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  INTRODUCTION




  Ever since the collapse of the Tower of Babel, sex has been the common language uniting men and women (as well as other fascinating combinations all reflected by the

  all-inclusive and indulgent field of erotic writing) throughout the world, so following the success of The Mammoth Book of Erotica, we put together an International version in 1996, of which

  this is now a reissue, with a couple of handfuls of the original stories consigned to the depths of the past and replaced by another ten previously uncollected tales to refresh the volume.




  Initially, it was my intention to demonstrate how wide the spectrum of writing on sex, love and sensuality could be. And how the art of the erotic tale actually thrived in contemporary writing.

  Little did I know that over ten years later, the series would reach over 15 volumes which have since included Historical Erotica, Short Erotic Novels, five annual best of the year volumes, Gay,

  Lesbian and Erotic Poetry as well as two volumes I am very proud of, displaying the best of the world’s erotic photography (an ironic state of affairs as I am known to have taken a somewhat

  limited number of photographs in my whole life, much preferring the art of voyeurism to the act of photography . . .).




  So, mission accomplished and, today, the bookstore shelves are now crowded by a plethora of competing, thematic and otherwise anthologies from colleagues in the UK and America, and I would

  hazard a higher standard of sensuous, provocative writing than was the case when this series began.




  Another fact that brings a satisfied smile to my face is the fact that since the initial volume of The Mammoth Book of International Erotica, two of the authors who willingly accepted to

  be part of the project have been rewarded most gratifyingly: Elfriede Jelinek of course has won the Nobel Prize for Literature and Stella Duffy made the shortlist for the Orange Prize for fiction.

  A random demonstration that not all occasional erotic scribes are just hacks . . .




  And there has been resounding acclaim for a whole slew of novels and books from foreign shores singing the flesh and the erotic: viz the commercial success of books in translation by Alina

  Reyes, Almudena Grandes, Régine Deforges, Vanessa Duriès, Cathy Millet, Marthe Blau, Tobsha Learner, Florence Dugas, Melissa P. and countless others.




  So, erotic prose is not just an Anglo-Saxon phenomenon but a universal one and this revised edition of this influential volume still only skims the surface of what is being written in France and

  Italy for instance, both countries so fertile right now that they could provide their own bumper Mammoth volumes of erotica and still neglect dozens of worthy writers such is the depth of talent

  currently active there. And I deplore my own lack of fluency in other languages like Spanish and German where, browsing through publishers’ catalogues reveals possible treasures . . .




  But I am confident there is enough here to satisfy your curiosity and tease your senses most delightfully.




  So I will end by repeating what I said in the introduction to the first edition: welcome again to a realm of bizarre and fascinating beauty as imaginations run galore in an empire of the senses

  that literally spans the globe. By ready for everything as anything literally goes, leave your clothes and your blinkers at the door, allow your emotions to control you, sit yourselves down and

  relax and follow the words of all these true artists of the flesh, the erotic writers who can blend emotion and sex into a dizzy, seductive maelstrom that will often have you catching your breath

  in sheer excitement.




  Let the great worldwide carnival begin!




  

    Maxim Jakubowski


  




  


     

  




  MRS FOX




  Michael Crawley




  ELEVEN DAYS AFTER I broke up with Angie I ran into Jeff, sitting in a booth at Sombrero Jack’s. He was with a woman, so I tried to make it

  “Hi and Bye”, but he insisted I join them.




  “Paul, this is Mrs Fox – Cynthia Fox. Cynthia – Paul. We worked at Blackstock’s together, years ago.”




  I half-stood and reached across to squeeze limp fingers.




  “Call me ‘Cyn’.” Did her fingertips drag on my palm for a fraction of a second? I wasn’t sure.




  I knew straight away why Jeff wanted me there long enough to get a good look at her. He’d always been joking-jealous of me. I was bigger, and had all my hair. Some of the women in the old

  office had hung around my desk during coffee breaks, playing at flirting. It hadn’t meant anything, but they hadn’t done the same at his desk. He’d resented that.




  Now he was with this woman – an older woman who was quite lovely – and I was alone. He wanted to make the most of it. I could live with that.




  He said, “Cynthia and I live together.”




  I said, “You’re a lucky man,” and meant it. Her age showed in the laugh-lines around her big dark eyes, but her black hair was crisp and short and her body looked lithe, with

  hard high breasts, half exposed by the shawl neckline of a sweater in clinging black jersey. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She didn’t need one.




  Jeff ordered a round and poked the gold card he’d left on the table from side to side, to make sure I saw it. I resolved that when the time came for me to pay my shot I’d use cash.

  It’d spoil it for him if I used my gold card.




  Jeff did the talking. It was impressive stuff – big deals with Chile and so on. He was selling prefabricated buildings or something. Maybe he was working hard. He had dark bags

  under bloodshot eyes. I half-listened and kept my eyes on “Cyn”, which was what he wanted me to do.




  When she excused herself to go the ladies’ room I watched her hips slink away into crowded darkness.




  “What do you think of her?” he asked.




  “Very nice. A sexy lady.” I couldn’t comment on her personality because she’d hardly said a word.




  “You don’t know the half of it.”




  I was supposed to ask for details. I didn’t. I’m no prude, but some things should be kept private.




  Cyn seemed jittery when she came back. Her arm stretched halfway across the table to fiddle with the little glass ball that held the candle, to adjust the condiments, to take a napkin from the

  holder and shred it. She had nice hands – longish fingernails – very pointed – painted deep pink. Her fingers were slender. Tiny blue veins showed inside her wrists. Higher on her

  pale arms I noticed some bruising and broken skin, as if a bracelet had caught in something and yanked off, or like a rope-burn maybe.




  It was none of my business.




  Her collar seemed to gape more now, or perhaps it was just her leaning towards me. There was a purplish mark above her collarbone and another mark, the size of a thumb-print, on the slope of her

  right breast.




  It was still none of my business.




  It wasn’t any of my business when Jeffs hand dropped out of sight and she winced, still looking straight into my eyes.




  They stood to leave, with Jeff leering, “Bed time, Cynthia.”




  She took my hand in a proper shake, not that “fingertip” thing. Something pressed into my palm.




  I gave them five minutes before I looked. It was a note, written on that tan paper they use for towels in washrooms, and a key. The note read, “I must see you. I need your help.

  Midnight.” There was an address and a lipstick kiss. The paper was damp. Tears, or moist palms?




  They were supposed to live together, but maybe Jeff had lied about that, or perhaps he was flying to Peru to do another of his multi-million dollar deals.




  I thought for a while, but it had been eleven days since Angie, and I’ve always been a sucker for a “damsel in distress”, even when I’m not horny.




  I knocked on her apartment door, but too lightly for anyone inside to hear unless they were listening for it. I still could have turned around, but I didn’t.




  I used the key.




  The hallway was dark. I said, “Cynthia? Mrs Fox? Cyn?”




  There was a line of light under a door at the end. Something swished and cracked. A soft voice yelped. I strode on the balls of my feet and cracked the door. The bedroom was lit by candles. Cyn

  was on the bed, on her face, spread-eagled and naked. Her wrists and ankles were tied to the four corners of a scrolled brass frame. Jeff was stripped to his waist, his belt doubled in his hand,

  raised high. It came down hard, across her bottom.




  When I see abuse something cold takes over. I did things to his wrist and his face and then he was whimpering on the floor. I prodded his thigh with the toe of my shoe and told him, “You

  have five minutes to get your things and go.”




  It took him three, with me watching him. Cyn needed me but I wasn’t going to turn my back on him.




  As soon as the front door closed I bent to the cords around Cyn’s ankle.




  “Please? There’s some salve in the bathroom?”




  It seemed obscene to leave her tied like that, but she knew what she needed first better than I did.




  “It’s awkward for me,” she said. “Would you mind very much if you did it for me?”




  I was as gentle as I could be. Thank goodness I’d got there on time, for there were only four weals, one high across the backs of her slender thighs, one crossing her bottom at an angle,

  and two, close together and parallel, blooming into darkness across her cheeks where they were fullest. There were other welts, faded to just pink lines under the translucent pallor of her skin. I

  smoothed ointment over those as well, though it was too late for it to do much good.




  “Could you rub it in?” she asked. “It’ll sting, but it does more good if it’s worked in.”




  So I smeared the stuff all over and massaged.




  She said, “Harder, please. Harder than that. Don’t be afraid to hurt me.”




  I felt muscles twitch and writhe under my hands. It should have been very sexy, rubbing the naked bottom of a beautiful woman, but my concern for her pain blocked any erotic response on my

  part.




  I wiped my hands and untied her. She rolled over and sat up but she didn’t grab the bedclothes to cover herself so I found a satin robe hanging behind the door and draped it over her.




  “Don’t leave me,” she said. “He might come back.” Her fingers found my hand and drew it between her breasts. “I need to have you around, for

  tonight.”




  “I’ll sleep on your couch.”




  “If that’s what you want.”




  It wasn’t. Now she was untied and partly covered, my body was reacting to her body, but if I’d made a move on her I’d have been exploiting the situation, and how do you embrace

  a woman whose rear is so tender?




  She woke me with coffee, naked under that satin robe. “Do you have to go somewhere?”




  “My office, sorry.”




  “Could you do my bottom again before you go?”




  She lay flat on her tummy and tucked the robe up to her waist. The marks had faded to a pattern of bruises. In the daylight I could see that her skin wasn’t broken, thank goodness. The

  salve must have been cool and soothing on her burning flesh, because when she squirmed under my hands it wasn’t from wincing, but from pleasure. She purred once, when my fingers accidentally

  trailed into the crease between her buttocks.




  “You’ll come back?” she asked.




  “After work. About six.”




  “Not for lunch?”




  “I can’t. Sorry.”




  When I got back she had a place set for one and a t-bone with a baked potato and mushrooms waiting. There was red wine and two full glasses. She was still naked under her robe, but dewy, as if

  fresh from a bath. Eartha Kitt was on the stereo, husking something about needing someone to bind her.




  “Aren’t you eating?” I asked.




  “I ate earlier. I’ll just watch you.”




  I ate and she looked at me. “You saved me, you know.”




  “It was nothing.”




  “You know what the Chinese say about when you save someone?”




  “What?”




  “You’re responsible for them. You own them, but you have to take care of them.”




  I said, “We aren’t Chinese,” but her words stirred me. The idea of “owning” her appealed to something in my libido.




  “You are my knight in shining armour,” she said.




  I shrugged.




  “I owe you.”




  “No – not really.”




  “I owe you this, at least.”




  She came round and wriggled onto my lap. I just had time to swallow before her head tilted up and the prickle of her nails on the back of my neck urged my mouth down to hers.




  It was a nice kiss, but not a “normal” one, if any kiss can be normal. She held her face away from mine by half an inch and slavered her wine-wet tongue across my lips, from corner

  to corner. I went to bend lower, but she held my head in place. Her tongue lapped backwards and forwards, as if my steak had left grease on my lips and that was what she was after. With me still

  held in position, her tongue centred and slithered between my lips. It withdrew, and slithered in once more, making slow sensuous love to my mouth.




  As her tongue soft-raped my lips, she writhed on my lap, pressing down hard. It was as if her mouth was under perfect control but her bottom was passionate. I was concerned about her soreness

  but my cock wasn’t. It was enjoying every urgent squirm.




  She turned away at last, and took a mouthful of wine. Her lips covered mine. Wine flowed from her mouth to mine, sweet and warm with her saliva.




  “Give me some wine,” she said. “Squirt it into my mouth.”




  Her mouth opened like a hungry chick, giving me no choice but to jet wine in a long stream, straight onto her tongue. The more wine she swallowed, the more frantically her bottom twisted on my

  lap.




  “Aren’t you sore?” I asked.




  She jumped up. With her back to me, looking back over her shoulder, she shot a hip and pulled the skirts of her robe to one side. “See? Almost better? All it needs is . . .”




  “Is?”




  “A ‘kiss-better’.”




  What could I do? I planted a peck on one cheek, but she flexed it at me, so I licked from the crease where her thigh met her bottom to the small of her back.




  “Oh yes! Being a bit tender makes me so much more sensitive. More, please?”




  I’d known a number of women, and no two are alike, but this was the strangest seduction I’d ever experienced. I’d licked a few women’s bums before, but never before

  I’d even touched their breasts, or made love to them in a more conventional fashion. The weirdness of it-the out-of-order of it –made it incredibly exciting.




  I nibbled at the base of her spine.




  She bent forward, hands on knees. “That’s nice. Touch me, please?”




  Where? Wherever I liked, I guessed. After you’ve kissed a woman’s bottom, what caress is forbidden?




  I reached around her and pulled her sash loose. My left hand smoothed up over her ribcage, enjoying the ridged smoothness, to cup her pendant breast. My right hand did spider-fingers up the

  inside of her thigh, touched springy hairs, fumbled, and found moist heat. I rotated three fingers on her, pressing gently. My teeth nipped at the pad of muscle just above her bottom’s cleft.

  My left hand spread into a fan and strummed across the tip of a springy nipple.




  Cyn said, “I could get off on what you’re doing, Paul. You won’t be shocked, will you? When I blow, I blow very wet.”




  I wasn’t sure which of my caresses was getting to her, so I continued with all three. My left hand flickered faster. Two fingers of my right folded up into slick softness while a third

  found the head of her clit, and rubbed over it. My tongue traced an inch lower, to her tailbone – her coccyx.




  She said, “Harder.”




  She hadn’t been specific, so I plucked at her nipple, pinching its tip, substituted my thumb for the fingers that were inside her pussy so that I could use them to manipulate her clit, and

  rubbed the flat of my tongue in tight circles.




  In a totally calm voice, she said, “I’m going to blow now. Don’t worry. I can do it again, and again, for a long time.”




  She juddered on my palm, and hot-flooded into it. She’d been right. She did “blow wet”. She soaked me to the wrist. Her spending smelled like fresh-baked bread.




  “Now like this.” Her two hands took my one and slapped it up against the soft saturated lips of her sex. “Do it hard,” she said. “I’ll keep

  blowing.”




  It made splashy sounds. I bit into her left buttock, forgetting how sore it had to be, and kept slapping up at her until she groaned and toppled forwards onto her hands and knees.




  She rolled onto her back, looked at me from under hooded lids, and said, “I blew three times. Now it’s your turn.”




  “I can wait a while.”




  “No – I’m on the boil. Keep me boiling. I’m hot for you, Paul. Hot, hot, hot.”




  I stood and tossed my jacket aside.




  “No time for that,” she said. “Get it out and get it in me. Is it big? Is it a nice big one?”




  How do you answer that? I didn’t try. I didn’t have to. She was up on her feet, the dishes pushed aside, and bent over the table, legs spread. That was something I knew how to

  respond to. Her squishy-wet pussy was poking back at me between her thighs. Its lips were spread, stuck by their own juice. I unzipped, pulled myself out, and entered her.




  I didn’t have to do much more. She went crazy from her hips down, rotating, bucking, flicking her bum from side to side, jerking back at me as if it was a battle. I just held on, pressing

  against her hard enough not to be twisted out.




  I’m not usually quick, but I was then. My cock was like a water pistol with a blocked muzzle. Her gyrations pumped the trigger until the blockage had to burst, and then I gushed and gushed

  until my come was squirting back at me between her sex’s lips and my shaft.




  I took a step back, plopping out. “I’m sorry . . .”




  “It’s always quick the first time, isn’t it? With someone new? Have some more wine. I’ll be right back.”




  I made myself decent and sprawled in her recliner armchair. When she came back the tightly curled hairs of her pubes were glistening but the rest of her was dry. I assumed she’d used a

  douche or something.




  She asked me, “How do you feel about oral sex?”




  “I’m for it. Did you want me to . . . While I recover my strength?”




  “No. Sit up.”




  She undressed me. All I had to do was lift up at the right times. It was sexy, being taken care of by a naked woman. My cock thickened along my thigh, but it didn’t lift. It was too soon

  after a really spectacular orgasm.




  She knelt, took me in a cool palm, and addressed the head of my cock. “We’ll soon have you up again,” she told it.




  “Give it a few more minutes,” I said.




  Cyn glared at me. “When I say you’ll have an erection,” she spat, “you’ll have an erection. I’ll be gentle this time.”




  It sounded like a threat.




  Cyn squatted, naked, between my bare feet. The light was behind her. Her delta was black shadow. I had a silhouette to look at – a long shallow curve under one thigh, an outline like the

  cleft blunt end of an egg, bulging down, and then the swoop of another long curve. The cleft wasn’t regular. One side had a slightly out-turned lip. There was a spiked fuzziness on the other

  side of the egg-shape, as if water had matted her pubic hair.




  I’d been inside that fleshy egg. My cock had split it, and beyond, deep beyond, past the hot mushiness into the throttling slick channel.




  The thought brought a pulse.




  Cyn lifted the base of the recliner, tilting me back and lifting my feet to the level of her breasts. She took hold of my right foot and her left breast. Her nipple dragged up over the sole of

  my foot, from the hardness of my heel to beneath where my toes curled over. It’s sensitive in there, at the bases of your toes. I could feel the tantalizing spike there as well as with my

  fingertips. She folded my toes down with her palm, gripping her nipple with my toes, and writhed, prodding rigid flesh between my big toe and the next one.




  “You’re growing,” she said. She was right. My cock was thickening and lifting.




  Cyn plucked her nipple from my toes. Her head bent, mouth wide. She engulfed three toes, wet and hot. Her tongue squirmed over, and between, and under. She put her nipple back and flickered it

  from side to side, frotting its tip on my soaking toes.




  My cock lifted higher.




  “Keep perfectly still!” Cyn ordered.




  She stood and bridged me, her arms straight and her hands on the chair’s arms. My fingers wanted me to reach out to her dangling breasts but she’d said I had to keep still. I

  didn’t want to spoil whatever she had planned.




  My cock was straight up by then, not fully erect, but close.




  Her arms bent, lowering her face towards my cock. Cyn’s mouth stretched. She paused, my naked glans an inch from her gaping lips, pointed directly into her mouth.




  She swooped. My cock passed between her lips, past her teeth, over her tongue, all without touching, and butted the back of her throat. With her mouth still open too wide to make contact, she

  made a deep gargling sound, and pushed.




  Little bubbles from her throat burst against the glossy-tight skin of my glans. There was vibration, vibration so intimate that it seemed my cock’s head had to be pressed against

  her larynx.




  She nodded, once, twice, three times, and then withdrew slowly, closing her mouth on me as she dragged it off my stem. By the time my cock flipped out from between her lips it was hard enough to

  burst.




  Cyn scrambled up the chair. Brief slithers of fevered skin electrified me as she climbed over me. Her knees bracketed my waist. She reached down between us, took my cock in one hand and her

  pussy in her other, and slammed her hips down.




  I froze, letting her impale herself. She looked down at me, wild, almost hating. “Don’t move! Don’t you dare move! I’m going to have a big one. I can feel it building.

  Keep still!”




  Her hips juddered. She glared into my eyes. Her lips twisted. Her face contorted. Her sex was slapping at me, mashing down. She wasn’t focused on the feel of my cock inside her, just on

  rubbing her clit’s head against my pubic bone. She wasn’t making love to me. She was using me to masturbate with.




  There was froth on her lips. Her eyes were insane. She reared up, made two tiny fists, and punched down. I flinched, but she didn’t hit me. She pounded the chair’s back to either

  side of my head.




  “Drag me down harder. Pull down on my shoulders!”




  I got a grip and pressed down through her entire body, to where we were united. She bore down with all of her might, trying to squirm her way through me, not riding my cock, just frictioning her

  squishy pubes and stiff clit, grinding and grinding.




  Cyn screamed and toppled sideways, over the chair’s arm, to plop to the floor, sprawling, limp, lifeless.




  I hadn’t come. It’d been an incredible experience. I’d never known a woman so totally consumed by her passion, but I hadn’t come. She looked to be absolutely

  sated, but I hadn’t come and my cock was nagging at me. I gave myself a stroke.




  Cyn sat up. “Don’t you dare! That’s mine.”




  “I thought . . .”




  “I told you I was multi-orgasmic. Be patient, damn you!”




  She crawled around in front of the chair again, put both hands flat on the foot-piece, and pushed it down. I was lifted up. She leaned over my thighs, dragging the points of her nipples over

  their hairiness and took me into her mouth again. Her two hands lifted the edge, pulling me back, drawing me almost out of her mouth and then pushed down, driving me back into the steamy soft

  cavern. Up and down. In and out. I just lay there, letting her rock me towards . . .




  My cock’s head exploded inside her mouth. She sucked and sucked until I was dry.




  “I didn’t spill a single drop,” she said.




  “No – you didn’t.”




  “I never will. If I do, you must punish me.”




  That was the first time she’d mentioned my punishing her. I didn’t take much notice. It was just a figure of speech, wasn’t it?




  It was down before she let me rest. That was okay. It was Saturday morning. I could sleep in.




  I woke at noon to the smell of bacon and eggs. After breakfast she suggested I might like to go get some wine and vodka because we’d drunk the last of her booze. When I got back she was

  madeup and wearing that jersey sweater and nothing else but a pair of metallic black stay-up hose.




  I’d been contemplating maybe another session that evening, not at two in the afternoon, but my cock took one look at that tiny triangle of curls, black on white and framed by black jersey

  above and black nylon below, and made my decision for me. I took her in my arms for a long kiss with my hands checking out how well the weals on her bottom were healing.




  They were doing well, but still tender. Whenever my fingertip grazed a ridge she shivered and gasped into my mouth. Her pubes bumped at me as well, which didn’t discourage me.




  “I wasn’t nice to you, when you were on the recliner,” she said. “I plan to make that up to you.”




  “You were fine – more than fine – fantastic,” I said.




  “No – I forgot your pleasure. I feel guilty. Let me do it right, please?”




  It’d been a while since a woman had asked me to let her screw me, “please”. I let her undress me and sit me back on the chair. She poured two half-tumblers of straight vodka

  over ice, set them on a side table, and climbed up astride me.




  “I’m not ready,” I apologised.




  “You will be.”




  She did that shared-drink thing again, with vodka. That, and the heat that was radiating down from her pussy onto my cock, started to take effect. She chewed at my bottom lip for a while,

  tickle-touching my ribs and chest, brushing her fingertips across my nipples, and then she swooped down and bit one, quite hard.




  “Ouch!”




  She grinned at me. “Did that hurt?”




  I rubbed my chest. “Some.”




  She tugged her sweater up into a roll above her breasts and said, “So – take your revenge.”




  I nipped.




  “I bit you harder than that.”




  “Harder.”




  I clamped my teeth as hard as I could short of drawing blood. Cyn sucked air, arched at me, and clawed one hand down my chest.




  I jerked back. She’d drawn blood. There were four parallel furrows with little curls of skin at the ends.




  Cyn said, “Kiss better.”




  Her tongue-tip traced them, one at a time. When all four had been tingled she sat back and said, “And antiseptic.” She poured icy vodka over my chest. It stung the scratches but then

  she put her tongue to work again, lapping and sucking it out of my wounds.




  “More?”




  I nodded.




  “Watch closely. Don’t be chicken.”




  I watched. She rested the heel of her hand on my sternum. Her fingers curled. Four nail-points prickled. I stared down as they made tiny dents.




  “Say when.”




  The tension was unbearable, so I said, “When.”




  I reared from the searing, but it was good. Her nails had cut deeper this time, but that just left wider wounds to be tongue-lapped and vodka-stung. She was still licking at me when her

  hand groped to wrap around my shaft and she lowered herself onto it and I sunk right up into her sponginess.




  Then she went berserk. By the time I came my face was soaked with the sweat she’d flicked with her flailing hair and my shoulders were sore from the gouges, but it was worth the pain. It

  was worth every delirious moment of it.




  Then we had to have a shower together. I was sure I wasn’t up to any more but she turned away from me and had me soap her long back and her round bottom and all the time she was reaching

  behind and slithering her soapy palm up and down on my cock, rubbing its head over her firm smooth slippery buttock, and I found that I could get another erection, and have another orgasm. I

  came thick and foamy, dribbling obscenely down the back of her glossy thigh.




  When you come on a woman, instead of in her, it’s like you mark her as your territory. It defiles her the way a brand defiles the haunch of a cow, making her more precious

  because she’s yours.




  We called out for fried chicken and she licked my fingers for me and then finger-painted her own breasts with chicken-grease, so it was early in the morning before we slept again.




  Sunday was the same, from noon till four in the morning. I was glad to go to my office on Monday.




  She phoned at three. “What time do I expect you, and what would you like for supper?”




  “Six. Whatever. Should I bring something in?”




  “Lamb chops. What are you going to do to me tonight, Paul?”




  “Do to you?”




  “In bed, on the chair, on the floor?”




  “Make long passionate love to you, Cyn.”




  “Give me the details. I want to be thinking about it till you get here.”




  “I’ll call you back.”




  When I’d thought, and I called her, all she said was, “Is that all? You can do better than that, darling. Leave it to me tonight then.”




  I came home and found her on the bed, naked except for one stocking. The other was wrapped around her wrists and tied to the bedrail.




  She said, “You bastard! You’ve got me in your power now, haven’t you. I’m helpless and you can do anything you like to me.”




  I can play games. I sat on the bed beside her and rested my palm on her pubes. Leering, I said, “Do anything I like to this,” and gave her a squeeze.




  Her thighs spread wide under my hand. “I bet you plan to oil your hand,” she nodded sideways towards the bottle of baby oil that stood ready open, “and work it right up into

  me, no matter what I say.”




  I took off my jacket and rolled my shirt sleeve up. The oil was cool in my palm. I smoothed it over her pubes and her pussy’s pulpy lips.




  “I might scream,” she said. “I might beg you to stop, but you’ll be merciless, won’t you.”




  “Merciless,” I agreed. I folded three fingers together and worked them into her.




  “I thought you were going to be cruel.”




  I straightened my hand into a blade and forced all four fingers and half of my palm between her lips.




  “You were going to use your whole hand.”




  I added my thumb and wriggled, pushing as hard as I dared. Cyn set her feet flat on the bed and lifted her hips at me.




  “Deeper. I can take it.”




  Women have babies, don’t they? And don’t necessarily split? I pushed harder, against slippery convoluted resistance. My hand sank in, deeper, to the heel of my palm. She was

  incredibly strong in there. Her vaginal muscles clamped. I struggled against the pressure. I pushed. Her constriction folded my hand into a fist. It was like my hand was in a hot wet rubber sack

  that was shrinking, slowly crushing my fingers.




  “I have to take it out,” I told her. “I’m getting a cramp.”




  “No! Revolve it first. Twist your fist in me.”




  I turned it left and then right and then started to withdraw, slowly, gingerly, unfolding my fingers as soon as I was able, and finally I was free.




  “I’ll be loose for about an hour,” she said. “Better turn me over.”




  It took me a moment to understand, but then I did, and flipped her, and shucked my clothes. She was kneeling rump-up, ready. I oiled my cock and poured more oil over her sphincter. Two thumbs

  pressed her open. I got my cock’s head in place and then pushed down on it with the ball of one thumb. It slowly sank into her, and disappeared.




  “Am I tight, back there?” she asked.




  “Damned tight. Wonderfully tight.”




  “Cocks like ‘tight’, don’t they?”




  “Yes.”




  “You know how I’d be tighter?”




  “How?”




  “If there were two of you, one buggering me while the other one screwed me.”




  I stopped in mid-thrust. “I’m not into that – sharing.”




  She twisted her hips, plucking herself off me. “How dare you! I’m a one-man woman. You should know that. I was just thinking of something special to make you happy. Now

  you’ve spoiled it.”




  I apologized, but it was no good. She didn’t speak to me for the rest of the night. I felt bad, but at least I got some sleep.




  We made up the next morning. I moved in on the weekend. On the Monday I found she’d thrown out my robe and bought me a new one. I understood. Women always do that when a man moves in. They

  think they can smell the previous woman on it.




  “It was a horrible disgusting thing. I don’t know how you could have worn it.”




  That wasn’t necessary. Perhaps my anger at her rudeness showed, because she instantly begged my forgiveness and suggested I might feel better if I punished her.




  In the brief interludes between sex, she sometimes talked about her past. She’d been raped by a friend of the family when she was thirteen. She’d been raped again when she was twenty

  and working as a model. A guy she’d lived with, Bill something, had brought three friends home once and gang-banged her.




  If I’d kept track right, she’d been raped on a total of seven different occasions and abused in other ways by every man she’d ever known.




  We watched tv once in a while. I counted five celebrities that she told me she’d either had affairs with or fought off, including two women.




  I found out what she’d been getting at when she’d suggested she’d be tighter if there were two men. She liked it if there was a vibrator deep her rectum when I took her

  vaginally, and in her pussy when I buggered her. When I couldn’t get it up, two vibrators were fine. It was best for her if I tied her up before going to work with the twin dildos, then

  “she couldn’t stop me, no matter what I did to her”.




  Once she told me, “I wouldn’t need this if you were as big as Jeff was.”




  Later she apologized again – and suggested I punish her again. That time I did. She complained that I didn’t spank like I meant it and my hand was too soft. Mr Fox had done a lot of

  woodwork so his palms were hard. When he spanked a woman she knew she’d been spanked by a real man.




  One night when I was seeing to her pleasure she made a pencil mark on a pad. When I asked why, she told me I’d given her eleven orgasms so far that night and she wanted to keep score. I

  really worked that night. By morning the score-pad read “twenty-seven”. I remarked, hopefully, that it had to be some kind of record. “Not by a long way. Bill got me up to fifty,

  once.”




  We didn’t go out much. When we did, she flirted with the waiter or someone at the next table and we ended up fighting.




  I took her swimming in the pool in her building. That was fun until a couple of young guys came in. Somehow or another she lost the top of her bikini and that made her squeal loud enough to turn

  the lads’ heads. I left her chatting to them, clutching her bra-top to her breasts.




  When she finally came up she woke me to tell me I’d misunderstood her natural friendliness.




  “I suppose you expect another spanking,” I said.




  “With your soft hands? Anyway, you aren’t man enough, you hear me? You’re a wimp, Paul, with a puny little cock. Those boys down in the pool, though, they were real men. You

  should have seen the size of the erections they got from looking at me.”




  I grabbed her and got her over my lap but even mad as I was I had to take care not to break her arms so she managed to wriggle off me. I pushed her down flat on the bed. The cords were there,

  tied to the four corners, ready for “play”. I used them.




  I slapped her bum four times, almost hard.




  She said, “Wimp.”




  I grabbed my belt off the chair, lifted it high . . . and tossed it aside.




  She twisted her face towards me as I pulled my underpants up. “What are you doing?”




  “I’m going. This is where I came in.”




  


     

  




  TRUCK STOP RAINBOWS




  Iva Pekarkova




  Translated by David Powelstock




  I LAY NEXT to the road – and only the sensations I desired had permission to approach me. But a hostile, disturbing sound invaded my pleasant and

  harmonious space, and began to come nearer along the highway feeder road. At first it sounded like the buzzing of a bumblebee somewhere in the distance, but then this bumblebee began growing and

  getting closer, until its buzz became the unmistakable sound of a motor.




  The sound did not go whizzing by me – the car stopped, and I lazily prepared to open at least one eye: it was probably some kindhearted guy who wanted to give me a ride and would ask me

  envious questions about my vacation; I’d have to explain that I was sunbathing at the moment and wasn’t interested.




  I raised an eyelid.




  Two cops stood next to the ditch. Each one had the sun in his hair and one flat shoe half imbedded in the clay; they looked at me with a suspicious expression that struck me as kind of cute. I

  smiled, at both of them.




  (The main thing is not to resist. Don’t be insolent, just pretend you’re an adorable, ditzy, idiot, Fialinka . . .) One of them said, “What are you doing here? Where are you

  from? Were you headed somewhere for vacation? Alone? Let’s have a look at your Citizen’s Identification Booklet; yes, a routine check . . .”




  He said it diffidently, abstractly – it really was kind of cute the way the practiced, subtly threatening tone that saturated the voice of every law officer was shrouded by his charming

  Brno accent . . . Let’s have look – he said it as if there were syllables in L written at least a fourth part higher on the scale: Let’s have a look . . . Oh, Brno.




  (Be careful, Fialinka, blush; most important, don’t be a wise-ass, for God’s sake, don’t be a wise ass.)




  “Comrades” – but just slipped out – “I just adore the way you Brnians talk. Say something else for me. Let’s have a a look at my ID . . .

  Let’s have a look . . . It’s so refreshing, comrades, I just can’t get over that Brno accent, I just can’t . . . Let’s a have a 1 – ”




  They released me from the police station in the center of town about three hours later. It was recommended that I head straight home and not even think of hitchhiking on the

  highway – the comrades would be keeping an eye on me. I was told that my behavior was extremely suspicious and that the comrades in Prague would be checking up on my studies. So I

  shouldn’t be surprised when they called . . . Do you understand, comrade student?




  I took the tram (without buying a ticket, of course) that ran most directly out to the Southern Road. A tight-lipped, severe, not very pretty smile of determination was ripening on my lips. A

  sneer.




  My mind was made up. I was on my way to look for that wheelchair for Patrik.




  The sun had been at its zenith a long time already when my tram finally jolted up to the end of the line. I worked my way over to the prohibited highway through the honeycombed

  mire of dried and cracked puddles. I ran down from the overgrown embankment and took a look around. No cops in sight. And as soon as the promisingly Western silhouette of an Intertruck appeared on

  the horizon, I thrust out my chest and stuck out my arm. Not the usual supplicant gesture of humble, honorable hitchhikers everywhere, I stretched it out seductively and imperiously, like a girl

  who had the price of admission.




  The rig began to slow down almost immediately, and the screech of brakes in that cloud of swirling dust on the shoulder added to my self-confidence. I didn’t sprint the few meters to the

  cab as usual. I picked my pack up out of the ditch deliberately and approached with the slow step of a queen of the highway. I caught sight of a face reflected in the side mirror. The driver backed

  up right to my feet, jumped out, and ran around to open the door for me.




  And since I’d noticed a little D next to the truck’s license plate, I cleared my throat and said: “Fahrst du nach Pressburg?”




  I didn’t add bitte or anything like that – I chose the informal du over Sie without even being at all sure how old he was.




  It made no difference anyway.




  He smiled (pleased I spoke German), nodded, and, when I added a regal danke after he lifted my pack up into the cab, he observed cheerfully, “Aber du sprichst Deutsch sehr

  gut!”




  And that was the beginning of the long period, maybe too long, when I decided to become what almost every cop already assumed I was.




  I had decided to get Patrik that wheelchair.




  After twenty kilometers of small talk I was pleasantly surprised at my long-untested German. I smoked Marlboros (somehow convinced that without a cigarette clasped between my

  delicately outstretched fingers – even though they were still smeared with dirt – the impression wouldn’t be complete) and, with a few successfully composed complex sentences,

  brought the conversation around to the difficulty of life in a socialist state. Kurt (we’d long ago exchanged names) steered with the barest touch of his left hand and, with his face turned

  toward me, nodded attentively. He was taking the bait. I don’t know if he was listening, probably not, but he still kept saying how much he admired my German: God knows how few of these

  highway girls knew anything more than bunsen, the German word for fuck. He doesn’t look unsympathetic, and I could do worse for my first time, I thought to myself. I babbled on

  cheerfully – and contemplated what would probably happen. This was not like an adventure that comes to you. This was not the work of my old friend Serendipity. I still wasn’t used to my

  role – and I knew that I was going to have to take matters into my own hands.




  Kurt asked, “Are you hungry? Do you want to eat with me? Willst du essen?”




  “Sure,” I said. “Warum nicht? Ich will fressen,” I added, replacing the verb “to eat” with the verb “to feed” (like an animal).




  Kurt burst out laughing and leaned over to clap me on the shoulder. His hand slipped down by my breast.




  “Aber du sprichst Deutsch sehr sehr gut. Wo hast du alles gelernt?”




  “Right here,” I lied, and pointed over my shoulder to the well-appointed little Intertruck sleeper. “Hier . . . hier habe ich alles gelernt.”




  Kurt was already sitting almost next to me on the seat and weighing my tits on his palm. “Du bist so fantastisch! Ist das möglich?”




  Everything is möglich, I thought for a second, everything is possible, you horny, half-assed imperialist bastard. But right now you’re going to have to wait, old boy, because

  first we’re going to discuss the terms.




  I rolled that word “terms” around on my tongue and suddenly felt myself endowed with a power and strength I’d never known before. I was a girl who had the price of

  admission.




  At a rest area Kurt got out and went around to the food pantry he had on the side of his cab. He returned with bread, a hunk of cheese, and a big salami such as I’d never

  seen in my life: like Hungarian salamis, only more tender . . . and the smell, God, how good it smelled! My stomach started rumbling.




  Then Kurt showed me how to lift my seat and haul out from under it a huge storage chest of drinks in cans; I almost went blind gazing at all the different brands and types of juices, colas,

  beers, and soft drinks. I reached for one completely at random and opened it, careful not to aim it at myself. When it popped and a couple of drops sprinkled on the floor, Kurt gave me a

  congratulatory smile, almost like the one you give a good doggy when he offers you his paw. Oh God, how gifted I am! I can even open a soda can!




  “I’d like to take you somewhere for lunch,” he said apologetically, “but I don’t know of any decent restaurant around here. And besides . . . in Czechoslovakia,

  actually anywhere in your Eastern Europe . . . well, I really don’t like to eat at any of the places, I like to bring everything with me . . . Otherwise, I get sick, and I can’t afford

  that, you see?”




  He said it as if apologizing, but at the same time it didn’t occur to him that he was speaking with someone who practically never saw anything but the local food . . . It never made me

  sick, I was used to it . . . It suddenly hit me that he saw Czechoslovakia as something like a pigsty – even though I, poor little piglet, was cute enough, he wasn’t about to stick his

  snout into the slop that sustained me from day to day. It could make him sick.




  The Southern Road, by the way, unlike the Northern Road, was definitely not lined with homey, warm and smoky, cozily bespattered taverns. On the Northern Road you could have a plate of gristly

  goulash for a fiver or soup for two crowns – and that’s what we ate up there. The Southern Road, on the other hand, was lined with a bunch of so-called first-class restaurants, where

  trying to eat for less than fifty crowns was considered to be in bad taste, and the waiters, all spoiled by hard-currency tips, would give the cold shoulder from on high to any piddling Czech who

  happened to stray in there. In short, the places on the Southern Road were specially designed for the filthy-rich drivers of Western semis.




  Kurt unwrapped the enticing yellowish-brown loaf of imperialist bread and a packet of margarine. He sliced the salami and cheese on a paper tablecloth stretched out across the space between us

  – and meanwhile I spread margarine on some slices of bread. Perfect teamwork . . . I didn’t hesitate for a second that day: I was hungry – And good manners? Ha! Why pretend, girl?

  After all, is this guy really worth being proper? Is anybody really worth all those contrived social lies?




  I started stuffing myself with salami and cheese. I was dimly aware that this was the best salami and cheese I’d tasted in my life – and the bread with margarine was substantially

  better than if it had been smeared with socialist “Fresh Butter of the Highest Sort”. I was pigging out without mercy, and Kurt, taking only an occasional bite, looked at me agreeably

  and hospitably, as if he were feeding his favorite dog. He injected, “Gut?”




  I nodded with my mouth full and bit off another piece of bread. I suddenly found myself in the middle of a dream. Or – if I had any inclination toward acting – I would say I found

  myself in the middle of a theater piece. I’d plunged headlong into one of the leading roles, without a clue as to how the whole drama (or was it a comedy?) began or ended. I hadn’t

  learned my lines, I wasn’t thinking in advance about what to say the next second, and there was no time to recall what I’d said a minute ago. I was standing in the middle of an

  unfamiliar stage – and yet it was as if sometime long ago I’d played this role a hundred times before. I didn’t know what I was supposed to say, what would happen or what the male

  lead would say to me. But a prompter (not the one who poked her head out occasionally from a booth below the stage, but one that was fixed somewhere in my head and was speaking to me directly), an

  unfamiliar prompter always assigned me just the right line or gesture at just the right moment to fit my part. I could see everything from the inside and the outside at the same time, evaluating my

  dramatic performances as I went and finding it satisfactory. As for the rest, the director and the audience were irrelevant. The main thing was that I was completely satisfied with my role, that I

  was comfortable in it; it seemed to me that it had been tailored especially for my body, that the author of the play had written it for me and nobody else but me, for this second Fialinka, for a

  worse and more cynical I. I knew that I would never have wanted this to be my everyday existence – but I had always known that such a person lived somewhere within me, and it was intoxicating

  to be able to act out my second I . . .




  Who am I now and who had I really been before? I had always been playing a part, I, the notorious seeker of truth. I had lied. I had deceived with my body . . . Was I deceiving any more

  than I had before? I adapted to Kurt, my fellow player, I made myself the way he wanted me to be: supple, just the slightest bit unlike the others, not stupid, but not overly clever either, with a

  superficial, suggestive wit . . . a promising girl, who’s easy to get to know.




  I stuffed myself with bread and margarine, greedily sucked at my fingers, still stained with Brno clay (my entire back and the back of my pants were caked with clay, but that made no difference

  at all at the time) – and the precise, perfect prompter in my head kept telling me what to do next. The prompter determined what I was to say, how to act, what faces to make, how to move my

  hands, my body. She decided what I was to think about. How I was to think.




  (You’re a shitty actress, Fial, Patrik used to say to me. You don’t know how to transform yourself, and if someone ticks you off, you insult him right to his face. If only you could

  just pretend a little for the pigs. Just the tiniest bit . . .)




  And now I could feel within myself dozens, hundreds, maybe thousands of potentially possible lives, from which I’d chosen just one at some point long ago (and God only knows if it had even

  been I who’d chosen it). It was embarrassing: at some point I had developed into a compete personality, fully balanced according to all the psychiatric norms. But those ten thousand voices

  were arguing, fighting, and voicing their opinions inside my skull, and it was making my head spin. And those hundreds of complete, plausible, legitimate lives – each of which wanted to be

  lived – were locked in a battle for their rights. I was feeding on West German bread and perfect, moist salami, more delicately seasoned than any I’d ever tasted – and I allowed

  one of those other lives to grow and dominate. I gave it permission to be lived.




  No, this was no longer just a prompter. A little sadly, I closed my eyes (from the outside it looked like a blissful fluttering of the eyelids from tasting the salami) and plunged headfirst into

  metamorphosis.




  After a good lunch, one needs a rest, observed Kurt. He drew the curtains closed, and the atmosphere in the cab, heated by the summer sun, suddenly became erotically sultry.

  The curtains were red and turned my little German’s cheeks pink. The remains of lunch had long been carefully cleared away. After rolling them up in the paper tablecloth, this great lover of

  order had chucked the whole mess out the window and instructed me to do the same with the juice and beer cans. (A guy who had until then been sitting idly nearby in his little Skoda MB had

  immediately shot out to scoop up this rare prize.) A few last crumbs that had slipped out of the paper were now itching me under my back as this person pulled me over next to him and started

  sounding the depths with his hot, impatient hands. Actually, he wasn’t doing much sounding. He was quite sure of himself.




  I let him fondle my breasts a little – just through my T-shirt – and then I pulled away and got right to the point: “Ich tranche Geld.”




  (This time the prompter in my head seemed to have made a small mistake – even though Kurt had probably heard those words a million times, my tone didn’t quite fit the image of the

  average highway hooker. I said it too significantly with too much urgency: I was going to have to make a lot of money – as much as possible in hard currency – in order to get Patrik

  that wheelchair.)




  Kurt was a little taken aback. Just the tiniest bit. Then he reached into the glove compartment. He opened it a crack, just enough to stick his hand in (I wasn’t supposed to see everything

  he had in there, I realized), and groped around. He pulled out a large bottle of shampoo. “Willst du das? Willst du?” He turned the fine container around in his hands, like a

  shopkeeper displaying his merchandise. Look, little girl, how shiny! Now, how ‘bout a feel of those titties? The shampoo really did glimmer beautifully; it was tempting stuff: even from where

  I was sitting I could smell its sweet apple scent. “You have such beautiful, wonderful hair, Via . . . This will be a little something just for you . . . Just a sort of small gift. Out of

  friendship. Would you like it?”




  I shook my head – and I suddenly felt pretty awkward. I couldn’t explain my desire to him at all, why I needed cash. There was no time to go through the whole story about Patrik. He

  wouldn’t have listened – and if he had, he still wouldn’t have believed it. Any long-distance trucker could tell you that every single Czechoslovakian girl had, as a rule, all

  kinds of relatives and at least two dozen best friends, all on their deathbeds with terminal diseases.




  I didn’t feel like going into that whole story. He simply wasn’t worth it.




  (Oh yes, if we had met under different circumstances, I would have run up to your truck . . . refused your cigarettes . . . I would have used the formal Sie with you, at least at the

  beginning . . . and we might even have talked for real. Actually communicated. But I had already decided that my words were not going to communicate anything; I would use them only to weave a web,

  in which I had to catch at least a few West German marks. Perhaps we could even have gotten along, Kurt, you don’t look stupid. But you have been chosen, selected for this beginning, and you

  can’t change a thing about it now. Neither of us can. It’s impossible.)




  “Ich Brauche Geld,” I said. With shocking offhandedness (shocking to me), I pulled a Marlboro out of his pack – and without making even the slightest move to light it

  for myself, I waited for him to lean toward me with the lighter flame.




  “Do you understand?” I said through the cloud of smoke. “I don’t need your damn shampoo. If you want it . . . if you really want it . . . then I need cash.”




  With no less shocking offhandedness, I undid the button of my jeans and the fly unzipped by itself. (The majority of zippers of Czechoslovakian manufacture immediately leaped at such

  opportunities to unzip themselves – Patrik always claimed that this was one of the methods by which Czechoslovakian manufacturing enterprises contributed to the campaign to encourage

  population growth.) I undid the jeans sort of casually. They peeled away from my hips a little.




  “Wieviel?” he whispered. He was getting to the point.




  (It occurred to me later that this must have been monotonous for him, to say the same words to various girls. Veefeel? –this much some of them must have understood. Veefeel?

  Veefeel?)




  He didn’t look as if he wanted to pay very much, even though at the moment, by all appearances, he was longing to make love to me. Christ, why put it so delicately – I mean, he

  wanted to fuck, it was clear from certain physical signs. Impressively obvious physical signs, I couldn’t help thinking, and the not-for-profit part of my physical instinct had already begun

  looking forward to it, more or less. The commercial part asked, “How much can you give me?” and it repeated, “I really need cash, get it, I need cash.”




  This was a sport, a game, I was gradually realizing. Kurt was definitely not poor, and even though he probably picked up some girl on every trip he made through Czechoslovakia

  and had to pay for it, I was sure he could afford to hand me a couple of hundred marks. It was a sport: pick up as many girls as possible in the East and then outdo all the other drivers bragging

  about who nailed what girl for how little. Supposedly, the consensus among Western Intertruckers was that “Czech whores are good whores, the cheapest whores on earth” – and except

  for a few insignificant cases, the truckers tried not to spoil them . . . it was a sport. I remember this one Dutchman, a pretty nice guy, who once gave me a lift on the same route I was riding

  that day, but under different circumstances: he gave Fialinka Number One a lift, while today a newborn second Fialinka rode that highway. He told me how he and his friend once made a bet on who

  could score a Czech highway girl for the lowest price. I had one for five marks, the Dutchman said modestly. I couldn’t get breakfast for that in the Netherlands. But my friend, he outdid me.

  He bargained this one girl down to one mark, one mark, can you imagine, howled the Dutchman, and she wasn’t all that bad. True, she gave him the clap . . .




  I’d always laughed at those prices, determined more by location and nationality than by the quality and appearance of the girl. And sometimes I was ashamed for my countrymen – still,

  it’d simply never occurred to me just how damn personally those highway prices could affect me. “Verstehst du mich?” I repeated. “Ich tranche Geld.”




  And poor, dear Kurt (in different circumstances I certainly could have gotten along with him and, God knows, maybe even have made love to him on an entirely different philosophical basis), this

  Kurt stared at the strip of tummy below my T-shirt, sighed, and said, “Funfzig Marks? Ist das okay?”




  I thought it over, then nodded.




  The red curtains were made for lovemaking (that is, if this particular act didn’t call for a change of terminology); the conditions were almost brothel-like. The sun,

  already substantially lower in the sky, shone straight into the cabin and illuminated it perfectly. Redly. Shamefully. Maybe red actually is the only color for this, I said to myself, and I noticed

  the shadow of the fabric pattern on that other face; maybe only red light will do, because suddenly there was not a trace of shame in that cab.




  I’d never done anything like that in the cab of a truck during the day before; not that I needed darkness for such acts, quite the contrary; but that clear summer day outside somehow

  didn’t seem right. Actually, I just didn’t feel like it – even the other one, the buyer, didn’t show any special enthusiasm. Any real desire. He was simply buying himself a

  whore and he’d just closed the deal with her . . .




  He quickly kissed me: tongue thrashing in my mouth, a kiss supposedly passionate but in reality commercial and lukewarm. I guess he figured it was his duty.




  He hurriedly checked the swaying folds of the curtains, to make sure no prying eye could look in. “Gut,” he said, satisfied.

Then he pulled down his shorts.




  The prompter in my head, that precise, intrusive internal voice, never let go of my hand. I knew exactly what to do, even though I’d never slept with anyone under these

  circumstances before: it had always started with my consciousness becoming pleasantly, mistily bedewed by someone I liked, so that the pleasurable feelings were always clear and unambiguous. But

  today I didn’t even know whether I liked Kurt or not – and it made no difference at all. I had always wanted to be warmly intoxicated with perfectly mellowed (though perhaps only

  transient) desire; I would let myself dissolve into pleasant reverie – and the truckers who caught on were then allowed to come after me. Come into me. Pay a tender, longed-for, intimate

  visit. Always for a limited time.




  But now – now I saw everything with perfect and loathsome sobriety. Without ardor. Without desire. I examined the shameful lighting in our little cab without shame: everything had

  perfectly clear, absolutely sharp outlines; gone was that undulating, dewy translucence I needed so badly during my Nights of Distances, my Nights of Instants. I was stone sober and wide awake: I

  was an actor on the stage of my own private theater, and the role was translated by my lips and movements with perfect precision. It became the way I could seductively (like a typical easy woman)

  slip out of even that clay-caked T-shirt. It became the bowing of the head I used to inconspicuously avoid direct eye contact; the precise and realistic movements of body, hands, lips. I knew

  exactly what to do, although I had never behaved this way before. And he didn’t get it. How could he have guessed I had a prompter directing me from inside my defenseless-looking head? He

  surrendered himself to my hands and lips without the least sign of surprise. I did exactly what he anticipated. I did exactly what he expected and wanted, and if anything especially turned him on,

  it was that he didn’t have to ask for anything. He was not so experienced that I couldn’t surprise him. I was functioning. I didn’t try to assess him, to figure out whether I

  liked him at all. I paid attention only to myself – concertedly, critically. I did everything I could think of doing – and although I’d never studied what was most pleasing to

  (average) men, my intuition helped me. I kissed him deeply, a kiss no less clinging than the one he had given me before – and I let him sigh blissfully. Or semi-blissfully. It was an

  experienced and wet kiss, well calculated – but still just a sort of half-kiss. Everything was halves and semis . . . Our semi-rapport. Our semi-commercial exchange. The half-light.

  Semi-desire. And we were half-human. We were marionettes, waving our hands, moving, living according to the puppet master’s nimble fingers . . . And when that large, actually very large, and

  hard piece of flesh (Fleisch, it occurred to me, Fleisch) plunged into me, I realized that even this time I would feel pleasure. Semi-pleasure. I was making my acting debut on the

  stage of the Southern Road – and the sun had shifted slightly in the sky, so that the shameful lighting colored my rival’s face. (Yes, he was my rival, though not my enemy.) Perhaps all

  my old sins and loves returned to me and aroused me as I conscientiously, attentively (and no doubt artfully), rode him like a hobbyhorse, rocking and plunging. Men like it when they don’t

  have to exert themselves too much, reasoned the prompter in my head. And I was willing to provide good service for good money. I rocked and plunged, more vigorously and deeper, to the point where

  it hurt – and through the filter of perfectly sober thought I felt my eyes becoming moist and saw the same voluptuous moisture in my rival’s eyes and my thighs quivering with the first

  tendrils of pleasure that were beginning to spread from my crotch, after all. . . After all . . . ? No, there was no after all about it, this was the approach of a powerful, compact, nearly painful

  orgasm, its potent, absolutely unfeigned spasms gripping my rival like a velvet vice. I bit his shoulder and neck to stifle the moans and the scream that struggled to leave my throat. We

  weren’t the only ones parked at that rest area. I gripped him again and again in the velvet vise and looked with my misty but perfectly sober eyes directly into his; I observed how his face

  twisted, how he cried out and groaned and pulled me toward him, his nails digging into my buttocks, one hand on each, spreading them. He pulled me toward him and his face twisted with the animal

  grimace of genuine ecstasy: the quivering spread to my thighs and groin and down my legs . . . I knew the convulsion would come soon – and it would be a painful one – but payment had

  been made. I held on, and when I felt the hot liquid streaming into me like a firehose into a burning house, I calmly realized how perfectly my prompter had everything planned: these were my safest

  days of the month . . . Soon the convulsions stopped in my thighs, replaced only by a trembling exhaustion, and my rival, or sexual partner, was still quivering too. He was overcome. And lying next

  to him afterward, tired, trembling, my prompter did not forget to speak up and show me precisely how to place my hand on his heaving shaggy chest so that it would seem intimate without applying too

  much pressure – though, of course, this meant nothing at all. I was still trying to catch my breath in the sultry atmosphere of the shamefully lit cab. That was good, solid lovemaking, it

  occurred to me.




  

    A good fuck.


  




  


     

  




  ROSES




  Evelyn Lau




  THE PSYCHIATRIST CAME into my life one month after my eighteenth birthday. He came into my life wearing a silk tie, his dark eyes half-obscured by lines

  and wrinkles. He brought with him a pronounced upper-class accent, a futile sense of humor, books to educate me. Lolita. The Story of O. His lips were thin, but when I took them between my

  own they plumped out and filled my mouth with sweet foreign tastes.




  He worshipped me at first because he could not touch me. And then he worshipped me because he could only touch me if he paid to do so. I understood that without the autumn leaves, the browns of

  the hundreds and the fiery scarlets of the fifties, the marble pedestal beneath me would begin to erode.




  The first two weeks were tender. He said he adored my childlike body, my unpainted face, my long straight hair. He promised to take care of me, love me unconditionally. He would be my father,

  friend, lover – and if one was ever absent, the other two were large enough on their own to fill up the space that was left behind.




  He brought into my doorway the slippery clean smell of rain, and he possessed the necessary implements – samples of pills tiny as seeds, a gold shovel. My body yielded to the scrapings of

  his hands.




  He gave me drugs because, he said, he loved me. He brought the tablets from his office, rattling in plastic bottles stuffed to the brim with cotton. I placed them under my tongue and sucked up

  their saccharine sweetness, learning that only the strong ones tasted like candy, the rest were chalky or bitter. He loved me beyond morality.




  The plants that he brought each time he came to visit – baby’s breath, dieffenbachia, jade – began to die as soon as they crossed the threshold of my home. After twenty-four

  hours the leaves would crinkle into tight dark snarls stooping towards the soil. They could not be pried open, though I watered his plants, exposed them to sunlight, trimmed them. It was as if by

  contact with him or with my environment, they had been poisoned. Watching them die, I was reminded of how he told me that when he first came to Canada he worked for two years in one of our worst

  mental institutions. I walked by the building once at night, creeping as far as I dared up the grassy slopes and between the evergreens. It was a sturdy beige structure, it didn’t look so bad

  from the outside. In my mind, though, I saw it as something else. In my mind it was a series of black-and-white film stills; a face staring out from behind a barred window. The face belonged to a

  woman with tangled hair, wearing a nightgown. I covered my ears from her screams. When he told me about this place I imagined him in the film, the woman clawing at him where the corridors were

  gray, and there was the clanking sound of tin and metal. I used to lie awake as a child on the nights my father visited my bed and imagine scenes in which he was terrorized, in pain, made helpless.

  This was the same. I could smell the bloodstains the janitors had not yet scrubbed from the floors. I could smell the human discharges and see the hands that groped at him as he walked past each

  cell, each room. The hands flapped disembodied in the air, white and supplicating and at the same time evil.




  He told me that when he was married to his first wife, she had gone shopping one day and he had had to take their baby with him on his hospital rounds, “I didn’t know where to put

  him when I arrived,” he said. “So I put him in the wastepaper basket.” When he returned the child had upended the basket and crawled out, crying, glaring at his father. “I

  had no other choice,” he said, and he reached into his trenchcoat and gave me a bottle of pills. “I love you,” he said, “that’s why I’m doing this.”




  I believed that only someone with a limitless love would put his baby in a trash can, its face squinched and its mouth pursing open in a squawk of dismay. Only someone like that could leave it

  swaddled in crumpled scraps of paper so he could go and take care of his patients. I could not imagine the breadth of the love that lay behind his eyes, those eyes that became as clear as glass at

  the moment of orgasm.




  He bought a mask yesterday from a Japanese import store. It had tangled human hair that he washed with an anti-dandruff shampoo, carefully brushing it afterwards so the strands would not snap

  off. It had no pupils; the corneas were circles of bone. He took it home with him and stared at it for half an hour during a thunderstorm, paralysed with fear. It stared back at him. It was

  supposed to scare off his rage, he said.




  After two weeks his tenderness went the way of his plants – crisp, shriveled, closed. He stopped touching me in bed but grew as gluttonous as dry soil. I started to keep my eyes open when

  we kissed and to squeeze them shut all the other times, the many times he pulled my hand or my head down between his legs.




  He continued to bring me magazines and books, but they were eclipsed by the part of him he expected me to touch. Some days, I found I could not. I thought it was enough that I listened to his

  stories. I fantasized about being his psychoanalyst and not letting him see my face, having that kind of control over him. I would lay him down on my couch and shine light into his eyes while I

  remained in shadow where he could not touch me.




  His latest gift, a snake plant, looks like a cluster of green knives or spears. The soil is so parched that I keep watering it, but the water runs smartly through the pot without, it seems,

  having left anything of itself behind. The water runs all over the table and into my hands.




  Tonight I did not think I could touch him. I asked him to hit me instead, thinking his slim white body would recoil from the thought. Instead he rubbed himself against my thigh, excited. I told

  him pain did not arouse me, but it was too late. I pulled the blankets around my naked body and tried to close up inside the way a flower wraps itself in the safety of its petals when night

  falls.




  At first he stretched me across his knees and began to spank me. I wiggled obediently and raised my bottom high into the air, the way my father used to like to see me do. Then he moved up to

  rain blows upon my back. One of them was so painful that I saw colors even with my eyes open; it showered through my body like fireworks. It was like watching a sunset and feeling a pain in your

  chest at its wrenching beauty, the kind of pain that makes you gasp.




  How loud the slaps grew in the small space of my apartment – like the sound of thunder. I wondered if my face looked, in that moment, like his Japanese mask.




  The pain cleansed my mind until it breathed like the streets of a city after a good and bright rain. It washed away the dirt inside me. I could see the gutters open up to swallow the candy

  wrappers, newspaper pages, cigarette butts borne along on its massive tide. I saw as I had not seen before every bump and indentation on the wall beside my bed.




  And then he wanted more and I fought him, dimly surprised that he wasn’t stronger. I saw as though through the eye of a camera this tangle of white thighs and arms and the crook of a

  shoulder, the slope of a back. I scraped his skin with my fingernails. I felt no conscious fear because I was the girl behind the camera, zooming in for a close-up, a tight shot, an interesting

  angle. Limbs like marble on the tousled bed. His face contorted with strain. He was breathing heavily, but I, I was not breathing at all. I knew that if I touched his hair my hand would come away

  wet, not with the pleasant sweat of sexual exertion, but with something different. Something that would smell like a hospital, a hospital with disinfectant to mask the smells underneath.




  And when he pushed my face against his thigh, it was oddly comforting, though it was the same thigh that belonged to the body that was reaching out to hit me. I breathed in the soft, soapy smell

  of his skin as his hand stung my back – the same hand that comforted crying patients, that wrote notes on their therapeutic progress, that had shaken with shyness when it first touched me.

  The sound of the slaps was amplified in the candlelit room. Nothing had ever sounded so loud, so singular in its purpose. I had never felt so far away from myself, not even with his pills.




  I am far away and his thigh is sandy as a beach against my cheek. The sounds melt like gold, like slow Sunday afternoons. I think of cats and the baby grand piano in the foyer of my

  father’s house. I think of the rain that gushes down the drainpipes outside my father’s bathroom late at night when things begin to happen. I think of the queerly elegant black notes on

  sheets of piano music. The light is flooding generously through the windows and I am a little girl with a pink ribbon in my hair and a ruffled dress.




  I seat myself on the piano bench and begin to play, my fingertips softening to the long ivory, the shorter ebony keys. I look down at my feet and see them bound in pink ballerina slippers,

  pressing intermittently on the pedals. Always Daddy’s girl, I perform according to his instruction.




  When it was over he stroked the fear that bathed my hands in cold sweat. He said that when we fought my face had filled with hatred and a dead coldness. He said that he had cured himself of his

  obsession with me during the beating, he had stripped me of my mystery. Slapped me human. He said my fear had turned him on. He was thirsty for the sweat that dampened my palms and willing to do

  anything to elicit more of that moisture so he could lick it and quench his tongue’s thirst.




  I understood that when I did not bleed at the first blow, his love turned into hatred. I saw that if I was indeed precious and fragile I would have broken, I would have burst open like a thin

  shell and discharged the rich sweet stain of roses.




  Before he left he pressed his lips to mine. His eyes were open when he said that if I told anyone, he would have no other choice but to kill me.




  Now that he is gone, I look between my breasts and see another flower growing: a rash of raspberry dots, like seeds. I wonder if this is how fear discharges itself when we leave our bodies in

  moments of pain.




  The psychiatrist, when he first came, promised me a rose garden and in the mirror tomorrow morning I will see the results for the first time on my own body. I will tend his bouquets before he

  comes again, his eyes misty with fear and lust. Then I will listen to the liquid notes that are pleasing in the sunlit foyer and smile because somewhere, off in the distance, my father is

  clapping.




  


     

  




  WHITE NIGHT




  Françoise Rey




  Translated by Maxim Jakubowski




  WE’D BEEN DRIVING for some time already. The night was cold and icy. Thin snow was falling. Suddenly, we moved straight into a blizzard. The

  flakes rushed towards us through the daze of the headlights, waltzing wildly, blinding our sight of the road. You slowed down.




  “I’m married,” you suddenly said. This did not offend me, interrupting as it did a lengthy silence I had neither sought nor wanted.




  “I know,” I answered. You looked down at your left hand and examined, as if it had never been there before, the ring, smiled as if confronted by undeniable evidence and my admission

  that I already knew. Which implied some form of idle curiosity on my part at least. Then you looked round at my own hands.




  I think I wore five or six rings, but in the semi-darkness you had no time to count them as the road was becoming increasingly treacherous and invisible. You peered up through the wind-screen,

  changed the wipers’ speed, looked round at me again quizzically. I answered your silent question with a faint laugh and, still smiling, you accepted both my silence, and my wish to say

  nothing . . .




  It was warm in the lorry’s cab, I was feeling good. Then you said: “My wife is at a ski resort, with the small ones.” I answered: “We’re also in the snow.”

  You put your hand on my knee and I closed my eyes.




  Our meeting had been a bit of a miracle. Because of the time of year . . . It was the evening of December 24th . . .




  My luggage in hand, I had crossed the road a bit too fast. There were a lot of people, many of them laden with parcels. A bike had shuffled against me, awkwardly squeezing me against the hood of

  a parked car, against which my case noisily brushed.




  You were on the other side of the street, about to climb into your lorry. A big lorry which had probably just delivered oysters to the covered market which stood nearby. The company’s name

  was painted in large letters on the side of the vehicle, together with its address: “Rue B. Patoiseau – MARENNES.”




  You halted in mid-ascent, then climbed down again to come to my rescue. I was a trifle shaken, no more.




  “Are you OK?” you asked. “You’re not hurt?”




  You picked up my case. You were much taller than me, film star-size. With a cheerful, sly glint in your winter sea green eyes, which reminded me – why not? – of clear, fresh

  oysters.




  “You were leaving on holiday?”




  “Yes,” I answered. “I was going to spend Christmas with my family in La Rochelle. But I’m worried that my train might be full and I forgot to make a reservation . .

  .”




  You looked me straight in the eyes, pondered just half a second, turned toward your lorry.




  “Say, I’ve thought of something . . .”




  And there we are . . .




  Just enough time for you to go to some office to complete the paperwork and for me to make a phone call, and we were on our way, on a long, unexpected, delicious Christmas Eve journey.




  We had reached a hill. You slowed down, had to change gear, your hand left my knee for a moment, then swiftly returned. “The truth is,” you said to me, “I’m very

  shy.” And I was so enjoying this strange conversation where words seemed to be possessed of different meanings. The charming way you said “the truth is”, so pregnant with

  possibilities.




  “Really?” Did I doubt you?




  “Not usually,” you added.




  “But tonight?” I sought confirmation.




  “A bit.”




  “Because of me?”




  “Thanks to you.”




  “And does it feel good?”




  “It’s delectable!”




  I thought that for a lorry driver your vocabulary was quite charming. And I loved the way you thought.




  “How funny . . .” I said.




  “Yes, for a lorry driver, eh?” you answered, and smiled once again. I looked back at you and drowned my gaze in your deeply lined brow. I had always known vile seducers had wrinkles

  just like yours. And I allowed myself to be seduced . . .




  I put my hand on yours. It was warm, strong. Wise. I pulled my skirt up and encouraged your large hand to shed its innocence and explore further.




  “You’re really funny!” you said. “You don’t really look like. . .”




  “But I’m not . . .”




  “What, only tonight?”




  “Yes.”




  “Why?”




  “It’s Christmas!”




  The disappointment on your face was almost comic.




  “I thought it was because of me . . .”




  “Thanks to you!” I corrected you.




  And we sealed our complicity with an exchange of meaningful looks and smiles.




  “Keep your eyes on the road. Our hands are old enough to look after themselves. Especially yours.”




  “It’s not always an advantage to have such large hands,” you said, as your fingers approached the edge of my knickers.




  I did not answer but pulled my buttocks up, and pulled off the piece of underwear obstructing you. And wedged myself deep into the seat, opened my thighs and again closed my eyes.




  Your hand sported intelligence. At first, it made no demands. Wandered quietly over my fur, knuckles slowly skimming over its surface, a pleasing caress. The hum of the lorry’s engine and

  the bumps in the road echoed all the way through to my sex, where I could feel a whole network of nerve terminals vibrating in unison. It was like a sort of telephone switchboard in my lower

  stomach, impatiently awaiting calls and demands.




  “Tell me . . .” you asked.




  I did not misunderstand your request. All you wanted to hear from me was how I felt right then.




  “I know it’s called a pussy,” I said. “I feel as if it’s about to miaow!”




  “I love animals,” you answered.




  “They always return your affection,” I whispered back, my voice suddenly quite hoarse as one of your errant fingers penetrated me.




  You found it amusing to enter and withdraw from me in a slow, gentle rhythm. I slipped my hand under the palm of your hand, still warming my mons, found my bud and delicately landed on it,

  careful not to rush anything, to make this holy moment last as long as possible, this very instant when imagination moves residence and settles in highly secret places.




  My dreams were at sea, balanced on the waves. My cunt was the sea, waves crashing against each other, ebb and flow, ebb and flow . . .




  I was in the depths, dark, salty, wetter than wet and my stomach was initiating a new, steady pulse, ever increasing in strength: hold back, hold on, hold back, hold on . . . I was becoming an

  underwater cave, a dizzy abyss. Soon I would require something stronger, something to war against, to fight back, to digest. I beckoned the myths of the great sea serpent, the indefatigable

  swimmer, the steel-membered Argonaut. I begged to be taken . . .




  You were still driving, your eyes on the road, a foreigner to all that was happening between my thighs. You kindly offered me another finger. It was welcome, but the angle of penetration slowed

  its movements, causing pain in the midst of pleasure.




  “You’re wet!” you said.




  “You’re the one who’s making me wet. I’m like a jetty covered in kelp, you know, after the wave has subsided . . . A jetty after the storm . . .”




  I thought of mooring bitts. I placed my left hand on your flies.




  You raised yourself slightly to allow me to unbutton your top button, as it was too tight. The rest came easy. I quickly found you.




  It’s damn crazy to jerk off like that, a thick cock in hand, and dreaming of being elsewhere. Can drive you mad.




  I don’t really know you, but there’s a place for you inside of me. Several places, even. This was the moment when I realized how perfectly we complemented each other. This cock I

  held in my hand, I wanted to take it everywhere into me, wherever it might fit. I also felt like devouring it, an imperious desire, a ferocious appetite, a pressing need to be one with it, to

  commune in agony. But if I bent towards you, you would have had to let go of me, and I did not want that. The explosion was approaching, I could no longer control it. I looked around at you,

  disturbed.




  “I think I’m . . .”




  “Yes, of course. Yes!” you gently said. As you would put a friend at ease. The kindness of this permission reassured me and banished all the mental storm clouds away.




  But, please, don’t let it make you stop!




  And you understood so well both the situation and the urgency clearly, and your fingers pursued their passionate, dizzy journey inside me, this hesitant waltz strong enough to melt all

  resistance, travails worthy of Sisyphus and the ocean and handfuls of planets. Forward, further, much further, gently, back a bit, almost pulling out, ever so slowly, forward, much further, back a

  bit gently . . . I keep company with you, with all my soul, with all my guts and I’m chased by a giant wave riding behind me, biting at my heels, catching me . . . Lo, here it comes . . .




  I held your cock tight in the grip of my hand, froze, winced, riding the crest of the giant tidal wave lifting me up, sitting on the throne of an eruption of sheer undiluted pleasure, cushioning

  all its aftershocks . . .




  You parked smoothly on the side of the road, switched off the engine. I turned towards you, short of breath, still boiling. You explained: “It was either that, or move into second gear . .

  .” I acquiesced. Yes, yes, you were quite right to do so! If you’d switched gears, the let-down would have been awful, a true low in my career . . . The teacher in me smiled at the

  analogy, but offered him no explanation . . . Anyway, all my energy had quite dissipated . . .




  “It was good!” I said, with a lack of conviction that saw you roar with laughter.




  “I’m absolutely delighted,” you declared theatrically, waving your hands upwards, and for just one second, I saw the sheen of my lust shine on your fingers.




  Wait, just you wait and see how I can please you too!




  I bend toward you. Your cock had a heady smell. Reminiscent of the corduroy fabric of your trousers. But also the smell of man. Wild. Lingering . . .




  The joy in my stomach, which still hadn’t subsided, rose sharply again. I laid my tongue on the tip of your cock. It was slippery. A thin, appetizing, salty stream pearled out of the thin

  hole and I spread it all over the pink, round, bare, stirring glans. Men’s cocks are custom-made to be devoured. There’s nothing more eatable in a man. It’s firm, elastic, spongy,

  so soft you feel your tongue should dance on tiptoe over it, like a cheeky skater on a bed of ice.




  Your cock is so thick I don’t think I could suck on all of it . . . At any rate, not in my present position . . . Under my skirt, the echo continues. My cunt is still quivering.




  “Give it to me . . .”




  “Ask, come on, you can ask better . . .”




  “Please, please, please. I want it badly . . .”




  “You can do better!”




  “Come to me, please . . . I am so hot inside. Touch me, touch, I’m on fire, I’m so wet, put it inside, I’ll go crazy. I’ll suck you off so good. Come!”




  “Ask! Ask again!”




  “Damn it! Come . . . Look, how it needs me too: it can’t even stand still, it’s ready to burst if you don’t put it in, put it inside me, fuck me, please? Come. I’m

  hungry, hungry for you, hungry for it. Look, it will slide in so easily, it’s ready . . . You can’t keep it, this big dumb thing, all to yourself? Look, look, I’m opening up for

  it, see. See how I gape wide open, hurry, hurry, or I’ll come without you, just the thought of you screwing me . . . We will lose it all . . .”




  The threats had the desired effect. You laid me down onto the seat, down on your knees on the other seat you pulled me across, pushed your trousers down . . . Lust stabbed through my heart. And

  I still hadn’t even seen your balls!




  You move into me like butter. I can almost feel your taste. It’s a famished beast I have between my thighs. Eat, feast yourself, my little animal! It’s Christmas, I’m your

  midnight supper!




  I swallow you whole with torrid pleasure. Your cock is hard, I can feel it butt against my walls, at the back, and the soft blows reverberate all the way through to my arse. It’s

  exhilarating . . . I’ve a finger on my clit, doing God knows only what, and it feels good, like a mandolin player. And with my left hand, I held your balls, heavy, thick, gorgeous. My

  imagination is on fire thinking of them, swollen and creamy. Eat, kiddo, eat! Soon it will be time for dessert . . . This guy is soon about to spurt all the way into you, the way you like it! My

  brain grows more excited as it pictures visions of eruptions surging upwards at the speed of light. I naively press hard against your balls, as if to empty them.




  “Come, come . . .”




  “No, not before you do. Come quickly.”




  “I can’t. I just can’t, yet.”




  How could I explain that my lust was dependent on yours?




  “You first, you first. . . you keep on saying,” and I realize that you are going to wait as long as it takes while I’m almost suffocating here, suspended above the abyss.




  “Tell me what you want me to do? Tell me . . . You’re so good to me.”




  “Take me everywhere. Behind, also.”




  You are obedience personified. My desires are orders. You stab my arsehole with your thick, aggressive, fiery thumb. It scares me and fills me with joy at the same time.




  “Do you feel me, there? [Hard not to. I feel only you.] Are you ready to come, now? Ready?”




  “If you keep on stretching me open so, everywhere, yes, yes, it’ll soon come . . . Listen, listen, it’s coming, it’s coming, it’s almost here, it’s . . . now,

  right now, give, give it to me, you too . . .”




  You fell upon me. You’re much heavier than I thought you would be. And so much more gentle, too.




  When I opened my eyes, the snow had stopped falling. You caught your breath back, readjusted your clothing, settled again behind the steering wheel. My chest is still resonating, my ears too,

  full of the roar of the giant wave that has washed me away. With sharp burns everywhere, their scars gradually declining and being replaced by a wholesome feeling of lassitude.




  “You can sleep, if you want to.”




  You indicate the cot, behind the front seats. No, I don’t wish to leave you on your own. I will not sleep.




  And the journey continues, quietly, slowly. We’re in a sleigh smoothly sliding through a white and sleepy landscape.




  From time to time, you stop. People wish you a merry Christmas. We go again. There are bells in my head, champagne flowing through my body, and my heart. Small bubbles sparkle and tickle me

  everywhere. You’re nice, you’re funny. I don’t regret anything.




  In the morning, you lightly brush against my drowsiness.




  “We’re arriving in La Rochelle. Where do you want me to drop you?”




  I open my eyes, see a dead town amidst a still black dawn.




  “At the railway station.”




  “What?”




  “Yes, I have to tell you. You know, when we met, I wasn’t leaving Lyon. I’d just arrived. I was going to spend Christmas there. I didn’t feel like it . . .”




  “You’d just come from La Rochelle?”




  “No, from Grenoble.”




  “But . . .? Why did you tell me of La Rochelle?”




  “I saw you. I saw your lorry, the sign ‘Marennes’. I thought, ‘That’s where that guy is going back to, tonight.’ And I reckoned ‘Why

  not?’”




  Your eyes flickered with laughter.




  “It’s funny.”




  “Why?”




  “Because, when you saw me, I was about to hand over the lorry to a mate. I wasn’t supposed to bring it back. I was scheduled to sleep in Lyon. I’d already been driving all

  day.”




  “That’s why you had to go to the office?”




  “Yes, that’s where I was meant to meet up with him. I told Dupre, ‘I’m replacing you.’ He didn’t mind.”




  “Is it legal?”




  “No, not really, but it can be done . . . He’d found this chick in Lyon. Gave him the chance to spend Christmas Eve with her. He was pleased.”




  “Weren’t you supposed to spend Christmas with your family?”




  “No, I was going to wait for the next lorry to do the journey.”




  “So, now, what are you going to do?”




  “First, sleep a bit. Then return to Lyon.”




  “When?”




  “Tomorrow morning, maybe.”




  “So . . .?”




  “Yes, why not?”




  


     

  




  THREE FOR THE MONEY




  Marilyn Jaye Lewis




  Yesterday, I went to a funeral uptown. When I left my apartment in the morning, it had been the proverbial spring day, birds chirping, daffodils blooming in the park –

  the works. Naturally, by the time I came up from the subway station an hour and a half later, it had begun to rain. Funerals are a bit like rain dances in that way; people gather together in

  mourning, and the earth itself cries.




  The dead guy, Marten Santos, had been notoriously rich and depraved while he was alive. He had never tried to pass as righteous, though, never pretended to be perfect. We all knew about his

  peculiar tastes and erratic passions, and loved him for that. Nevertheless, he’d been raised a strict Roman Catholic and so the funeral was a stuffy, conservative affair, held at Our Lady of

  Divine Sorrows. After the funeral, as the teary-eyed pallbearers removed the casket from the church and solemnly loaded it into the back of the hearse, Our Lady’s bell tolled mournfully,

  sounding all the more poignant in the gray drizzle of rain. He was a man who was going to be missed by a lot of good people.




  In life, Mr Santos had been one of my favorite tricks. When he died suddenly of a heart attack three days ago, the newspaper said that he was pushing seventy. During the year when he’d

  been one of my regulars, he claimed to be fifty-five. It says a lot that after all these years I was moved enough by a sense of loss to attend his funeral. But then, he hadn’t always been a

  trick. With Mr Santos, I’d done the unthinkable and allowed a favorite John to become a lover, or nearly so. The shame of that slip-up on my part, and a difficult scene he put me through in a

  cheap hotel room, had caused us to part on uncomfortable terms. Still, it made me no less fond of him.




  I don’t turn tricks anymore, I haven’t for years. I’m almost forty now. I work in a respectable office and I earn a respectable living. I present a very hard-assed,

  successful-bitch version of myself to the world and it’s helped me to succeed and keep my past where it should be, in the past. The frantic, frenetic survival skills acquired by all New

  Yorkers makes the town a forgiving place. As long as you don’t wind up at the heart of a sordid public scandal in a court of law, where New Yorkers show their ugly sides and revel in seeing

  your past mistakes slung at you like so much mud, you can do just about anything to get ahead in this town and not have to worry too much that it’ll come back to haunt you.




  Mr Santos and I first met in an upscale espresso shop on the Upper East Side. This was back in the 80s, when a whole lot of people had money to burn. Mr Santos was friends with the owner, Hajid,

  who was one of my regulars, too. Hajid liked getting blow jobs behind the desk in his office. His office was in the basement of the coffee house. It was decidedly downscale in that dark, damp,

  vermin-infested cellar. However, a simple blow job, as long as I was willing to have my pants around my knees and keep my naked ass out for his viewing pleasure, lasted only about ten minutes and

  garnered me two hundred tax-free dollars, so I found ways to make even that ratskeller seem erotic.




  The evening I met Mr Santos, I was actually just having coffee. I wasn’t engaged in business. Hajid and I were on friendly terms. He introduced me to Mr Santos, with a nod and a wink, and

  Mr Santos pulled up a chair. He got right down to the business of getting to know me better. He ended the meeting by paying my modest tab and then asking me for my phone number, which of course I

  gave him since it was obvious he was loaded – even more so than Hajid.




  Our trysts started out simple and straightforward. Mr Santos would always arrange for me to meet him in other rich people’s high-class apartments. The people he knew went on extended

  vacations, traveled on business to faraway places, or had primary homes in other countries. Mr Santos was married back then, and apparently he and his other married male friends formed a cozy

  circle of infidels, each leaving the rest of the crew a key to his empty apartment for extramarital liaisons in his absence. I don’t think the wives ever had a clue what was taking place in

  the sanctity of their homes while they were off on holiday.




  I was never to touch anything, never allowed to get too comfortable in the jaw-dropping luxury of our trysting places. Mr Santos liked anal and that was pretty much the sole basis of our

  get-togethers, at first. Without fanfare, he would unzip his trousers; let them fall unceremoniously to his ankles, along with his boxers. He’d slip on a rubber; slather it with the lube that

  he carried in his pocket in handy individual foil packets. Then I’d bend over anything steady and he’d slide his cock up my ass.




  He fucked me like a man who had important meetings to get to, so he usually came pretty quickly. I didn’t have to say anything weird, or dress in anything unusual. I simply had to show up

  with an absolutely clean asshole, bend over and let him ream me; that was all he required. For that, I got five hundred dollars cash; five crisp, one-hundred-dollar bills, folded in the middle,

  which he’d place under my nose while I was still bending over – before he’d even pulled his cock out of me, I’d get paid.




  There was something about the way he paid me that tended to make me feel a little humiliated, but he didn’t seem to think twice about it. By the time I’d turn around, he’d have

  the used condom off, his trousers pulled up, and would be heading to the toilet to flush the condom down. He never said anything like. “Here’s your money you whore,” or

  “Take that, bitch.” He just had a funny habit of leaving it parked under my nose while my ass was still stuffed with him.




  I remember when we had our first real conversation. It was a day when he seemed to be at leisure. He wasn’t pressed for time, wasn’t hurrying. It was a day when he wandered around

  the spacious apartment we were using, looking for the perfect place to bend me over, making small talk, making jokes. “Bend over that chair there, let me see the view. Pull up your skirt. No,

  we can find something better.”




  When he finally decided on the perfect spot – an economically correct artist’s stool – he lifted my skirt himself, pulled my panties down (an intimate gesture he’d never

  once done before) and then said, “You know what this reminds me of?”




  My naked ass in the air, my thighs spread in anticipation, my head hanging down, I said, “No, what?”




  “Church. This reminds me of church.”




  He didn’t elaborate and I had no idea what he was talking about. But the thought of church seemed to make him feel even more jovial. He sank to his knees and rimmed me, his hot, wet tongue

  expertly stroking my puckered hole. It felt sensational. I actually moaned and felt like touching myself.




  Having his nose in my ass seemed to arouse his passion, for that day he fucked my ass especially vigorously, nearly knocking me off the stool several times. The mounting pressure of his

  thickening hard-on sucking in and out of my ass made me cry out. When he came, he pulled his cock out a little aggressively, gave me a resounding smack on my upturned ass, and said, “Here you

  go. Thanks, kiddo.” And the money was once again placed in front of my face – on this occasion, I’d been staring at a parquet floor.




  His breezy pre-sex conversing, combined with his sudden rugged manner with me during sex, made me see Mr Santos in a different light. He was a handsome man, I decided, as I watched him zip up

  his trousers and go off in search of the toilet. I still had my panties around my knees when he came back into the room. I was lingering in my little swoon.




  “What’s with you?” he asked.




  Snapping out of it and feeling embarrassed, I moved to pull up my panties.




  “No, wait.” He stopped me. “Not yet. You feel like making a little extra money today?”




  I was caught off guard. He fished out his wallet and surveyed its contents. “Well, I have ten whole dollars.” He found this amusing. “What do you feel like doing for ten

  dollars?”




  “What did you have in mind?”




  “I want to try something and see if I can make you come.”




  I never, under any circumstances, came with a trick. But Mr Santos intrigued me. “You think you can make me come for ten dollars?”




  “Ten bucks, and a nice dinner. What do you say to that? My wife’s out of town and I’ve got all the time in the world. I’ll make it up to you next time about the money.

  You know I’m good for it.”




  I was feeling game. I liked Mr Santos. I wasn’t worried about the money.




  He told me to step out of my panties completely, then to squat down on the parquet floor. He told me that under no circumstances should I touch myself; he wanted to do all the work. He lubed two

  of his fingers, squatted down next to me, held me around my shoulders to sort of brace me, and then he stuck the two lubed fingers up my ass. He wiggled them vigorously in there, pushing hard

  against my perineum, rubbing the wall of muscle with all his strength.




  “Oh god,” I squealed in sheer ecstasy, clutching him tight, a stream of piss suddenly squirting out of me and forming a puddle on the nice wood floor.




  “Go for it, baby. Let everything go. We can clean this up later. Bear down on me.”




  I did as he suggested, pushing my asshole down around his hardworking fingers, never dreaming that I could be launched into orgasm like a rocket without direct pressure applied to my clit. But

  it happened. My thighs shook as I squatted and bore down, more fluids gushing out of my open pisshole. My body was overwhelmed by waves of pleasure as his fingers rubbed more vigorously against the

  pressure of my now frantically contracting sphincter.




  When I was through hyperventilating and convulsing like a lunatic, Mr Santos was still holding me, smiling. “Did you come?” he asked, very pleased with himself.




  I didn’t take the extra ten dollars that day, but I took him up on his offer to buy me dinner and that was the beginning of a new chapter in our “business relationship.”




  He continued to pay me whenever we got together, but we talked more, he took more time with me, he felt challenged to give me orgasms in unexpected ways. Soon, he was paying for rooms in

  five-star hotels, where we’d disappear for entire days together, relying on room service for sustenance. He introduced blindfolds, light bondage, and spanking to the list of things we were

  now doing with each other regularly in a lavish king-sized bed.




  “Do you ever eat pussy?” he asked me one afternoon. “I mean, do you ever get asked to do that when you’re out on a calls?”




  I looked at him uneasily, not at all pleased that the world of my other tricks was even remotely entering into our time together.




  “Do you even know how to eat pussy?”




  “Of course I do.”




  “You get paid to do that?”




  “Sometimes.” I didn’t feel much like discussing it.




  “I’d like to see you eat pussy, you know that?”




  You and every other trick on earth, I told myself. The last thing I wanted was to bring another girl into our scene, a girl who might prove to be more novel than me, a girl who might walk

  off with his number in her purse and then I would lose my favorite trick. Mr Santos was now the man I fantasized about when I was home alone in bed. I didn’t think he would leave his wife for

  me, or anything like that, but I naively considered us lovers. I’d begun to hate the fact that he still paid me.




  “What’s that face for?” he said. “You aren’t into pussy?”




  “Girls are all right.”




  “I was thinking more along the lines of a woman – not a girl.”




  He immediately piqued my interest. “You mean you have someone in mind?”




  “To be honest, there’s a woman I’ve been seeing off and on for years, since before I was married. Occasinally, we get together when our spouses are otherwise detained and we

  have sex. I told her about you. How much fun you are. How amenable you can be.”




  And whose idea was it to make it a threesome, I wondered suspiciously, hers, or his?




  “She’ll pay you the same amount I do; you’ll get double your usual fee. It wouldn’t be a question of taking advantage. I would really like to see you eat her pussy. And I

  think she has an idea of a scene of her own. She’s very willing to pay you,” he repeated. “I don’t think she’s ever paid anyone to do a scene with her. Or to have

  any kind of sex with her, for that matter. She’s just a regular married woman, but a good friend of mine.”




  She sounded harmless enough. But you’d think after my years of turning tricks. I would have known beyond a doubt that people who sound harmless can be the most difficult customers when

  it’s all said and done.




  Still, I agreed to do the three-way. We made an appointment for an afternoon the following week. For some reason, we were meeting in a tacky hotel in midtown – gone was the luxury of the

  king-sized bed, the crisp white sheets and room service. Everything about the hotel they’d chosen was dingy, seedy, and low class.




  Mr Santos had asked me to bring along an outfit that would be suitable for a naughty little girl routine. Even though I’d never gone to Catholic school myself, I had a vintage Catholic

  schoolgirl uniform that fit me perfectly. I figured Mr Santos would get off on the religion thing so that’s what I packed for my change of clothes.




  I’d been getting steadily more into the idea of the three-way as the day approached. Anything that involved the unpredictability of Mr Santos’s lusty libido aroused my own sexual

  appetites. He was nothing like an average trick. So when I knocked on the hotel room door that afternoon, I was already horny, already sopping wet between my legs. Until Mr Santos let me into the

  room and introduced me to his woman friend.




  Oh my god, I realized in sick horror, it’s Mrs Hamilton.




  She’d been my tenth grade sociology teacher. A woman who’d made my life a living hell for an entire year. I was certain it was her. To this day, I don’t know if she recognized

  me, too. If she did, she never once let on. But I knew it was her. She was simply using a fake name, like a lot of tricks do.




  “Call me either ‘Daddy’ or ‘Sir’ today,” Mr Santos was instructing me. “And this is your new stepmother, Louise.”




  Louise? They couldn’t come up with anything less corny than Louise?




  I had that feeling of panic in my gut that I used to get in my early days of hustling; I wanted to bolt. But then I focused on the money: one thousand dollars cash for a single afternoon’s

  work. It would be worth it. But I saw immediately that it was going to be just that – work.




  Mrs Hamilton had never been an unattractive woman; it was just that she’d always been a mean bitch of a teacher. In my years since high school, she’d managed to stay attractive;

  she’d taken good care of herself. I figured that if she knew Mr Santos, she must have money, too, and that always helps women stay good-looking. Yet it made me wonder why she’d chosen

  to teach at all. Perhaps for the sick thrill of tormenting teenagers?




  “Louise wants to help you change clothes,” Mr Santos told me. “It’ll give you two a chance to get comfortable with each other. I’m going to run across the street to

  the liquor store. This trashy hotel doesn’t even supply booze.”




  Shit. He was leaving me alone with her. The dreaded moment was starting to look even worse. Not only would I have to get naked for Mrs Hamilton, I would have to be completely alone with her

  while it happened. No horny Mr Santos around to use as a buffer zone.




  When he was gone, she went right into “efficient teacher” mode. “Come here,” she said flatly. “Let’s get you out of those clothes and into something more

  appropriate.”




  She didn’t act like it made her at all nervous to be around a prostitute, to be doing a scene. I wondered if she was anybody’s horny lesbo stepmother in real life. The implications

  of that thought creeped me out. I had to force myself to keep my mind a blank.




  Mrs Hamilton was going through my bag, pulling out my change of clothes. She seemed to recognize the uniform for what it was – something real girls wore in real high schools.

  “Are you Catholic?” she asked. “Not that it’s any of my business.”




  “Yes,” I said. “But I went to public schools.” The sudden rudeness in my tone surprised even me.




  She eyed me coolly, taking in that last remark. “Come over here,” she said.




  Shit. She was actually making me nervous. But I went over to her. Without hesitating, she began undressing me. “Let me tell you something,” she explained carefully, unbuttoning my

  shirt with manicured fingers. “While we’re in the confines of this room, while we’re on the clock, so to speak, I have no qualms whatsoever about making it very clear which one of

  us is on top.” The sound of her words alone felt like a slap. She had my shirt off. She was moving to unfasten my bra then, her fingers were touching the skin on my back, her face was close

  to mine. I didn’t like it. “If you want to keep talking to me in that rude tone,” she continued, “go right ahead. But consider yourself warned. I’m not afraid of girls

  like you. I deal with your kind every day.”




  My bra was off. My tits were right there in front of her, my nipples shivering to stiff points from the sudden change in temperature. How many times had I bared my tits for strange clients? But

  this took the cake for strangeness. I felt exposed.




  She didn’t touch me, though. She barely even paused to look at my nakedness. She was already on to my tight jeans, unzipping them, tugging them down to my ankles.




  I was in that state of half-undressed nervousness when Mr Santos came back to the room, carrying a fifth of gin and a large carton of Tropicana OJ.




  Jesus, I wondered, how trashy are we going to get? Where was the top-shelf bourbon, or at the very least, some cheap champagne?




  “Well,” he said, regarding us with satisfaction, “we’re certainly progressing here. Anyone want a drink?”




  We all did. Mr Santos played bartender while keeping a keen eye on us.




  Mrs Hamilton had me completely undressed, except for my panties. Those she seemed to want to take more time with. She lowered them slowly, anticipating the unveiling of my neatly trimmed snatch.

  She was actually squatting down in front of me, apparently wanting an up close and personal view. It made me even more uncomfortable – not so much that Mrs Hamilton was squatting down in

  front of me, so obviously aroused by the imminent sight of another woman’s pussy, but the fact that I was getting off on it, too. I was suddenly wet again.




  “Good lord,” she said quickly under her breath. She’d peeled my panties past my mound, rolled them partially down my thighs and seen the strand of gooey wetness

  connecting my soaking hole to the cotton crotch of my underwear. She looked up at Mr Santos, who was now standing next to us, offers of drinks in his hands. “She’s so wet,” Mrs

  Hamilton explained in quiet earnestness, as if the sight of a twat swollen in arousal pained her deliciously.




  I took my drink from Mr Santos and gulped it down. I needed fortification. Mrs Hamilton was fucking hot. And now she was licking me, her mouth was actually on me down there, and I was

  getting off on it.




  Jesus, I wondered; what was going to happen here? Alone, unsupervised with two horny tricks who could get me this worked up; two people apparently intent on doing a pseudo-incest scene, with me

  playing the part of the helpless bottom, two tops wanting to have their way with me, and all of us downing cheap gin?




  I was light-headed. I parted my legs as much as I could for Mrs Hamilton, but it wasn’t easy with my panties around my thighs. She held tight to my ass cheeks, her mouth flush with my

  mound. She moaned as her hot tongue slid eagerly around in the folds of my pussy lips, occasionally landing directly on the tip of my clit. I was soon so aroused by the lusty sounds she made, that

  I actually held on to her head to keep myself steady. I had a handful of Mrs Hamilton’s hair in one hand, and a plastic cup of gin and OJ in the other. It all seemed so decadently tawdry. The

  cheap thrill of it made me press Mrs Hamilton’s face even closer to my snatch, rubbing her face in the slippery folds of it. The horny bitch moaned even more.




  Mr Santos lit a cigarette. He stood close to us, watching it all unfold, feeling up my titties while he watched – taking firm handfuls of titty flesh and squeezing, kneading, then tugging

  roughly on my stiff, aching nipples. He took a drag off his cigarette and then put his mouth on mine, forcing exhaled smoke into my open mouth along with his tongue.




  The feel of his tongue filling my mouth, and Mrs Hamilton’s tongue deep between my sopping lips, while Mr Santos kept up his avid mauling of my breasts – I thought I’d come

  right on the spot.




  But Mr Santos had his thoughts elsewhere. He pulled away from me the second before I had a chance to come. “This is going to be good,” he announced.




  The sound of his voice seemed to bring Mrs Hamilton back to earth. She got up from between my legs abruptly, her mouth a slick mess. She went straight for the drink awaiting her on the dresser.

  I could see her mentally pulling herself together; reminding herself which one of us girls was on top.




  Within moments, she was in stepmother mode. “I want you to go into the bathroom and put on your clothes. Your father and I want to be alone. We’ll tell you when to come

  out.”




  I did as I was told, stopping first to refresh my drink. I closed myself up in the small, ugly bathroom and got into my uniform. Outside, I could hear the lusty sounds of them going at each

  other. I didn’t know in what way. Had they managed to strip out of their clothes in record time and begin fucking? Were they only partially undressed and sucking each other, or – just

  what were they doing? I was not only keenly curious, I was also jealous. I didn’t want Mr Santos to enjoy Mrs Hamilton that much; after all, he was my lover.




  Of course, I’d been instructed to stay put in the bathroom until I was given permission to come out. But that was all part of the scene. Naughty girls went wide-eyed into every opportunity

  to misbehave. Otherwise, you’d deprive your scene-mates of the chance to spank you bare-assed – or worse, depending on the infraction.




  I quietly cracked open the bathroom door and peeked out at them.




  I’ll be damned, I thought.




  They were fucking, all right. But they were, for the most part, still dressed. Mrs Hamilton was bent over the foot of the bed with her pants tugged down to her knees, while Mr Santos, cock out

  of his unzipped trousers, rode her hard from behind.




  I was transfixed – they were in such a frenzy of lust. Plus the cheap booze had gone to my head. I couldn’t believe I was watching Mrs Hamilton get nailed, and in such an

  unflattering posture. Her white ass looked huge, sticking out like that.




  I worked my hand up under my skirt and inside my white panties. I wiggled my clit furiously as I watched them fuck like dogs.




  As if on cue, Mrs Hamilton glanced over at the bathroom door and caught me spying on them. It seemed to make her ass jut out even more, if that was possible. But she got a queer look on her

  face, too, like she couldn’t wait to get down and nasty on my own ass. I quickly closed the bathroom door and tried to mind my own business.




  Naturally it was too late, and the incest-punishment scene was in full swing. There was soon a knock on the bathroom door. When I opened it, it was “Daddy.” He said, “Your

  stepmother wishes to speak to you.”




  I came out of the bathroom to find my “stepmother” stark naked, sitting on the bed. She looked good naked, but she looked angry. “Come over here,” she said.




  I expected to get thoroughly spanked by her and I wasn’t sure whether or not I would get off on it; she was still Mrs Hamilton after all, a woman I had once despised. As I went to her,

  there was a fear in my belly reminiscent of what I had once felt facing actual punishment as a child. Of course, this wasn’t a scene remotely close to anything that would have gone on in my

  own house. I hadn’t lost sight of the fact that we were all here for sex.




  Daddy, still fully clothed, only his cock jutting out from his pants, sat down on the bed next to the naked “Louise.” He had a stern expression on his face that made him look even

  more handsome. I was hoping he would force me to make it up to him somehow – all his disappointment in how I had misbehaved. But for now, the emphasis was on Louise. This was decidedly her

  scene, the part she was paying for.




  “Come closer,” she said.




  I stood directly in front of her, cowering in my schoolgirl uniform.




  “What were you doing in there?” she demanded.




  “Nothing.”




  “It was more than nothing, young lady. You were spying on us, weren’t you?”




  “Yes,” I meekly confessed.




  “Weren’t you told to stay in there until someone came for you?”




  “Yes.”




  “And why did you disobey me?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “I’ll tell you why, because you’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you? What do you suppose happens to a dirty little girl who disobeys and sticks her nose where it

  doesn’t belong?”




  I gave it some serious thought. The look in Mrs Hamilton’s eyes was dark and unpleasant. Mr Santos, however, was in the throes of lust. He was watching it all while avidly stroking

  himself.




  “I asked you a question,” my stepmother went on. “What do you suppose happens to a dirty little girl who disobeys?”




  “I don’t know,” I replied.




  “I think you do.”




  I said nothing.




  “Answer me.”




  “I guess I need to get spanked!” I finally blurted.




  I was playing my part to the hilt now and Mrs Hamilton had succumbed completely to the erotic pull of her role. She was so obviously entranced by the power of her anger. “That’s

  right. You need a good spanking to teach you a lesson. Get over here, right over my knee, young lady.”




  She grabbed me and pulled me over her knee, positioning me across her lap in such a way that everything between my legs would be facing Mr Santos. She lifted my skirt. “I’ll teach

  you to be a dirty little girl,” she said, lowering my panties with deliberate patience, slowly revealing the round, white globes of my ass, then tugging the panties down my thighs.




  She held my wrists tight and then gave my ass a resounding spank. “Why do you dirty girls always have to learn the hardest way how to behave?” She gave me another well-placed,

  stinging spank.
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