudden departures, deaths, deceits and emotional ambiguities. Until Humphrey.
      

      
      Like all conquest junkies, Humphrey had begun to detect the stale smell of victory. Soon he stopped returning my calls. Sometimes
         I’d arrive at his flat sweating in panic, having imagined all sorts of scenarios as I walked from my place to his. I’d bang
         on the door, knowing that his light was on, but he’d just sit in silence, refusing to answer my knocking. Furious, I would
         ring for hours from a nearby telephone booth, as the street-cleaning van crawled along the empty streets. He was cutting me
         out of his life, neatly, like a piece of marble falling away from a fault line. Humphrey’s sense of time and place was finite.
         Women belonged to certain periods of history that, once experienced and consumed, were then obsolete.
      

      
      At first I refused to believe that our intimacies meant nothing to him. My ego wouldn’t allow it; my instinct couldn’t rationalise
         it. Then a terrible anger set in. I felt as if I had been poisoned. I wanted to put him through as much pain as I was going
         through. I wanted revenge.
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      I first met Elsa at a cocktail bar situated above a gay pub on the corner of Taylor Square, one of those Sydney locations
         that ran the whole gamut of sexuality in the course of a Friday night. The parties started at five with happy hour, when the
         half-price drinks attracted the heterosexual office workers in their short-sleeved shirts and shoulder pads, to be replaced
         by the local gay community two hours later. Many of the lesbians were only distinguishable by the nipples poking up beneath
         pristine white T-shirts, their cropped hair reflecting the style of their male counterparts. It was the beginning of the era
         of lipstick dykes, when the audacious anti-beauty stance of the older separatists was slowly being replaced by a whole generation
         of highly fashionable gay women celebrating the blatant sexuality of their scarlet-painted mouths.
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