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Introduction
When I think about the most erotic moments of a sexual experience, I am drawn to the delicious and unpredictable buildup, the dance of seduction. A sexual experience often lodges in memory most vividly because of the events that lead up to the actual physical lovemaking: the invitation to sensually provocative play, the anticipation of an experience charged with pleasure and delight. Consequently, I have gathered a collection of stories that emphasize these openings, stories that set the stage for the sexual encounters that follow.
Seduction is the kindling of romance. It ignites the spark of sexual desire and intensity. Unfortunately, the art of seduction becomes a lost art in many long-term monogamous relationships, although it is usually an important part of nearly every courtship. This is a tragic loss because in its absence, relationships can become deprived of sexual liveliness and passion. The connection becomes humdrum. The mundane creeps in and the relationship is diminished.
The word seduction comes from the Latin term meaning “to lead away.” In every seduction, some psychological or emotional resistance is implied and must be overcome. The resistance may be something as simple as the preoccupations and routines of everyday life, or it may be as complex as a romantic involvement with another. In either case, one person begins to entice the other, drawing his or her attention away from its current focus and onto a new agenda.
Yet, every seduction is a cooperative venture; ultimately, both partners must be willing to play the escalating erotic game. At any point one person could abdicate or drop out—the seduced could rebuff the seducer’s advances, and the interaction would end.
Force and coercion are the opposite of seduction; rather than entice or allure, they control and violate a person’s freedom. In the most extreme form, this can mean rape. This is not seduction. Seduction allows people to open up when they are closed. It is an invitation to be more vulnerable and hence more intimate.
Acts of seduction occur throughout nature and within virtually every animal species. Without these alluring acts, most mating would not occur and species would die out. Seduction is a process that stimulates sexual readiness in a potential partner, thus increasing the likelihood of that individual’s ability to contribute genes to the gene pool. Natural selection favors those who excel in the art of seduction.
Each animal species has its own distinct seduction rituals, and any or all of the senses, when stimulated properly, can become the gateway to the sexual overture. For some animals, the act of seduction uses visual allure as an attractant: The peacock struts and displays his elegant plumes to capture the attention of his prospective mate; for the jewelfish, the more brilliant the colors of the male, the more likely a female will choose him to father her young.
Sound is a major aphrodisiac in other animal species. The male porcupine produces a distinctive piercing whine to attract his mate. The bull elephant emits a unique trumpeting sound, bull alligators bellow, certain fish purr when they court, and male frogs and toads have a special croaking call during mating season.
Scent, of course, is among the most common pathways used throughout the animal kingdom to attract a mate. Animals with estrous cycles such as dogs and cats only attempt to mate when the scent of the female’s urine or vulva signals to the male that she is fertile.
We humans, however, are always potentially available for sex. For human beings, sex serves purposes far greater than the biological and evolutionary functions of procreation. In fact, only a very small percentage of sexual experiences occur for the intended purpose of creating babies. Human beings use sex to express love, caring, intimacy: It contributes to a more soulful connection with a partner. In addition, sex provides intense physical and emotional pleasure and can result in deep, satisfying relaxation.
Because the rewards are great, human beings intent on dating and mating invest considerably in the seduction process. Energy is devoted to heightening all of the senses. The Dayaks of Borneo and the Maoris of New Zealand decorate their bodies with intricate tattoos. The Papuan people of New Guinea use brilliantly colorful paints to turn their faces and bodies into dazzling canvases of enticement. Those of us from more industrialized cultures may dress with the intent to allure; women may wear fashions or makeup designed to accentuate their most becoming features.
Sound has been used as an aphrodisiac throughout the ages. Poets have romanced loved ones with rhyme, troubadours with music. The Apache males blow flutes and the Trukese men who formerly used nose flutes now use the guitar or harmonica to woo young girls. And we all use conversation—words of love, of desire, the intimate communication and innuendo that occur between two lovers as they talk over dinner or under the bedcovers late at night.
The senses of smell and taste can also become ways to attract another, to waken desire. The use of perfumes and colognes calls attention to ourselves; in some cultures women even wipe their vaginal fluids behind their ears to attract a potential partner. For some of us, the most seductive scents are the pheromones, the natural smells of a partner’s body. We may be captivated by the taste of someone’s skin and the sweetness of their kisses.
And let’s not forget touch: We may respond to the warmth and sensation of a prospective lover’s skin, to being touched in particular ways or in certain places. From the holding of hands to the caress of the face, touch can add dimension and richness to a seduction.
In humans, romantic pathways are more extensive and complex than in any other species. We alone use fantasy and imagination as an important role in a seductive encounter. We have the capacity to raise seduction to a form of art, though we are still animals and our brains have been programmed to respond to someone we are attracted to through a physiological chain of events that heightens feelings of pleasure in both the seducer and the one being seduced. When someone excites us, our bodies respond with a gush of phenylethylamine, a natural chemical that stimulates the nervous system, causing us to feel euphoric, energetic, and optimistic. Our hearts beat wildly, we’re turned on and may be falling in love—or at least in lust. We may experience a racy sense of exuberance and power at these times. With some creative thought and attention, an artful seduction can create a surge of phenylethylamine even in a relationship of long duration. We never lose our capacity to resurrect those pleasurable experiences. It remains with us for our entire lives.
The art of seduction can serve many purposes. It enhances the possibilities of procreation and perpetuation of the species. It can contribute to psychological well-being by increasing one’s sense of self-esteem—the successful seducer feels powerful and valued, the one being seduced feels desirable and worthy. It is a gateway to passion, enlivening a person’s romantic interest and creativity, so it whets the appetite for lovemaking and increases the likelihood that the sex will be exciting, fulfilling, and pleasurable. Finally, since true intimacy with a partner can only occur when we are vulnerable yet safe, seductions, because they are noncoercive invitations for lovemaking, add dimensions of safety and connection to long-term relationships.
To succeed in the romantic and sexual arena, to fully enjoy the pleasures our bodies hold, we must become skilled in the intimate art of seduction. Like most complex arts, what goes on in a seduction is partially learned through observation and experience and partially the by-product of our biological heritage. We glean ideas from movies, from books, from the confidences of friends, and from the techniques used on us by past lovers. We try them out, perfect them, then make them our own. But our own personalities, our tastes, strengths, proclivities of every sort, put their unique imprimatur on how we seduce, or, for that matter, how we respond to a seduction.
Some aspects of what may be called seduction—such as saying “I love you” or “You’re looking great today”—are so common or subtle that they are almost invisibly woven into the fabric of a couple’s daily life; other seductions can be so unique or elaborate that they remain unforgettable. There are seductions that develop from the context of the relationship while others are launched by the setting or circumstances that surround it. Sometimes a seduction is a fluid exchange between the partners that gathers momentum as it proceeds, while at other times it centers around one person’s attempt to overcome the obstacles that appear to be keeping the two apart. And unfortunately, there is a range of destructive seductions in which the underlying motive is not based on caring or mutuality, but on the intent to undermine, hurt, overpower, or seek revenge.
The stories in this collection illustrate the various forms of seduction, from the spontaneous, subtle dance to the meticulously planned encounter. Some are humorous, others sad or serious, some warm and loving, others dark and menacing. But all of them are erotic at their core, and each encounter in these stories has something revealing or important to say about the art of seduction and how it can lead to uncharted places where new possibilities for adventure and delight await your discovery. I hope that they will stimulate your imagination and add color to your romantic relationships.
Read on. . . . And prepare to be seduced.
PART I
[image: [image]]


The Dance of Seduction
 
A well-executed seduction is an artful dance. As with many dances, the success of the pair lies largely in the hands of the leader. The better he or she is able to artfully guide the dance, the more exquisite the performance. Like dance, seduction is a form of intimate communication. At its core lies a kind of reciprocity, a game that requires two people to play, two players who, in essence, choose to dance together. In the “power” seduction, one person leads and the other follows. When it comes to sex and love, the power of the seducer lies in his or her ability to influence, sway, control, charm, allure, and hence overcome a partner’s resistance. A question constantly dangles over the dance: “Will he or won’t he?” or “will she or won’t she?” Uncertainty reigns until that moment when the follower makes the choice to be seduced. The question as to whether the resistance will, in fact, be surmounted fuels the erotic intensity. “Will they or won’t they?” becomes the key question that maintains the sexual tension.
Personal power, charisma, a sense of sexual self-confidence are enormously attractive personality attributes in a potential partner. There is nothing as seductive as a partner’s self-assurance, his or her unabashed interest in and desire for the object of his or her affections. This sense of self-confidence, coupled with a questionable outcome, forms an unbeatable combination in the creation of charged erotic intensity.
In Edward Buskirk’s “The Other Woman,” James, a long-married, monogamous man, is captivated by sexual fantasies of being seduced by his wife’s best friend. Buskirk weaves a delightfully humorous tale, an unpredictable and teasing erotic who-done-it, with the wife, Brenda, actually orchestrating behind the scenes like an expert puppeteer. “A self-confident woman is the sexiest woman of all,” says Buskirk. “Brenda is not intimidated by her husband’s erotic daydreams about being seduced by another woman. She is sufficiently confident about her sexuality and marriage to have some fun with his fantasies.” James holds his desires in check as the theme of “will they or won’t they,” and even “did they or didn’t they,” captures the three characters in their web of seduction.
Eroticism can be increased in the power seduction by slowing down the process. Looking into one another’s eyes and jumping into bed can be one kind of sexual experience, with an intensity that is unique to the uncontrolled lust that underlies the act. But when the process is prolonged, when a sense of slowness and luxury dominates, erotic tension can be increased dramatically. With a slower pace, we submerge ourselves in the experience of the moment. The anticipation builds, and with it, the sexual vibrancy.
In “Lines of Fire,” Tee A. Corinne entertains us with a unique lesbian story in which an electric first meeting sets the tone for a creative seduction that becomes an art form in and of itself. “Seduction is actually a dance,” explains Corinne. “One person says, ‘I want to,’ and the other says, ‘Show me.’ My main character is not unwilling, but she’s not jumping in either. Instead there’s a pause that increases the excitement. Once the erotic tension has been created, she can open to it.”
Another way erotic tension appears to be stimulated is through creating or encountering obstacles and then overcoming them. Every hurdle intensifies the question of “will they or won’t they.” Every deterrent calls into question the potential prowess of the seducer. The goal becomes more precious. As each successive obstacle is overcome, desire mounts.
In Doraine Poretz’s story, “Only in the Movies,” obstacles abound. Initially, union is impossible because the protagonist’s college love, Beauregard Thomas Darcy III, is not Jewish. However, despite their separate marriages, Beau’s passion never abates. “What is important in seduction is passionate engagement,” offers Poretz. “But it must be subtle. Nothing is seductive if it is overt or blatant. Beau persists over the years despite the obstacles; he never gives up. And when he and Clare finally get the opportunity to make love, the years of abstinence and the accumulation of sexual tension and fantasy result in great joy.”
Sometimes the dance of seduction is so fluid that it is difficult to determine who is the seducer and who is the one being seduced. In the early studies on rat mating, male researchers analyzed the ways in which the male rat enticed the female rat. But when a female researcher, with her female point of view, joined the team, her observations overturned their basic premise—the male rat was not the initiator of the seduction. She pointed out that the female rat’s behavior actually incited the male rat’s dance. His mating dance was a reaction to her initiation. She was the one who was leading and he was following. In these intricate dances of seduction, the roles of leader and follower can become obscured, as each partner reacts to the responses of the other. Hannah Katz sets up such a seduction in “Double Clicked,” where lines of fantasy and reality blur. In this surreal story, seduction literally slips in the back door. “She was turned on to him,” Katz explains. “In fact, the feelings were mutual, but he wasn’t lunging at her by any means. Instead, he plays his cards carefully and waits for her to begin things. So really, who is in control when she brings his lips to hers—she in the doing or he in the waiting?”
In the dance of seduction, surrender plays a powerful role. In fact, it is the yielding that finally permits the seduction to take place. Yielding enables one to experience the intensity of a full surrender. By being overtaken, the one seduced feels the exhilaration of total abandon. One is not responsible for his or her sexual actions. In this way, the feelings of guilt instilled by society’s antisexual attitudes are overcome. Surrender allows for guilt-free indulgence in the hedonism of the sexual encounter.
For Phoenix McFarland, the surrender comes in the form of pure physical enjoyment. In “The Last Seduction,” McFarland shows us that you don’t have to be young or sexually appealing to enjoy great sexual pleasure. Emma, strapped to life-support equipment, awakens to the ultimate sexual experience. “Someone is making love to Emma,” says McFarland. “And she is without responsibility or expectations. She doesn’t have to perform. She doesn’t have to turn him on, or be young and beautiful or be anything other than herself. She can relax and let go. Everything is keyed to her pleasure and nothing else matters.”
Whether the dance of seduction has a clear leader and follower or whether it is an intricate arrangement with subtly changing roles, the dynamics of power and surrender are central in all the stories in this section as well as many of the others in this collection.

The Other Woman
EDWARDBUSKIRK
“Have you ever thought about being with another woman, Brenda?” the thirtyish man behind the wheel of the dark green minivan matter-of-factly asks his wife, turning just far enough toward her to gauge her reaction and still keep one eye on the northbound freeway traffic. It is a hazy and sweltering mid-July afternoon, and it seems as if half of Chicago is escaping the city along with them. “Sexually, I mean.”
It seems to take the attractive dark-haired woman a few moments to comprehend her husband’s words. When she does, she looks up from the packing list she has been studying ever since they pulled out of their suburban driveway. (Surely they must have forgotten something, she had remarked a few minutes earlier. It wouldn’t be a real vacation unless they left at least one absolute essential behind.) She blinks. “What did you just say, James?”
He laughs, obviously a little embarrassed. “I thought you were listening,” he says, motioning toward the radio. “Someone just called in and asked Dr. Laura if she thought it was normal for a married woman to have sexual fantasies about another woman.”
Brenda rolls her eyes skyward. “And you were just wondering if I’d ever had those kinds of fantasies about another woman?”
He grins sheepishly. “Just curious.”
She cocks her head. “Did you have any particular woman in mind, James?”
“No, not really.”
“Are you sure?” she says. “Maybe someone like, say, oh, I don’t know—Linda?”
Linda is Brenda’s onetime college roommate and longtime best friend. She has invited Brenda to spend a couple of days at her lakeside cottage in northern Wisconsin. And why doesn’t she bring that darling husband of hers along?
James and Brenda don’t get away very often, but there is a summertime lull at both of their offices, and the kids are off camping with her sister. Brenda hasn’t seen Linda in God only knows how long. Who knows when she will have another chance like this? James decides maybe he will go along, just for the ride.
“Okay,” James says with a shrug, “just for the hell of it, let’s use Linda as an example. Have you ever had those kinds of feelings about her?”
Brenda sighs. “No, darling, I haven’t. I’ll admit that Linda is very attractive, but I’m afraid she’s not my type. She lacks a certain piece of equipment that I’ve grown rather fond of over the years.” She turns back to her list. “Nice try anyway, James.”
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“I know how your mind works,” she says with a little smile. “It may not have looked to you like I was paying even the slightest bit of attention to the radio, but I was listening just closely enough to know that no one called in with that question you just asked me. You made it up, didn’t you?”
“And why would I do that?” James says, putting on his best hurt-annoyed face.
“You really are pathetic,” Brenda says. “Don’t you think I know by now what a huge crush you’ve always had on Linda? I couldn’t drag you three blocks to see any of my other friends, but Linda calls from two hundred miles away and you start panting like a puppy waiting for his leash. You’ve been daydreaming about her all week. I’ve seen that faraway look in your eyes ever since she called. I half-expected you to start calling me by her name when we were making love last night.”
“That’s ridiculous,” James says, hoping his face doesn’t look nearly as red as it suddenly feels. “I don’t have the slightest interest in Linda except as a friend. Anyway, the question was if you’d ever had any sexual fantasies about her, not if I had. Which, by the way, I haven’t.”
“Liar,” Brenda says. “I heard the question. And I know you well enough to know why you asked it. Somewhere in the back of that dirty little mind of yours, you decided that since Linda and I were roommates back in college, maybe we were lovers, too. After all, isn’t that what half of the make-believe letters in the Forum magazines you hide under the professional journals in your den are about? Horny coed roommates who just can’t keep their hot little hands off each other?”
“Forum? Never heard of it,” James says, trying to keep a straight face. “You must have me mixed up with some other husband.” How the hell did she find the Forums?
“Oh, I think I’ve got the right husband, okay,” Brenda says. “The same one who got the bright idea that if Linda and I were lovers back in school, like the girls in your magazines, maybe you could talk us into bed together one more time. And best of all, you just might be able to talk your way between the sheets with us. Mainly with Linda, which has been one of your main goals in life ever since you first laid eyes on her. And what better way to find out if I might be interested in going along with your little fantasy arrangement than to pose a phony Dr. Laura question to me?” She smiles. “Am I close so far, darling?”
“You couldn’t be more wrong if you tried,” James says, well aware that he probably doesn’t sound any more convincing to her than he does to himself. How does she do it? It’s downright scary the way she can read his mind.
Brenda leans close to him, patting his thigh. “I hate to burst your bubble, honey, but your magazines lied—not all college roommates are lesbian lovers. If you want to seduce my friend, you’ll have to do it on your own, without my help.”
She turns back to her list, smiling coyly. “That is if she doesn’t seduce you first. I’ve seen the way she flirts with you. Listen, you two have at it. Don’t worry about little old me. I’ll find something to occupy my time.”
“Don’t fill out your schedule just yet,” James says. “In case you haven’t noticed in all these years, I’m strictly a one-woman man. This is your fantasy, not mine.”
She laughs. “Whatever you say, sweetheart.”
“I can’t believe this conversation,” he says. “I ask you a simple little question that I did hear on the radio, thank you, and before I know it you’ve spun it into this bizarre fairy tale about me cheating on you with your best friend, right under your nose. With an imagination like that, you should be writing for the soaps.”
“Pajamas,” Brenda says.
“What?”
She turns to face him, tucking her list into the glove box. “Pajamas. I just remembered what I forgot to pack—your pajamas.” She smiles mischievously. “But then that will just make it all the more convenient for you and Linda, won’t it? No cumbersome old pj’s to get in the way.”
James grins and shakes his head in exaggerated disbelief. Things are getting pretty bad when a guy can’t even enjoy a decent fantasy without his wife figuring it all out and making him feel like a damn fool.
 
“Don’t strain your eyes, darling,” Brenda whispers.
James nearly jumps out of his skin. He did not hear his wife sneak up behind the chaise longue he occupies on the deck of Linda’s pine-shadowed lakeside A-frame. He thought she was still inside, changing into her bathing suit.
Actually, he has not been thinking about Brenda at all. Nor about the John Grisham novel he holds on his lap. He has barely even noticed the splendid view of the gently rippling, sun-splashed lake the hillside cottage perches above.
His eyes are trained on their slim, deeply tanned hostess, who, wearing the tiny bikini top and abbreviated cut-offs she greeted them in (Is it all in James’s head, or did the hello kiss she gave him linger just a little longer than your average friendly hello kiss?), is lying on a large white beach towel at the end of her plank dock, waiting for Brenda to join her.
“You haven’t taken your eyes off her since we got here. It must be her new haircut,” Brenda says with only the slightest hint of sarcasm, dangling her arms over her husband’s shoulders and nuzzling his neck. “If I cut my hair really, really short like that, would you look at me the way you’re looking at her?”
“Of course not,” James says. He tries, too late, to correct himself. “What I mean is, I like your hair just fine the way it is. Anyway, I’m not looking at her. I’m reading. Really.”
“Oh?” Brenda says, covering his paperback with her hand. “Quick, repeat the last sentence you read.”
James grins. “Uh . . .”
“I thought so,” she says, sliding her hand down over his stomach and onto the crotch of his khaki shorts. “My, my, what have we here? Maybe you’d like me to go into town and get a motel so you two can be alone. I’m sure Linda wouldn’t mind. I saw that kiss she planted on you.”
Lowering his zipper, Brenda snakes her hand inside, touching his erection. She loosens his belt with her other hand, freeing his rigid penis.
“What’s got into you today, Bren?” James says, frantically trying to cover himself with his paperback.
Brenda smiles, curling her fingers over him. “You should have bought the hardcover.”
James jerks as she tightens her grip on him. “Have you gone nuts? What if Linda looks up here?”
“You don’t really think she’d mind seeing you like this, do you?” Brenda whispers, nibbling his earlobe, slowly massaging him, teasing a fingernail along the throbbing vein traversing the bottom of his penis. “I’m sure she’s very well aware of the effect she has on you. Somehow I don’t think she wore that skimpy little outfit for my benefit.”
Just then Linda sits up, glancing their way. Shielding her eyes from the sun, she waves. Brenda waves back with her free hand, continuing her rhythmic massage with the other one. James lifts his knees in an attempt to cover himself, desperately pleading, “Brenda, please!”
Brenda ignores him. “I can see why you’re so attracted to her,” she says, squeezing harder, slowly increasing the tempo. “Those legs, that tan, those disgustingly pert boobs. Very sexy. You know, I’m even beginning to think that you two might look pretty hot together in bed.”
“Sure you are,” James says, his breathing becoming labored as his wife works him closer and closer to climax. He still tries to shield himself from Linda, but he is no longer urging Brenda to stop.
“Don’t be so sure of yourself,” she says, darting her tongue into his ear, slowly teasing her thumbnail over and around his circumcision, making him gasp aloud. “Maybe I used to be jealous, but I’ve mellowed, maybe even gotten a little kinky. I know that you’ve fantasized for years about seeing me with another man, so why can’t I fantasize about seeing you with another woman?”
“Just because I know you never would,” James says, peeking nervously around his knees at Linda. “Look, maybe Linda and I do flirt with each other a little, but it’s all in fun. Nothing is ever going to happen between us. I am very happily taken. And if there was even the slightest chance that something would happen, I don’t think you would find all of this nearly as amusing as you seem to now.”
“Whatever you say, darling,” Brenda says, kissing his neck, reaching down to caress his tight and swollen testicles. “But I’ll bet you’re just dying to know what she looks like under those cut-offs, aren’t you?”
James, of course, is dying to know exactly that, but even in his vulnerable state, he knows better than to come right out and admit it. He grins. “I could care less.”
“For starters,” Brenda says, gently rolling a testicle between her fingers, squeezing just hard enough to make James wince, “unless Linda’s become a lot more conservative in her old age than I think she has, she’s probably not wearing panties. And I would guess that she’s as tan under her cut-offs as she is everywhere else. She always hated tan lines as much as she hated wearing underwear.”
She switches her attention to his other testicle and James grunts, so aroused that he momentarily forgets his modesty and lets one knee fall flat. Linda looks their way again, tilting her sunglasses up onto her forehead. Her mouth drops open. She clasps her hand to her lips in mock horror, laughing aloud.
Brenda slides her hand onto her embarrassed husband’s erection again, milking up and down. “Oh my, I do believe you’ve been caught with your pants down,” she says. “Maybe this is your chance to make your move. Time is wasting, you know. We’ll be gone tomorrow. Would you like me to call down to her and see if she wants to trade places with me?”
“Don’t you dare!” James pleads in a hoarse whisper. “You’ve embarrassed me enough already. This is beginning to remind me of a bad dream I used to have back in junior . . .” Brenda squeezes his root and his words trail off. He tenses, knowing he is only another squeeze or two away from climaxing all over John Grisham’s latest.
But it is not to be. Brenda abruptly pulls her hand away from him and stands up. “I guess I’ll go down and work on my tan for a while,” she says. “Enjoy your book. And whatever you do, don’t let that thing get sunburned.”
“Why, you . . .” Red-faced, James struggles to tuck everything back into place.
She smiles. “What did you start to say, James?”
“Nothing,” he says with a grin, struggling to adjust himself. “Just a two-syllable word we had back in high school for girls who did what you just did.”
Brenda laughs. “Sweetheart? That’s two syllables.” Smiling impishly over her shoulder at her husband, she pads down to the dock and stretches out beside her friend, looking sleek and confident in her white bathing suit. She leans over and whispers something to Linda.
James can hear their girlish laughter. He has had the feeling of being the outside man on an inside joke ever since they arrived and he overheard Brenda telling her friend, much to Linda’s glee, about their Dr. Laura conversation. His cheeks burning, he buries his face in his book, not realizing for several long seconds that he is holding it upside down.
 
“Zip me, James?”
James looks up from where he sits on the bed, tying his shoes, to see Linda standing in the doorway, clasping a short white dress to her neck. Behind him he hears the sounds of Brenda showering. The three of them are going out for the evening. Linda knows this great little club on the other side of the lake where they play nothing but sixties rock and roll.
“Sure,” he says, standing.
Linda turns her back to him. Her dress lies open around her tanned back and shoulders to several inches below her waist. James clears his throat and reaches for her zipper.
“I hope those are dancing shoes you just finished putting on,” Linda says. “The place we’re going has a dirty dancing contest at midnight. I’m counting on you being my partner.”
James clears his throat again. He has taken hold of her zipper and his eyes have fallen to the shadowed flesh beneath her dress. He sees nothing but tanned peach-shaped bottom. No panties, just like Brenda said. His fingers tremble and he feels an immediate stirring below his belt.
Linda smiles. “Having trouble, James?”
“No, no trouble at all.” Damn her, she had to have known he would get an eyeful. What man wouldn’t? He reluctantly tugs her zipper upward.
She turns to face him, planting a discreet ‘thank you’ kiss on his cheek, draping her arms over his shoulders. “You will be my partner, won’t you?” She is so close that he can feel the warmth of her breath and smell the gentle lilac scent of her perfume.
“I’m really not much of a dancer,” he says, trying not to stare at the thick points her nipples are forming against the front of her dress. He does not quite know what to do with his hands. He fights the urge to slide them down over her ass. “Just ask Brenda.”
“All you have to do is follow me,” Linda says, moving closer still.
“Hell, I’d follow you anywhere,” he says with a grin, unable to get that momentary peek at her backside out of his mind. “Okay, let’s do it.”
Linda smiles. “You don’t know how long I’ve waited to hear you say that,” she says, stretching up on her tiptoes, her lips brushing against his. James’s lips brush back. Just as he puts his hands on her waist, he realizes he doesn’t hear the shower anymore. Brenda has just stepped into the room. He quickly pulls away from Linda but he knows it is too late.
“Are you two having fun?” Brenda says, tilting her head to insert an earring.
James is at a loss for words. Now he’s done it.
Linda is unfazed. “I was just thanking James for zipping me,” she says matter-of-factly. “And for being my partner in the dirty dancing contest tonight.”
As she turns away, her eyes meet Brenda’s. If James did not know better, he would swear it was all they could do to keep from bursting into laughter.
“Listen,” he stammers as soon as Linda leaves the room, “it wasn’t what it—”
Brenda silences him with a finger to his lips. “Sure it wasn’t, honey,” she says. She steps past him, shrugging out of her robe and into a flowered sundress.
“That’s it?” James asks incredulously. “That’s all you have to say?”
She smiles, her eyes meeting his in the mirror as she applies her lipstick. “It must be her hair,” she says. “I really do think I’ll get mine cut, too.”
James knows he should feel relieved that she is not angry with him, but all he feels is frustrated. What the hell is going on here?
 
James has not been inside a place like this in years—noisy, smoky, dimly lit, and smelling of stale beer, sweat, and perfume. It is twelve-twenty and the dance floor is full of other people of their own era, dancing to a nostalgia none of them is old enough to really remember.
Linda has kicked off her shoes and is barefoot, her short dress swirling around her sun-bronzed legs, inching dangerously high on her thighs. There is a sheen of perspiration on her face and a faraway look in her eyes as she moves her hips to the early sixties music, a song that James should recognize from the Golden Oldies station but doesn’t. James Brown? Little Richard? James’s pre–Eagles/Fleetwood Mac pop music knowledge is practically nonexistent.
All James can do is to try to keep up with Linda and not look too foolish doing it. The half-dozen beers he has drunk have taken the edge off his fear of looking foolish, but they have done nothing to help him keep up. Besides, he finds himself repeatedly glancing toward a darkened corner booth behind a jukebox and pool table where Brenda sits watching, smiling, fending off an endless stream of would-be dance partners.
James is not sure why she seems to be enjoying this so much, why she practically insisted that he enter the contest with Linda, but he is beyond trying to understand anything that has happened today. Go with the flow, isn’t that what they used to say?
And right now the flow is with Linda. Her hands on his shoulders, she moves closer and closer, her body churning and twisting to the primitive beat. James slides his hands to her trim waist. He instinctively starts to move them to her hips but catches himself at the last moment. Sooner or later, Brenda will have seen enough.
Sensing his hesitation, never missing a beat, Linda whispers, “Don’t stop now. She gets you all the time. I only have tonight.”
No guts, no glory, buddy boy, a voice somewhere deep inside James growls. Fighting an urge to glance back at his wife one more time, he slides his hands lower, over Linda’s hips and onto her ass. She gasps, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Grinding her hips, she pushes close to him, her fingers burrowing into his back pockets.
She pulls him to her, breaking into a smile when she meets his erection. He can feel the heat of her arousal through her thin dress. Knowing she is bare beneath it excites him all the more.
The music slows and they move together as one. “I am so hot I’m dripping,” Linda whispers, her lips touching his. James is pretty sure she is not talking about the room temperature.
“Shall we really give them something to talk about?” she whispers, her eyes on fire.
He glances once again at Brenda. She smiles. He turns back to Linda and grins, kneading her ass cheeks, bunching her skirt in his hands, slowly pulling it higher and higher. “What did you have in mind?”
“This,” she says, her fingers clutching at him from inside his pockets. Stretching up onto her tiptoes, grinding her pelvis against him, she kisses him long and hard and wet, teasing her tongue between his teeth.
James hesitates, but for only a split second, before pulling her closer. He teases his fingertips beneath her hem, exploring the satiny curves of her naked bottom as they kiss, their tongues tangling and twisting together. He does not look in Brenda’s direction now. He is certain that he has gone too far, that Brenda, in spite of her smile, will be furious with him. It is one thing to look, but something else entirely to touch and to kiss.
But instead of filling him with guilt and apprehension, that fear of impending doom seems only to heighten his arousal. It is a feeling of danger and frenzy that he never wants to end, no matter how terrible the consequences.
Seeming to sense his excitement, Linda stretches higher, pressing yet closer, her hips moving back and forth almost as if she is in the throes of orgasm. As the music fades, she seductively sucks his tongue between her lips, curling her tongue over and around it as if it were a wet pink cock.
The bar lights go up. James looks around to see that they are the only couple left on the dance floor. Their audience hoots wildly. A bearded bartender rushes out with a hundred-dollar bill. Linda tucks it into her bodice with a brazen flourish. The bartender makes a loud crude remark about needing a fire hose to cool them down. Everyone laughs. James is afraid to look to see if Brenda is laughing, too.
As they walk off the floor, Linda takes James’s hand and whispers into his ear, “If I know Brenda, she’ll want the two of us to stay up all night reminiscing after you go to bed, just like we always do. And sooner or later, just like always, she’ll fall asleep on the couch. Don’t be surprised if you have a visitor.” Her eyes fall discreetly to the juncture of his legs and she smiles. “It hardly seems fair that I do all the work and she gets all the benefits.”
Before James can say anything, they are back at their table. Brenda rolls her eyes toward the smoky ceiling in mock disgust and says, “Listen, if you two want to go on back to the cottage and finish what you just started out there, don’t mind me. I’m sure I can find a ride home.” There is a glint of amusement in her eyes and a smile on her lips.
James breathes a deep sigh of relief. Thank God. But as relieved as he is that his wife is not angry, his heart is in his throat. What the hell is it with Brenda? She should be irate. And what about Linda? Can she really mean what she said? What will he do if she does come into the bedroom? Will he be able to do anything? Will he even want to? For years he has been dreaming about just such a moment and now he is scared to death that it might really happen.
 
James finally drifts off to sleep to the happy chatter of his wife and her best friend as it floats up the stairs. Everyone has had a good laugh and the flirtation game is over. Never in a million years would Linda really sneak into bed with him. Tomorrow night he and Brenda will be home, and while it will take him a few days to live down his foolish antics, no damage has been done—except, of course, to his dignity.
 
At first it is just a pleasant dream, the kisses on his upper thighs, the warm breath on his testicles. But now he is awake, or thinks he is awake, and the sensations have not gone away. They are even stronger. A wet tongue teases over the head of his cock, around the crown of his circumcision, making him gasp and start. Warm lips push over him and he feels himself swell and harden.
“Brenda?” he whispers sleepily.
Nothing.
He reaches for the light and remembers that he is not in his own house. The lamp is on the other side of the bed. He squints but Brenda pulled the heavy drapes before going downstairs and everything is pitch-black.
Well, it has to be Brenda anyway. It is one thing for Linda to goof around about paying him a surreptitious visit, but she wouldn’t just come in here and do this.
Becoming more and more aroused as his visitor bobs up and down between his legs, sucking harder, taking him deeper and deeper into her mouth, he reaches down to caress his wife’s head. His breath catches in his throat. His heart seems to stop. He is suddenly wide awake. The hair he is touching is short. Very short. Linda short. Oh, Christ!
James quickly pulls his hand away. He starts to say something, but he has no idea what it would be even if he could somehow force his lips to form words. He knows he should tell her to leave, but a part of him does not want her to leave at all. Her lips are engulfing his erection, her tongue performing magic on his excited flesh, and it feels so damn good.
He leans back, his heart pounding, his excitement growing ever more intense. He wants to touch her, to kiss and caress her, but he does not dare. He suddenly feels very shy. What is the protocol here, anyway? he wonders with a bemused grin. He just leans back and lets it happen, reeling with the rush of it all.
Just when he feels his climax nearing, his visitor pulls off of him with a wet sucking sound. Sitting up, she straddles him. He gasps aloud and she leans forward, touching a fingertip to his lips to silence him.
Pushing up onto her knees, she takes him into her hand and guides his throbbing head to her slippery crease. His hands go to her waist as she slowly pushes down over him, not stopping until his balls caress her ass. She pulls up, ever so slowly, halting her upward movement only when it seems he will slip out of her velvety grasp. Down. Up. Down. Increasing the tempo until James stiffens and explodes into her, grabbing her ass and holding on for dear life, shooting torrent after torrent of warm sperm into her deepest reaches.
Spent, James falls back against the pillow, gasping for breath. Still she does not stop, riding his shrinking member until at last she, too, tenses. Leaning back, holding her wrist to her mouth to muffle her cries of release, she squeezes her vaginal muscles over him, trapping him inside her, not releasing him until the clutching spasms of her orgasm have subsided.
Leaning forward, she touches her lips to his for a lingering moment. Then she is gone, padding barefoot to the door and slipping silently through it before James can even catch a fleeting glimpse of her. All that lingers is the faint aroma of her lilac perfume.
 
James lies in bed as long as he dares the next morning, last night’s exhilaration dulled by nagging guilt and an intensifying apprehension. He hears his wife and Linda talking in the kitchen. He cannot make out their words but they are laughing. Well, that’s a good sign, at least. Linda has obviously not told Brenda about their nighttime adventure. James suddenly realizes that for the rest of his life, every time Linda and Brenda are together, he will have to worry about the previous night’s events slipping out in conversation. The thought makes him shudder.
Finally, unable to put it off any longer, he goes downstairs. Linda leans against the counter, sipping a cup of coffee. She smiles at James. James blushes, averting his eyes.
“Hi, hon,” Brenda says from around the corner. “Have a nice night’s sleep?”
“Like a log.” He does not look her way. He fills his coffee cup, not looking at either of them. It is not until he has turned away from the coffeemaker that his eyes catch Brenda’s. He nearly drops his cup.
“What do you think?” Brenda asks with a smile, her eyes dancing, cocking her head. Her shoulder-length tresses are gone, reduced to the same boyishly stylish length as Linda’s hair. “We did it last night, while you were sleeping. You know how I’ve been threatening ever since we got here to get mine cut just like Linda’s? Well, she got out the scissors and voilà. Do you like it, honey?”
James grins and nods, speechless.
“What’s the matter, James?” Brenda says with a girlish giggle. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
James feels relieved and disappointed all at once. Of course it was Brenda. He should have known so all along. He should have seen it coming, what with the way the two of them had been whispering and laughing behind his back. They had obviously planned it together right from the start. Let’s really put one over on old James.
But then again, maybe it wasn’t Brenda after all. Maybe the haircut is just a weird coincidence. Hasn’t Linda been flirting with him for years, hinting that she might be interested in something just like what happened last night? And the way she was rubbing up against him and kissing him out there on the dance floor—well, that sure as hell didn’t seem like any prank. And then there was the perfume. James could have sworn it was Linda’s perfume he smelled last night, not Brenda’s.
He takes his coffee and retreats to the deck. He can hear the women laughing softly.
 
They are nearly home before Brenda wakes up. She has been curled in her seat, fast asleep, almost since they left Linda’s cottage. And all that time, James has been trying to decide if that is just the barest hint of lilac perfume he smells on his wife, or if it is all in his head.
Brenda yawns and stretches and pats James on the thigh, snuggling close. “Did you enjoy yourself?” she asks.
“Oh, yeah,” James says. “It was good to get away.”
“Linda was certainly in prime form, wasn’t she?”
James nods. “Linda was really Linda.”
Brenda tucks her legs beneath herself. “Aren’t you glad I’m not the jealous type?”
James grins. “Uh-huh.”
“Listen, I know it was all in fun between you two,” Brenda says. “But if she really would have . . . Well, you know. Would you have?”
James shakes his head. “Never. You should know by now that you’re the only one for me.”
Brenda kisses him on the cheek. But as she settles back into her seat, he cannot help but notice the sly little smile that curls over her lips.
James has a feeling he will never know for sure. Brenda will never tell him. She will enjoy watching him wonder way too much. And he will be damned if he’s ever going to ask her. If he asks and it wasn’t her . . . Well, that little thought sends an icy chill racing down his spine.
But a guy can dream about being seduced by his wife’s best friend, can’t he? It’s just that when the guy’s wife is someone like Brenda, he should never ever dream out loud.

Lines of Fire
TEEA. CORINNE
One of my lovers, it doesn’t matter who, took me to see Gina Lomand’s films one night. They were thirty minutes each and filled with poetry. I sat in the dark in the small, ornate old theater and felt as if my dreams were being played out on the screen. One showed a smoky close-up of a woman’s face exploring someone else’s body. In another, breasts undulated and changed colors, reversed into other tones, merged with the background and came forward once again. Flesh became ruby, then emerald, iridescent. It looked the way I felt when I made love. My own breasts throbbed against the so-fine silk of my shirt and I wanted to touch them, to comfort and quell the longing in my thighs, between my legs. The sweetly scented air pressed in upon me, caught in my throat. I reminded myself to inhale deeply and relax.
Although the event was open to the public, I can’t remember seeing any men there, just wall-to-wall women. I thought we must be breathing and shuddering in unison, but maybe not. My companion stroked my arm. Her soothing rhythm lacked the urgency of my own blood.
At the end, Gina sat on the side of the stage and talked about her work, answered questions with a charm and a hint of the South in her voice. Her hair, an electric red that didn’t come from any bottle, seemed to punctuate her comments. Her hands flashed with controlled gestures that bridged the gap between words and images.
My companion wanted to leave long before I was ready. I could have let her go alone, but I was hungry for food and something else as well. We had planned a late dinner at a new Japanese restaurant. I wrote on my business card, “Your work is wonderful!” and moved forward just as the formal discussion was breaking up.
Gina was surrounded by a barrier wave of women, two and three deep. I held up the card and caught her eye. Reaching out, she took the card, glanced at it, then back at me. Her eyes took in my face in an almost physical act. It was as if she were measuring the moment, pressing in, devouring me. The sexual muscles in my pelvis spasmed with a flow of reaction so intense I feared it would show. She smiled, lips and teeth and eyes, and we were alone in some place outside of time, furtively held in those cataclysmic seconds. I registered her freckles, soft green jacket, russet turtleneck, gold earrings. But mostly I saw her eyes, turquoise blue and radiant.
I circled my fingers and called out the word “exquisite.” She nodded, then her attention was called away. She glanced back at me and seemed to start to say something. Someone’s hand touched her shoulder and she turned her head, leaving me with an image of softly open lips like a Renaissance angel.
My retreat was hot. Every nerve in my body seemed awake, alert, commenting and clamoring for attention. Food, later, was a balm—raw fish, vinegared rice, the music like water falling on stones. I cooled myself in it, although I know I also must have carried on a conversation. The real world had become muffled. Other images played across my inner screen, mixing Gina’s beauty with her art.
The next day in my studio I passed over a block of pale yellow alabaster, choosing instead pieces of automobile bodies, yellow and red. I wanted to work fast, while the memory of the evening was still vivid. I pulled on the heavy leather apron, goggles, and gloves, adjusted the oxygen valve, and struck the first spark. The shapes seemed almost to free themselves from the larger pieces of metal, parting at my will, at the tip of the flame.
I stopped for lunch, but hardly noticed the food, so intent was I on returning to the forms laid out, ready to be assembled. Back at the workbench I braced two pieces for the first weld, changed the head on the torch, and picked up a brazing rod. The roar of the oxyacetylene torch filled my ears. The heat intensified over the course of the afternoon as seams were matched and filled, forming a vaguely heart-shaped form with curved, inviting crevices. Cunt on Fire I called it in my mind, but knew I’d have to find a more judicious name before my next scheduled show. My dealer, solid and devoted, would not approve.
As I worked, my body hummed with memories of Gina and her movies. I channeled these spinning, fragmentary neurological events through my hands into the evolving piece.
Late in the afternoon as I sat studying the piece, the phone rang. “Dinner?” she asked without saying “Hi,” without identifying herself, but I knew who it was and she knew I knew. She added, “I need to take a break.”
I paused between the exciting but safe world of my work and the enticement of her slight drawl, the promise of intelligent company.
She registered my hesitation, but did not hurry to fill the silence.
“I’m filthy. Give me time to shower and change,” I said, stepping over an invisible line.
“There’s a bistro called Sammy’s, I think it’s near where you live. Want to meet me there?”
“Half an hour,” I said.
“Forty-five minutes,” she answered.
She was waiting when I arrived, a cool drink in front of her, loose pages filled with drawings spread across the table. She bundled them and reached out to shake my hand.
“I seem to carry my work with me. It’s what I’m like,” she said with a smile. Her hand was intensely present in my own. Reluctantly I let go, but she seemed in no hurry to pull away, so our hands almost drifted apart, carrying imprinted sensations. My thoughts jumbled for a moment, then cleared. I held up
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