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	Intro

	I guess if I cared to explore it, I might be able to determine why I write what I write. But I scribble such a wide range of stuff, for both my livelihood and my pleasure, searching for an explanation to my genre hopping would probably prove too time consuming, and quite frankly, too boring…for us both. And really, I don’t rightly care to know why I write what I do. Beyond the writing that I am paid for, I just put my efforts down how we all go through life; we have our interests, some last a long time, some for a little, some are born with the hubris of youth, others bought and sold with creepy old age. We all just try to make our way. I’m no different than you in this regard as you are not much different than me, I would assume.

	That’s it, as far as I care to explore the whys, wherefores and hows of why I make the stuff I do.

	And speaking of the stuff herein…

	While I have put together plenty of ‘themed’ short story collections, there is no such unifier in what follows. What does follow are stories that feature a bunch of scenarios and situations, a variety of characters, and what I hope you will find a whole lot of good clean fun between consenting adults. But this time out, I offer an erotica collection that doesn’t have a big umbrella of ‘sameness’ that the stories huddle under to keep dry (well, I’d rather they be wet and hard, actually). I just ‘had at them’ and here they are.

	I do begin and end with stories that are just dialogue though, so if you want to hang your hat on something the same, I guess maybe this counts?

	If there is any one thread though here, something I could say that you might find running through the stories that follow, is that there is a fair amount of contemplation after the fact/acts or simply, that things get hot and heavy and my characters are left to consider, both with a whisper or promise or some deep-seated poignancy, what’s next because of what’s happened. These pieces, as most of my erotica writing is, are ‘snippets in time’ moments, where I build a little history or character building around the salaciousness (something I find especially appealing from a writing point of view). And as I mostly always do in this genre of the fiction I write often, I get in and out of these tales (pardon the pun) rather quickly (these are short stories, after all, some shorter than others though) beginning with or certainly leading with, the naughty.

	Beyond this no theme edict…well…don’t look for any big statements in any of these either. I just ain’t that kind of pen tickler, at least not when it comes to the short stuff I scribble. I surely have some weaknesses in my writing and one of them, if indeed you’d see it as a weakness, is that I am not one of those writers who often intentionally renders layers of meaning between the lines (if a theme/concept/statement slips in subconsciously I wouldn’t be able to accurately decipher it anyway, and once again, I have no care to explore this happening if it ever did or does). It’s hard enough for me to get from point A to point B; so sorry, no broad statements on the human condition here.

	Hell, I feel like Hemingway letting himself off the hook in his intro to his The Nick Adams Stories. I’ll leave you with that reference to search on your own, if you are of a mind.

	I am more of a hack, something my fellow erotica writer buddy and great friend M. Christian (a far superior writer than me) and I proudly call ourselves. I don’t wait for a muse, nor do I feel my words are sacrosanct or that this writing thing is any more valuable than any other endeavor. I certainly don’t imbue my scribbling with some deeper intent, I just push it through whatever filter/talent/need I have that sets my fingers flying across the keyboard and hope that you might feel a little tickle, maybe glean a good idea or some warmth of recognition in what you read. As I told you above, I just write it cause, well, pretty much…cause I write it. Maybe (and that’s a big maybe) I invest a smidgen more of a deeper meaning into my songwriting. That stuff seems to lend itself better to some layering. But who cares about my songwriting here?

	Dig in. I hope the above didn’t put you off. I just wanted to say hello. And as always, thank you ever so much for taking the time to read me. Drop me a line if you like. Nude pics of platypuses are always encouraged… ralphiedawriter@gmail.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	The List

	“Kim? Kim? The silent treatment, really? Seven years of marriage, you not talking to me is definitely not a punishment. Come on, we’re not gonna talk about this?

	“What do you want me to say? Really Jimmy.”

	“Come on.”

	“Come on yourself.”

	“Kim, really, this is so not a thing.”

	“Oh…this is a thing. This is one of our biggest things ever.”

	“Really?”

	“Really.”

	“Ask yourself what’s really bothering you.

	“Oh, I know what’s bothering me.”

	“No, what you think is bothering you is not really what’s really bothering you.”

	“What I think is…you’re an asshole, how about that for knowing what’s bothering me?”

	“I’m an asshole, why?”

	“Look on your laptop.”

	“I know what’s there.”

	“Yeah, and unfortunately now so do I. Jesus, you couldn’t have written it up and stuffed it in your wallet?”

	“You know I am endeavoring to go paperless.”

	“So. you create a freakin’ excel spreadsheet listing women—lots of women we both know, I might add—by how you rate their specific body parts.”

	“Yes, and?”

	“And…you’re a pig.”

	“And you’re suddenly an uber-feminist? Come on.”

	“Pa…ig!”

	“Come on, sit down, sit down.”

	“Pa, pa, pa…please, do not even dare try and tell me that I should not be feeling what I am feeling. Please!”

	“Feel any way you like. All I’m saying is that while you think you are mad at me for

	making that list, I think you’re mad at a whole ‘nother thing entirely.”

	“What are you talking about? Jesus Christ, you are such an asshole!”

	“Pig, asshole, really woman, make up your mind. Which am I?”

	“Both…asshole pig.”

	“Mmm, is that hyphenated? Honey, it’s just hard for you to admit that you don’t control me in the exact way you thought you did. That’s what you’re mad at. It’s okay to admit, it’s okay.”

	“Grrr.”

	“It’s what couples do; we try to build a lasting relationship by breaking each other to our will. You do it by trying to contort and cajole me to be what you want me to be, to think and do what you want me to think and do. I try to do it by wanting you to remain the wanton hussy you were when we first met. In the end, we both lose: even if you stayed my naughty girl in amber, I’d have grown bored with you; if I changed too much you would have hated me for being so weak. My list is just proof positive that while I have allowed you lots of control, you can’t censor what’s still rattlin’ round in my head, and you hate being confronted with that fact.”

	“I’m leaving, don’t expect me to be sleeping here tonight.”

	“Oh yeah, that’s mature.”

	“Mature? Mature? You’re like a freaking teenaged-boy, listing imagined boob sizes and ass roundness. Do you have any idea how that makes me feel? It’s worse than finding a computer full of porn! Even my sister Gayle? Jesus! The entire female population you either know or have dated is on that spreadsheet, categorized, listed one to ten. It’s perverse. And on top of it all…in this day and age? I thought as a modern couple we evolved beyond this. Haven’t we been out in front battling back the overt sexism and the objectification of women? Jesus Jimmy, do I have to rethink our whole relationship here? Who am I really living with?”

	“Baby, come on. You know me. I am down for anybody being, ya know, what they are how and how they want to be without oppression and sexism; ra-ra MeToo and all that. But as a hetero man, I’m supposed to notice parts…and I might add, and as you damn well know, I have not sought out any other women’s parts save yours in the near decade we have been together. Isn’t that testament to how much I love you, how well I have taken to bucking biological predisposition, just for you, smookie bear? And how perfectly down with this modern age I am? In fact, I will go you one further, and it’s certainly something you’d never admit. But unlike me, your desire for my parts waned years ago, I don’t take insult from it, ‘tis just the way ‘tis for you gals. Jesus, you’ve seen my Romulus and Remus swinging round for a decade; I understand how you’d get bored with my low-hanging fruit. You’re not a guy and not into parts like men are so you have had to build an emotional connection to me, love me, in order to stay sexually interested. Or, ya know, down half a bottle of infamous house red. Contrarily, I am still ragingly interested in your stuff. I love spying on whatever I can of you clothed or coming out of the shower. But with that love comes the fact that yes, I’m looking, thinking about, considering all women’s parts…and in this case, listing them, which I freely admit to doing and will not apologize for.”

	“That’s pretty good.”

	“Yeah? I thought I was pontificating a bit, but when you threw MeToo into it I thought I’d go all in.”

	“No, no, it flowed beautifully. When’d you think I’d find the list?”

	“Maybe in a few days, you kinda caught me by surprise, but I was ready.”

	“Good stuff, good stuff…but Jesus Jimmy, really, Gayle? Putting her in there took me aback; I actually got pissed for a second.”

	“Yeah? Well, a little shot of real anger always works. Hell, you’ve had me boiling red plenty of times. I just needed a willowy blonde, somebody we both knew, so your sister won out. Can’t get to be one of those couples who forget their A-game.”

	“Well, just wait. I owe you one. I owe you.”

	“Looking forward to it baby…and by the way, this ass ‘Patapat’ tops my list every time.”

	“And don’t you forget it.”

	“Race you to the bedroom.”

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	To Say What You Mean, If You Mean What You Say

	Settled in Amelia’s big warm and scented room with lights low, the group of nine lying as still as we could on our thin mats, what I would bet was the sound of slight snoring sliding from the eastern corner of the wooden floor and Betty and Sam to either side of me, we slowed our breathing as our teacher told yet another tale to bring us up and out of our meditation. And as it had been half a year since we had signed up for Amelia’s invite-only class, I sensed another tinge of eroticism in this night’s story. It was not the first time I’d felt a tickle across my clit as the tall, coca-skinned woman kept us enraptured with her soft voice rising us out of the end of our forty-five minute mindful meditation/yogacise class.

	When Sam heard that there were three open spots in the popular lady’s mindful meditation class, my friends and I jumped to get in Amelia’s end-of-the-week meet-ups. I took to the meditating, yoga posing, and namaste shiznat as best I could, but mainly I was here to get a good stretch on and enjoy getting out of the house once a week. After the full hour of breathing deep to relax muscles and managing into a variety of poses that I could only ever get halfway into, we’d leave the expansive, strawberry-scented second-floor space, drop Sam off, and Betty and I’d grab a drink before going home. This post-meditation ‘meditating’ was what Betty and I most needed, really, as suburban moms with too little time on our hands and quite frankly, husbands who had been boring us to tears the past decade, (as we surely knew we were doing the same to them). Sam either didn’t realize we went out without him after or didn’t care…or both. He was a big fan of Amelia and the main reason we had found her, so we thought it best not to break the sanctity of the class for our overly serious, and sometimes excessively flamboyant, third of our trio.

	Besides, what did a beautiful black gay man in his thirties with an equally beautiful Puerto Rican boyfriend care what Betty and I got up to?

	And lately, what I was really getting up to after class and my drink with Betty was daily sessions with my rabbit fantasizing about Amelia.

	Sure, our teacher had a supple voluptuous body I was envious of. But I wasn’t really into women, beyond having a thing for older Raquel Welch movies. So, when I fantasized about Amelia it wasn’t any physical canoodle I thought of…mostly. The recurring fantasy I recalled each time in detail was of me lying on my yoga mat, completely naked, in the dark studio classroom, Amelia close by but who knew where exactly, just talking to me. The cool down, come up story she told was different every time I masturbated to the memory; my placement in the room might change, but what most fueled my frenzied clit whacking was imaging being naked, eyes closed, and Amelia looking over me (or not) and her just talking.

	These little mind movies were making me so hot I was coming to fear how this could all spin out of control for me. I was notorious for coddling a fantasy to an almost sickening and often embarrassing obsession. This had happened to me twice in recent memory and both times left me wanting.

	About five years ago, for some reason I still don’t understand, I couldn’t get it out of my head that I wanted to fuck Len’s ass with a strap on. He finally agreed one weekend when we shipped the boys off to my folks’ and we all too quickly found neither of us taking to me domming in this way. Although my husband had come like a firehose after I blew him that night, we both agreed, that all the maneuvering, copious amounts of lube, and trying, missing, trying again discomfort we both felt wasn’t worth the attempt.

	My second most recent sexual obsession occurred last summer when I began fantasizing hard over Len’s new receptionist, Jody. Whether catching the bubbly blonde at the office or during a score of pool parties we had that summer, I couldn’t stop my actual mind spike-of-an-ache of wanting to suckle Jody’s enormous breasts to the exclusion of any other idea. It all culminated with the tall young woman making a full-court pass during our fourth-of-July gathering when she snuck behind me in our pool changing room, flipped her top off, and stood there waiting for me to make the move I never had the guts to.

	Okay, I did touch her 42 double dees and gave her little strawberry red nipples a tickle with my quivering fingers. But beyond that, I couldn’t do much more. And, ironically enough, once I gave Jody that friendly squeeze and tweak, (kind of like after inserting just the tip of my dildo up Len’s ass), and rightly saw how much she enjoyed me doing so, my obsession for the lady died right then and there.

	This is why I knew not to pursue my passing sexual aches, no matter how strongly they might wrestle my good sense to the ground. Nothing much came of my random desires, and I often questioned them after I acted on them. Unlike Jody though, I knew I’d never have occasion to get alone with Amelia. Unless, of course, I indeed did call her to take one of the private classes she taught. But this was overt pursuing on a level I wasn’t sure I had the guts for.

	Luckily, our sexy, liquid-voiced yoga teacher made it easy for me.

	Grabbing up our stuff and slip-sliding out with the rest of the class that Thursday night, just as I passed the edge of the small, raised platform that sat under the center bay window, I felt the lightest touch on my right elbow. As Betty and Sam were walking out in front of me, I knew it couldn’t be them, but when I turned to see Amelia fixing me with her deeply set brown eyes, I was still surprised.

	“Not that I’d ever pressure any student, but would you consider taking a private with me sometime?” she said, leaning in close so nobody heard Amelia ask her question. “No charge, I just think maybe we both could use it.”

	“I..um,” I stuttered seeing my friends looking back, but not stopping their forward momentum into the little landing beyond.

	“If I am reading this wrong then I apologize, but…”

	“Holy shit,” I moaned turning to her fully.

	I may have come right then and there.

	Spider-fingering her hand up my right arm, Amelia kept smiling and stood back a bit to present a less conspiratorial scene for the rest of the students filing out. She had dropped her salvo across my more than heaving bow (sorry, this was fucking hot, how else do you want me to describe it?) leaving it up to me to agree or not. I tried the best I could to clear my head without looking the lovely, wide-hipped brown lady up, down, and around and coughed a “I’m…yeah…when?” at her.

	“Next Monday or Tuesday, night at six, text me which, you

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
IIIIIIIIII

R.GRECO

Just Some
Hrotica





images/logo.jpeg
\\’WORDWOOZE

PUBLISHING





