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Nothing felt
like it. Nothing matched the high, the rush, the buzz, the flight,
the expanse, the pure abandon she
felt. The universe spilling out around her, the floor giving way,
the walls collapsing, the world turning at her fingertips. Nothing
matched the feeling. Nothing. She knew this because she had tried
to match it, tried to find a
replacement. Tried to find something, anything that could
act as filler, a bookmark, until he came back and sent her zooming
into the cosmos again.


She had
tried.


She had spent
nights in bars, dark and seedy. The seedy ones were typical. Men
after work drinking cheap beer and no-name well shots. Looking at her with pure lust. Pure fuck impulse. It was all right, for a night
or two. To be ogled, to have the eyes pour over her. She knew,
though that there would be
nothing. Nothing to stop the need, the desire. She, at those bars
for a few nights, felt tired, felt weak, felt empty.


There were
other places. The uptown places. Those posh joints on the upper
parts of town. The places with the
deep leather chairs, fireplaces and men, dull on the outside and on
the inside. Dull into their bones because they had money. Money
that had bought them everything and now, they had no idea what was
left to buy. So, they sat in these bars and looked at the women and
drank themselves young, in their minds. These men were interesting to her. These men may help with
the desire.


“Mr.
Caprunton, has sent you drink,” the bartender said to her one
evening, “he was curious to know what it would cost for you to blow
him in the men’s room.”


“I’m not...”
she started to say and the bartender stopped her with a hand
gesture.


“I know,” he
said, “and he’s not looking for a pro. He’s looking at you. Right
now and he’s asking.” She thought about this for a moment. A man, a
stranger, asking how much she
would charge him for sex. She had been propositioned before, of
course, she was stunning. The usual thing, buy her a drink, ask her
on a date. This was different. She looked across the room, casually
scanning the faces.


“Which one is
he?” she asked the bartender. He
leaned on the bar and whispered.


“The guy in
the brown jacket,” he said, “sitting to the right of the
fireplace.” She found him. He
wasn’t looking at her. He wasn’t even trying to pretend he wasn’t
looking at her. He was chatting easily with two other, older men.
He didn’t look too bad. He had a kind face, bright eyes and the two
men with him were laughing so, she assumed, he had a sense of
humor.


“Should I be
offended?” she asked the bartender and he shrugged.


“Guy’s one of
the richest men in the world, I am sure you can name your price and
he won’t flinch.”


“Why doesn’t
he just get a hooker,” she asked, “a call girl?” Again, the
bartender shrugged.


“He doesn’t
like them, thinks they just fake it, thinks they are dirty. I don’t
know, he likes the real thing. Look, I’m just the messenger here,
do it, don’t do it, doesn’t matter, you still get the drink.” She order whiskey neat and thought
for a moment. After the glass was empty, she motioned to the bartender and he came to
her.


“How do we do
this?” she asked. He told her there was a
bathroom on the second floor, that she would walk out of the bar
toward the restrooms, pass them, step over the red cord, go up the
stairs, into the men’s room and wait. He would follow.


“How much,”
the bartender asked. She thought.


“Two thousand
dollars,” she said and he didn’t flinch. He put a cocktail on a
tray and walked to the man in the brown jacket to the right of the
fireplace. He placed the drink on
the table, bent down and whispered to the man. The man smiled,
didn’t look at her and the bartender came back.


“Head on up,”
he said, “he’ll follow in about five minutes. When you’re done,
come back down, and you get another drink.” She nodded, took a
breath and walked out, following the directions the bartender gave.
She stepped over the red cord,
walked up the thickly carpeted stairs, holding onto the mahogany
banister, steadying herself. She got to the second floor, found the
restroom and pushed open the
huge, oak door.


Inside was
like a country club. Wing back chairs, couches, ashtrays on tall
stands. A vague smell of leather and cigar smoke filled the air.
She walked around the room, touching the fine leather, feeling nervous. There was a door that lead
into the actual restroom, this was
an anteroom, a men’s club. She sat
in one of the chairs and sunk in. The leather was smooth, creamy
and it cradled her.


After a
moment, there was a knock on the door. She froze. The door opened
and the man from the bar stepped
into the room. She stood up. He smiled and took a money clip from
his pocket. He counted out two thousand dollars, put the money on a
small table, pocketed the money clip and unbuckled his pants. He
looked older now than he did in the bar. He looked, to her, like a
kindly grandfather. She felt a little sorry for him for some
reason. He unzipped his pants.


“So,” she said
and he winced.


“Don’t
fucking talk,” he barked, “don’t
speak to me. Your mouth has one use, so, get to it.” He dropped his
pants and his cock hung between his legs. She thought about it
again and almost left, but she suddenly felt as if it was a
challenge. Maybe this was what she needed to do to quell that empty
desire. She stepped to him and took his cock in her hand and
stroked him slowly. He began to get hard in her hand and she
started to get excited.


When he was
hard, when he was breathing heavily, when his face was flushed, she
got on her knees and took him in her mouth. He made a noise, a
whimper when she put her mouth around him and she liked that. He
didn’t touch her. He kept his hands by his side, his arms hung
limply. She moved her head back
and forth. She drew her tongue, long and slow, up and down his
shaft. He didn’t take long, within minutes he was shuddering and
emptying his hot load into her mouth. She felt powerful. She felt
in complete control. When he was done, when his gyrations had
ceased, he stumbled backwards and pulled his cock from her
mouth.


“Go,” he
gasped, struggling to get his pants back on, “money, there, take
it... Go.” She rose to her feet, took the money from the table,
took a drink from the water fountain and then left the room. In a
few moments, she was back at the bar. She picked up the glass of
whiskey and downed it in one swallow.


“So,” the
bartender asked.


“So,” she
said, gathering her things, “he was a jerk, I sucked his cock and I
made two grand. So...” He smiled and she left the bar.


It didn’t
replace the feeling.


***


Since she was
a young girl, she had dreams, fleeting, distant, notions of
sensations. Sensations she was sure would come when she got older.
Come with time, age and experience. Yet, she was impatient. She
started seeking the unexplained sensations before their time had
come.


She sought
these sensations through adrenaline rushes; stealing things from
the local grocery, underage drinking at a bar in the big city. The
usual steps the youth of the day take to feel, older, better,
braver. Different. To feel... anything.


“It’s not that I don’t feel,” she once told the
therapist her parents were told to send her to after she had been
caught trying to steal a car with some friends. “It’s that I don’t
feel what I want to feel.”


“What is it
that you want to feel,” the
therapist, a young, female social worker plying her trade in the
court system, asked. Dealing with the likes of Cara, the young
strugglers. “What are you supposed to feel or what is it that you
think you need to feel?”


Cara wondered
what would happen if she got up from the couch and sat next to the
therapist and kissed her. The woman was young, fresh out of college
and Cara found her strangely attractive. What would happen if she
got up from the couch, went to the window, opened it and started
throwing the therapist’s belongings out into the world?


“What would
you do,” Cara asked, “if I just defenestrated all your shit, right
now?” The therapist looked around the room and then back at Cara,
she didn’t seem concerned or interested.


“I rent this
place,” the therapist said, “none of this shit is mine, so I really
don’t care.” Cara laughed.


“OK, what if I
came over there and kissed you?” The therapist took her glasses off
and dropped them on the table between her and Cara. She looked down
at her notebook, closed it and tossed it on the floor.


“OK,” the
therapist said. Cara was a little surprised. They were quiet and
then, Cara rose, moved to the therapist, leaned down and kissed
her. The therapist kissed back. Cara didn’t miss an appointment for
the next three months. Neither did she stop seeking the
sensation.


When the six
months were up, when her court mandated time was done, Cara said
good-bye to the therapist and that was it. She didn’t go back,
didn’t seek the woman out and never felt the need to be with her
again. The time they spent together had been nice, interesting, and experimental and yet, it did not satisfy
the elusive desire that Cara continued to feel.


She kept
seeking.


***


“I sucked a
guy off in the bathroom at a bar
uptown tonight,” she whispered
into the phone that evening. She was curled up in bed. She was
talking to him. “I sucked him off and got two thousand dollars for
it.” She listened to him breathe. She listened to him smile on the
other end. She listened to his words, his questions, and his
desire. “I’m slipping my fingers into my pussy right now,” she
said. She listened to him take his cock in his hand. She listened
to him come, just as she did. When they were spent. When their
breathing had relaxed, “When do I have you again,” she asked. She
listened to him get distant. She listened to him fumble. She
listened to him leave. She knew... No, she hoped, he would come back. Someday.


***


After the therapist, after the experimentation with a
woman, after the time as a delinquent, she sought the sensation in
more acceptable places: back seats of cars, back rooms of bars,
shady knolls in the woods, bedrooms of parents out of town for the
weekend so the house was a party.


“All three of
you,” she told the clot of boys who were standing in the kitchen,
“right now, upstairs.” They looked at each other, holding their
plastic cups of beer chest high, fighting to be cool, fighting to fit in. They were the geeks, the
uncool kids who had somehow slipped the guard and found their way
into the party that was being thrown by a cool kid for cool kids.
Cara had watched their nervousness most of the night. Watched as
they tried to walk the line of mingle and vanish. Watched as they
sipped their beers. They seemed helpless, hopeless, pliable,
pitiable.


“What do you
say, boys,” she teased them, “want to get rid of that cumbersome
virginity tonight?”


“I’m not a
virgin,” one of them protested poorly, not even able to convince
himself. He went silent as the other two glanced back and
forth.


“I will be in the master bedroom, top of the stairs to
the right in five minutes,” Cara told them, getting close to them,
putting her hand on the crotch of the nearest. “I will wait for
five minutes, after that... offer expires.” She took one of
their cups of beer and downed it, handed the empty cup back to him
and walked out of the room.


“Take your
clothes off,” she instructed them when they walked into the
bedroom. She was already stripped
down to her underwear, sitting on the bed. They hesitated, one
silently refused. The other two dropped their clothes and stood,
uneasy, hands fluttering to cover themselves, eyes trying not to
check each other out. She told the one that wouldn’t undress that
he could stay, he could watch. He seemed fine with that. She gave
instructions, they did what she said. One of them took her bra off,
the other slipped her panties down her legs. She kissed them,
alternating back and forth.


One of them,
the one with curly blonde hair, was a good kisser, she could tell
he had some experience. She kissed him the most. She lay down, they
fumbled, fingers pushing touching, moving over her. She enjoyed
their eyes, how wide, how scared they were. She got them hard with
her hands and her mouth. They laughed nervously. She lay back and
spread her legs, took one in her pussy, the other she took in her
mouth. The boy inside her pussy had struggled to put the condom on,
and then he awkwardly pumped her. The other stood beside the bed
and she sucked him. His eyes wide, his thin frame shuddering. His
lack of control.


“What do I
do?’ He asked in a hushed tone,
his shame of uncertainty flooding out, his desire to be right
pleading to her. She took him from her mouth long enough to smile,
and tell him to just relax and do what he felt was supposed to
happen. She took him back in her mouth and within seconds, she felt him come, flood into her
mouth. She was a little shocked at the amount he released, but she
took it all, swallowed him, sucked him dry, he staggered and fell
to the floor. The other one, pumping away, made a choked sound, gasped and she felt him shudder
and release. He too fell back, slipped out of her and fell to the
floor. She was kind. She didn’t laugh. She helped them dress,
kissed them softly, told them they were good boys, good lovers and
sent them away happy.


The third one,
sitting on the floor, watching, finally stood up. She had almost
forgotten he was there. He stepped to her and she noticed that he
didn’t seem so timid any longer.


“Hey,” she
said to him and he said nothing. His eyes were hot and misty. He
stared at her and she suddenly felt uncomfortable. He moved closer,
she stepped back. Then, with speed she had not expected, his hand
shot out and grabbed her wrist. He pulled her body to his. He was
stronger than she thought. His hand moved to her hair, pulled it
hard, jerking her head back. Then, his mouth was on hers. He pushed
his tongue into her mouth. She resisted but only briefly. She returned the kiss and he
groped her. Pinched her nipples, slid his hand down her body and
shoved fingers into her pussy. She gasped.


Then, again
with that dangerous quickness, he picked her up and threw her back
on the bed. Then, he was down on her, his face between her legs,
his tongue lapping at her pussy, flicking her clit. Her head swam,
this was not what she had expected at all. She relaxed and sighed.
He worked his tongue all over her swollen, wet pussy, and within
minutes, she was rocking with orgasm. She grabbed handfuls of his
hair and jerked her pelvis up into his face as she started to come.
He kept at it. She bit her lip, she closed her eyes, she released
and finally she screamed.


Then he
slapped her. Then she asked for more. Then he pulled out his cock
and started to jerk off. Then, he shot a river of cum all over her
body. Then, he pulled his pants up and left her there on the bed,
covered in cum, gasping for air, feeling spent and pleased.


She stepped
into the bathroom adjacent the bedroom, showered and went back down
into the party.


She kept
seeking.


***


In college she
had some nights, some long weekends, and some quick fucks in places
where she knew she might get caught.


William Cane.
Her junior year. A pre-law student. A body of rock. Late night in
the library. She watched him a few nights. Picked up his pattern.
Studied him as he studied. One night, she walked by his table and
dropped her books, he moved to help her, but she stopped him,
turned her back to him, bent over and picked her books up slowly.
She wore a short skirt and no panties. When she had gathered her
books, she looked at him, making
sure he had seen.


“Fifth floor,”
she whispered to him, “ancient history.” She walked on, got in the
elevator, rode to the fifth floor and strolled slowly to ancient
history. No one was in the stacks but in the lounge area, several
students occupied tables, faces in books, fingers tapping computer
keys. She waited. He came. She pulled him back down a row of books,
back to the wall and kissed him. They got hot very quickly. She had
his cock out, in her hand, he got hard.


“Any chance
you have a condom,” she asked, he sighed and shook his head.


“I’m clean,”
he said. She figured he was.


“Not
a problem,” she told him, still
kissing him, still stroking him, “I am not ready to be a mommy.” He
couldn’t argue that. She grabbed her purse, took out a bottle of
hand lotion and ran some all over his hard cock. Then, she bent
over the window sill. “Fuck my ass,” she whispered to him. He
hesitated.


“Come on,” she
gasped needing him, wanting him to penetrate her right then, “just
fuck my ass.” He grabbed her hips and she felt the tip of his cock
push against her anus. She braced, she had never taken it this way
before. He moved slowly, pushed into her and she felt pain and
then, it gave way to an incredible pleasure. She struggled not to
scream out. He held her hips and pushed deep, then began to thrust,
slamming his thighs against her ass. She covered her mouth. He
fucked her hard and she loved it. She had never known it would feel
that good.


After some
time, he grunted and she felt the jets of hot liquid shoot deep
into her. This was even better, she thought, than anything she
could have imagined. When he finished, he pulled out slowly. She
caught her breath, stood up, kissed him and left him there in the
stacks. Her body was shaky as she moved back to the elevator. Her
heart pounding. The combination of possibly being caught and the
discovery of the pleasure of having anal sex thrilling her. She
laughed when the elevator doors closed. She smiled when got to the
bottom floor and looked up to see him watching her walk out. She
felt good. She felt sated... almost.


She kept
seeking.


***


She
kept the belief that it was out
there. That the feeling, the
sensation, the satisfaction, the gratification was there,
was attainable. She would know it, when she saw it, felt it. She
kept seeking.


One afternoon,
one rainy afternoon, when she had no hands on her time, when the
city was suddenly pockets of silence. When the streets, soaked with
rain were lacking foot traffic. She had decided to spend the day
reading in the bar across from her office. A Saturday afternoon.
She slid into the booth at the back of the bar, ordered an old
fashion, pulled her book from her purse and settled in for a long
read, a long drink, a relaxed afternoon. Two hours, three drinks,
seventy-five pages later Andrew walked by her table. She would
never have given him a second glance. He was plain. He was
unassuming. He was just a guy, in a bar, on a rainy Saturday
afternoon. He was not remarkable and he did not stir in her the
sense of satisfaction that she continued to seek. If he had not
said that he loved the book she was reading, he would have moved
through her life like air, rain, work, days, nights and gone
completely unnoticed.


“I love that book,” Andrew said, passing by her table,
heading to the restroom, “seriously killed me, laid me out, I
couldn’t read anything for a month afterwards.” Then, he was
gone. He slipped into the restroom. He didn’t stay to chat her up, didn’t hover at
the table. He made the statement and then, he was gone. This caught
her attention. She put the book down on the table, sipped her drink
and waited for him to walk by again. Which he did.


“What did you
like about it,” she asked him and it took him by surprise. He was
walking by, he did not intend to stop and talk again. He stammered
and then, he sat, thought for a moment, looked her in the eyes and
spoke.


“I am in love
with words. I feel like we have gotten to the point where we do not understand them, respect them
or use them well any longer. We truncate with text messages. We
don’t write any longer. We hardly speak to each other. I see kids
sitting at tables with ear buds in, clicking away on their phones,
saying nothing to each other. The words, the grace of the
sentences... Incredible,” he said to her, taking up the book,
flipping a few pages. He stopped, smiled and read a sentence;
“Meanwhile, my childhood was plummeting to its death in the sun
slashed dust of a neighbor’s garage.”


He put the
book back down and shook his
head.


“A simple
sentence, but when you know what is coming, what is going to
happen, it’s amazing.” He touched the book with delicate fingers and smiled at her. She felt
it. Right then, in his smile, in his care of the book, in his
reading of the sentence. He asked if he could sit with her. He got
them drinks. He sat and they talked. They revealed. They answered.
They questioned. Their hands found each other’s on top of the
table. Their eyes locked. Their voices hushed. He was in town for
business. He had a room nearby. She wanted to see it. He wanted her
to see it. They walked slowly to his hotel, despite the rain.
Despite what was going to happen, they felt no need to rush. They
felt no worry that the desire would fade or that they would
question. They walked slowly in the rain, still talking, still
listening.


In the room,
he got her a towel and she ruffled her hair, dried it as best she
could and then tossed the towel to the floor. He came to her, took
her in his arms, and kissed her. The kiss was gentle, easy, slow passion. She had never felt a kiss
like that before. When she kissed back, when she opened her mouth,
when she accepted his tongue and gave hers, she felt a thorough, giving over of herself. She was no
longer watching from the outside. She was no longer gauging the
moment to see if it was the one she had been seeking. She gave way
and was present in the kiss. He undressed her slowly and she did
the same to him. He kissed her skin, his fingers fluttered over her
body. His hands held her, her breasts, her ass, her legs, her hair,
with purpose. When they were
naked, she felt more naked than she ever had in her life. She felt
the layers of clothing and wonder and want had been peeled away and
she was her pure, naked, unguarded self.


“I have no
desire to be guarded with you,” she said to him as he lifted her
and placed her naked body on the bed. He smiled and nodded. They
made love. It was not wild, it was not hard and fast. It was free
and open. He listened to her body like no one had ever done before.
They moved in sympathy, they danced in erotic tones, they reached
orgasm together repeatedly. They made love on the bed. They made
love in the shower. They ordered room service. They made love on
the floor. She had finally found what she had been seeking. It was
a complete feeling. Not just the body, but her mind, her heart, her
soul. All of her was engaged, finally. All of her was present in
his arms, in their kiss. Finally.


***


“I have to go
to work,” he said the following morning when he kissed her, “what
about you?” She nodded, rose and began to dress. He watched her and
she slowed. She took her time, not wanting to leave, not wanting to
rush, not wanting to give up his eyes on her flesh. When she was
dressed, she immediately wanted to be undressed by him again. He
laughed, promised he would later, kept that promise for the next
three days. On the fourth day, he left. She had held him so tight
after they had made love. She had wrapped her legs around him and
crushed him to herself She had told him she loved him and he had
echoed the feeling. She kissed him at the airport. Anyone watching
them would have thought they were married, would have thought they
had been together for most of their lives. She felt that way
too.


Then he was
gone.


She stopped
seeking. She had found what she knew was there, somewhere, for
her.

They talked on
the phone. He sent emails. They listened to each other’s breath on
the phone. They listened to each other’s single pleasure on the
phone. He didn’t come back. She held out hope. She told him her
desire. He said his were the same. He didn’t come back.


She started
seeking again.


***


“I love that
book,” she heard his voice, she picked it out of the crowd at the
bar. She heard it above the din of glasses, voices, plates,
footsteps. Her head snapped around and she saw him, not twenty feet
away. Standing near the table
where a woman sat alone reading. He moved on and she watched him go
to the men’s room. She waited and he come out, walked by the table
again and the woman called to him. She watched as he went to the
bar, got two drinks, went back to the table. She watched the entire
encounter. She watched what she had been through.


She followed
when they stood up and moved out
of the bar, onto the street, down the block to the hotel. She
followed them up the stairs, down the hall and to the door of his
room. She watched as they kissed
and he opened the door and they fell into the room. She felt a
sensation that she had never felt before. She walked slowly down
the hall toward the door. She stood in front of it. Thought.
Struggled. Wanted. She pressed her ear to the door and strained to
hear what was going on inside the room. She heard nothing which
made her imagination run wild. She sat on the floor beside the door
and looked at her hands. After more than two hours, a man pushing a
room service cart came down the hall. He stopped at the door and
looked at her.


“Hi,” she
said, standing up, “going to surprise my husband. I called room
service, our anniversary. He didn’t know I was going to come
surprise him.” The man nodded, smiled, knocked on the door, called
out ‘room service’ and left her the cart. She watched him walk
away. The locked clicked, the door opened and the woman smiled at
her, stepped aside and let Cara into the room. She pushed the cart
in. She looked around the room, the bed was wrecked, and his
clothes were on the floor. Her clothes were on top of them,
entwined, entangled. She wore a robe. Cara heard the toilet flush.
She held her breath as the bathroom door opened and Andrew stepped
out. He froze when he saw her.


“How bad would
it be if I stabbed you with a fork,” she said to him. The other
woman looked him. He was flustered, taken off his guard.


“Andrew,” she
said, in that one word asking all the questions that needed to be
asked.


“It would be
very bad,” Andrew said to her, “I
advise you not to do that.”


“Andrew,” the
other woman said again, asking more questions in that one word.


“What,” Andrew
said to Cara, ignoring the other woman now, “are you going to tell
me that you’re heartbroken? Didn’t you suck a guy off in a bar for
two thousand bucks?”


“I was trying
to find something.”


“What was
that?”


“What I had
with you,” she said












***
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