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				Mom-and-Pop Enterprise

				The beloved mom-and-pop magazine store in downtown Port Cranberry was, like much of Port Cranberry, too cute for words. For starters, the owners were actually called “Mom” and “Pop”. Everyone in the community thought it was impossibly adorable that two very unmarried, evidently very disconnected thirty-somethings operated their small business under a sign that said MOM & POP’S MAGAZINES – in large, folksy letters that made you think of friendly heads of grey hair, and big pots of stew that had been bubbling continually on the stove since you were a child.

				“Mom” was Monica Trent, who had been “Moms” to her friends as early as junior high – despite her notable lack, both then and now, of any qualities that were either literally or figuratively maternal. Mom, fire-eyed and unpredictable, was more in the mould of the classic boundary-pushing daughter than the classic nurturing mother; but euphonious nicknames have a way of sticking. This notwithstanding, she had lost the “s”, around the same time she’d lost her virginity. (The two events were unrelated.)

				Monica’s business partner was a bookish fellow named Paul O’Pelham. Paul, for obvious reasons, had long been known as “Pop”.

				Though the two proprietors were often in the store together, they seemed to function with almost complete independence, and customers rarely saw them interact. ‘You’ll have to talk to Mom,’ Paul would say softly but emphatically when someone tried to sell him advertising space, without offering to pass the phone over to her. ‘Sorry, Pop’s in charge of paying the accounts,’ Monica would brusquely inform wholesalers, omitting the fact that he was standing ten feet away. It was a system that worked well.

				What nobody knew was that Paul and Monica were screwing each other senseless every night after the store closed. Many of the customers didn’t even suspect that Mom – who wore her black hair super-short and favoured men’s dress shirts – liked guys. And it certainly wasn’t common knowledge that Pop, who liked girls even more than he liked books, especially liked giving it to Monica from behind, with her small breasts dancing against his sensitive fingertips and her trim runner’s ass pounding in time to his thrusts.

				Mom and Pop got off on the fact that no one knew they were fucking. But, being of a mischievous disposition, Monica also got off on giving hints. For example, she would sometimes run a hand across her chest, quick as a wink, when mentioning Paul’s name to a customer. Only on a subconscious level could the patron have known that she’d touched her nipple for a microsecond, through the stiff oxford cotton. 

				Mom wanted it both ways: she wanted the intense, dark-chocolate rush of secret satisfactions; and she wanted the frothy strawberry milkshake of showing off – and even, perhaps, the caramel drizzle of being discovered. If she could have stood bare-assed in front of a gallery of the regular customers, with Paul pumping her pussy, and magically contrived things so that the crowd was at once oblivious to and acutely cognizant of the naked immediacy of her penetration…well, she would have done so, faster than you could say ‘Pop’s not in’ to a bill collector.

				In the evenings, after the phone stopped ringing, Pop was always in.

				One night, while Paul satisfied her in the store’s rear amid the clutter of the tiny office they shared, Monica again articulated her fantasy:

				‘I wish they were watching.’

				‘Close your eyes and imagine that they are,’ Paul hissed back with passion, knowing this would bring her close to coming. He could visualise her visualising a selection of their regulars, ranging from Gloria, a suit-and-lipstick-perfect Fortune purchaser, to Gregg, a good-looking geek who always spent time among the sex mags before checking out with a technology periodical.

				‘Look,’ Paul pretended, ‘there’s Arlene staring right at your wet dream of an ass.’ Arlene was a handsome butch lady who bought woodworking magazines; as he dropped her name, Paul tapped Monica’s clit – the way you’d tap someone on the shoulder – and closed his own eyes, to best enjoy the ensuing fireworks.

				‘Come for me, come for Arlene, and come for the rest of the fuckers,’ he coaxed, and she was already doing just that, whimpering in his arms.

				The sun-hot longing in Monica’s eyes burned straight through the softer incandescence of afterglow. ‘Damn, I wish we could really do it.’ 

				Paul thought for a moment. ‘Maybe we can.’

				Monica laughed. ‘Yeah, right. “Live sex show at Mom & Pop’s Magazines!”’ She punched him playfully on the arm. ‘You must be drunk on pussy juice.’

				‘We’d have to be more subtle, of course,’ he persisted, ignoring the roughhousing and insinuations. ‘For the real-life version, we’d have to do it without their knowing we were doing it. And we probably couldn’t get them all at once.’

				Monica struggled into a sitting position on their temporary bed of old invoices and credit-card receipts. ‘You’re not kidding, Pop, are you?’

				‘Can you make a breakfast meeting tomorrow?’

				‘I know you’re fond of your jeans. But I’m going to suggest you run home and change into those boots that I like.’ Paul looked at his watch. ‘You have just enough time. I’ll settle up in the pancake department.’

				As she hastened to the store after her quick-change detour, Monica listened to the shiny squeak of the lavender vinyl boots, which came so far up her legs that even her miniskirt didn’t leave much thigh exposed.

				Arriving with five minutes to spare, she relocked the door behind her.

				Paul smiled at her – at her boots, at her pleated black mini, at her clingy jersey…but, most of all, at the glint in her eye. She observed that Paul’s eyes, in turn, were simmering on low heat, as they usually did when he was horny.

				‘So, do you think Gregg will be in today?’ he asked casually.

				‘Probably. He almost always shows up after lunch on Wednesdays.’

				‘Yes, I thought so,’ Paul purred. ‘Now, the key is to keep his gaze from veering below your waist.’

				Monica’s mouth was as dry as the Economist while she awaited clarification.

				‘That way I can stand behind you – pretending to take inventory – and slowly slip your panties down your thighs, without his noticing.’

				In a flash, Monica transitioned from dry upstairs to wet downstairs.

				‘All the way down to the tops of those delicious boots.’

				Mom’s vinyl-coated knees knocked together, and she broke into a hungry grin. Her skirt swished behind her as she went, keys jangling, to open herself up to the Port Cranberry world.

				The candied smell of girly vinyl seemed to take over the store that morning. But things were subdued. The few people who came in didn’t even comment on Monica’s out-of-the-ordinary attire.

				When afternoon rolled in, Gregg appeared, as anticipated. He checked Monica out ever so briefly, then headed discreetly for the smut shelf. Monica and Paul made eye contact, then gradually moved in Gregg’s direction – Paul accompanied by a clipboard, and Monica brandishing a sample issue of yet another technology mag.

				‘Hi, Gregg.’ She smiled at him, noting the slight blush that rose to the man’s face as he was caught with one hand on the ample, glossy bosom of a cover model. ‘I was wondering if I could get your opinion on this new magazine.’ She thrust it at him, while Paul – his eyes on the stock he was carefully counting – sidestepped toward her. ‘If you’re not in a hurry, I was hoping you could flip through it for a minute and tell me what you think.’

				‘Sure,’ said Gregg, looking at her face, then at the magazine she’d handed him.

				All was quiet for a moment, as Gregg flipped pages. Soon Monica felt a hand under her skirt. More specifically, she felt it pulling at the leg elastic of her mauve silk panties.

				‘Hunh,’ murmured Gregg noncommittally, reacting to something in the mag.

				In luxurious, silken slow motion, Monica felt her private covering creeping down her thighs. She shivered pleasantly as the top of her bottom crack tasted near exposure beneath the thin crinkle of the pleated skirt.

				She swallowed. ‘Any good?’ Suddenly her clit sizzled, as waistband elastic strummed past it.

				‘Hmm,’ the cute nerd replied. ‘I’m not sure it’s anything to get excited about.’

				But Monica was excited. Her knickers were now halfway down to her boot tops, and someone hunched over a clipboard was secretly fondling the parts of her that had previously been inside these knickers. She swayed, as much as she dared, with the kinky thrill of the situation.

				‘OK. Thanks!’ She smiled broadly again at Gregg, and he handed her the magazine. In another instant, Gregg was heading toward the technology rack near the front counter, and Paul was right behind him, ready to jump on the cash register.

				And Monica was standing there with her panties around her boot-tops and her pussy on fire.

				Within seconds, she was spread apart for heavy jilling in the back office. She heard the cash register dinging just as her head seemed to bounce off the low ceiling in the frantic euphoria of quick, urgent release. Then she heard the door chime, as Gregg left the store. Paul joined her in the office.

				‘Fun?’ he asked.

				She managed to grunt in reply, while licking her fingers greedily.

				‘Perfect!’ chirped Paul. ‘I’m glad the warm-up went smoothly. Tomorrow, I thought we might take it to the next level.’

				Monica’s eyes glazed over, as a new surge of erotic fever washed through her.

				‘Your turn to buy me breakfast,’ Paul added.

				Mrs. Harkins was the first customer on Thursday. She had run out of crossword puzzle books again.

				‘Hello there, Mom!’ Harkins got a kick out of referring that way to a woman young enough to be her granddaughter. ‘You always look so fresh and perky behind that counter, first thing in the morning.’

				Monica stifled a titter. Oh yes, she was fresh and perky this morning.

				She was also nude from the waist down.

				The checkout counter at Mom & Pop’s had been built to resemble a self-contained outdoor news-stand – leaving the cashier snugly enclosed, with little of her visible. Paul had been extremely pleased to determine that Monica could go bottomless while staffing the register, without being detected.

				A subtle creaking attracted Mom’s attention. She looked to her left, where – out of sight of the public – a narrow door at the back of her booth led through the main store wall to a utility room. Paul materialised, a silencing finger at his lips. He dropped to his hands and knees and crept behind her.

				He licked her right ankle.

				‘When are the others due?’ asked Mrs. Harkins, from across the small shop.

				‘Others?’ replied Monica absently, with 95 per cent of her brainpower focused on the teeth that were nibbling their way up her trembling calf.

				‘The rest of the crosswords, dear. Usually you have all four magazines by this time of the week.’

				‘I’ll call the distributor,’ Mom promised. She felt a kiss behind her knee, where Paul could infallibly locate her tingliest nerve endings. ‘Later,’ she squeaked to Harkins.

				She tried to compose herself. ‘If you stop back tomorrow, I should have more information.’ She felt drops of arousal easing their way out of her folds, as Paul progressed up her thigh. Her inner thigh.

				‘Unless I’m just missing them,’ chuckled Harkins. ‘Maybe you should come over here and take a gander.’

				Paul’s mouth had struck buttock. ‘Oh! No, Mrs. Harkins. I trust you.’

				‘OK,’ said the customer, pleased by Mom’s evident confidence in her. She approached Monica’s station with the sole item her crossword quest had yielded. ‘Can you take a check today?’

				Monica laughed.

				Not because checks were funny.

				Monica laughed because Paul’s tongue was tickling the lips of her cunt.

				‘I know,’ said Harkins, misinterpreting. ‘It seems silly for such a tiny amount. But I accidentally left home without any cash.’

				Clarabelle Harkins had smooth, flowery handwriting – the type that requires some time to execute, time that’s repaid in elegance. Monica Trent watched the graceful script vibrate and diffuse before her eyes, as Pop’s diligence raised a massive orgasm within her.

				Finally, the check was in the register; the crossword book was in the customer’s purse; and said customer was out the door, leaving the store empty except for its owners.

				Without further ado, Paul plunged his tongue into Monica as deeply as he could – while sticking a finger tip in her asshole, and firmly cupping her mound with his other hand.

				Mom screamed so loudly as to temporarily silence the birds outside the plate glass window, and her boiling liquid seasoned Pop’s chin.

				And half a block down the impossibly cute sidewalk, Mrs. Harkins told herself what a shame it was that Mom and Pop couldn’t get together.

				Passive Vocabulary

				Maya always wanted to know why.

				‘That’s hard to answer,’ I said, the first day I spent with her. ‘I suppose it’s because you’re a beautiful, fascinating woman.’

				‘That’s overly general. The world is full of beautiful, even fascinating, women. You don’t want to have sex with all of them, do you?’

				‘No,’ I acknowledged. ‘Not all at once, anyway. OK, then…I want to have sex with you because you’re you.’

				‘That’s overly specific. So specific as to be devoid of meaning. Don’t you agree?’

				‘No. Yes. I don’t know. Damn it, Maya, I’m not comfortable with all this…language.’

				‘Geoffrey, you have a PhD in linguistics.’

				I knew it wasn’t her intention to make me feel foolish. But it was definitely her result.

				‘That means I understand language as a device,’ I complained. ‘I approach it as a scientific observer, a detached analyser. It doesn’t mean I’m any good at using it to answer complicated personal questions.’

				‘I don’t see how you can function, if you don’t conceptualise your emotions.’ 

				For Maya, defining her feelings by means of language – giving each of her emotions a name – made them more real to her. In my case, it made them less real. Every time I attempted to explain my emotions to somebody, I felt my personality shrinking into a line drawing, tightly boxed and inadequately labelled...and then fading into the paper and disappearing altogether. I’m better at it now; but when I first entered Maya’s world, this was difficult territory for me.

				‘You know, when you said you wanted to get me on the couch, Maya, I thought we were talking about fucking, not psychoanalysis. I may not be able to pass your screening test.’

				‘This isn’t a test,’ she assured me. ‘We can fuck, as far as I’m concerned. I’d welcome that.’ She patted my penis through my clothes, using touch as emphasis. ‘I just like to know the reasons.’

				‘And what are your reasons?’ I asked.

				‘There are many,’ she said, with an air of satisfaction. ‘To begin with, you’re glamorous to me.’

				I, a balding state university professor, was glamorous to Maya? OK. She, a poised and aesthetic creature of cerebration, was certainly glamorous to me. So it seemed we were a mutual glamoration society.

				Was this going to be another relationship, I wondered, in which the two parties circled around each other’s identities, until they got sucked down the identity drain like murky bathwater? I thought of Penny, whom I’d dated sophomore year of college. In the course of our four months together, Penny had unconsciously tried to become more like me, while I had unconsciously tried to become more like her. In retrospect, I knew that we’d been jointly drifting into an artificial identity that was somewhat alien to each of us. And by the end of it, though the idiom and rhythm of our speech, the sound of our laughter, and even some of our body language showed great similarity, both of us had become people we couldn’t stand to be in the room with.

				But Maya, I told myself, was in no danger of assuming my personality trappings, no matter how mysteriously glamorous she might find them.

				‘Another reason – a more important one – is that I completely trust you. I have no secrets from you, Geoffrey.’

				‘I’m touched,’ I said sincerely. ‘But, really? No secrets? Aren’t there any things that – ’

				She interrupted. ‘Permit me to clarify. Yes, there are things you don’t know about me. But there’s nothing you can’t know about me.’

				There was something about the way she spoke that made me want to take her panties off and suck on her toes till she came. Why this desire, in particular, I didn’t know. Or at least I couldn’t put it into words.

				‘My lust for you is buttressed by our intimacy.’

				Buttressed. She was always using words that I found too beautiful to say aloud, words that I was afraid I wasn’t handsome enough to use. It was as if she could reach in and pluck all the finest nuggets from my passive vocabulary.

				With a comical, unplanned simultaneity, we put our empty mugs on her kitchen counter – among the ghosts of our morning coffees, consumed so many hours ago.

				I imagined what it would be like to recline my head on my palms and let her tickle me gently – while my cock bobbed around for her, waiting for her to grab hold of it and stroke it, to kiss it into a sticky, ticklish explosion. I imagined being in her hands.

				‘What are you thinking about?’

				‘Your hands,’ I answered. It was, if not the whole truth, at least a truth.

				She glanced at her hands, as though she expected to find them stained with motor oil or something. Secure in the realisation that they were immaculate, she smiled at me.

				She looked lovely, so timelessly wise and radiant, and I wanted to take her immediately – before the light in the kitchen could change, making her look lovely in some way different from this way.

				‘You are demanding, Maya. I hope I can satisfy you.’

				She kissed me. ‘Never fear. I’m sure that what you have to offer will leave me satisfied – and, paradoxically, hungry for more.’

				‘OK.’

				Maya welcomed paradoxes. I think she felt she could tame them. That first day, we explored a variety of positions; but my most vivid memory is of Maya sitting on my face…and of how, regardless of the extent to which I burrowed into her saucy depths, I could hear the echo of her seducing me with utterances like paradoxically, hungry for more.

				Even after many days spent naked together, it always surprised me what doughy little dumplings her breasts were. I don’t know what I was expecting, each time she undressed. They were scrumptious, but somehow I kept forgetting they belonged to her.

				Her ass, by contrast, never surprised me. It was a convex masterpiece of erotic form, with curves that could only be described by means of advanced calculus. It was so Maya. Each time I saw it, I felt as if an upscale photographer – all right, let’s call it a high-end photographer – had snuck in and lit the room specially, just so that I could see Maya’s derriere glow. But in reality the glow was inherent, not enhanced. I was amazed it didn’t glow in the dark.

				‘I want you inside me, Geoffrey. Even more than I did yesterday, when you penetrated me in the bathtub. Maybe not quite as much as last Saturday, on the Formica table…but a lot, Geoffrey, a lot.’

				I’d been methodically kissing every inch of her ass, and she’d been talking the entire time. Her juice flowed freely from her horny pussy, but her discourse flowed even more freely.

				In any event, the gist of it now was that she wanted me inside her. And since I wanted to be all over her, it seemed we could cut a mutually satisfactory deal.

				She opted to cut, flipping over and sliding her thighs apart like two glistening chunks of plastic-coated playing cards – revealing an ace.

				I, of course, dealt.

				Slipping into Maya always reassured me that she had a corporeal reality – that she wasn’t just an ambient intellect, generating a beautiful illusion of physical presence. The squelch of her wet slot around my cock was no illusion.

				With our carnalities firmly anchored, I did my best to harness her electricity and channel it back to her, impulse by impulse, finger to receptor.

				‘Oh, keep doing that, please. Dear Geoffrey, how did you know to select the right nipple over the left?’

				‘Instinct,’ I murmured into her breast.

				‘Don’t you think you may have subconsciously noted something about my posture that indicated a higher level of erogeneity in my right nipple?’

				‘Damn it, Maya – I’m trying to fuck you!’

				‘And succeeding,’ she attested, clenching her cunt hard around me. I did feel appreciated by this remarkable woman, whose every climax felt to me like an odd combination of plate tectonics and diploma ceremony.

				‘I’m experiencing a tremendous ecstasy!’ Where some women might say, “Oh fuck yes don’t stop yes, yes oh my God”.

				‘Oh, wow, I’m coming…coming in your tight little cunt!’ Where some men might use the word “coming” only once in that sentence.

				I often feel sort of silly after an orgasm, as though I’d left the earth clutching a balloon, and – the balloon having popped – I’ve then returned to terra firma as a foreigner.

				I told this to Maya that evening (though I don’t think I actually said terra firma aloud). I expected she would chuckle indulgently, if a bit patronizingly, at my fanciful imagery – a poor substitute for crisp examination.

				But she didn’t. She looked at me as if I were somehow…glamorous. As if there were something about me she envied. 

				Then she made some more coffee, and we talked all night.

				Full of Ideas

				Her shop window always made him smile. There stood mannequins who looked glad to be alive – though, in point of fact, they were not alive – clad in cheerful fashions that evoked not only feminine desirability but also, and more importantly, feminine euphoria. They looked like happy young women who always enjoyed themselves, who laughed frequently and experienced top-notch orgasms on a regular basis.

				Jerome had decided not to wear his sunglasses that day, preferring to indulge in a squinting appreciation of the first sun-kissed spring afternoon that had come his way. And when he accidentally made eye contact, through the window, with the shop owner, he was especially glad that he had not concealed himself behind a pair of movie-star shades.

				On an impulse, he decided to enter the shop.

				‘Hello there.’ The proprietor was en route from the display window to the counter, but she turned her head as she greeted him.

				Jerome noted that they were alone. He further noted that she had spoken in a relaxed, “You’re welcome to join me here” tone, rather than the dreaded “Can I put a purchase in your hand and get you out of here as soon as possible?” manner afforded by some merchants.

				Still, he felt a need to explain himself, now that he had inaugurated this party for two in the intimate quarters of a sunny little boutique. ‘Is it all right if I look around?’ he asked politely, taking in the shop’s cosy yet bright atmosphere. ‘I confess that I’m not shopping for women’s clothes. But I’m wandering around town on my lunch hour, and it’s so pleasant in here.’

				She looked genuinely flattered. ‘Thank you. It’s pleasant to have you here.’ 

				He recognised her as the type of pretty woman who makes herself stunningly beautiful through her charismatic manner. As he ambled around, enjoying the colourful garments as if there were already soft, alluring forms breathing inside them, he nonetheless found it a struggle to keep his eyes from constantly wandering back to his hostess.

				‘How’s business?’ he enquired courteously, after he’d left her to her work for a few minutes.

				‘Oh, it’s OK,’ she replied.

				Jerome knew that in the euphemistic world of retail, “OK” was not good.

				‘Do you mind if I make a suggestion?’ he suddenly asked, now looking directly her way under the umbrella of conversation. He observed how fluffy and soft her brown hair was, how nicely her lime turtleneck fit her, and how the tiniest touches of lipstick and eye makeup helped emphasize the sensitivity and intelligence of her face.

				She seemed a little surprised by his question. ‘A suggestion? Sure, go ahead.’

				‘I should explain that I’m not just a freelance kibitzer. I’m a professionally certified kibitzer. You see, I work in advertising. Sort of.’

				‘Sort of?’ She said it with a becoming laugh. ‘Listen, mister, are you here to sell me ads I can’t afford?’ She was pointing a finger, cartoonishly, toward the door. And yet her face showed that she would indulge him, even if it meant hearing a sales pitch.

				‘No way,’ he said dramatically, raising his own hand in a gesture of peace. ‘If I were the company salesperson, we’d be out of business in the wink of an eye.’ He underscored his point with an actual wink. ‘No, I’m at the creative end, such as it is. But the reason I said ‘sort of’ is that, unlike most of my colleagues – who create actual advertisements – my job is to try to figure out what people like…and want. Ultimately, of course, someone on our team has to come up with ways to emphasise the features of a product or service that match up with these supposed likes and wants. But the fun part is really the research, trying to gauge what makes people tick.’

				‘That does sound like fun,’ she said. ‘So are you going to help me figure out what I like and want?’

				Her remark, and the smile that accompanied it, hit him like a shot of whiskey. ‘Well now, one thing at a time,’ he said with a grin of his own. ‘Remember,’ he cautioned professionally, ‘we were talking about your customers.’ He stepped closer to her counter. ‘Though I admit, since you’ve raised the subject, that I am most definitely interested in hearing about your likes and wants.’

				She blushed, but her sly smile widened. ‘Like you said, one thing at a time. First, you’d better tell me about my customers. I wouldn’t want you to forget what you were going to say.’

				‘Good point,’ he acknowledged. He looked around the shop and resumed the business discussion with only a hint of reluctance. After all, the next best thing to flirting outright with this woman was interacting with her around whatever ordinary subject was at hand.

				‘It’s just that I think you need more mannequins,’ he explained. ‘In here, I mean; the window is perfect as it is. My research shows that people shopping for clothes need to see as many of the selections as possible on figures, to help them visualise themselves with this or that look. That’s why people like shopping at big department stores. I’ve actually surveyed shoppers, and a huge percentage of them said they found it easier to make selections with all those silly mannequins around.’

				She frowned. ‘Great. So unless I can make this pretty little shoebox look like a sprawling department store, I’m out of business.’

				‘Not at all.’ He touched her arm sympathetically, for the merest instant. ‘Look, I used to manage a small shoe store, so I know how to do a lot without much elbow room. In your case, I’d say all you need to do is free up 20 per cent of your floor space, and you can get enough fashion statues in here to be effective.’

				‘Mannequins,’ she said pensively. ‘Maybe you’re right.’

				‘When it comes to these sorts of things, I have to confess that I usually am,’ he said with a sheepish wince. ‘Rest assured, however, that though I’m not often wrong, I happen to be very good at being wrong when the occasion arises. I can be wonderfully and dazzlingly wrong, at times.’

				Again she rewarded him with easy laughter. ‘Good to know, for future reference. But I think, in this case, you really are right.’ She turned serious. ‘Today is unusually quiet, but normally I get a fair number of people in and out of here. And yet, not enough of them buy things – or even try anything on.’ She beamed at him gratefully. ‘Thank you. This is very helpful. And to think I mistook you for an advertising salesperson.’

				‘Forgiven,’ he said with mock formality. ‘And as for the suggestion – my pleasure. I’m full of ideas, you know.’

				‘I’m sure you are,’ she said with an arched eyebrow, offset by a conspiratorial smirk. 

				Jerome glanced at his watch. ‘Oh, dear. I have to get back to the office. But perhaps I can return with some more suggestions, if you’re interested.’

				She raised both her eyebrows this time, in a gesture of unabashed flirtation. ‘I’ll always be happy to hear your suggestions, mister,’ she said provocatively. ‘But tell me – don’t you have anything better to do than come around here making suggestions?’

				‘No,’ he said matter-of-factly, ‘I don’t. Things to do, yes – lots of things. But not better things.’

				She shrugged, but she looked richly pleased. ‘I won’t argue. The way business is going, I can use all the help I can get from professionally certified kibitzers. So I guess I’ll see you soon, uh…’

				‘Jerome.’

				‘Thanks, Jerome. I’m Linnaea.’

				‘Now you tell me!’ he said peevishly. ‘What an elegant name. If I’d known, I’d have been calling you Linnaea throughout this entire conversation.’

				‘There’s always next time,’ she reminded him. ‘I hope you’ll be back in the wink of an eye.’ She reciprocated his wink from earlier in the conversation, which made Jerome stir in his trousers.

				He stopped in as often as he could – usually a couple of times a week. Linnaea was consistently glad to see him, whether he caught her on a slow day or in a bustling moment. And though he didn’t always have relevant suggestions for her business, they invariably enjoyed bantering. Jerome began to wonder how far this would go. Was it only a titillating, superficial flirtation? Or was it the prelude to something more deeply satisfying? 

				One afternoon he walked in to find her hand-lettering a large poster board sign:

				WATCH FOR OUR NEW SPRING MANNEQUINS

				You’ll love seeing them in YOUR new clothes!

				‘You see, I was serious about taking your suggestion,’ she said, studying her handiwork. ‘By the way, did I spell ‘mannequin’ right?’

				‘It’s perfect. I couldn’t have spelled it better myself.’

				He let a moment pass before he proceeded. ‘I wanted to ask…are you doing anything particular this weekend?’

				‘No. Nothing particular,’ she said with deadpan aplomb. ‘Things in general, but nothing in particular.’

				‘Then I’d like to invite you to do something in particular. In particular, I’d like to take you to dinner tomorrow night.’

				She extended her hand. ‘It’s a deal. On one condition.’

				He took her hand even before framing the question. ‘What’s the condition?’

				‘Well, I’m full of ideas, too, you know,’ she said, deliberately keeping hold of his hand. ‘So the condition is that, after dinner, I get to show you some of my ideas for a change.’

				He absorbed this for a moment, a delighted smile creeping onto his face. ‘Granted,’ he said softly.

				‘I’m already looking forward to it,’ she told him. ‘Dinner, too,’ she added.

				As they stepped onto the sidewalk after their restaurant meal, it began to rain vigorously.

				‘That’s funny,’ said Linnaea. ‘The forecast didn’t call for any sudden rainstorms.’

				‘In my opinion, sudden rainstorms are always uncalled for,’ said Jerome. They had ducked under an awning, and he wondered what the next move was. ‘So,’ he said with false nonchalance, ‘I heard a rumour that you’re full of ideas. What’s your idea regarding how to proceed with this suddenly rainy evening?’

				‘I’m glad you asked,’ she said assertively, taking him by the elbow and guiding him toward a taxi that had appeared, as if by magic, at the nearest corner. ‘My idea is that we seek shelter in my apartment.’

				Thanks to her adroit handling of the situation, they managed to arrive in a condition of relative dryness. Her flat was as cheerful as her shop, if a little more cluttered and disorganized.

				‘OK,’ she said to her guest. ‘It was my idea to come here. So it’s your turn.’

				He studied her. She had worn a simple but delicious outfit to dinner – an aqua print mini-dress, which was complemented by a string of iridescent glass beads that she had strung herself.

				‘My idea, at the moment, is that you’d look interesting wearing nothing but those beads.’

				‘Interesting?’ She made little attempt to stifle the chuckle his choice of words had provoked.

				‘I was trying to be subtle. What I really meant was “ravishing.”’

				Linnaea swallowed, as if caught a bit off guard by the intensity of the adjective. Then her eyes lit up with confidence. ‘Don’t ever feel that you have to be subtle when you’re complimenting me,’ she purred. ‘I can take full-strength compliments without a problem.’ Then she grabbed his face with both hands, kissing him enthusiastically.

				In her bedroom, where she had shed her dress and her soft tangerine panties, the beads directed Jerome’s focus to her naked, easygoing breasts, as he’d known they would. The arc of scintillating glass showcased the warm globes for him, and soon they were receiving an orgy of tactile attention from his hands, while his mouth made gentle love to their delicate nipples.

				Rolling with him on her bed, Linnaea wallowed in these sensations until it seemed her precious bosom had taken as much pleasure as it could tolerate. She indicated this by sitting up, and smoothing her wild hair. Then she playfully pushed Jerome into a standing position.

				‘Please,’ she said liquidly. ‘I want to watch you undress.’

				So he stood there and, with a slow dignity, kicked off his shoes, slipped off his sport jacket, stripped out of his turtleneck and socks, and let his trousers fall to the floor, keeping his gaze on her whenever he could. Linnaea was sitting with her legs spread over the edge of the mattress, feasting her eyes, and Jerome saw that she had placed a delicate hand beneath herself. As he watched her, she began to bounce – slowly and sensually at first, then building to an energetic rhythm, grazing her fingers against her wet, yearning lips with each beat. Soon a finger entered her cunt, and Jerome practically froze in place as he saw her initiate a frantic self-fucking.

				The realization that she was starting without him snapped him into action. He yanked his boxers down and off, approaching the bed as he did so. He felt the spring-like motion of his erection leading him toward Linnaea and her soft, wet destination.

				He bent into her and began kissing her wetness – softly, lingeringly. Linnaea moaned appreciatively, but she soon pulled his head up to her level. ‘I’m so wet already,’ she whispered. ‘Please just fuck me, before another minute elapses. I promise you can lick me later, for dessert.’

				As if exercising a practiced talent, he gently clutched her left ankle and softly tickled behind her right knee while he penetrated and slowly, slowly fucked her ravenous hole. In reality, he had never done this exact combination of things to any woman before. But somehow his instincts had suggested that this woman would love this combination, that it would drive her wild to be slowly fucked while held by the ankle and titillated behind the knee.

				Her response showed that his instincts had been sound. She writhed for him with an air of impossible luxury, and she daintily fingered her clit so that the combined sensations of the fucking and the clasping and the tickling could be led together through the door marked “orgasm”.

				And what an orgasm it was, from what he could observe. Her shrieks were pleasantly piercing, her smile was radiant, and her eyelids looked like perfect little seashells as she pressed them closed in ecstasy.

				It made him think of the orgasms of a dozen cheerful mannequins, magically come to life and living magically to come. The image led Jerome into his own place of pleasure, of sensation so smooth and wide as to have no edges and no texture. He pumped uncontrollably, coating Linnaea’s softness with his own ecstasy. And he heard one flesh-and-blood shop owner giggling girlishly beneath him as a roomful of imaginary, orgasmic mannequins danced around their heads.

				Moment: Architectural Photography

				Oh, that was the hotel in Phoenix, with the cartoonish turrets. I remember gazing down on the courtyard from our window while you hugged me from behind, frigging your bush against my buttocks and teasing my backbone with your nipples. You humped me like that ’till my erection pointed skyward; then you held it. I think you must have put your other hand between your legs, because as you stroked me off the sound of your breath became dense. I could smell your heat.

				That one is from Chicago. Don’t be fooled by the size of the building: as you may recall, the entire block was composed of one immense complex, of which our hotel was only a sliver. There was barely room for the obligatory revolving door. Looking at this picture, what I really see is you with your ass in the air, your knees sinking into the super-soft mattress we had. That night, I went around and around in the revolving door between your thighs.

				The picture next to it is the place we stayed at in Boston, of course – when they were in the middle of restoring the façade. Look how the painted-on tulips appear to be gradually resaturating from left to right! The shower in that hotel was a perfect aquatic sex nest, just large enough for two to squeeze, really squeeze, together, without banging against the soap caddy. The steam enveloped us, and I could see it floating right into your pussy. I followed the steam.

				Glimpsing Gretchen

				When my sister had to back out of the vacation she and I had planned with her best friend, Gretchen, Gretchen and I decided there was no reason we couldn’t go ahead with the trip.

				Brenda and Gretchen and I had vacationed together before. We made a comfortable trio. We habitually shared a motel room, taking turns on the rollaway that typically complemented the twin beds. We were cool with it – we used the bathroom to dress, nobody snored, and it was fun to have company at night as we planned day trips, watched TV, or drank beers from a mini fridge.

				So, during those several vacation weeks over the course of the past few summers, Gretchen and I had been bunkmates. Yet I continued to think of her primarily as Brenda’s friend. We got along well, and it was always a plus if she showed up when I was at Brenda’s. But our friendship wasn’t such that we would ever have gone out of our way to make plans with each other, independent of Brenda.

				Still, those road-trip and motel-room situations had built a bond between us. When you vacation with someone, you see each other when you’re overtired, when you’re a little cranky, when you’re ready to go home. If you survive all this and opt to do it again, then you’ve proved something about your compatibility. Beyond that, if your vacations take you to awe-inspiring places, then you share some magical times with whoever accompanies you, and that’s a bonding experience in itself.

				For these reasons, I felt that Gretchen and I had a solid history. That’s why I didn’t hesitate to convert the vacation for three into a vacation for two. And I was pleased that she, evidently, felt the same way. In fact, I was flattered. You see, Brenda and Gretchen were both 28 – to my 23 – and, although I was a grown-up, there was a boy inside me that thought it was pretty cool that I would be travelling with my big sister’s friend, just the two of us.

				When she clambered into my car, all shorts and sandals, on a wonderfully misty morning, I felt the thrill of summer vacation in a way I hadn’t since childhood. As the mist quickly dissipated and the sun came on strong, I had a sense of open horizons.

				Our ultimate destination was a motel some four hundred miles away, on the far edge of an enormous national park. Since our route would bring us close to a huge, pristine lake at the near end, we had timed our departure such that we’d be able to spend time at the lake while the sun was still high, before continuing on.

				The long morning of interstate driving was filled with the kind of relaxed, open-ended conversation two friends can have when they’re comfortable, when their time is their own, and when an intoxicating sun is shining. At certain points, the things we talked about were quite personal; but something about the vibe made it all feel right.

				We arrived at the lake at around 3:00 p.m. I’m not much of a swimmer, but Gretchen was intent on dipping in, and she couldn’t have had a better day for it.

				She had worn her one-piece right under her clothes. No sooner had we scrambled out of the car into the beautiful, first-day-of-vacation outdoors, than she was unzipping her denim shorts.

				Even though Gretchen in her bathing suit was to be a public sight, her undressing felt private. The act of a woman pulling her pants down always seems intimate to me, even if she’s merely shedding a layer. I instinctively look away from such a transition, even if both the beginning and ending points are freely offered to my gaze. Thus, I averted my eyes while Gretchen slipped out of her shorts and pulled off her baby doll T – only to view her in full a moment later, once she had stripped to her suit.

				I had to remind myself that this was just my sister’s friend, my good old travelling companion, my driving buddy and, today, my confidante. I kept forgetting all of that as I observed how lithe and gorgeous she was in her sleek, coral pink swimsuit, her sandy hair fluffing gently in the lakeside breeze.

				When we were ready to move on, she used the park-provided restroom to change back into her shorts and T – putting them on over a handful of underwear from the knapsack she’d taken with her. While she was doing that, I caught myself backtracking to the moment at which she’d yanked down her shorts and I’d turned my head away. I wondered if her bottom had wiggled while she manoeuvred herself out of them. I now felt silly for having deprived myself of that sight – or whatever precise sight the moment would have held. I hoped I’d get another chance.

				During the final leg of our drive, the conversation turned to relationships – specifically, how neither of us had had one recently. Thanks to the special candour of the highway ride, along with a bit of roadside-coffee confidence, we each bravely admitted to some currently unsatisfied carnal desires. I appreciated how, in the context, we were able to share this without any risk of making each other uncomfortable. We were not propositioning one another, and no particular response was required. On the other hand, I noted, nothing was ruled out.

				‘I think this is our turn off,’ I said after we’d been quiet for some time, contentedly talked-out. ‘The motel should be just a mile up this road.’

				‘Works for me,’ said Gretchen. ‘I can barely sit still for another mile.’

				‘Yeah, I know what you mean. My legs get restless after this many hours in the car.’

				‘Uh…it’s not only that,’ she clarified. ‘See, I sort of have to pee. And – confession – that’s making me, um, hold myself a little while your eyes are on the road. And that’s making me horny – which, as you can imagine, is making it even harder to sit still.’

				I could imagine it, all right…But had she really said all that? The idyllic beauty of the scenery took on an unreal quality as my system went feverish.

				Well, I told myself, on a car trip everyone knows when everyone else has to pee. And, on this particular car trip, we had made no secret of our chronic horniness.

				Now I was regretting that “eyes on the road” necessity.

				‘Too much information?’ she enquired, in response to my silence.

				‘No,’ I said as we pulled into the motel parking lot. ‘Just enough.’

				She was laughing as we got out of the car. We entered the lobby, which featured a pair of clearly marked restrooms.

				‘Would you mind checking us in?’ Gretchen asked. ‘I really need to excuse myself for a sec.’

				Check-in was speedy, and she was only now exiting the ladies’ room as I turned away from the counter. ‘Need taken care of?’ I asked sociably.

				‘That need,’ she said. ‘There’s still the other need we discussed earlier, of course.’ She winked at me – not seductively, but with a suggestion of camaraderie that I actually preferred. We were in this horniness thing together, the wink told me. Buddy-buddy.

				‘I hear you,’ I said sincerely.

				It was a cool evening, and, unlike Gretchen, I hadn’t arrived with long johns and adorable flannel pyjamas. At the packing stage, my own nod to nightwear had been an old T-shirt and gym shorts, an ensemble that was definitely not warm enough for a night like this.

				Lying in bed in my unzipped jeans, I felt lewd – in a tame way. Even if Gretchen had been able to see me under my blankets, all she could have observed through the gap in my denim was a swatch of navy-blue underpant cotton. But the implicit intimacy of being unzipped felt as real to me as the implicit intimacy of Gretchen wriggling out of her shorts at the lake.

				A slight stiffness developed. It was too little and too late to triumph over sleepiness and prompt me to do anything about it. But, as I drifted off, I was pleasantly aware of this mild arousal, which, like an unopened bottle of wine, seemed to hold the promise of another day.

				I fell asleep with a hand in my pants, wondering if she, too, had sought herself out, through snug layers of pyjama, long underwear, and panties.

				She was just waking up when I came out of the bathroom the following morning, after I’d showered and dressed.

				‘Good morning!’ I said jovially. It was nice to start the day with a friend.

				‘Hi,’ she said groggily. ‘What are you up to?’

				‘I was about to go check out the complimentary breakfast, and maybe stroll around the grounds for a minute. Can I bring you back a stale bagel or a pseudo-croissant?’

				‘Thanks. Don’t forget the weak-yet-bitter coffee.’

				I had walked about ten feet along the sidewalk when I realised that there was still a bit of last night’s chill in the air, and that I needed my windbreaker. I promptly reversed direction and made a beeline for our doorknob, which I hadn’t bothered to lock. I grabbed it and walked in.

				A beautiful ass greeted me. Gretchen had obviously decided, in my absence, that she needn’t squeeze into the bathroom to get dressed. Her suitcase was on the bed, and, though she had already put on her top, she was deliciously nude from the waist down as she bent forward in search of garments.

				It was neither broad nor especially fleshy. But it was so very, very round, to an extent that even the bathing suit hadn’t suggested. In addition, its texture seemed impossibly smooth, like the texture of a perfectly convex scoop of vanilla ice cream that you’d see only in a cartoon. And the fissure that cleaved it in two merely emphasised all this. It was, among other things, an ass that could only be a woman’s ass – and I hadn’t seen a woman’s ass like this one in a long time. Hell, I hadn’t seen an ass like this one in all my life.

				But what seemed more significant than all of this was, simply, the fact that it was Gretchen’s ass, and that I was seeing it. Sometimes, you don’t realise that someone is getting under your skin until you get an unexpected glimpse of her skin. And then, all of a sudden, things seem to matter.

				‘Oops,’ was all I could think to say. Gretchen turned around in surprise, but a swift exit on my part prevented this from resulting in any further exposure.

				Something had snapped. The car-ride confessions, the gorgeous woman undressing by the lake, and the motel-lobby camaraderie now all swirled together in the service of one central image – Gretchen, bottomless, pointing the barest-looking ass I’d ever seen in my precise direction.

				Oh, it wasn’t just the ass – Gretchen wasn’t merely a piece of flesh to me, and plenty of interpersonal groundwork had been laid by our soul-baring togetherness – but, in my fevered brain, everything had crystallized around the ass. That ass, and all it implied to me, became the centre of my universe.

				When I returned with the mediocre breakfast, she was cheerful – and dressed. I offered a mumbled ‘Sorry ’bout that,’ which she graciously waved aside with a wordless, it’s-cool-no-need-to-discuss-it-further shake of the head.

				But in my mind, “sorry” was definitely not the last word said on the subject. During a day of hiking and exploring, the knowledge that I had seen Gretchen’s ass seemed never to leave my consciousness. It seemed to be the only thing I thought about when we weren’t engaged in conversation; and it was still present even when she and I conversed. The memory bounced along each trail with me and accompanied every morsel of our picnic lunch into my mouth, nibbling back at me with every swallow.

				My night consisted of eight solid hours of bare-assed, horny-as-fuck dreams.

				The next morning paralleled the previous one, insofar as I emerged from the bathroom just as she was opening her eyes. But instead of talking bagels and coffee, I broached a different subject.

				‘I can’t stop thinking about seeing your ass,’ I said abruptly, standing about two feet from the edge of her bed. 

				Gretchen propped herself up on an elbow, her face understandably expressing interest.

				‘So here’s how I look at it,’ I continued. ‘I saw your ass, and we now have two choices. We can pretend I didn’t see your ass. I’ll never mention it again, if that’s what you want. Mind you, I’ll also never forget it. I’ll probably think about your bare ass every time I see you and every night at home. But I can handle it.’

				She laughed.

				‘Oh, you know what I mean,’ I countered, now seeing the humour in my choice of words. ‘As far as our interaction is concerned, it can be an erased incident,’ I said with an unnatural formality.

				She stared at me for a moment, as if amused by my manner but also deeply intrigued. ‘Or?’ she finally said. 

				‘Or I can stand here and tell you, in greater detail, why I enjoyed seeing your ass. And why I’d very much like to see more of it.’

				‘Why don’t you go get us some breakfast,’ she replied. ‘I’ll get dressed – in the bathroom – and then we can discuss this over mouthfuls of mealy pastries.’

				It was a deal. Lousy croissants had never sounded so good. And I was not discouraged by the fact that she was getting dressed rather than undressed. The overriding consideration was that she thought there was something in all this that was worth talking about.

				There was a line at the breakfast bar, and my attention wandered to the cover of a dinner menu that was lying on a nearby table. The simple artwork on the menu was just a silhouette of a couple dining. But something about the dining woman’s posture was surprisingly erotic to me. Her foot seemed poised to caress her companion’s leg, and I could vividly imagine that the silhouetted lady would soon begin to moisten the two-dimensional panties beneath her silhouetted skirt.

				As I made my way toward the orange juice, I wondered how much of the erotic effect was attributable to sensuous menu design, and how much had been projected out of the motel room I shared with Gretchen.

				I returned to find her dressed in a snazzy nylon jogging suit, complete with racing stripes. Orange suit; blue stripes. The pants had a thick stripe across the seat – or, more to the point, across Gretchen’s ass. I couldn’t help but imagine myself dragging a stripe of sky-blue watercolour paint all the way across her, from a bare left cheek to a bare right cheek, with a soft brush that would tickle as it grazed the crack.

				‘I thought I’d go for a run after breakfast,’ she explained, interrupting my fantasy.

				She sat down on the bed and motioned for me to bring the pastry bag and coffee caddie over and join her.

				I thought we were going to end up with watery motel coffee all over the bedspread when she grabbed me by the waist and pulled me in for the hungriest kiss I’d ever received. Gretchen’s decision to do this must have been a sudden one, as it was clearly not the act of a person intending to talk things out over breakfast and then dash off for a morning run.

				She soon manoeuvred the two of us off her mattress, without ever allowing our lips to lose contact. Coffee spillage may or may not have been a concern in her mind; in any event, Gretchen had her own reasons for leaving the bed to our neglected breakfast. We had been kissing for only a couple of minutes when she reached for the back of the motel-room armchair and turned away from me.

				While I nuzzled her neck, she directed my hands to the waistband of her tracksuit pants. With her hands guiding mine, the pants – and her little baby-blue cotton panties – were lowered just enough to expose her to me, providing a minimum window of access when she bent forward.

				It was funny – more of her body had been revealed when I accidentally stumbled on her in the process of dressing than was now visible as I prepared to eat her pussy.

				But I wasn’t complaining. I clutched her thighs and began to lick up and down, up and down her succulent slit, feeling her ass dance against my forehead. Her cunt made juicy love to me when she climaxed, and as I lapped her fluids her fragrance filled the room.

				When I unveiled my cock and locked into Gretchen’s pussy from behind, I could now, from my vantage point, see almost none of her skin. She was mostly a wriggling blur of hair and tracksuit, though a pair of naked hips titillated my peripheral vision. It made my cock throb especially hard to feel flesh against intimate flesh while seeing so little evidence that she had bared herself to me. Meanwhile, my balls were getting an extra thrill from riding the thick elastic of her waistband.

				She never did go jogging that morning. After we’d finally consumed the anticlimactic but sorely necessary breakfast, we cleared the bed and undressed each other for a classic naked fuck. My gaze ate her up as I lowered myself onto her bright, pale body, her creamy flesh awaiting me, her smile shining. She was a dazzling package of naked girl, the gap between her thighs advertising her femaleness and saying to me, ‘You belong in here, mister.’ She no longer seemed like a contemporary of my older sister. She was my peer, my partner, my delight.

				A little later on, we took our first shower together. We relished watching each other as we soaped and rinsed our own skin. I finished first, and I leaned blissfully against the shower wall as Gretchen went through the final stages of her ablutions.

				‘Would you like to wash my ass for me?’ she suddenly asked.

				Her ass was already as clean as could be, and we both knew it. I had, with unbroken concentration, just watched her lather and rinse it. But who was I to quibble? I took her question in the spirit in which it was intended – as another irresistible offer of intimacy.

				The ass which it had turned my world upside-down to glimpse momentarily from a doorway was now in my hands, graciously offered to me for soapy caressing. I methodically washed every smooth centimetre of each cheek, and I ran slippery fingers up and down the perfect crack. She purred when my fingertips touched her neat asshole. My cock poked against her thigh.

				As Gretchen turned and took my hardness in her hand, I imagined an endless series of vacations that she and I would take. Alone.

				Sorry, Brenda.

				Moment: Exercise Routine

				Colleen strode up and down corridors, walked down and up stairs. It was a no-fuss form of winter exercise, and the unbroken layout of the huge apartment building – square doughnut around a courtyard – was ideal.

				There were so many anonymous doors, each of which could, in theory, cloak anyone Colleen might imagine.

				And imagine she did – a variety of skin-lovely women as innumerable as the apartments themselves. Passing 314, for example, she would visualise a proud-chested redhead reading in only her stockings, crossing and uncrossing her legs. As she walked on, Colleen would become more aware of the tickle nested between her own thighs.

				Turning the corner by 528, she’d tell herself that therein thrived a fluffy blonde bouncing on a stationary bike – naked beneath an oversized rugby shirt, her bareness wet-kissing the seat.

				And 709, she consistently supposed, housed a pair of lovers, faces buried in each other’s pussies within an IKEA-configured bedroom, oblivious to her footsteps.

				Colleen would feel her gusset riding up into her crevice – and decline to adjust herself, despite the privacy of deserted corridors. And she would become so sentient inside her panties that she could barely stroll back to her own 848 without moaning her neighbourly lust into the empty hallway.

				One form of exercise always led to another: Colleen in her little bathroom, sweatpants at her left ankle, right foot mounting the rim of the tub…madly rubbing and plunging, with hundreds of mysterious doors opening for her closed eyes.

				Pathway to Panties

				There’s a lady who’s sure all that shimmers is silk,

				And she’s paving a pathway to panties.

				It was the panties, my obsession with their panties, that had always spearheaded my passion for other women. This, no doubt, explained why I’d long been in the habit of finding new girlfriends behind sales counters in lingerie shops and lingerie departments. To see a lovely creature surrounded by knickers, to savour the sweet inevitability of handling and discussing knickers with such a person…to make a show of deliberating over my underwear possibilities while secretly thinking about her underwear, and the possibilities that awaited me if I could access the treasures within it…all this was the height of seduction to me.

				I reached forward to caress the petite saleswoman’s lively bum. I gave it a light slap through the taut, striped fabric – sexy, sexy stripes, all candy and play! – then slipped a hand in to squeeze her precious flesh. ‘I could hold on to a tight little ass like this all night,’ I claimed grandiosely, saying the words as much for myself as for her.

				Sipping tea in the midst of downtown on a Saturday afternoon, I’d spent the last 45 minutes replaying such adventures from the previous winter, as if immersing myself in a catalogue of favourite bedtime stories. I’d been exceptionally busy these past few months, and I’d awoken horny from my somnambulatory marathon through the tunnel of obligations.

				Caffeine and libido shared possession of my bloodstream and my nervous system, and the chair I occupied could undoubtedly tell a tale of female arousal to anyone with a keen sense of smell.

				Exiting the café, I was exquisitely keyed up, so hungry for sensual amusement.

				It was June now, and the steep department-store escalator was a pathway to panties. For whatever reason, I was heading up as everyone else was heading down, and a parade of short summer skirts came at me, floor after wonderful floor. It was always strange encountering the women’s undergarments before their pretty summer faces – given a choice, I might view those attributes in the opposite order – but thighs and knickers were what I got at eye level first, and I wasn’t going to complain. I would review later, taking control of the images to freeze the nicest ephemera in place within a selective gallery in my mind: panties and faces, perhaps mixed and matched.

				I saw debonair black lace and I saw glimmering purple satin. I saw frisky, sunny boy-shorts that were alluringly girly, and I saw pout-puffed thongs that seemed to ache deliciously with readiness.

				Or maybe that was me.

				At the fifth floor, the escalator was in disrepair, and we were forced to use it as a simple staircase to the sixth. As luck would have it, my eyes were able to lock on a luscious ass that was preceding me at a perfect interval. This blonde wore a two-piece outfit, a sleeveless top with trousers. The clinging, lightweight pants hugged the curves of her bottom, shaping the cheeks and hinting at the softness cherished between their undersides. These trousers were as good as panties for my purposes and, I conjectured, were in fact worn without any additional layer.

				I disembarked at the sixth-floor lingerie department, leaving trouser-panties to ascend to the next level. As I watched her go, I imagined my hot tongue poking her pussy from behind, all the way to Linens.

				Yes, I was easily seduced.

				Despite my supreme affection for lower-half garments, I happened to be on a quest for some new bras that day. And yet once in the lingerie section, I predictably helped myself to eyefuls of lace and silk and cotton as stretched across the proud behinds of mannequins, and modelled on the hips of sensuous women in voyeur-friendly placards. I experienced the usual thrill – even though I’d seen a more intimate selection on my way up.

				The saleswoman’s unspoken greeting was friendly and intelligent. ‘Enjoying our visit to the land of panties, are we?’ was the message in her shy smile. She hoped I was, and she knew I was.

				Her own skirt was on the revealing side, and I entertained the cheeky presumption that she wished she’d been going down when I was going up. That she wished she could pose for me like one of her mannequins, that I could watch her showpiece panties moisten while I circled her station. 

				I was a seasoned pro at the gaze-and-avert game, at letting my eye linger on faces – and asses – until I was a hair’s breadth from a faux pas. Flirting with direct eye contact but taking care not to commit to it, I drank in her bright personality and relished the insinuating itch of desire.

				In my mind, I toasted the thought that I was alone with a knicker saleswoman. Nor was she merely a fill-in, I wagered. Though youngish and fresh-faced, and inclined perhaps to speak more with her eyes than with words, she had the air of a dedicated specialist – a professional handler of skimpy, silky ass-and-pussy drapings. A skilled fondler of undies who might already be quietly hoping to fondle mine, while I returned the favour.

				Was I getting carried away by my mid-afternoon randiness? I gave her another look, daring to hold her eye this time.

				She was watching me. Watching me and saying “I like pretty girls” with her eyes.

				Well there’s a coincidence, I thought. I like pretty girls, too, darling.

				I smirked at her, feeling my clit thrum and my cunt trickle. Then I began to investigate a nearby display of bras, humming aloud in a deliberately amiable manner, intent on sending the right signals: I’m approachable.

				I made sure to keep her in my peripheral vision. And soon I was congratulating myself on my perspicacity; for my lovely bent down to adjust a wobbly fixture – thereby presenting for my delectation a slice of lime cotton beneath her aubergine skirt.

				Then I had to glance away, lest I be unable to resist a burgeoning compulsion to masturbate in public.

				A short minute later, her voice was immediately behind me. ‘Excuse me.’ I turned to see that her hand was raised, as if she’d intended to place it on my bare shoulder, but had hesitated. I smiled at her hand, then at her face.

				‘Yes?’ I said.

				‘Sorry – I don’t mean to disturb you,’ she faltered, her professional confidence evidently wrestling with some personal diffidence.

				Yes, I thought, disturb me. Go ahead. Make me smile, make me laugh, make me squirm. The thoughts rushed at me like a festive mob. Make me come against the heel of my own hand. Make me quiver, make me wet my panties, make me scream in raw ecstasy. Make me pass out from pleasure.

				‘You’re not disturbing me,’ I assured her, speaking with false calmness.

				‘It’s just – ’

				‘Yes?’ I prompted.

				‘It’s a bit delicate.’ She swallowed. ‘I’m – I’m wondering what sort of panties you’re wearing.’

				‘Now?’

				She nodded, and her beautiful mouth grinned nervously. ‘I keep track.’ 

				‘Oh,’ I said, momentarily deflated. I wanted her to be driven, for her fetish to alight on me as mine had on her. I didn’t want her to be clinical and undiscriminating. ‘Are you taking a survey? Doing a dissertation, or something? You ask everybody?’

				Now she averted her gaze. ‘No,’ she said, almost inaudibly. ‘I only ask…certain ones…the ones who seem to have…’ She swallowed again, and I relieved a tiny fraction of the tension by directing my line of sight to her name tag for the first time: Nell.

				‘I ask the ones who have…something that triggers my…interest.’ She was blushing vividly. ‘I just do it…because I have to.’

				My knees dithered under me, and my panties – the very subject of Nell’s interest – became hot with fresh moisture.

				‘You’d like to know what sort of panties I’m wearing?’ I said, in a husky voice. ‘I’ll tell you what sort of panties I’m wearing. I’m wearing damp panties…’ I paused, so the significance of the forthcoming adverb could not be lost upon her. ‘…now.’

				I imagine a mischievous twitch rippled across my face as I continued. ‘But apart from being damp? Actually, they’re like yours.’ I nodded toward her crotch. ‘Only tangerine, rather than lime.’

				‘The lime pair are damp as well,’ she whispered to the carpet.

				Lying on my bed, fully clothed, as I awaited Nell’s arrival, I visualised impassioned hands tickling all over my bottom (or was it hers?) – my ass a delighted playground for an unseen lover, my soft cheeks luxuriously exposed to her ministrations. At the moment of my climax, I successfully imagined being both of us at once, my brain consumed by a composite picture of myself as tickler and ticklee alike.

				Looking out the peephole upon hearing the bell, all I could see was Nell’s face. But her face told me everything: her anxious yet manic grimace of lust, when she didn’t realise I could see her, told me about the wetness between her legs, about the squirm of her thighs in my hallway and the pulsing of her clit against the clutch of ever-dampening underwear.

				Over the dinner that I served, my eyes met hers across the table. And though I studied her nose and her lips, Nell certainly knew that my consciousness was 90 per cent in her chair, where her panty-clad roundness pressed snugly down on my mind.

				‘Will you show me?’ she whispered, when I’d cleared the dishes. I didn’t need to ask for clarification.

				I raised my print skirt and spun for her right there in the kitchen, letting her catch her breath as the lavender-mesh secret caught the light.

				‘And now yours,’ I stated. She reached for her hem, but I grasped her hands.

				‘I think my nearsightedness is acting up tonight, my sweet. Please show me up close, in there.’ I cocked my head toward the living room, where a couch beckoned us, its feet spread lasciviously, its plaid expanse handsomely horny.

				For the connoisseur, it’s a rich world out there when you start lifting skirts. Candy-apple asses and ice-cream-scoop asses. Boutique asses and museum-quality asses. Sturdy, bike-riding cheeks and delicate pleasure globes. Flesh that smells like vanilla, like berries, like honey.

				‘Lift a skirt and you’ll find an ass,’ I lectured my guest. ‘It’s a proverb. It’s a guarantee. It’s one of my guiding principles.’ Nell wriggled, facedown, on the couch while I built anticipation, using my monologue to tease us both before I finally clasped her pleats.

				I lifted, and the phrase “museum quality” reverberated in my head. Her bottom’s parameters described a precisely proportioned oval, within which two generous but well-defined hills made themselves evident beneath tight fabric.

				The gilt trim around Nell’s parchment-white silk emphasized the curatorial atmosphere. I was almost afraid to stroke her – but I reminded myself that this was not literally a museum.

				She gasped at the firm but nurturing touch of my hand on the left cheek. She whimpered with excitement as I made a polishing motion there, while I began to explore the warmth of her crotch with the fingers of my right hand.

				I lifted the front of my own skirt before situating myself, kneeling, between her thighs, pleased at the picture I’d composed of two lust-soaked women with their skirts up. I pressed the front of my knickered juncture to the tenderness of her gusset, now bringing both my hands to her tush. I kneaded and slapped her through her panties, while humping mound to labia.

				My varnished nails looked appropriately elegant gripping the gilt elastic of her waistband – and even classier peeling the lingerie downward, to reveal the work of art underneath. After the knickers had cleared the breathtaking rise of her derriere, I elevated her legs to remove them, then returned us to our former position. I followed the line of her ass crack with my eye – then with a mouth-moistened finger – all the way to where it tucked itself into her crotch from behind, tight and smooth and fleshy and ticklish. 

				Crazy, raunchy thoughts populated my mind. I longed to cover her cheeks in warm butter and lick every inch of her bum. Syrup. Or whipped cream. Even ketchup! I frigged my vulva against her faster as I imagined all this, unwilling to break the pussy-to-pussy contact in order to actually bring my mouth to her gorgeous rump.

				‘There it is! There it is!’ I exclaimed idiotically, making a little pitter-patter on her jiggling buttocks with my palms. ‘There’s your yummy ass!’

				She shivered under me and ground her pelvis against the stiffness of the overstuffed couch, giving her clitty a thrill ride. My own was being taken care of nicely by the friction of her now-naked pussy lips; and soon we were howling together, Nell’s bare bottom glowing with the orgasmic heat spreading through us both. The scent of woman filled my home – and my head.

				After that, Nell scrambled up, and we took our skirts all the way off. She put her angelic undies back on, then pushed me into the crook of the couch. I gurgled wet words of encouragement as she inched my lace-lattice panties carefully down with her teeth, sniffing at my cunt and growling softly with appreciation.

				For fifteen minutes she held my knees apart and made me buck in a simmer of ecstasy, licking and licking me, slowly building a tower of pleasure in my gut…until the pink aura of sensation turned seven shades of blinding neon.

				As my orgasm crackled through me Nell’s ass pointed skyward, a vision of refined feminine beauty. And the silken fire in her eyes told me that she knew what I was feeling – with every fibre of her panties.

				Harry Goes Electro-Violet

				Wherein Mr. Edwards pays homage to his Jewish American roots

				I didn’t get this rock-and-roll gimmick. I didn’t pretend to, and I didn’t need to. Tell the truth, I wasn’t even sure the “now music” these kids were playing was what you’d call rock and roll. It was, what, that “psychedelic” stuff. Yeah, fine. I’d handled a few jazz bands in the swing days, so I knew what a reefer was – though you can make mine a highball, thanks. Whatever your pleasure, just don’t lose the beat when you go on stage. That’s my only rule.

				So, no, Harry here maybe wasn’t so au courant any more by 1966. But entertainment was entertainment – and entertainment I knew. She had stage presence and could play the tuchas off her electric guitar, this Sara. What difference did it make whether it was rhythm and blues or “teenage music” or whatever the hell the kids wanted now? So long as they wanted it and she could deliver it. And that was a yes and a yes. So old Harry signed her up. I don’t wait for a bus on these things.

				You’ll laugh, but it never crossed my mind at first that I might get under her electro-violet miniskirt (as the meshuggener publicist called it). I didn’t have a thing for young women – nor did I necessarily steer clear of them, you understand…but the point was I didn’t see her that way. Not at first. I approached her as one professional to another, and that was it. At first.

				Oh, and the electro-violet mini? I’ll tell you a secret: it was just an old skirt that someone had cut down and dyed purple. They’d glued some costume jewellery on it, too. Crazy, huh? But it hugged the meat of Sara’s legs and sat nice and tight on her behind.

				Ask them, and they’ll tell you that Harry could always smell talent. Only it was truer than anyone realised. The whole band in the dressing room that night in July, plus entourage, and I could smell Sara’s mazelblum as if my nose were smack between her thighs. So then I’m not feeling so strictly professional anymore.

				Mind you, I had no idea if she’d go for me. Sara was one of my youngest clients. And, well, no matter how busy I was, I’d made time every year for a birthday, if you get me. But I was showbiz, and showbiz means you pitch, and then you worry later if no one’s catching.

				So after the show I brought out some contracts – whatever I had in my briefcase – and said could we please sit down in the dressing room and go over some things. I made sure she wasn’t stoned, because I didn’t want to take advantage. If she wanted to get stoned later at my place, once she knew what she was getting into, then, fine, I had an ashtray somewhere.

				I should explain that she didn’t need anything more from me. As a matter of fact, I was about to release her to a bigger management company. I handled small acts, and I’d done so well for her that she wasn’t such a small act now.

				The funny thing was, when we sat down together she kissed me first – with the door open yet. Who knows, maybe she had a good sniffer, too. Maybe I smelled horny to her, maybe she liked that. I remember thinking to myself, lucky boy, Harry, this free-love routine is box office. Anyhow, her pussy must have been really cooking, because it was coming through like gangbusters, past her perfume, past her stage sweat (you should excuse my mentioning it). I got up to close the door, and then, so help me, I had my hand up that violet miniskirt quicker than it takes me to tell you about it. She sort of giggled – like you’d think she was stoned, but I swear she was sober. It was sweet, that’s what it was. She kissed me again while I played with her pussy. No underpants, this doll.

				I still get a shiver when I think about how she bit my earlobe, gentle-like, and mumbled that she dug “older men”. You have to take these things in the spirit they’re intended, that’s my philosophy. My feeling was she could call me an older man all night, if it meant I got to keep my hand in her honey pot.

				Well, we didn’t end up going to my place that time, because the dressing room was all right. Don’t get me wrong, the couch wouldn’t have passed muster in my mother’s living room…but for present purposes it served nicely. Sara took off that crazy skirt and let me go between her legs with my tongue. That was something I could never get enough of, and she seemed to enjoy it quite a bit as well, if you know what I mean. I started to feel thankful that it wasn’t such a fine fabric on the couch.

				Then, no intermission for this girl, she pulled my putz right out and straddled my lap – stopping my hand when I reached for protection, saying she was on the Pill already. She skewered herself and got busy twisting up and down – yeah, like the dance – and I just sat there. In heaven I sat.

				I tell you she looked such a beauty, her pretty pussy split on me, her fingers playing herself down there like a guitar while she screwed me. I couldn’t stand it, and I came like a virgin onto his bed sheets – I thought I would pump forever. Hilarious, right? She’s maybe 20, and I’m the one who feels like he’s been carried over the threshold on his wedding night.

				She shrieked then and things got very wet, like happens with some women, you know, and I thought, this girl’s not doing you a favour, Harry…she is really into this. 

				Like I said, I’m showbiz. And in showbiz, you pitch.

				Moment: Napkin on My Lap

				Helene sits beside me at her dining-room table, which she has set for an elegant dinner. She looks cool and especially blonde tonight in the cocktail dress, free of underwear one can assume, her hair lightly tickling her petite shoulders.

				We have not yet brought any food in from the kitchen. Helene has whispered that there is something she wants to do here at the table before we eat. It is just the two of us this evening, so we can pace things however we please.

				She unzips me. My cock is already starting to peek through the slit in my boxers. Before it emerges, however, Helene unfolds one of the thick, silver dinner napkins that embellish the linen tablecloth. She tucks one corner of it into the open fly of my trousers, the way one would normally tuck a napkin into the collar of one’s shirt. As she urges this part of the napkin out of sight and situates it deep around my balls, my crotch tingles just a little. When she is satisfied that the cloth has been adequately wedged into place beneath my underwear, she spreads its remaining, visible breadth across my lap.

				Now she deftly coaxes my prick, the star of her show, from its dressing room. She bends to kiss it, then gently guides it onto the napkin. I shift position so that my erection rests centrally upon the shelf of my napkinned thighs. I am offering it to her on a silver platter, as it were.

				She sends one hand into her own crotch, which is fully displayed for me through the abbreviated tunnel of the short dress. I can see her pink cunt quickly moisten beneath the activity of her delicate digits. With her other hand, she begins to nurture the lust of my pulsating cock, using a feather-light, sensitive touch. I am completely, happily passive. 

				Helene’s cock hand picks up a bit of vigour to match my now-heavy throbbing, and her cunt hand answers by picking up speed. I watch her massage my sausage upon the napkin as if I were watching someone shape bread dough. I see my flesh redden with delight. I observe each twitch of my member almost before I feel it.

				We come with synchronized precision, my pampered prick blowing wet kisses onto her industrious fingers, as her thighs jam against her other hand and her eyelids press themselves closed.

				Vacation Plans

				It’s strange travelling the familiar route to your house when I know you’re not there. There’s even an irrational part of me that feels surprise at the fact that this stretch of highway should exist at all during your absence. I reason with my irrational self, on its own terms, by noting that you will be back soon, that the highway simply awaits your return.

				Meanwhile, I drive along this highway and count the days.

				You and I both know that instead of house-sitting for you, I should really have left with you this morning on vacation, occupying the next airplane seat over as you headed off to dig the gorgeous Oregon coast. But it turned out I was scheduled to attend a dissertation defence smack in the middle of the week you had chosen, and you were unable to alter your plane tickets.

				I would have been glad to see the dunes again. Unlike you, however, I’ve been there before. Mostly what I regret is our not being able to screw our asses off in a hotel room night after night. We really love screwing in hotel rooms, don’t we? Well, let’s face it…we love screwing. But that special, distraction-free space afforded by an elegant little hotel room seems to invite a particularly rich kind of carefree frolicking, among those crisp sheets. 

				Still, I know that when you’re home again we will prove to the world that we don’t require a hotel room to have hotel-room-quality sex. And since I, as a house-sitter, am a freebie, there will be that much more mad money in your cookie jar for champagne, bubble bath, and lingerie. I would offer to chip in for these, had you not already insisted that the weekend of your return be entirely your treat. Meanwhile, I’m biding my time, looking forward to picking you up at the airport on Saturday and anticipating the events that will inevitably follow. I can guarantee that your perky little ass will be the recipient of a friendly little slap or two before we even get your luggage into the car. As I cruise down the highway, I’m stiffening in response to my vision of a blue-jean derriere jiggling along the airport corridor, right within my hungry reach. I realise I’ll have to do something about this stiffness many times before you return, and I know that my inner movie director will be busy casting you in an assortment of fantasies, to tide me over until Saturday.

				Today is Monday. We had a first-class farewell fuck yesterday evening after dinner; but since I had an early meeting today, and you had an even earlier flight, it was logical that I decided to spend the night at my place, near the university, while you opted to stay put and pack. We live 45 minutes apart – though we plan to do something about that soon – and since you’re on the same side of the city as the airport, you were able to arrange to have a neighbour take you there this morning, while I got ready for my appointment on campus.

				So I haven’t seen you since about 9:00 p.m. last night, when I kissed you goodbye as you slipped your panties back on. It was the image of you smiling after me, your panties still just halfway up your legs, that I kept with me on the long drive home. It was a smile full of promise, with a hint of mischief that I couldn’t quite place.

				An hour later, when I got into my bed and you floated into my mind’s eye, the vision of you that I saw still hadn’t pulled those panties back up. I imagined what it would feel like to pull you onto my lap, your panties still at your knees, and run my hands all over your warm ass. I gripped my cock while considering that scenario, and then I shot hot love all over myself while cherishing that scenario. Then I phoned to tell you I’d done so.

				Now that it’s afternoon, I’m free from further obligations at the university until Wednesday. It seems silly to have all this free time and not be off on vacation with you, but that’s the way it goes. 

				Having finished my lunch, I’ve decided to get an early start on the light duties at your house. A lot of people would have just let their homes remain empty for a week…but you admit that you’re neurotic where your houseplants are concerned. You specifically asked me to attend to them each and every day – including today, since your flight was so early. Because your place is so far out of my way, you urged me to make myself completely at home for lounging and cooking and working. You told me I should even crash in your bed, if I don’t want to drive back and forth unnecessarily. I am, after all, no stranger to your bed.

				The word-processed note attached to the fridge reiterates, in compelling detail, everything you’ve already told me about the plants, the mail, and the blinds (you’ve always claimed that your watercolours need to be protected from natural light at certain times of day). I smile at your endearing compulsiveness as I skim the redundant text. Then a hastily scrawled postscript catches my attention:

				Ran out of time and didn’t change sheets. Clean ones in linen closet.

				I shrug and head for the watering can. I am about to fill it, when it dawns on me that there is something strange about your postscript regarding the sheets.

				You don’t need to change the sheets for me – the sheets your frenzied, bouncing, orgasmic body pinned me to less than 24 hours ago. You know this, and you know that I know this.

				Immediately, an explanation occurs to me. You are deliberately, slyly drawing my attention to the unchanged sheets, knowing that I will know why you are doing so. My hand trembles as I set down the watering-can.

				I take the stairs two at a time, so eager am I to reach your bedroom.

				Once inside the room, I lower the blinds and undress completely. I lean my head over your pillow and sniff. Shampoo. It smells yummy, almost edible…yet it isn’t this I’m searching for.

				I turn down the covers, mount the bed on all fours, and continue along the scent trail, down the length of the bottom sheet, until I find what I’m seeking – the spot you have subtly directed me to, the spot where you masturbated this morning.

				I’ve seen you masturbate, and, believe me, it’s something worth seeing. The room now suddenly seems to come alive as I visualise you in your bed, one hand playing along the edges of your slim panties while the other retrieves a breast from within your camisole. How well the fingertips of your right hand know what your nipple needs, and how well your left hand knows the best path to your slick, warm, inner femininity. It’s a slow, winding road, across and over and under the moist fabric of the panties. It’s a journey with many tourist stops across and around your excited clit. Your ass grinds into the mattress as your expert fingers elicit secret sensations from your body’s pleasure points, sensations within whose grip you cannot lie still.

				I close my eyes, visualising all of this while I inhale your fragrance, my cock now so hard that I yearn to touch it. And yet, for the moment, I am so captivated by the lingering scent of your sex that I am frozen in place.

				It smells like the essential, private you. En route, I have passed the appetizing, fruity scent of your hair; the refined, floral scent of your cologne; and the clean, tangy scent of your deodorant. But the scent I have tracked down is completely distinct from all of these. It is incomparably richer and grander…and more genuine. It is your most intimate scent – the familiar, intoxicating aroma of your sopping, aroused cunt, a sharp, earthy, ultra-feminine essence that almost defies description but which connects directly to my most primal urges. It is a scent that, when you are present, unabashedly cries “Fuck me!” And now, though you are absent, your aroma is as fresh as it is pungent, as it is irresistible. I decide that you must have been pleasuring yourself immediately before leaving the house. Maybe your claim that you “ran out of time” was the grain of truth in your tricky little note.

				The lingering smell of your juices has now aroused me to the point of wildness. My nose presses lewdly into the joy-stained sheet, and I let my entire consciousness sink with it into olfactory paradise. I feel as if my very mind is between your thighs, my thoughts nestled within your pussy lips. I realise that when we fuck I am so focused on the sight of you, the sounds you make, and the sensations of touching and being touched by you, that the powerful olfactory element must sometimes compete for my attention. Now, the smell of this morning’s wet pussy is everything to me – it is the key that unlocks every sexual door in my head.

				I raise my chin just enough to begin licking your invisible but potently fragrant residue, and I begin to grind myself, with involuntary urgency, into your mattress. In your absence, I want to make love to your mattress, your sheet, your pillows…to the very air in your room. I want to melt, to boil, to explode, to let my erotic dedication to you fill your bed, your room, and your life.

				Soon I am clutching myself in a rhythmic frenzy, and the delirious spasms erupt. It has taken me only moments to begin adding my personal, elemental stain to your own. The consecration feels as real as ever, even though, on this occasion, we’ve played out our respective passions at two separate times. The sweet smell of your clinging cunt juice and the fresh, sticky evidence of my blissful eruption now linger upon the same stage, united upon the X-rated sheet just as you and I are united in all things.

				Just as I am milking the last drops from my throbbing pump, I hear a noise on the stairs. Before I can even grab for the top sheet, you saunter in through the open bedroom door.

				‘I thought I’d find you here,’ you say, your eyes glinting.

				I am delighted but perplexed. ‘Aren’t you supposed to be on your way to Oregon?’ 

				‘Who’s going to Oregon?’ you reply.

				You explain that when you learned I couldn’t accompany you, you had secretly postponed the trip. The part about not being able to change the plane tickets had been a benign fib, and you’ve spent the past two weeks planning for this moment.

				Your hands have been busy with zips and buttons while you’ve been telling me all this. By the time you have finished, you are as naked as I am. As you ease into the bed, I can see that your intimate zone is already glistening, and my sense of smell succumbs to the new wave of feminine essence that is coming to me, this time, directly from its pulsating source. You take my sticky cock in a tender grasp, knowing that though I have just gloriously creamed your cool sheets, I will soon enough be ready to cream your warm, oozing, boldly aromatic love hole. It was all part of your vacation plans, after all.
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