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Neptune & Surf


for Holly


CONEY ISLAND, 1955


Nat sat rigidly on the wooden chair with his boxers and the trousers of his uniform bunched down around his thighs. He had a hard-on, all right, but he wasn’t sure he liked this. Until now he’d only done this with her in the dark, when he was feeling amorous and had downed a few beers. He was beginning to think he liked it better that way—being in the dark. In the daylight her room was stuffy and hot, and he saw everything too clearly. His black skin, for one thing—he felt exposed, and his erection was unwieldy in her grasp.


Her hand’s too tiny, he thought, noticing it now.


It agitated him, how her hand seemed impossibly small. Her white fingers, stark against his black skin as they strained to encircle his cock, made her hand seem even tinier than it should be, fragile, as if he ought to be extra careful with her. However, he couldn’t ignore the surging lust he felt; it threatened to overwhelm him—her skin touching his skin. It had been too many weeks. It made him want to crush her tiny hand, make her squeeze his dick tighter—but he let her alone.


Why does she do it? he wondered. She’s so damn pretty.


As the delirium rose in him, he closed his eyes and decided at last that she was Chinese.


That’s it, he said secretly to himself, urging the searing feeling in his balls upward to the tip of his cock. She’s a Chinese girl.


Nat opened his eyes. She’d stopped stroking him, but only long enough to spit quickly into her palm and start jerking him off again.


Or Polynesian, maybe—no, what would a Polynesian girl be doing in Coney Island?


Nat watched her deftly hike her tight skirt up over her hips with her free hand. She wasn’t wearing her stockings. She spread her bare legs and straddled his thighs as if she would sit on his lap. Instead, though, she lowered herself just enough to brush the throbbing head of his dick lightly against the crotch of her silky underpants. Still tugging expertly on his erection, she leaned her head down close to his face. “You want it in me?” she asked.


That accent is Brooklyn, Nat decided. I know that much.


“Cheap price for you, Nat. You know I like you. You want to try some hot pussy?”


God. Nat hated to hear about the money. He hated to be reminded. He wondered if he’d lose his erection now. “No,” he managed to answer.


“Free then. How’s that, honey? Free pussy,” she offered.


Nat knew he wasn’t going to come now; she was talking too much. “I have to get back to the dock,” he said. “My break’s over.”


She laughed skeptically. “You’re leaving like this? How are you going to fit that huge thing in your pants? Come on, you can’t leave now. Just a few more minutes, Nat. I’ll take care of you. Free. I’m serious.”


He sat motionless in the wooden chair, not wanting to stay but staying anyway because she’d eased herself gracefully away from him and pulled down her underpants. They fell around her ankles.


It was very hairy, her pussy. He’d never seen under her skirt before. She’s not Chinese, then. Not Korean. She’s mixed, that’s what it is. She’s part something and part Chinese.


“Come on, Nat,” she encouraged him. “What’s the matter with you? You never want to fuck me and I’m giving it to you for free now.”


Nat always wanted to fuck her—she was so pretty—but he figured she had VD. He’d gotten a dose more than once. Girls like her were full of surprises, most of which he didn’t discover until he’d gone back out to sea.


“Come on,” she urged him coyly, sliding her bare feet into a pair of high heels.


“Not now,” he answered. But he studied the length of her bare white legs, elongated by the stiletto heels. Her tight skirt was still hiked up over her hips, but her pretty blouse was tucked in neatly at her waist. It emphasized her private areas, how completely naked they were. “I gotta go,” he insisted. “I’ll be by tonight, though, how’s that? I’ll take you to dinner.”


“Pick me up after you eat, out on the Boardwalk. I’m working tonight.”


“Working how?”


“The ride. It’s Friday night, Nat. I’m selling tickets.”


Nat didn’t believe her. Still he didn’t move. He watched her climb onto the bed and position herself suggestively on all fours, arching her bare ass out at him. “Come on,” she said, spreading her legs wider so he could get a good look. “Get on. We can have our own little ride. Some death-defying thrills.”


Nat looked at his watch even though he was too distracted to note the time. “No,” he said anyway. “I’m late. I gotta go.” He stood up from the chair and pulled up his trousers. Before pulling out his wallet and saying good-bye, he ran his hand lightly over her tight rear end.


The skin on her ass was smooth. Nat wondered how hard she really worked. He couldn’t kid himself anymore—he was as hard as a rock, he wanted her. He didn’t bother to zip up his fly. He spit into his hand instead and slicked his protruding dick, then pressed it against her asshole.


“Hey,” she cautioned him, “that hole’s not for free.”


“Then I’ll pay,” he replied. He grabbed hold of her hips and inched the tip of his dick into the tight little hole.


“Nathaniel, don’t,” she protested, clenching against the intrusion. “All right,” she relented at the last minute, “but at least use the Vaseline!”


“You’re a son of a bitch,” she cursed quietly through her teeth, but Nat ignored her words. He worked at her asshole instead, rubbing it with the Vaseline and sliding his finger in until it was open enough to accept the tip of his slippery dick.


“You’re going to pay for this,” she gasped, as the width of Nat’s greased erection eased into her rectum and stretched her open. “Jesus God, I mean it, it’s going to cost you!”


“I’ll pay,” he assured her quietly. Then he kneeled at the edge of her bed and pulled her hips down onto the length of his thick shaft, watching himself disappear in her.


“Oh, God,” she moaned, as she took him all the way up. In spite of her pleasure, when his huge hands reached in front of her, fumbling with the buttons down the front of her blouse, she warned him sharply that he would pay for those, too.


“Then I’ll pay for those, too,” he agreed, unbuttoning her pretty blouse, tugging her bra up over the plump mounds of her breasts, exposing her tiny brown nipples. They were erect and he pulled at one of them roughly until she scolded him again.


“You can’t afford that!” she cried, but this time she was breathing heavily, panting, working her hips rhythmically on the thick intrusion sliding in and out of her ass. “You’ll be sorry when you leave here,” she grunted. “I mean it, you’re going to be—oh God—you’ll be broke, you’ll be into next week’s pay.”


“You talk a lot, you know that? What’s your name?”


“You know my name.”


“I know what you told me your name was, but I want to know what your name really is.” Nat’s hold on her hips was firm as he pounded into her hard, the force of his rhythm sending her down to her elbows to regain her balance.


“Why does it matter?” she gasped, clutching at the blankets and spreading her knees to steady herself even more, completely offering her tight ass up to him.


“Because I like you.” Nat’s words unwittingly emphasized his rhythm. “And when I fuck you in my head, I don’t want to call you by the same name those other losers on the Boardwalk call you!”


It was as if the sound of the truth leaving his mouth angered him. Nat pushed her away, and they uncoupled gracelessly. She fell face down on the bed but kept her legs spread, her ass arched invitingly, as if she wanted him back inside.


He yanked her blouse off her, all the way, and unhooked her bra. He wanted to examine her back, to see the marks of the others who had been there before him, but he couldn’t find any traces. Her skin was beautiful. He didn’t understand it. She was a whore, but she wasn’t like any whore he’d ever seen, and some would say he’d seen too many, up close and sometimes with the lights on. She wasn’t anything like those other whores, and Nat found it impossible to keep his mind off her. He thought about her night and day, wanting to fill up her tiny frame until she was bursting with his huge, aching hard-on. Finally he was doing it—although he hadn’t expected he would use her asshole. He didn’t know why he had chosen it so suddenly. But his gaze fell on her ass again, on the tight twin mounds of flesh that curved down to form her spread legs. He mounted her one more time, guided his thick, aching dick into her asshole; this time she didn’t resist him, she didn’t talk about money. “God,” she cried urgently into the blankets when his cock was all the way in again and his full weight fell on top of her, pinning her down.


I’m going to crush her, he decided, when the thrusting rhythm took over his brain. Until she’s paper thin, crumbling, like the gardenia corsage his mother had pressed between a book of days from 1933. Nat grunted from the effort of fucking her tight little hole. He drove into her hard and deep. She was motionless, completely impaled underneath his weight, but grunting like he was, as if maybe she liked it more with every stroke.


In the Carolinas somewhere, that’s where his mother was. Ironing for white people, speaking politely. “Shit,” he panted, his chest beginning to sweat against her back, his tightening balls slapping into the wetness seeping out of her other hole. God, his mother. Wearing pale yellow and flowers. I’m going to crush this whore.


“What’s your name?” he demanded insistently as he came up her ass, jerked his sperm into her roughly, and made her cry out.


“Rosalie!” she surrendered from somewhere underneath his huge panting form. “It’s Rosalie.”


He’d been afraid of that, afraid she’d have a pretty name, and now he’d come in her ass. He felt terrible.


He’d always imagined he’d make love to her someday, although he’d settled for handjobs on the Boardwalk for a long time. They were cheap, but mostly he liked being with her. He liked it so much that he had let her lure him to her room one payday, a summer ago. It was a dark little place above a salvage shop on Neptune Avenue. In her room she’d taken his dick in her mouth. He hadn’t asked her to do it; the usual handjob was all he’d wanted. But she did it, twice. Twice she’d made him come down her throat, his huge dick barely stuffing halfway into her tiny mouth while she was on her knees in front of him. It had cost him a lot of money that night, but he hadn’t cared. He liked her. He’d even waited for her to fix her face so he could walk her back down to the Boardwalk. He bought her something to eat that night, and that’s when she seemed to get sweet on him. She started offering him free rounds with her whenever his ship was in, but he always declined. He’d offer to take her to dinner instead, but she would decline. The cheap handjobs would resume, then, and their balance of power was steadily maintained.


She’d said her name was Gina, and asked him to call her that. Nat had never thought it suited her, even though everyone else apparently did. “Hey, Gina!” men would holler when she walked along Neptune Avenue, or Surf, or Mermaid. Or up and down the Boardwalk, in a tight skirt and high heels, and her hair upswept. Gina was what they called her—although she didn’t always answer them.


Gina was the name he’d heard early one morning the previous summer as he’d paused along the Boardwalk to light his cigarette. The sun was just coming up; it was only 5:00 A.M. A man’s muffled voice was saying, “Gina baby, yes.” But there were sounds of other men, too, and Nat realized the voices came from underneath him, from down under the Boardwalk. Nat sat determinedly on a bench then and waited. He didn’t know what he was waiting for, really, and he didn’t know why he was so angry. But he waited until he saw Gina emerge from under the Boardwalk, straightening her dress, followed by three men. They were Merchant Marines, like himself, only they were white and they weren’t cooks. She acted as if she didn’t see him, but Nat felt certain Gina knew he was there. She walked right past his bench, carrying her shoes as she headed for home.


Many times he’d shipped out to sea and come back again and Gina was always there. Sometimes during the day she was selling tickets for the Tilt-A-Whirl, but she was always walking the Boardwalk at night.


Rosalie. Nat turned the name over in his mind, questioning whether he believed her. This name seemed to suit her, though. “Rosalie, where are you from?”


She wriggled out from underneath him. “What do you mean? I’m from here. Coney Island.” She was naked now, except for her skirt still bunched around her waist.


“I know, but I mean your parents. Where were they from? What are you, Chinese?”


“I’m Cuban-Chinese,” she answered reluctantly. “Why?”


“No reason,” he shrugged. “I’ve just always wondered.”


“You owe me fifty bucks,” she said, holding out her tiny hand.


Nat flinched. “Fifty bucks? You’re crazy.”


Rosalie smiled broadly. “Thirty for the back door, sailor, and ten for each tit. I told you I was going to make you sorry, Nat.”


He eyed her suspiciously as he pulled out his wallet. “How come you always know when it’s payday?” He pulled out the money and gave it to her. “This’ll pay your rent for three months, I’ll bet.”


“Longer than that, Nat, but I’ll tell you what: You come back here tonight, late, when I’m through working, and you fuck me in front like normal people do, and I’ll give you your money back. What do you think of that?”


“I’ll think about it,” he said. Then he zipped his dick back in his trousers and let himself out.


At sundown that evening Nat’s leave had officially begun. Before signing off the ship with his one duffel bag of gear, he showered and shaved and put on civilian clothes.


The spring air was warm. He didn’t need a jacket; Nat walked to the train in his shirt sleeves. To kill time while Rosalie worked, he was taking the subway into the city, and he got off at Times Square.


Midtown Manhattan was bustling with Friday evening revelers. There was a tangible cheer in the air as office workers and drifters alike embraced the promise of summer blowing in on the balmy breeze. Nat strolled along the crisscrossing avenues, nursing a beer concealed in a paper bag. Sidestepping the aimless boys tossing dice in the doorways, he watched the women darting through Times Square on other men’s arms; off to the theaters or the movie houses, some of them whores, but all of them dressed in pretty dresses; bursts of color, heightened by the riotous halo of the bright neon lights.


Nat took in a picture at the Astor—East of Eden in CinemaScope—the color of his skin garnering him a seat in the smoky balcony. Nat didn’t mind, he even chose the back row, and he tried not to fool with himself in the dark when his thoughts spilled over with pictures of Rosalie: naked in her dingy room with the yellowing fabric lampshades casting her in a dim glow; or lounging, with her legs spread, on her meager settee, the stained woolen rugs offsetting the scuffed ugliness of the hardwood floors beneath her.


He’d seen Rosalie naked now. Things had at long last shifted.


Nat rested his duffel bag securely against his lap and rocked his pelvis up into it as he tried to focus on the film. It was a slow-moving story about the first World War, a tale of two brothers, overly serious white people from the far Northwest. It did nothing to alleviate the pressure of Nat’s thoughts; he was getting hard beneath the weight of his duffel bag. Rosalie would be naked again when he went to her room that night. He could take his time with her, finally. They would be alone together, like regular people, far from the crazy distractions of the Boardwalk. His dick would be going in her in the front and her pale slender body would be in his arms.


“Why do you kiss girls like her, Cal? Is it because you’re bad...”


The love theme swelled and Nat felt a little caught up in the sexual undertones of the film, as corny as they were. He found himself wanting to kiss that skinny white girl on the Ferris wheel, up there on the screen; it reminded him of Coney Island, of being in love with Rosalie.


When the movie was over, Nat stepped back into the neon-lit crowd. There were many more people now, taking on the usual temperament of Times Square. The streets were crammed with cars and impatient taxis; amphetamine-riddled hustlers darted in and out among the boisterous, rum-soaked Puerto Rican men, while sailors clustered on street corners and whores slinked closer to unsuspecting tourists, trapped in the lure of the neon.


Nat bought himself another beer and slid it into his paper bag. He was frugal with money and kept clear of the bars, unless it had been a particularly trying ship he was leaving and he needed to go rutting. Even then, Nat had never spent fifty bucks on a whore in his life, and he was nearly twenty-five. Rosalie, or Gina—or whoever she was—was different; she was the proverbial rainy day for which he had always saved.


It was late when Nat made his way back to Coney Island. As he emerged from the dank subway arcade, the amusement park was still buzzing and whirring on the ocean’s edge, but the side streets were already smelling of piss.


Nat listened absently to the sharp sound of his own footsteps as he walked eagerly into the quietness of Neptune Avenue, away from the noise of the amusement park. When he came to Rosalie’s building, the front door was hanging open, as it always was.


Nat climbed the dark stairs to Rosalie’s floor, his heart buoyant, but when he came to her room his heart sank—it didn’t sound as if she were alone in there. Still, he couldn’t help himself—he tried the door and it opened right up.


Rosalie was still working; she had two of them in there, both white. One of them was going at her from behind as she held onto the edge of her bed, her silky panties around her knees. The other man seemed to be waiting his turn; he was smoking a cigarette on the settee. It was this man who glanced up when Nat opened the door. “We’re not finished, boy,” he said. “Wait outside.”


Nat paced up and down the block a few times and smoked furiously. He wondered what he would do to her when she was through working. When he saw her doing things like that, it made Nat want to hurt her. It didn’t make him feel like making love.


I’m going to hit her, he decided, as he sat on the stoop opposite her building and waited for the white men to come out.


He was going to hit her. He didn’t know if he would use his hand or his belt, or where on her body he would aim the blows, but he was going to leave his mark on her, so that the next time she raised her dress as high as that, the next time she let herself be bent over the bed with her panties around her knees and her slip shoved clear up her beautiful back, the man looking down at her skin would see Nat’s mark, would know that he wasn’t the only john who’d been there, that Nat had enjoyed her first and had been so thorough that there were still traces of his journey through her on the surface of her skin.


Nat got up restlessly and crossed the street. He stood directly under her window and stared up at it.


He would leave her face alone for sure, he knew that. He didn’t want to damage her pretty face. He didn’t want to damage her at all, really. He just wanted to teach her a lesson, make an impression, be a permanent part of her body somehow so that even when he went away he was connected to her. That was all he really wanted: to be connected.


Nat had lit another cigarette when he heard the two men coming along the inner corridor toward the front door. Unconsciously his body tensed as he tried to appear to be connected to Rosalie’s skin already, to appear he was permanent and mattered somehow.


“Better not,” one of the men was saying reluctantly as the door swung open and they stepped out onto the stoop. He didn’t even notice Nat. “It’s pretty late and my wife’ll be sniffing all over me as it is.”


The other white man wheezed with laughter. “I know,” he shrugged as he walked down the steps to the sidewalk. “I should get home, too. I’ll be walking on eggs tomorrow.”


Nat watched the two men walk casually down the dark street, bantering quietly as if they weren’t giving Rosalie a second thought.


Nat calmed himself. Those men don’t matter, he realized, they’re connected to other women.


Nat figured now they’d been too old to matter anyway. They’d looked to be forty-five or maybe even fifty.


He climbed the stairs again to Rosalie’s floor, knowing he was going to give her another chance. In the dimly lit hallway he heard the sounds of a shower running. He figured it was Rosalie in there—it was so late—and when he knocked at her room there was no answer. She must be alone, he thought.


He eased open her unlocked door. The room was empty, but there were two tens in the middle of her rumpled bed.


Two tens.


Nat picked up the money and placed it on her dresser.


“I was hoping you’d be back,” Rosalie said quietly as she came into the room and locked the door behind her. She had her hair wrapped in a towel and the robe she wore was threadbare. “I’m sorry I had to work so late. I wanted to knock off early but those men are steady boys. I felt I should do them a favor.”


“And a favor costs ten bucks, is that it?”


Rosalie’s jaw set and her eyes darted over the length of the empty bed. She glanced at Nat, her face void of expression, but she seemed ready to fight.


“The dresser,” he finally said.


She saw the money.


“Yeah,” she continued confidently now, “ten bucks for a favor. Fifty bucks if you’re a prick and I don’t like you at all.”


“Is that how it works?”


“Yeah, that’s how it works.”


She removed the towel from her hair and let the wet ends fall in a tangle around her lovely face; they reached nearly to her shoulders.


Nat couldn’t believe how beautiful she looked. He’d never seen her with her hair down. It was always pulled neatly away from her face and done up in back. He wanted to see her without the robe, too; to see how she looked just as God had made her: no make-up, no clothes, no fancy hairstyle.


It was as if she had read his mind because she slipped the robe from her shoulders and let it fall in a heap on the floor.


She looks about twelve, Nat decided. “Rosalie, how old are you?”


“Twenty-one.”


“No, really. How old are you?”


“I’m twenty-one,” she insisted, but she looked him dead in the eye so Nat knew she was lying.


“You look about twelve.”


She smiled shyly. “Well, I’m not twelve.”


“And you’re not twenty-one, either.”


“No, but I haven’t been twelve for a long time. Here,” she said, retrieving her comb from the dresser and handing it to him, “you do this. I’m tired.” She stood squarely between his legs and waited for Nat to comb her hair.


She was so tiny that she was level with him when he was sitting on her rumpled bed. He ran the comb through her knotted hair and studied her face as her eyes closed and she calmly took the pressure of the jerking comb. Nat pulled her up between his knees. He watched the water droplets as they dripped down over her delicate breasts, causing her tiny nipples to stiffen.


He couldn’t believe he was here with her like this, that she was completely naked, trusting him, and he didn’t feel at all afraid. He’d waited for this for a long time; he’d fixated on it every night for every month he’d been away.


“George, one of the men who was here earlier,” she announced, “used to know my father. He was very good to him; he gave him a job.”


Nat was stunned. “Your father worked for that man and now that man fucks you? How does your father feel about that?”


“My father’s dead, Nat,” she explained patiently, her eyes still closed. “He has been for a long time.”


Nat stopped combing her hair and she opened her eyes.


“What about your mother?”


“She’s dead, too,” Rosalie answered flatly.


Nat knew she was lying, but he didn’t know why. He turned her around to comb out the back of her hair. “You’re all wet, you know. Why don’t you bring me that towel and I’ll finish drying you off?”


Something had changed in Rosalie: she was brooding. She retrieved her towel from the floor and brought it to Nat, placing herself squarely in front of him again, her face expressionless as she allowed him to dry her. “Are you staying?” she finally said.


“Maybe.”


“I hope you will. I want you to.”


Nat knew he would stay; it had never occurred to him not to. He was desperate to fuck Rosalie, but the thought of those white men made him anxious. White men had no boundaries: They could go anywhere, to any whore, and be welcomed. There was no telling what types of diseases had worked their way into Rosalie, regardless of how beautiful she was. He hated to think of her like that, like a whore, but Nat knew from experience that if he was out at sea, a long way from the next port, and if the penicillin was low, a shot of penicillin for a Negro cook wasn’t as important as a shot for a white Merchant Marine suffering from a dose of syphilis or the clap. Nat would be expected to wait in agony until the next port of call, and also be expected to keep working.


For months, Nat had suppressed his desire to fuck Rosalie. He didn’t want his experience with her to play any part in a familiar scenario like that one.


Rosalie was leaning over him, her arms outstretched on the bed so that Nat could dry her beautiful back. It was a calculated and suggestive pose; her small breasts hung down and her back sloped along, curving into her cute little ass. He wondered how he could make it through an entire night without slipping his dick into her at least once—he’d waited so long. And he knew if he did it once, he’d do it again and again, until the sun was up.


He remembered that afternoon and a sting of regret pierced him. Maybe it was already too late to avoid a dose of the clap. “Do you get it up the ass a lot?” he asked suddenly.


She pulled away from him abruptly. “What’s that supposed to mean? Why are you asking me about my work? You never ask me about my work.”


“I’m sorry,” he explained, “I was just wondering if you did that a lot.”


“Why?” she demanded, moving even farther away from him.


“I’m sorry,” he offered, leaving it at that. He had two prophylactics in his wallet. He hated to wear them, but he could see he would have to force himself. He couldn’t pursue this line of talk with Rosalie. He didn’t want to insult her; he only wanted to make love.


He stood and retrieved his wallet from his trouser pocket.


Rosalie grew even more upset. “What are you doing? I told you this afternoon I’d give you your money back; I don’t expect you to pay me again.”


“I wasn’t getting any money,” he said, slipping the condoms out of his wallet as unobtrusively as possible, then sliding them under her pillow.


Her face brightened immediately. “Then you’re staying?”


“I guess so,” he replied. He got undressed.


Nat was surprised by how easily he fell onto her, held her in his arms and kissed her face, as if he’d been doing it—not dreaming about it—all his life. She didn’t make him feel nervous at all now. Not like she’d make him feel when she’d approach him on the Boardwalk and invite him to her room. It always felt as if everybody were watching them, waiting for his response, waiting for him to admit that he would be willing to walk away with a whore. Even though he’d known her for more than a year now, it would make him uneasy to follow her off the Boardwalk, down to the pavement, and across the avenues to her block. He would walk a little behind her and watch her ass wiggle in the tight skirts she favored. And he’d watch the other men, the locals, watch her ass wiggle, too. That made him even more nervous—the thought that he might have to defend Rosalie against local attackers on their own turf. Nat was six feet two inches tall and weighed one hundred and ninety pounds; there wasn’t much he needed to fear, but he hated to tangle with violent men. Ferocity had never come naturally to him. So far, though, the men had been nice to her. Maybe because she was so tiny she seemed harmless, or because she always smiled.


“Why don’t you turn out the light, Nathaniel? I don’t want anyone on the street to think I’m still working.”


Nat reached over and turned out the bedside light. However, when the room was dark he regretted it because he loved so much to look at her. He’d always assumed that when the moment came to make love to her at last, he was going to be able to watch his dick going into her, see the expression on her face as her vagina filled with him. He’d be able to see everything—that’s how he’d pictured it in his bunk at night—and he felt a little let down. Despite this, soon he discovered that she was eager and responsive when the lights were out. She let go. She threw her arms around him tight when he resumed kissing her. She returned his kisses ardently, her slender legs entwining with his long muscular ones. She writhed underneath him, moaning his name, until he couldn’t think straight anymore. He was shoving his erection into her tight little hole and listening to her whimper before he remembered about the rubbers lying undisturbed under her pillow.


“Shit,” he cursed quietly to himself. He kept going because her hole was so hot; she was so wet it was dripping out of her. Her legs were wrapped around him tight, her fingers clutching at his back with every thrust, and the rhythmic little cries she made were right in his ear. He hoped he wasn’t going to regret it, but then he’d lived through the clap before. He let the possibility of regret slip from his mind and concentrated solely on Rosalie.


She nudged him now, moaning quietly. “Lie down,” she said. “Turn over.”


Nat yielded to her rhythm. He lay down on his back. She straddled him, kissing her way over the expanse of his broad chest and down the length of his torso, slowly, going lower and lower.


The blood pounded through his stiff shaft as he anticipated how it would feel; he ached for the sensation of her mouth on him, taking as much of his erection as she could manage. She had a way of sucking him in until the back of her throat pushed gently against the sensitive head of his cock. This time, though, she licked her tongue along the length of him, then buried her mouth under his balls and sucked him there, her soft hair brushing lightly along his inner thighs, her tiny hand deftly stroking his dick.


“Don’t,” he insisted, pushing her away.


Nat thought he was going to come. He grabbed her slender arm and pulled her up to him. “How do you like it best, Rosalie? How do you want me to fuck you?”


She didn’t answer him with words; she simply lay down next to him and raised her legs expectantly, holding her arms outstretched.


He mounted her and went at her again, not holding back this time, giving it to her hard until her whimpering had turned into a steady, grunting cry. She didn’t seem quite so tiny anymore. Her hands were clutching his ass, holding on with every pounding thrust. As he came in her, Nat was thinking about the morning, about the sunlight, and about how he was going to turn her over and watch his dick shove into her from behind.


Nat fell onto his back exhausted and was dimly aware of the blankets drifting up over him, as Rosalie curled her tiny body next to his and they fell asleep.


Nat had only a week off between ships, but he’d neglected to get himself a room. He’d forgotten to make plans; all he’d had on his mind was Rosalie. He lay next to her in her bed and stared blankly at the window as the sky on the other side of the grimy glass grew imperceptibly brighter. He figured it was going on 6:00 A.M. Rosalie was sound asleep beside him, and he wondered idly where he should look for a room. His usual place was too far away from Rosalie.


He studied her sleeping face in the half-light. She really did look like a child, as if she should be home in her mother’s arms. He wondered why she had lied the night before, about her mother being dead.


Well, maybe she wasn’t lying, Nat sighed, maybe she really is dead. He thought for a moment about his own mother, who was very much alive.


Nat hadn’t seen her in several years, though. Time seemed to slip away on ships that went back and forth, over and over. His mother was a perfect woman. Nat had learned this during his years of being a Merchant Marine, of being cooped up with men who were animals, making Nat wonder what type of woman had raised those men. It made him realize his mother, whose steely perfectionism had exasperated Nat as a boy, had been a blessing.


She’d worked primarily as a seamstress, making her own family’s clothes by hand until a white woman she’d worked for gave Nat’s mother an old Singer sewing machine.


Nat’s mother was on a tireless mission to keep her family looking proper at all times. It was her meager way of ensuring there would always be jobs available for her family in the homes of white people: jobs that were more dignified, she thought, and less taxing on a person’s entire being than the jobs at the mills or in the fields. When Nat’s mother made certain her children never surrendered to the temptation to steal, Nat often wondered if this was because it was a sin to steal, as his mother had said, or if it meant an end to the jobs in the homes of white people.


Whatever her true motivation had been, Nat’s mother was immovable on the subject of stealing. Nat remembered how he’d appeared in the kitchen once, holding a small spinning top whose string was lopped off. When he admitted to his mother that he’d found the broken toy in another child’s yard, Nat’s mother paddled his behind with a wooden spoon right on the spot and insisted he return the toy to the yard where it had come from.


“But it’s broken!” Nat had wailed. “Nobody wants this!”


“Some folks are attached to broken things,” his mother had admonished him. “It isn’t yours until the owner says it yours. Right now, you’ve stolen it.”


Nat draped his arm around Rosalie’s slender waist and pulled her sleeping form close to him. He wondered what had made a pretty girl like Rosalie become a whore.


Probably some hard luck story, Nat thought. What a shame.


Nat supposed it was a good thing her father was dead. How could a man live with it? Having a daughter as lovely as Rosalie up for sale to any man on the Boardwalk? And sometimes groups of men. Nat had seen her pull that stunt more than once. He wondered what Rosalie charged for an excursion like that. What amount of money made it worth the savagery?


Maybe it’s because her father’s dead, Nat thought. Maybe she turned to whoring because his death left her family without any money, with no other way to survive.


A Cuban-Chinese girl didn’t stand much of a chance in the world, regardless of how beautiful she was. There simply weren’t going to be many doors opened to her. Nat knew all about that. She was probably doing the best she could.


He leaned over and kissed her forehead. Then he kissed her nose and Rosalie’s eyes opened. She smiled.


“Is it morning already?”


“Just about.”


Nat didn’t say more than that. He nudged her thighs apart and lay on top of her, easing his erection into her warm vagina slowly, giving her a chance to get wet, to get ready for him. Her body was still limp with sleep, but Rosalie’s arms held to him. Before long her pelvis responded, rocking up to meet his thrusting hips.


Nat smelled the sleep on her, but it was a pretty sleep. It didn’t smell like the sleep of whores, who stank not just from stale cigarettes and gin, but from years of sex for hire. Nat had learned the hard way, the unpleasant and expensive way, not to spend a whole night with a whore. He’d learned to take what he needed from the woman, then pay her and go. Because no matter how compelling a whore seemed in the streetlight, or even in the dimly lit haze of a wretched juke joint if Nat had had enough beer, a whore was not the thing to wake up with in the morning if he had any hope of feeling good about himself.
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