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“In a mad world only the mad are sane.”

—AKIRA KUROSAWA


“There is always some madness in love.

But there is also always some reason in madness.”

—FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE
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The place was close to perfect. A large studio, it was set on the top floor of a majestic old brownstone in Brooklyn. David Sands loved it. He stood in the center of the large room staring around at the tall ceiling, skylights, and brick fireplace, beaming with joy. God, there was so much to do. But so much to work with. He sighed happily. This was going to be a great apartment.

The landlord of the place, an elderly man named Mr. Whittaker, sat on a metal crate full of CDs and sipped a cup of hot tea. He had shown David the apartment only a few days ago and now felt content, for Sands had just signed the lease. Not that the old man needed the money, but it was sure nice to have someone else in the building. His two kids were all grown up, and after his wife passed away from cancer five years ago, he had rented the apartment upstairs, keeping the bottom two floors for himself. Sands looked like a good character—another artist (a painter, no less), but that was all right with him. After all, this place was made for painters.

“I can’t get over these windows,” Sands said, facing the rear of the building. There were two windows, large floor-to-ceiling glass panels. They were almost eight feet high and twice that in width, allowing an unobstructed view of the backyard, and the buildings beyond. Sunlight blazed in, falling on a thick off-white rug, warming the floor.

“Oh yeah,” Whittaker said, pausing to slurp his tea, “one of the tenants put all this stuff in a few years back. An artist, this one was,” he said, pointing a bony finger in Sands’ direction. “Guy was a painter, just like you. Kept on making all of this fuss about there not being enough light in here. Said it affected his creativity!” Whittaker let out a sharp yelp that barely resembled a laugh. He was grinning though, and holding his stomach with a callous hand. The other trembled slightly, spilling a bit of tea on the rug. “Shit, sorry,” he mumbled softly.

Sands watched him with amusement. He liked the old guy. He sure could talk though. He had kept Sands for two hours the other day just rambling on about the place and the neighborhood. Sands knew that he was just lonely, looking for someone to tell his stories to. And that was okay with him.

“Sure seems like this painter did an awful lot of work to the place,” Sands said, his eyes traveling around the loft.

“Oh yeah, this guy was a real handyman. And I figured, what the hell. He showed me his plans and I said go for it. And boy did he! Knocked out a bunch of walls, put in the skylights and the windows, and installed hardwood floors throughout the entire place.” Sands shook his head. This place didn’t look like any of the brownstones he had seen, including the one he had grown up in just a few blocks away. He could understand though how a painter had done all this: the wide-open loft; light streaming in from dual skylights and twin windows. He felt a sudden urge to kick the old man out and get to his easel. But he hadn’t even unpacked yet. There was plenty of time for his craft later.

Sands stood at the windows admiring his new view. He was a tall man, dark with short black hair that always looked combed, even when it was neglected for a few hours. His brown eyes were set into a soft, youthful face that hid his true age of thirty-five. He glanced ahead at the building that faced his. It was the same height as his building and built of dark stone the color of mud. Sands also noticed that each window was covered with a plastic shade, giving the impression that the occupants were not around. Perhaps they were on vacation. He looked down into the backyard, his eyes following the neatly cut grass and gray flagstones set in the ground back to a metal fence. The other building’s yard extended to the same fence, the two yards hugging each other back to back. Below him, the yard was well kept. Despite the cool autumn weather, Mr. Whittaker had planted a row of flowers on either side. An oval pool in the center surrounded by small flagstones beckoned flocks of sparrows and an occasional blue jay. The other yard, on the other hand, had tall grass and unkempt vines, their lanky tendrils climbing up the fence toward the sky.

“You keep the yard in excellent condition,” Sands remarked to the old man, who had risen and now stood by the window. The sun was beginning to descend, sending its brilliant light filtering through the massive branches of several large oak trees.

“Well, I’ve got time to kill now,” Mr. Whittaker said, pausing to reflect on a thought. “Besides, I like to put in a few hours outside, as long as it doesn’t get too cold. The tenants before you used to do a little themselves, so we just got in the habit of keeping it nice and neat.”

“It shows. What’s the story on the yard behind us? Are those people away or something, because theirs needs some tender loving care, if you know what I mean?” The old man just smiled and tipped his mug up to finish the last of his tea. He set the mug down in the palm of his hand and turned to look at the building with the unkempt yard.

“Strange story about that house and its occupants. But, to answer your question: no, they aren’t away. Actually, no one lives in that house anymore. A brother-in-law, I think, of the original owner comes around once a month to check up on the place and tidy up the yard. Yeah, no one lives there anymore.” He walked over to the side of the main room where the kitchen was located and placed the mug carefully in the sink. “Well, I got to be going; thanks for the tea.” He disappeared out the door and down the steps before Sands could question him further about the house or the occupants. It didn’t matter much. There would be plenty of time later to sit and shoot the breeze with the old man. He found himself looking forward to that next time when Whittaker would come to talk. For now, there were things to do. He wanted to finish unpacking his things and fill the water bed before the evening so he could sleep in comfort the first night in his new home.



By nine, Sands had managed to sort out the majority of his belongings. Boxes lay everywhere. Large ones marked “bedroom” were stacked in one corner of the loft, while others marked “dishes” were in the kitchen and dining room area. The bed had been filled in a little under three hours. The heater had kicked in, but it would be a while before the bed was completely warm the way he liked it. A diamond-studded night filled the windows, sending disturbing shadows and eerie moonlight through the panes of glass. He had managed to start a fire an hour ago. The small pile of wood that Mr. Whittaker had left had since burned down to reddish-brown coals sizzling in the evening, painting the room in shades of soft firelight. More than three-dozen paintings leaned against different walls, waiting for Sands to mount them. Multitudes of colors, they were dazzling images that represented his life’s work. He had also tacked up a two-meter square canvas on one wall and pulled out his paints in preparation for beginning his next project. He had an idea floating around in his head: a single vein of a concept—and he thought he might try to run with it to see where it ended up.

Sands flopped into a deep rattan chair facing the windows. His drink lay at his side, a tall frosty glass filled with squares of clear ice and Jamaican rum. He put the glass to his lips, shut his eyes, and savored the flavor of the smooth liquid as it shot down his throat. He felt incredibly good. He looked out at the buildings before him. The one in front was completely dark, almost black. Its sheer face seemed one-dimensional in the moonlight. He shivered without thinking; then returned his gaze to the room in which he sat. As he glanced around his loft, he smiled proudly. This was all his. He had worked damn hard for it, and now he had what he had always dreamed of. It was perfect. In the heart of Prospect Heights, only blocks from where he grew up. That was important. He wanted to be close to his “roots.” Sands had drawn much inspiration from the city and his childhood, depicting in his paintings the hardships of growing up in the ghetto, learning to be a man, and surviving. In addition, he loved Brooklyn. Prospect Park, the library, and the Brooklyn Museum—they had all been subjects of his paintings. His students in the P.S. 9 art classes found his work intriguing.

He stared at the canvas tacked to the wall. He wanted to start painting now, for there were so many images to capture here. But he was tired. Sitting in the chair with his drink, he was mesmerized by the fire and its dying embers. He began a new train of thought, concentrating on the red hot coals, their texture, and unique form. He drifted off to sleep, painting a fresh picture of their life and death in his mind.



Sands awoke quickly, opening his eyes without difficulty. A few moments were needed to adjust his vision to the darkened room. The fire was out and the moon was high overhead in a starlit night. There was enough light for him to note the time: eleven forty-five. A flash of light had caught his eye. Was this why he had awakened? He wasn’t sure. He turned his head and glanced out the window. A light had come on in a third-floor window of the building across the yard. Yellow light coated a thin window shade, yet Sands couldn’t see shadows or movement. He twisted in his chair trying to stretch while contemplating his move to the water bed. He would go in a second, as soon as he found the energy. His eyes fluttered for a brief moment and they would have shut completely had it not been for a movement behind the yellow shade. Sands sat up with interest and stared at the window. A figure moved behind it, first coming into focus as it moved toward the window, then blurring as it walked away. Sands guessed it was the brother-in-law, coming to check on things and take care of the yard. It was about time, he thought.

The figure moved into focus again and seemed to stop directly in front of the window. Sands wondered what the person was trying to decide. For a second the figure didn’t move, then bent forward and pulled the shade down a few inches. The figure let the shade go and it went flying upward, rolling itself tight as it went. Light poured out into the darkness of the backyard and Sands had to shake his head to make sure he wasn’t asleep. The figure was a woman. She was tall; full of hips, but far from fat; curvy, meat on the bones, the way he liked, he could tell even from here—with an enormous shock of black hair worn ’70s afro style. She was dressed in a black-lace teddy, practically see-through, as far as Sands could tell. A thin chain of gold adorned her neck, settling quite nicely into the valley of her upturned breasts. The woman wore a pair of black sunglasses set atop high cheekbones. Her face reminded Sands of some exotic African model he had seen in several fashion magazines. She was bending down, reaching for the window and with two thrusts, she pushed it up. Her hips moved to a syncopated beat, one Sands could feel even though he could not hear the music. She seemed so carefree and totally unaware that she was being watched. His heartbeat quickened.

The woman stuck her head out the window and into the night, inhaling the fresh, cool air. Her hair seemed to undulate and dangle over her face for a moment, but with a quick flip of her head she caused it to sail over her face, exposing her dark forehead for a brief instant. Sands looked on in disbelief as she bent over the windowsill and stared out. He could see her large breasts, forced between her elbows and the windowsill, straining sensuously against thin lace, trying to escape their confines. She looked up again, this time towards Sands, her dark sunglasses reflecting rays of stray moonlight. For a brief moment, it seemed that she was staring straight through him. Then she stood up, closing the window and pulling down the shade in a quick motion. Her figure remained in front of the yellowing shade for a moment longer and then she was gone, her image fading out of focus as the light was extinguished.
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David Sands awoke just after dawn; the morning sun rising into a blue-filled sky.

He stretched briefly, before settling back down into the confines of the water bed. Sands lay there, pausing to stare up at the skylights and the sky beyond. Since he had neglected to put up drapes the night before, the loft was too bright for him to be able to go back to sleep. His gaze swept around the room, taking in the white powder of burned-out coals, and next, the window and what lay beyond. His thoughts traveled back to the night before and to the mysterious woman he had spied on. Actually, he told himself, it wasn’t spying; he just happened to glance out his window when she leaned out for a breath of fresh air. For all he knew, half of Park Place had witnessed the same event, and were lying in bed right now with a hard-on, fantasizing about the strange woman with the dark sunglasses.

God, she was beautiful. He’d have to pay more attention to that window in the future. This might be a nightly ritual with her, and Sands planned on being in the front row for the show!

Sands climbed out of bed, suddenly aware that he didn’t have anything on. He was used to sleeping in the nude; he enjoyed the feeling of his body pressed against the warmth of the water-bed mattress, and was accustomed to sleeping in a room where the shades were drawn; of no possibility that anyone would see him.

He felt a sudden twitch of excitement.

What if she was sitting by the window right now with the curtains drawn, watching him?

What if she was spying on him the way he spied on her the night before?

Sands walked to the kitchen slowly, purposely avoiding the middle of the room, glancing toward the window every few seconds. His heart was pounding as he scanned the windows on the third floor. He stepped away from the dining room table purposefully, and stood in the center of the loft, his toes curling into the soft cushion of the rug.

His breathing was arrested.

He felt himself growing hard.

What if she was watching him right now?



Texture.

That’s what intrigued Sands most about the building. Its face was rough or smooth depending on the angle of the sun, and when you viewed it.

Sunlight bounced off its vertical wall and window sills, creating a kaleidoscope of patterns. He would capture all of this in time, he promised himself as he dipped his brush rapidly between two trays of acrylic and oil paints. The square canvas was beginning to take shape—the building, as seen from his window, filling the whiteness. He was detailing the windows on the third floor, using a thin brush and charcoal to form an outline of a woman who was peering out from behind a curtain. In another window, he had begun to pencil in a second woman; this one stood squarely in the frame pushing up the glass. Details of their faces, forms, and dress (or lack thereof) would come later.

Perhaps all of the windows would be filled by nightfall, each one telling a story of a woman the painter had never met.



Dusk came quickly; Sands had spent most of the day in front of the canvas, neglecting everything but his painting. He paused at five to light a small fire, using cardboard and the cut-up remains of old crates he had used for moving. The fire hissed and crackled, sending an array of sparks up dark chimney walls. Warm light fell on his back as he worked, while sounds from an old Al Jarreau record filled the loft, causing him to smile with nostalgia. He remembered other nights like this one, spent in front of a nice warm fire with a woman friend, and Al crooning in the background as only he could.

Sands felt good. His painting was coming to life, and he liked it. Already, his mind was whirling with another scene, another collage of images that he couldn’t wait to set down on canvas. This one was almost finished; by ten or eleven he figured it would be complete. That was important because he wanted to make sure he was still up around eleven-thirty. Hopefully, the mysterious “afro” lady—something out of an Erykah Badu video—the one with her hair worn wild—afro style—would reappear in front of her window, just as she had last night. Sands smiled. He might have spent the whole day painting, but his mind never strayed from the previous night and what was possibly in store for him tonight. There was no rational reason why she should show herself again tonight. What he had witnessed the night before was probably a one-time deal; at least that’s the way it always turned out. It was too good to be true; and yet he felt that this time, things would be different. He didn’t know why, but he knew she would show, just as beautifully and mysteriously as she had the previous night.



Nine, ten, eleven.

The hours came and went quietly without disturbance.

Sands retired his brush for the night, feeling quite satisfied with his latest work. It could use some more color; a touch of gold to the woman’s lips, a splash of blue to soften the night-time scene, and finally, yellow, to bathe the windows with light. All these things would come later, perhaps even tomorrow.

He added more slabs of broken-up crates to the fire, and settled down into the rattan chair with a glass of Jamaican rum to watch the flames as they came alive. He glanced at his watch. Eleven-thirty.

Soon now, he hoped.

At precisely midnight, his watch chimed the new day, and David Sands opened his eyes. The room had grown dark; the small burning mound giving off warm, flickering light in small doses.

Shadows of an occasional flare-up danced on the far wall behind the chair where Sands sat. He stood to stretch, and reached for his drink, focusing his attention out the window. The building was dark. No light spilled from any windows tonight. He went to his window and stood with his face pressed against the cold glass, searching for any sign of her. Unfortunately, he saw none.

One, two.

Hours passed effortlessly as Sands slept, opening his eyes only when he shifted to get comfortable in the chair.

By three he gave up trying, and drained the watery remains of the rum in one quick gulp. He climbed into the water bed, grateful for the warmth of the heater. Sands fell asleep quickly, failing to notice the single light that had come on across from him. A shapely woman stood behind the panes of glass, staring through dark sunglasses at the loft across from hers. She smiled to herself while extinguishing the lights, leaving the telescope on its tripod in front of the shade.
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The brightness of a new day forced Sands out of bed at seven.

This time, however, he grabbed a large sheet from the front room and placed it over the windows, cutting down the light. He returned promptly to his water bed where he slept until noon!

An hour later, he showered and made some breakfast.

By two, he had straightened up the loft, and began the tedious process of hanging his works of art.

Mr. Whittaker stopped by for a short chat a little after three. He was preparing to take a stroll around the neighborhood, and wanted to know if Sands cared to join him. The painter declined, saying that he needed to hang all of his paintings before dark. Whittaker understood and stayed for a while, delaying his walk to look at Sands’ art, and to shoot the breeze. At six, Sands lay down exhausted and famished. So, he decided to treat himself to some take-out Chinese food down on Vanderbilt Avenue.

For some reason Sands felt irritable. Actually, he had felt that way all day. He thought he was just overtired. Or, maybe it had something to do with last night. He pushed the thought out of his head. It was senseless to dwell on the woman. Sands had happened to be at the right place at the right time when she had appeared the night before last. It had nothing to do with him.

Nothing.

It was all an accident. Anyway, he was a grown-ass man; he needed to stop spending his days thinking about a woman he had seen only briefly one night. Sands had far more important things to do. Art projects were being lined up, and he planned on getting more involved in the community. He couldn’t let himself get bogged down with enticing fantasies, no matter how tempting they might be.

Sands let the thought drain out of him while walking down Park Place to Vanderbilt Avenue. He reached the corner and immediately the smells of sweet and sour sauce intermixed with the aroma of fresh shrimp and stir-frying assaulted him.

He would forget the woman, he promised himself.

Afro-lady with designer sunglasses was history…



A new moon burned a hole in the dome of the sky, while a quick blur overhead signaled the end to a star’s life. The fireplace was ablaze in warm light, sending dancing flickers of shadows around the loft. Sands lay on the thick off-white rug sipping a drink, his smooth face a pale blue from the reflection of the television set. He pressed the buttons on the remote, scanning the channels for a movie or anything else of interest. The news dominated the airwaves at this time of night, and most of what was being reported was dull and depressing. Finally, he found something of interest on one of the local channels and he decided to give it a shot, at least until something better came on. During the long commercial breaks, Sands found himself staring out the window and to the dark building beyond. Every few moments he would glance at the window on the third floor before returning his attention to the TV set. At eleven-thirty a talk show came on, and Sands settled back, prepared to watch that until he fell asleep.

At precisely eleven forty-five a single light came on in the building across from his. Sands’ peripheral vision picked it up immediately; he stood quickly and went to the window. He stared at the third floor, his mind and pulse racing. It had to be her, he thought. Who else could it be?

Sands turned the television off, keeping his eyes glued to the lighted window. For a moment he saw nothing.

Then, he thought he could perceive shapes moving behind the yellow shade; a pulsating form, like the night before last.

He extinguished all the lights and used the metal poker to kick the coals around in the fireplace, decreasing the light emanating from the white-hot embers. He completed this task rather quickly, not wanting to miss any activity unfolding in front of him. David grabbed his drink and took a wild swig. The dark liquid spilled onto his cheek and ran down his shirt. He wiped it off and stared at the building.

God, he hoped he wouldn’t be disappointed this time.

A dark form materialized in front of the shade, swimming in and out of focus. Then it became still, and Sands saw the outline of the woman.

For a moment, she stood perfectly still; then her hands went to the shade and pulled it up, allowing an unobstructed view of her body.

Sands let out a harried breath, instinctively moving away from the middle of the window to the side, where he would be out of her direct line of sight.

As on the first night, she wore a black-lace teddy, her eyes adorned with dark sunglasses. She reached for the window and opened it without effort. Her head jutted out into the night air and her oversized afro, like a pendulum, swept from side to side in time to her hips.

Sands squinted his eyes, trying to use his vision like a pair of binoculars to focus in on her smooth chocolate skin. His gaze followed the gold chain down into the valley of her breasts and David swore he caught a hint of a nipple as she stretched toward the moon high overhead. The woman seemed amused, for she continuously tipped her head from side to side and laughed, as if she knew someone was watching her. Sands found that she concentrated her stare in his direction. He stood still by the window as she went through her ritual dance. Finally, she closed the window and stood in front of the glass for a few seconds, facing his direction. The woman was smiling now, and Sands felt his eyes lock with hers.

He felt himself shudder.

A moment later she was gone. He stood by the long sheet of cold glass, straining to see into the room across from his, to catch even a fleeting glimpse of the woman. Yet, he saw no hint of movement or shadows.

But the light remained on and he felt compelled to stand there all night if he had to, until the bulb burned out.

A knock at the door broke his spell.

It was late.

David held his breath waiting for the second knock.

It came, momentarily.

He reached the door, silently putting his ear to the wood, listening for a clue. Soft breathing answered from behind the door. Sands turned toward the window and saw that the light was still on. He inhaled a breath before opening the door.



She was standing there, leaning against the woodwork, smiling.

Sands was speechless.

He stared at her unblinking for a moment, then swept his glance away, embarrassed. The woman wore a full-length black leather coat that went down to her knees. Her feet were adorned with black spike heels with no trace of nylons. She wore a black Bogey hat, which was tipped forward over her forehead, hiding her funky hair. Her right hand was gloved in soft black leather; it clutched her coat closed, level at her breasts. Her left, Sands noticed, dangled at her side, holding two crystalline wine stems gingerly between long fingers. He mumbled a low “hi,” found himself staring at her features for an embarrassingly long second before standing aside for her to enter. She strode past him into the dimly lit room, and Sands remained where he stood by the door, savoring her strong intoxicating perfume. As he closed the door, she reached the center of the floor, stopped, and turned to him, waiting. He tried to speak, but nothing would come out, as if conversation would shatter the moment, and the fantasy. The woman stared into his eyes silently as a grin began forming on her full lips. She walked over to the water bed and placed the wine glasses on the headboard, testing the mattress with her ungloved hand. She smiled as it undulated like a serpent to her touch. She returned her stare to Sands, who stood in the center of the room, his hands at his side.

“I’ve been watching you,” she said softly, and Sands smiled at the accent he could not place. In the near darkness, she had not removed her sunglasses. They rested on high sculpted cheekbones. Her face, now that he could see her up close, was beautiful, and Sands noted her strong ethnic features. He took a step toward her, his heart pounding hard against his chest wall with the fury of a caged animal.

“Funny, I’ve been watching you, too,” he remarked. She was still clutching her coat and the hat hadn’t come off yet. She was glancing around the room, carefully examining each one of his paintings with a critic’s eye. “My name’s David, by the way,” he said, putting out his hand toward her. She accepted it, the flesh soft and warm, but she remained silent.

“You did all of these?” she asked.

Sands nodded silently.

She took a step toward him, dropping her right hand. The coat opened and a single blade of light reflected from the gold hanging at her neck. As Sands strained to see what she was wearing underneath, she grabbed her hat with a gloved hand and pulled it off, sending it spinning to the bed.

“Like my hair?” she asked, and Sands saw it was neatly cornrowed. He unconsciously looked out the window, remembering back to a moment ago, the Erykah Badu afro, swaying in the moonlight.

He didn’t understand.

She saw this and laughed.

Her left hand reached into a deep pocket and pulled out a bottle of wine. She handed it to him and Sands felt the cold drops of ice water descending down the sides. He looked at the label as the woman threw her coat onto the rug. She stood there, in her black-lace teddy and heels, and gave Sands the most sensuous smile he had ever seen.

“Drink,” she whispered; falling backwards onto the water bed. She reached for his hand silently, and pulled him down to her. He lay on top, the bottle at their sides, as her long fingers went to his face. She stroked his cheek with a polished fingernail. David closed his eyes and kissed her neck. His lips touched hers slightly, and for a brief second they remained there, poised a millimeter apart. Then she grabbed him from behind and closed the narrow gap. Her tongue invaded his mouth and he tasted her for the very first time. His mind whirled—just what the hell was going on here? A dream? Or a fantasy come true?—and yet, when he touched her soft skin, he felt the flesh, instant feedback and knew—this dream was real.

Her face appeared to have been dipped in oil. He inhaled the sweet aroma, a mixture of fruit and flowers like the incense bought on Fulton Street from the Muslims. He licked her cheek. She groaned softly. He licked her again. Her hand groped for the bottle and brought it to his neck. He flinched against the cold as she laughed. She opened the bottle; Sands reached for the glasses. She poured the sparkling liquid into his glass quickly, spilling some on the bed. He shrugged his shoulders and smiled while she filled hers. They toasted each other silently, and took a sip, both groaning with pleasure as the wine descended down their throats. The woman sat up, and placed her glass on the headboard. Sands, eyeing her silently, finished his drink in one quick gulp.

“Easy, darling,” she said, taking the glass from him, and placing it alongside hers. She pushed him onto the bed and made him lie back. He silently obeyed; her gloved hand went to his stomach, sliding her hand up and down his taut muscles. She reached underneath his belt and pulled out his shirt. Using both hands, she grasped each side of his shirt and pulled it apart. The buttons popped away from the material with a low, machine gun sound. She straddled him effortlessly, running her hands over his smooth, dark chest, her hips gyrating against his pelvis. She bent toward him, and kissed him hard on the lips. The gold chain left the cleft of her breasts and touched his chest. His hands went behind her head and felt her hair. It was neatly done, parallel tracks that ran between his fingers. He reached for her sunglasses, but she pulled away.

“Don’t,” she whispered, and he nodded solemnly. She moved off him and lay beside his body, unbuckling his belt. He pushed himself up off the bed as she grabbed his jeans and boxers, sliding them down his thighs. She threw them on the floor and grinned as he lay naked on the bed.

Black-gloved fingers wrapped around his penis as the other hand reached for the bottle of wine. Sands lay on the bed, his mind spinning as the woman massaged his growing member. She stroked him using long full strokes up and down. He grabbed at her breasts, but she pulled away, smiling. Sands didn’t mind. The feeling of the soft leather against him was sheer heaven. He had never felt anything like it. When he was fully hard, she gave him a slight squeeze and put the chilled bottle to her moistened lips. She tilted her head back, filling her mouth with wine. Sands watched quietly, moaning whenever she squeezed his balls. She bent down toward his thighs and without warning let the cold liquid stream out of her mouth and splash over his hardened dick. Sands flinched in pain and tried to twist away, but the woman lowered her mouth down on him, and swallowed his entire length deep into her throat. He moaned with pleasure as she first licked the shiny drops of liquid off the sides of his shaft, then plunging his cock into her warm mouth, daring him to come. He grabbed her head and pushed her down onto him, staring up at the ceiling, eyes unfocused.

His hand reached for her breasts once more.

This time, she let Sands grab them.

She freed them from the confines of the silk and rubbed them across his chest. The nipples grew hard immediately, and the sweet-scented oil that adorned her body drew lines across him where her breasts touched his. He squeezed them gingerly, and it was her turn to moan with pleasure. Keeping a nipple between his fingers, he snaked one hand down her taut stomach to her thighs. Sands’ fingers danced lightly over the silky material of her panties. Her hand met his and unhooked a clasp covering her mound. Sands rubbed lightly and she pushed her hips to meet his magic touch. He let his fingers rest on the outside of her moistened sex, teasing and tantalizing her. She thrust her hips to one side, then the other, begging him to enter her tunnel. He did so, finally; Sands heard her gasp sigh of relief. The woman increased the rhythm of her sucking, increasing the pressure as she felt him twitching in her mouth. She slowed down, not wanting him to come yet, yearning for him to fill her insides with his beautiful penis, wet with saliva and a touch of Spumante.

The woman rolled off of David silently, and sat at the edge of the bed, staring down at him. She drained the last of the wine from her glass and then stood up, legs apart, with her hands on curved hips. She remained there quietly, waiting for Sands to make a move.

“Take it off,” he told her, the surge of authority that coursed through his veins making him tremble—propping himself up on one elbow as she began her sensuous undress. The camisole fell silently to the floor, and Sands swallowed hard as the warm firelight danced off her well-formed shape. Her rounded breasts were large, yet firm, and thick dark nipples poked up from chocolate skin. She moved toward him as he unrolled a condom onto himself. She mounted him slowly, using her already damp thighs to lube him up. For a moment, she poised herself straight over his stiff cock, letting the hardness of his thickened shaft slide between the crack of her ass and her thighs. Finally, when neither of them could stand it anymore, she thrust down upon him, feeling him open her up, as he plunged deep inside her cavern.

The woman rode him good; she squirmed on top as he held onto her breasts from below, lifting his buttocks off the bed to meet her slippery thrusts. Her head fell back as she rode him; her dark sunglasses pointed toward the ceiling, plastic frames and lens covered with a film of sweat and sweet scented oils. They worked each other good, locked into a wonderful bond of pleasure. They moved to the same beat, a syncopation of rhythm each one of them could feel. For Sands, the painter, he became someone outside of himself, this artist, existing for only one reason: to satisfy her. He could feel the passion rush through his loins. So he increased his rhythm, feeling the pressure building deep within the base of his sexuality. She felt it, too, pressing her hands down onto his chest hard, meeting his strokes with her own quick, full thrusts.

What was happening here?

Sands had no time to analyze his response—his mind was a spinning top, his body a frenzy of activity below—the woman gyrating and undulating above him as they crashed against one another. He held on, grasping the flesh of her breasts, pinching her nipples, watching her respond in delight, snaking his hands down her sides, feeling the fullness to her, the supple form of her curves, reaching back and sliding his hands down to her full heart-shaped ass, squeezing the cheeks as if they were fresh, sun-ripened melons. He could feel himself buried deep inside of her, and he marveled at this feeling, concentrated on it as she rode him, feeling his orgasm about to crest.

With a high-pitched scream the woman came moments later. She held him tightly as she unleashed her fury onto him; little bombs of pleasure exploding deliciously, one after another, with no break in between.

In seconds, he joined her, flooding a stream of warm milk that washed into the latex. She moaned with pleasure when he came, arcing her sharp fingernails across his chest, as the last of her orgasm began to ebb away. When it was truly over, she slid off him and lay by his side, removing the condom and squeezing the last of his creamy sap between long fingers. She curled up beside him and fell asleep almost instantly. Sands remained awake for a few moments more, stroking her braided locks; attempting to sort through the details of what just occurred, the…insanity of it all…while inhaling the fragrance of spent sensuality…
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When dawn erupted, David Sands found himself alone.

He sat up disoriented, quickly searching the room for the afro-lady with the dark sunglasses. As images from the previous night crept into his mind, he got up and walked around the room, surveying the loft through groggy eyes. An empty bottle of wine lay in the trash can by the bed.

The wine glasses, however, were gone.

She had gone during the night without leaving a note.

His eyes scanned the building across the yard. The shades were drawn on all of the building’s windows, the way they normally were. He sighed to himself.

Perhaps it had been all a dream, Sands mused. But he knew that wasn’t true. She had visited him in the night, and they had made love. Sands never knew that a woman could make him feel that good. His first impulse was to grab his brush and easel and paint a portrait of the woman who had mysteriously come into his life. Of course, that would come later.

The first order of business was to find her. Sands smiled to himself.

And he didn’t even know her name…

Sands showered and dressed quickly. He was eager to see the woman again. He wanted to talk and make love again. He left the house, running down the steps like a child, and headed for Prospect Place where the dark house faced his.



Sands returned home an hour later, depressed.

The front of the house had been boarded up. It appeared to be vacant. That was silly, he told himself. That couldn’t be right. He had seen her in the window. Twice, as a matter of fact!

Too many things didn’t add up. He reached the stoop of his brownstone as Mr. Whittaker was opening the front door.

“Hiya Dave,” Whittaker said, grinning through yellow teeth. “Had some company last night, didn’t you?”

“What are you talking about?” Sands asked, not in the mood to joke around.

“Oh, you know damn well what I’m talking about. Practically knocked the plaster off of the freaking ceiling! But, that’s OK. If I were your age, I’d be doing the same thing.” He laughed hard, holding his stomach with one hand. After he calmed down, he stared at Sands and noticed his uneasiness.

“Something bothering you, Dave?”

“No, just a little tired, I guess. Didn’t get much sleep last night, if you know what I mean.” He managed a weak smile as Whittaker nodded his head in agreement.

“As long as it was worthwhile, then I guess it’s all right.”

“Yeah. Hey listen, Mr. Whittaker, you never finished telling me about the people who lived across the way from us.”

“You mean the ones with the messy backyard?”

“Yeah.” Sands took a seat on the stoop and Whittaker followed suit. The old man stared at the ground for a few seconds before tipping his head up and continuing his story.

“They were a young couple. A beautiful young woman from one of those Caribbean islands, which one, I couldn’t tell you because it’s been a while. Her name was Nona. She reminded me of a model, because of her exotic good looks. She was married to a hard-working boy named Malik. He worked in the city doing construction work. She stayed home and tended to the house and the chores. Well, Nona started venturing out of the house on a more frequent basis, and, at some point, became interested in art. She began spending the majority of her time down in the Village and SoHo. She hung out with the artsy crowd: painters, like you, and other artists. Her husband didn’t like the idea, but he really couldn’t keep a good eye on her, since he worked all day. The way I heard it, she would wait for him to leave, and then jump on the subway and head into the city.” Whittaker paused before continuing.

“I guess the husband began to notice that things were changing.”

“What do you mean?” Sands asked, genuinely interested.

“Nona was spending a great deal of time in the city. The house was not being kept the way Malik demanded. Chores weren’t being completed. Malik assumed that his wife was having an affair.” Mr. Whittaker stopped to take a deep breath before continuing. “You’ve got to understand those people.” When Sands raised his eyebrows, Mr. Whittaker immediately continued. “I don’t mean any disrespect—Malik, as I recall, was part Trinidadian, part West African—and many of the men there are insanely jealous; they want their women to stay home all day and take care of the little ones. It was actually quite tragic,” Whittaker said and grew silent.

“What are you talking about?” Sands asked, the tension in his voice quite evident.

“He became psychotic. The straw that broke the camel’s back was when he became convinced that she was sleeping with my tenant—can you believe that? The one I was telling you about—another painter, just like you! It really was pathetic. So sad.”

“What!” Sands exclaimed, grabbing the old man by the shoulder. “What happened?”

“Malik figured that if another man had had his way with his wife, then she was somehow spoiled. If he couldn’t make Nona into what he wanted her to be, then no man would ever set eyes on her again. I’m told it was a terrible thing. He cut off all of her hair, her trademark, believing that would make her undesirable. Then, he disfigured her beautiful face.”

“Oh my God,” Sands whispered, thinking back to the night before, not wanting to hear anymore, but knowing he needed to learn the rest.

“Yes, it was indeed horrible.” Whittaker wiped the corner of his mouth with his sleeve. He shook his head morosely before hanging it low. In the ensuing silence Sands witnessed his eyes watering.

“She died then,” Sands said. It was more statement than question.

“That’s the most puzzling thing,” Whittaker replied, raising his head to meet Sands’ stare. “They found the hair, and I’m told other evidence, but they never found Nona’s body. Some say Malik buried it somewhere safe where the cops wouldn’t think to look for it. Others speculate that he hid her body in the walls of the house. I guess we’ll never know.”

Sands was rising now, using the old man’s shoulder for support. He hobbled up the stone steps to the door slowly while Mr. Whittaker watched him in silence. When he reached for the brass handle Mr. Whittaker cleared his throat, and spoke to him in a low tone.

“Sorry to upset you, Dave, but you wanted to hear the details…”

His voice trailed off as Sands stumbled into the house, shutting the door quietly behind him.
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