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    Noir

    Valerie Alexander


    She’s a real film goddess standing behind the bar. Waving dark hair, deep green eyes, pillowy lips. All wrapped up in strapless black satin like a dangerous gift. In my mind she’s undressing me like a goddess should, lifting up my man’s undershirt to touch my nipples and then taking down my jeans. Except it’s a bit rough and unsensual because of her black opera gloves. I yearn for her bare fingertips on my clit—but I haven’t yet earned that privilege.


    “Did you want a drink, miss?”


    I give the server a cold stare, both for interrupting my reverie and for calling me miss. “Yeah, a Dr. Pepper. And I’ll have the club sandwich.”


    Unbelievable to think I came in here for someone else. I met Heather last weekend, a cute femme in a Wonder Woman tank top and pink pigtails who bought me a shot. She screamed over the music about the restaurant she worked in, a café where all the waitresses dressed up like silver screen stars. So I promised to come see her. I even tried to request her section tonight but instead the hostess put me with a waitress dressed as Jayne Mansfield. It doesn’t matter now. As soon as I looked behind the bar at Ava Gardner in her black strapless gown, all overflowing cleavage and long dark hair, I was a goner.


    “Dijon on your sandwich?”


    “No.” I wish she would leave and bring me my drink, so I can slam it down and go to the bar for a refill.


    The Jayne Mansfield server leaves and I try to catch Ava’s eye.


    Her beautiful face is staring out the window, ignoring the tables where straight men—or smitten young butches like me—are gaping at her. What incredible bone structure.


    I head up to the bar and her green eyes meet mine. “Your server will take your drink order,” she says flatly.


    “I—she did already.” My mind fails me utterly. There’s nothing else to say. But I can’t just turn around and go back to my table with my tail between my legs.


    Ava stares at me. Nothing, not a smile or an eyebrow flicker greets me. And to my humiliation, her disdainful stare makes my heart beat faster and my nipples go stiff .


    “You did come!”


    It’s Heather from last weekend—or rather, Lana Turner, in a push-up bra and platinum wig.


    Dammit, I was hoping she hadn’t noticed me. “I requested you, but Jayne Mansfield is my server.” Fifteen minutes ago I would have been totally thrilled to bang this girl. Now she’s just a hindrance to true love.


    But Ava actually has a facial expression now—she’s glancing from Heather to me with a small, amused smile. She’s a reader of situations, Ava is.


    “That dumbass hostess has been mixing us up all night! Here, I’ll change tables with Leslie.”


    “Don’t bother.” It sounds so graceless. Heather looks hurt. “I mean, I don’t want to cause any trouble.”


    “It’s not any trouble,” she beams and rushes off .


    Was she so eager and shrill in the bar last weekend? I try to think of a clever remark for Ava. But she’s giving me a smile of amused contempt.


    “It’s not nice to be fickle,” she says.


    “Who’s fickle? I haven’t done anything,” I say defensively.


    “You didn’t come in here to meet up with Heather, then change your mind when you got a look at the much hotter bartender?”


    She leans over the bar as she says that last part, cradling her luscious tits and smiling deep into my eyes.


    My throat goes dry. Confident women have always been my weakness. And when she runs one scarlet fingernail across my bottom lip, I feel physically faint; I’m ready to sign over my every possession to her.


    “I’m your slave,” I say.


    This is actually a real line I often give to girls in bars, because femmes love nothing like they love being admired. But usually I deliver it with a certain flirtatious swagger. Tonight it just sounds helpless. “You’re the most perfect woman I’ve ever seen.” I try again, though it doesn’t sound any better.


    She smiles for real now, a white, predatory grin.


    “And what are you willing to do for the most perfect woman you’ve ever seen?” she says, still tracing my mouth.


    “Anything.” It’s true, even if I’ve gone from helpless to desperate.


    Her green eyes drop to my cotton undershirt. My impressive weight-trained biceps, my less impressive skinny hips. Then lift to meet my gaze again.


    “Midnight, the alley out back. Don’t be late.”
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    When I come back at 11:52 pm, the café is dark and the alley is empty. There’s a few cars parked out back, but everyone seems to have gone home. Fog is rolling through L.A., obscuring the grime of the alley, the hulking dumpster, the boarded-up windows of the adjoining building.


    She walks out still in the black strapless gown and opera gloves.


    She gives me that head to toe assessment again and then gives my shoulder a push downward.


    “Get on your knees.”


    So it’s going to be like that. Her earlier femme fatale act wasn’t just flirting. I pause, because even though I fantasize ruthlessly about being commanded and controlled by an aggressive femme, there’s a certain mercilessness in those green eyes. Suddenly I feel certain that this might end in a screaming orgasm or a plea for mercy, but it probably won’t end with a cuddle before brunch.


    I get on my knees, the asphalt cold and damp through my jeans.


    She pulls up her dress and shows me pale, shapely long legs and then the smooth seashell of her pussy. Of course she’s waxed bare. She’s the most flawlessly groomed woman I’ve ever seen.


    She smiles down at me. “Get to work—and if you do a good job, there’s a reward in it for you.”


    It goes unsaid that there might be a punishment if I do a bad job. She really is a piece of work, one of those beautiful women who’ve been so spoiled by lifelong adoration that they’re incapable of viewing less aesthetically blessed mortals as equals. And who is she to treat me like a servant? I might not have her killer bone structure, but I do perfectly fine with the girls of Los Angeles. Plenty of them have told me my dashing butch charms are hard to come by in these parts. Certainly I’ve never had to try hard to get laid. Numerous ex-girlfriends, my college roommate’s mother, the long-legged volleyball player who gave me her number last week—I am plenty in demand myself and I want Ava to know it.


    But I can’t deny that the fog and the silence and her imperious stare are sending a rush through my blood. Without another word, I sweep my tongue over her entire pussy. She tastes surprisingly sweet given her bitchy attitude. Her clit is teeny when I pop it out of its hood and her pussy, when I slide inside, closes around my fingers like tight velvet. And she’s drenched, the slick honey on my fingers belying the aloof coolness of her voice. She wants me like I want her, maybe not quite as adoringly, but the creamy heat gracing my tongue doesn’t lie. Maybe she just likes putting young blond butches on their knees in dark alleys, maybe she likes dominating anyone, but at this moment, her body is surrendering to my mastery. Which melts my nervous desire to impress her into confidence and I lick and fuck her that much harder, buried in her animal heat and her smell.


    She grips my short blond hair, what she can get of it. And in the darkness of her thighs, I smile, because I can feel her trembling and gasping as that high-femme disdain evaporates beneath my expertise. Her body tenses for three moments, four, and then she cries out and doubles over, her pussy contracting around my fingers in a gush.


    After licking her clean, I sink back on my heels with a smile. “About that reward.”


    And then an intense light bathes both of us, making me fall back and shield my eyes. I get to my feet, wiping my mouth and staring at the parked black Lexus that just turned its headlights on us. Apparently we’ve had an audience the entire time.


    The Lexus pulls up between us. “Get in,” Ava says, sliding into the backseat. I pause, knowing now she is most definitely shady, a villainess in black satin with an agenda that can’t be benevolent. I don’t even know her real name. But my clit is still twinging with desire and my tongue is sweet with her taste, so I get in the car.
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    The Lexus travels up into the canyon, the headlights moving over scrub and the occasional rabbit hopping away from the road. Only the richest of the rich live up here, not café bartenders, even if they do look like Ava. The two women in the front seat don’t say a word. So I don’t either.


    We begin passing cars parked on the side of the road. Someone’s having a party. Finally we pull into a circular drive of one of those enormous stucco mansions Old Hollywood liked to build. But there’s not a peep of music coming from the giant house and the windows are dark too. When we climb out of the car, the whole night is quiet.


    I turn to Ava. “Can you at least tell me—”


    “Silence,” she commands, pulling out a black leather collar and swiftly snapping it around my neck. “You don’t talk anymore, understand? Just ‘yes, ma’am’ and ‘no, ma’am’ whenever you’re asked a question. Your job tonight is to obey me—without question.”


    Her green eyes blaze. Part of me wants to tell her to fuck off , beautiful or not. I might not be some hardcore BDSM kinkster like some of my friends, but I do know a thing or two about safewords and consent and she hasn’t asked me for either. Who’s to say I even want to be here? Then I realize that this is the moment she’s giving me the choice. To go or stay. Say yay or nay.


    “Fine,” I say, adjusting the collar. “But I’m leaving anytime I want.”


    The words sound so weak in the foggy night that her full lips curve into a smile. Then she snaps a leash onto my collar and leads me down a flagstone path, away from the front of the house and down a side lawn to a door that clearly leads to a basement.


    At first I can’t tell if I’m at a party, a club, a speakeasy or a dungeon.


    Maybe it’s all four, here in this massive dark space lit faintly by electric torches. As my eyes adjust, I see there are women sprawled on couches, one naked with another woman buried between her legs. Someone else, in the tell-tale short plaid skirt of a naughty schoolgirl, is bent over a desk as another woman takes a wooden paddle to her bare ass. In one far off corner, a group of couches has been gathered around what looks like a black and white home movie.


    As my eyes adjust even more to the dark, I can see that some of the women here are famous. Top actresses. Hollywood studio wives. Tabloid ingénues. Normally I’m not starstruck but now I’m wondering just what kind of party I’m at. Then a fortyish woman approaches—and past the ruffled hair and square glasses, I recognize another very famous face. This actress won an Oscar a few years back. And here she is, with a cunningly voracious look in her eyes.


    “Nice work,” she says to Ava after appraising me.


    “She’s cute, talented, moderately feisty,” Ava replies.


    Moderately feisty? It burns worse than any direct insult could. I open my mouth to tell her where to go, and then I remember the collar around my neck.


    The Oscar winner feels my biceps and runs a hand over my haircut, then lifts my chin like she’s buying a horse. “The real thing,” she muses. “Let’s see the rest of her.”


    They lead me farther in to where actual stocks have been set up. They secure my head and hands in the stocks—and then they strip me, taking my jeans and underwear down to my ankles and pushing my shirt up to my neck. Multiple hands travel over my body, evaluating me efficiently and thoroughly, their fingers cool on my skin. I’ve never even had a three-way before, and now I’m letting three, maybe four, strangers touch my naked body. Someone is rubbing my clit, someone else is slipping their finger in my ass. And my passivity is unexpectedly hot. There’s no giggling, nervous girl to seduce tonight, I don’t have to break out my best moves or monitor and adjust to all of her feelings. I’m just a captive getting efficiently and anonymously stimulated. Succumbing to it, an ocean of euphoria beginning in my scalp and then washing like the surf through my blood. And then yes, someone presses a cool and slippery toy against my hot cunt until an authoritative voice commands:


    “No.”


    That’s Ava’s voice. I can identify it even in this crowd, as a dog is attuned to his master’s command.


    She continues, “She doesn’t get to come yet. I’ll decide when she does.”


    Goddammit. I twist angrily in my stocks and a sharp hand slaps my right ass cheek. “Oh, was someone hoping to be a lazy little bottom tonight?” Ava says in my ear. “It’s not going to be that easy for you—nothing about serving me is.”


    I’m released and stand up gingerly, wanting to stretch my back, but Ava has another girl quickly pull my shirt off and take it away with my jeans and underwear and shoes. Now I’m naked at a party in just a collar and leash. And the only truly shocking thing is how easily and naturally I’ve relinquished all control. As two new women come up to feel my ass and coo over my muscles, I know now that my self-concept as a cocky but charming butch lothario is dead wrong, laughably so, because a real butch lothario wouldn’t be standing here like a beautiful woman’s leashed dog.


    The Oscar winner is back and speaking to Ava, who turns and tugs my leash. “Come on.”


    I’m led through the darkness, past cages, spanking stools and bondage tables. Mentally I’m beginning to adjust. I’ve heard about BDSM play parties. And that’s all this is, I tell myself. Ava heard my slave comment at the restaurant and mistook me for an experienced submissive.


    She leads me through a sliding glass door and onto a patio. The cool night feels good on my flushed skin. Then I see Heather from the restaurant. She’s sprawled naked on a divan while an older woman goes down on her. The blonde wig is gone and she’s back to her pink ponytails, moaning and holding her breasts.


    Damp grass under my bare feet, then Ava leads me up stone stairs to a massive pillared pavilion with an outdoor fireplace.


    The Oscar winner sits down on one of those wicker loveseat swings and Ava positions me before her.


    “You did a wonderful job,” Oscar Winner compliments Ava. “She’s perfect. Like a beautiful boy turned into a girl.”


    She’s talking about me. Even though boyish is the word I normally hear, not beautiful and rarely girl. And in any case, I don’t give a shit what Oscar Winner thinks. I care about pleasing Ava. Who I look pleadingly at now.


    Ava glances at me uneasily, then stares off into the dark.


    Oscar winner trails filed-down fingernails up my thigh. She’s attractive but I can’t help recoiling. “Um…” I begin awkwardly.


    Oscar Winner frowns. “Apparently you haven’t been voice-trained,” she says coolly. “You don’t speak until spoken to, dear.”


    I look pleadingly at Ava again. This time she intervenes.


    “Actually, she hasn’t had much formal training at all,” she says. “She’s one of my newer finds. Why don’t I run her through the basics and bring her to you later.”


    Oscar Winner’s face goes cold. “So all this was for nothing?”


    “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.” It’s kind of stunning to hear the contrition in Ava’s voice. “I thought she would be prepared. It won’t take long.”


    Oscar Winner rises and shrugs, as if I’m just a disobedient puppy she’s turning over. “Make it quick, or I’ll use one of the others.” She vanishes across the grass.


    I stare at the stone pavilion floor, bracing for Ava’s wrath.


    “Good going,” she says coldly.


    “I didn’t know—I’m not part of this scene. I was kidding when I said I was your slave. Why the hell did you even bring me here?”


    Ava’s heels click across the stone. One fingertip lifts my chin. “Most girls would kill to come to these parties,” she snaps. “If you’re not submissive, why did you let me collar you?”


    “Because it was you. I’d let you do anything to me.” The words sound pitiful even to me as soon as I say them.


    Her mouth creeps into a tiny smile. “Oh no, you’re not submissive at all. Not you.”


    I shrug sullenly.


    She pushes me onto the swing so fast that I topple onto my front. It begins rocking wildly and it’s hard to get my balance but I twist around and then Ava is straddling me. “Down!” she commands, looming over me. I obediently stretch out on my back on cushions, ready to welcome her voluptuous weight onto my face. Instead she pinches my nipples hard, twisting them slightly. It hurts a little, but it feels good too. And then she reaches back and begins slapping my clit.


    I jump. “Ow!”


    “Be quiet. It doesn’t hurt.”


    She’s right, it stings more than anything, but I can’t help jerking and twisting beneath her as she continues her half-teasing, half-sadistic assault on my nipples and clit. I’m not enjoying this, I tell myself, but my hips are rising with a will of their own to meet her hand and my pussy is wet and aching. I’m just an animal who wants to be fucked right now, and willing to debase myself however I need to make it happen.


    She flips me over her lap. She is strong, possibly even stronger than I am which is humiliating and a turn-on at the same time. “Now,” she says, giving my bottom a slap, “you’re going to be truthful with me.” Another slap.


    “I’ve been truthful all night!”


    She spanks me harder. “That right there is a lie. Strutting up to me and presenting yourself as my slave, and then I give you the gift of attending this very A-list party and you embarrass me and say you’re not submissive…”


    “Okay, I am! I am!”


    “Am what?”


    “A liar. A submissive. Your slave.”


    The spanking continues. She’s touching my nipples too, which are extra-sensitive from the earlier pinching and my clit is rubbing against her satin dress, and I am pretty much one howling, writhing mass of submissive hunger on her lap. Then something new comes down on my ass, something rubbery. She’s brought the toy from earlier.


    “Yes, I know you want this,” she says, smacking it against my ass twice, then a third time. “You’re such a greedy little bottom, I can tell you are going to need lots of work. Lots of training…”


    And she says some other things, but I don’t hear them because the toy is pushing into my grateful pussy and I am spreading my legs without shame. Nothing has ever felt as good as her silicone cock inside me and her fingernails on my inflamed ass while I grind out my love on her satin dress. She keeps fucking me, spanking me, degrading me, until I’m coming and coming all over her dress in ecstatic wet waves.


    “You filthy little sub,” she says when I’m done, shoving me down to the cold stone floor. “Look at what you did to my gown.”


    “I’m sorry.”


    “Not as sorry as you will be. Get on your knees.” She positions me in front of her. “I’m going to train you. And you’re going to be a very good student, understand? I’m the one who owns you now.”


    I nod and kiss her feet to show my obedience. The fog is moving through the pavilion and I’m shivering. A drift of voices moves past us, women who sound like they’re looking for us. Ava goes tense and I stay quiet. But the darkness and the fog keep our secrets and the voices fade. It’s going to be just us then. Which is how I want it. I bury my face in her dress and her fingers begin to move through my hair, tracing my ears, stroking my neck. Opening a door in my mind to a universe of destinations reigned over by a darkness shaped like her.

  


  
    The Nose Art Gal

    Mary Tintagel


    The B-17 vectored down into the dry lake bed and touched down, blasting clouds of salt dust into the air as its wheels kissed Mother Earth. The girls had done a beautiful job on it. It was probably in better condition now than it had been over the skies of Europe undertaking daylight raids back in ’44. Janey smiled to herself as she saw the obviously re-painted nose art on the starboard side. It was too daring to be a design by Esquire artist George Petty. The depiction of a naked muscular Amazon with jutting conical breasts did not match straight tastes, and she seriously doubted that the original name of the bomber had been ‘Queen Bitch.’ That sounded like the sense of humor of the ship’s owner and pilot, Sally ‘Big Sal’ Burroughs, one of the foremost restorers of vintage aircraft in the country. She was a rich woman and, as far as Janey knew, she got whatever the hell she wanted. As the engines died the belly-hatch popped and Big Sal dropped down onto the salty dirt. Janey had only ever seen her at air shows prior to this, but she always seemed to be dressed exactly the same—totally authentic Women Air Force Service Pilot’s uniform—aviators, helmet, flying jacket and olive drab flying suit.


    “Hi, baby,” greeted Big Sal. “Glad you could make it. No second thoughts?”


    “Actually, I’m scared witless. Who wouldn’t be? But I’ve had it with indoor skydiving and ice baths. I wanna do it for real,” Janey stated with an odd mixture of fear and feistiness.


    “Come take a look on the port side of the ship,” ordered Big Sal.


    The nose art on this side was very freshly painted. Janey could tell that because one of the figures was based on self-shots she’s taken with her phone and e-mailed to Big Sal only last week. The picture of Janey was beautiful, long limbed and naked, apart from a length of chiffon that snaked across her breasts and down her belly. However, the image of Janey was not alone on the fuselage; the ‘Queen Bitch’ Amazon from the starboard side was directly behind her—grinding into her—fucking her with a strap-on, presumably.


    “There’s no turning back even if you wanted to,” smiled Big Sal. “Get in the ship.”


    Janey locked her 4x4 and walked back toward the bomber. What on earth had she been thinking signing up for something like this with virtual strangers? Would Big Sal really have forced her into the B-17 against her will? There was little point worrying about it now. She climbed up into the bomber and moved forward to the cockpit where Big Sal introduced her to Celia and Kate who would be doing the piloting on this ‘mission.’ For obvious reasons, Big Sal was going to be indisposed.


    Within a few minutes the four engines had roared to life again and the plane was bumping down the makeshift runway; then it bucked upwards and soared high into the azure Nevada sky. In the far distance Janey could see Vegas. It was another 48 hours until she was expected at her shift in the show at the MGM Grand. She wondered if she would be in any fit state to make it. Big Sal disappeared shortly after takeoff and returned a little while later having changed into a blue skydiving suit. The chute was already on her back, and on her chest dangled the straps of a dual-jump harness. Well, there was no point being coy. Janey stripped off and put her belongings and clothes in the plastic bag Big Sal handed her. Next, she applied lubricant from an oversized white tube—working it up all the way inside herself—more or less filling her whole cunt with it, as Big Sal had instructed. Finally, the big woman took hold of her and guided her into the harness. There was something comforting about the closeness, the feel of Big Sal’s arms around her. She had wanted this. It was the ultimate danger-fuck. The ultimate ecstasy in the face of death; if only she could overcome her fear and doubts—as well as the hit and run urge to be violently sick that was strobing in the pit of her stomach.


    “It’s time, honey,” Big Sal whispered directly into her ear, and then they were through the hatch and out into the yawning blue. The desert floor rolled and spun beneath them. The wind tore at Janey’s eyelids and genitals like a set of invisible claws. Her labia were forced violently open, the air itself was raping her, forcing the lubricant hard up against her aching cervix like a plug of iron. Worse still was the effect on her breasts, they were flattened like pancakes against her. Tissue and membrane oscillated constantly and painfully. Her nipples insisted on maintaining their erectness and they now looked and felt like lumps of raw steak. The cold was infinitely worse than in the preparatory ice baths. She had thought that ‘frozen to the marrow’ was just a turn of phrase, but now she was all too conscious of the cold seeping deep into her bones.


    Then it happened. Big Sal let her loose from the harness. She had known it was going to happen, but that certainly didn’t help. She was thousands of feet up, naked and falling helplessly without a parachute. She rolled over and splayed her legs as wide as she could, then gripped her ankles. Above her was Big Sal, swooping down like a hawk. Big Sal had been wearing a special skydiving suit manufactured in sections connected by zippers. She had removed the sleeves and leggings, as well as the upper part of the chest section. Even under attack from the screaming wind, her tits were magnificent, and crested with diamond hard nipples. Her own hair was half blinding her, but then Janey saw it—a strap on dildo poking out of the crotch of Big Sal’s suit. Dear God. Glinting in the sun it looked as big as a missile. There was no way…. At terminal velocity the bulbous head of the dildo whacked into Janey’s inner thigh. There would be the bruise to end all bruises tomorrow. Then it rebounded into her snatch. The impact was like a shotgun going off inside her. Her vaginal muscles clamped down on the intruder, and Janey screamed in agony until she realized that she was having the most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced. Every single muscle in her stomach and abdomen seemed to be involved. It was the sweetest and most intense feeling. She grabbed at Big Sal and crushed her nearer in a vain effort to prolong it, but the feeling subsided all too quickly.


    Big Sal thrust into her only ten or a dozen times before the next climax. There was so little time now. Every moment of the freefall seemed precious. Big Sal withdrew and then turned Janey around in the air, inverting her. Then she strapped her in place so they couldn’t be separated. Big Sal’s face was pushed so hard into her crotch it felt like part of her. Big Sal was merciless; not just tonguing but biting the hood and lips hard. Too hard. Janey screwed her eyes shut. Not just against the pain, the wind was now unbearable. Why hadn’t Big Sal allowed her to wear goggles? But at least now, with her eyes closed, she couldn’t see the ground barreling up towards them. Blindly, she reached for the strap-on attachments and started tugging at them. She wanted to detach the strap-on and do something to Big Sal—pleasure her, hurt her, anything—this had all just been a one way street so far, but her hand was brutally slapped away. Now Janey was being released from the harness again, and it felt like some sort of punishment for her attempt to touch Big Sal. But Big Sal was only refitting Janey into her original position—the typical tandem jumping position. Janey was aware that her anus was now cupping the tip of the dildo. She thought she knew what was coming next, but she was wrong. Big Sal pulled the ripcord on her harness and the chute deployed above them in a sudden blossoming of white silk. The deceleration drove the strap-on up her rectum like a piledriver, practically filleting her, or so it felt. There was nothing akin to pleasure, just a sense of injury and defilement—yet still she wanted it. Big Sal—the Queen Bitch—had wanted to hurt her and she had. The pain unlocked every corner of her mind. Images and memories, long, long forgotten and suppressed came to the forefront of Janey’s consciousness—her first crush, at age twelve; and further back, like dinosaur bones uncovered by desert wind—impossibly early recollections of sucking hard at her mother’s breast.


    As the ground loomed nearer her normal thought processes were kick-started and then preoccupied with a single concern; what was going to happen when they hit the ground? Janey couldn’t absorb the impact of the landing with bare feet—the plan had been for her to put her feet on Big Sal’s boots, but if the Queen Bitch absorbed the momentum Janey’s ass would be impaled even further. Now, she enjoyed pain, but that would be too much. Too much for anyone. Janey engaged in more futile fumbling, reaching back to somehow pull the strap-on out, but Big Sal was pressed right up against Janey by virtue of the harness and her own seemingly inexhaustible and irresistible strength. Big Sal’s left arm was tight around Janey’s belly. Big Sal’s right hand was roving all over, paying particular attention to the naked girl’s tits. These weren’t loving caresses—it was more like backseat groping at a drive-in. And then Janey realized, she’d been ridden until she was broken, like a horse at a rodeo. Her will had drained away like melted snow. She wanted to please her dominant, to offer herself to her completely, but she had to bargain with her; she had to find a way to avoid the injury she might sustain on impact. Janey arched her body until she was whispering in Big Sal’s ear; she didn’t know what the Queen Bitch heard and what she didn’t. She just kept talking. She offered eternal worship and forever love—a thousand kinds of bullshit, a thousand more promises that she could never keep. As the ground approached Janey was starting to believe her own lies. There would be only Big Sal for her now. She would forget all the others. She would forget Carla, the ‘love of her life’ who had dumped her so mercilessly. She would forget Siri at the show—she had planned to make a move on her soon. She and Big Sal would live in a ranch house not far from an airfield and Janey too would learn to fl y a B-17. She wouldn’t just be a nose art gal, she would be a real pilot—just like the women who had lived and died transporting bombers around for the Air Force during the War.


    Reality chomped hard on her awareness. She was only forty feet above the ground and she still had the motherfucker of a dildo up her. She placed her feet on top of Big Sal’s boots. If she didn’t, her feet would probably break, or at least have the soles sliced to ribbons. She braced herself mentally and physically for the worst. The worst did not arrive. Big Sal knew when to exercise sexual mercy. Janey understood, too. The broken horse could be ridden again and again. But dear God, not like this again. A warm bed and a goddamn drink was what she needed, a stiff drink.


    The landing was expert and Janey scarcely felt a thing. She stood under the blazing sun, yet she was so chilled that hypothermia would be a possibility. Big Sal put her over her shoulder like the proverbial rag doll and started walking. A crosswind had caused them to miss the landing point by about eight hundred yards, and the Queen Bitch apologized for this. Actually apologized. There was a tent at the landing site and the promise of comforts within.


    “You’re a good sport, baby,” judged Big Sal. “I know it isn’t easy the first time and I know I’m kinda rough, but it’s just who I am. I never learned to be gentle.”


    “You’re amazing—but frankly, you’re also fucking certifiable,” Janey managed to laugh. “How many times have you done that now?”


    “Well, I guess it depends how you count it. Five times, I suppose. But I never released a girl from the harness until today. I wasn’t sure if it would work but it was actually easier than I thought.”


    “What the Hell?” mouthed the girl, concerned, somewhat shocked. She’d signed up for the ultimate danger-fuck, and received it with a vengeance. Now they had arrived at the tent—a big army surplus field tent.


    Once inside, Big Sal wrapped Janey in a thermal blanket and poured her some hot coffee from a thermos. There was a period of shaking and shivering before her body’s temperature regained its normal equilibrium. Janey was offered candy bars to gnaw on to boost her blood sugar levels and took them eagerly. Big Sal reclined on a bed roll after sloughing off the remnants of the flight suit, as well as the dual-harness and strap-on. Janey realized that now Big Sal was naked, she was seeing her properly for the first time. In her own way, she was beautiful: the smoky grey eyes, the aquiline nose, that wide slash of a mouth, the huge and heavy augmented tits, the belly that was hard and muscular (most things about the Queen Bitch were hard one way or another). The mons veneris had been shaved within memory, but was now decorated with a coarse and stubbly growth of black spikiness, a gaudy and unnecessary piercing involved what was obviously a real diamond, not much smaller than a thimble. Janey laughed a little, inwardly—it wouldn’t do to laugh at Big Sal. Janey had never really gone in for tattoos. Wasn’t there something in the Bible forbidding them? The tattoo on Big Sal was a doozy. It would have been particularly forbidden, probably enough to put Janey’s church-going mother into cardiac arrest. Roughly across the top of Big Sal’s bikini line, as big as the masthead of a newspaper, and in similar gothic script, it was both an order and a proclamation: Fuck Me Now.


    Janey kissed Big Sal’s belly delicately and then reached for the abandoned strap-on. In response, the big beautiful Amazon rolled onto her belly and spread her legs, and then her buttocks.


    “Your choice, baby, but get on with it,” Big Sal ordered.


    Janey took her time; there was no hurry, as far as she was concerned. Proper tribute, proper worship, took time—when she had finished with the Queen Bitch, she would never want any other girl again.
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