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I.

 


Harry had followed the girl through the bar
all night. Once she took notice of him, he actually got a bit
scared. He wasn’t the type to pursue women, and certainly not older
women. She had an incredibly striking face, beautiful without being
artificial, but her most noteworthy feature wasn’t her face, it was
her hair. It was gray. Or perhaps it was black shot through with
silver. Maybe it was actually white and the lighting in the club
gave it a dazzling appearance. Maybe it was natural, maybe it was
dyed, but Harry was fascinated by it. She wore it long, pulled back
by several pins, hanging down to the middle of her back. When she
moved it shook had danced in a most delightful fashion.

At one point he lost her in the crowd and then
turned around disappointed his stalking was at an end, only to
discover she was right behind him. Without a word she dragged him
to the dance floor and proceeded to make him dance with her over
the next twenty minutes. The few times he had come to the club
before he hadn’t found any courage to ask anyone to dance, even
with some alcoholic encouragement. He had spent most of his time
staring at the beautiful women who were dancing—and ignoring him.
At best harry was an awkward and inept dancer. If the woman noticed
she didn’t care. He moved his body the best he could while she
gyrated around him and rubbed her body up against his.

He didn’t complain.

Apparently he passed whatever test she had
devised for him and just as abruptly as she had dragged him onto
the dance floor she dragged him off it. They wound up in one of the
smaller rooms in the club; it was quieter there. A bar rang along
one wall and there were actual tables to sit at. They didn’t sit;
she dragged him to a corner high top table and pressed him up
against the wall with her body.

“Hi,” he said to her as if meeting
the woman for the first time. Harry pushed his glassed up his nose
a little bit, noticed she was nearly his height, and drew back a
bit as she pressed her face in close to his and inhaled
deeply.

“You smell good,” she complimented
him in a low rough voice. It was charming and sexy at the same
time. Up close it was even harder for him to determine her age.
Certainly she wasn’t young—her hair color and confidence gave that
away—but she wasn’t an ancient crone either. Her demeanor was
mature; she didn’t act like some flighty girl barely old enough to
drink. Her skin wasn’t a giveaway, no wrinkles, but no heavy makeup
either. Just the incongruous hair color hinted at her possible age.
It was okay with Harry if she was older; he had convinced himself
he liked older women.

“Thanks,” he replied. He didn’t
wear cologne so he took it as a good sign that his deodorant hadn’t
given out even with all the sweating from dancing.

“I like you,” she told
him.

Harry couldn’t do anything but laugh with
embarrassment. “We just met,” he said. “You don’t even know my
name.”

“Does it matter?” she asked
pressing closer. He could feel her hands on his sides, pressing
against his ribs. Her breasts rested on his chest. She was dressed
in black boots, black skin-tight pants, and a black bustier of some
sort that gave her an impressive amount of cleavage but even inept,
socially maladroit Harry could tell the garment was doing
incredible things for her bust. Her arms and shoulders were bare.
Around her neck she wore what looked like a silk choker necklace
with a silver pendant dangling from a ring. Harry always came to
the club as if he had just gotten out of work: dress pants, white
shirt, tie, and jacket. It wasn’t creative but it made him feel
comfortable and a cut above the other men hunting down women.
Still, his ploy hadn’t worked yet.

“Not really, I guess,” he
answered.

“Diane,” she said.

“What?”

She leaned in closer. Her face was no more
than two inches from his. “My name is Ilva. What’s
yours?”

“Harry.”

Ilva grinned. “I like it.” He could smell her
breath now. She had been drinking, but her actions—other than being
attracted to Harry—gave no indication she was drunk. Her eyes
weren’t glazed or dilated, she stood steadily. Suddenly she leaned
in the last few inches to his lips and kissed him.

Harry didn’t kiss back at first. He was too
surprised. Her tongue forced its way into his mouth and teased his
tongue. She licked at his lips and curled her hand around his
waist, then dropped it down to feel his ass. He didn’t complain.
There seemed no reason not to circle his arms around her, so he
did. She shifted position and suddenly her hand was between them,
cupping his cock. It was already half erect and harry wanted to
pull away but she kept her grip and lip-lock on him.

As quickly as the kiss had begun, it ended.
Harry couldn’t do anything but blink at the woman he had just met
and wonder about her life choices. What would compel her to go to
this club tonight and kiss him? Maybe she was mentally
ill.

“Want to come back to my place?”
she asked him.

She was mentally ill, he decided.

“Hell yes,” he said.

Just because she was mentally ill didn’t mean
she wasn’t capable of choosing appropriate sex partners, Harry
reasoned.

She led him out of the club and onto the
street. “Should I get my car?” he asked.

Ilva shook her head. “No, my place is only a
few minutes walk.”

Harry wasn’t sure to be worried or impressed.
Where they were downtown there was only a few options for housing:
student slums or overpriced co-ops on the park. They didn’t say
anything on the walk, but they did hold hands. When they arrived at
Ilva’s apartment she led them down the stairs to an outside
entrance to a basement apartment. At first Harry was certain it was
going to be a dump, a student slum that not even a university
student would have.

He was wrong. It was actually very beautiful
and homey. Everything was understated and clean and well-organized.
For a moment he wondered if she owned the building and decided to
live on the ground floor to have more places to rent out. The
building had a view of the park.

“Come on!” she said, exasperated
at his slow progress through the apartment. She grabbed his hand
and pulled him to the bedroom. “I want to fuck.”

The bedroom was a few steps up in the back of
the building. The ceiling was low and most of the space was filled
with a huge bed. It was obvious the only thing that got done in the
enclosed space was sleeping and fucking. The moment they were in
the bedroom and standing at the foot of the bed, she kissed him
again and pushed off his jacket.

Her kisses were insistent as were her hands.
She kept stripping him, taking off more and more of his clothes
until he was down to his briefs and t-shirt. She broke off. “You
don’t want me naked?” she asked, teasing.

He didn’t realize she was teasing. “I
don’t…know what to do,” he confessed. There was no way he could
figure out her bustier and it seemed rude to yank off her tight
pants first.

She laughed at him. “You’re a virgin?” she
asked. There was a lilt to her voice, as if she had an accent that
only came out when she was tired or relaxed or drunk.

“No,” he snapped. “I’m
just…inexperienced. I’ve only had a couple of
girlfriends.”

“I’ll give you something to talk
about then, yes?” She bent down, unzipped her knee-high boots and
kicked them off. He noticed the yellow lace stitching around the
soles and wondered which kink shop she bought the Doc Martens from.
Then she turned around and indicated her back. “Untie the laces,”
she ordered. This was obviously something she had done before with
other lovers. Harry didn’t mind.

The ties to the bustier were easy to figure
out once he studied them a moment. The stiff garment loosened
around her body and she pulled it up and over her shoulders and
head. Then she turned around to present him with her bare
breasts.

They were beautiful. Small, of course. Harry
had been right about that. But the bustier had done wonderful
things ror them while it was on. The nipples were small, but bright
red with perfect circles of areola.

Around her waist she wore a silver belly
chain. He hadn’t noticed this before. Had it been under her
bustier? Had it been hidden by her pants? She stuck her fingertips
it the waistband and teased him. “Do you want to help
me?”

“No, that’s okay. I can do
it.”

Harry fell to his knees in front of her and
put his hands to the top of her pants. Ilva waited expectantly for
him to begin. There was a bit of a sinking feeling in his stomach,
but that wasn’t enough to deter Harry. With a deep breath he peeled
the tight fabric from her waist and pulled it down her
legs.

He was somewhat relieved that she was wearing
panties underneath the pants; he took extra care so that they
remained on while he undressed her. Harry didn’t know why. It was
just delaying the inevitable—and he wanted to fuck her, didn’t
he?

That she wore a pair of black panties
shouldn’t have surprised him. It didn’t. What did surprise him was
the bulge beneath the black lace. Thankfully it wasn’t a cock but a
mound of hair. Through the tiny spaces of the open weave material
he could see that her pubic hair matched the tresses on her head:
gray and white and black. She must be an older woman to leave her
pubes so unshorn. The panties weren’t briefs or bikini-style, Harry
realized as he moved in closely and hooked his fingers over the
side straps. She was wearing a thong or g-string of some sort. They
weren’t tiny, but just the right size. The thong joined the other
clothing they had piled on the small bit of floor between the wall
and bed.

His face was just inches from her cunt; he
could smell the scent of her arousal. He leaned in again and kissed
the bit of bare skin between her belly chair and the top edge of
her pubes. Maybe she did shave a bit. The tangle of curls hiding
her sex wasn’t out of control. She had a nice triangle of curls; it
was simply larger and fuller than Harry had ever seen in person or
on the internet.

“You’re beautiful,” he breathed at
her.

Ilva laughed at him. “You only say that,” she
stated in her thick, rough voice, “because you want to fuck
me.”

“Yes,” he said, mesmerized by her
nudity. “I mean, no. I mean, I want to fuck you, but that’s not the
only reason I said it. I said it because it’s true.”

She laughed again and took a step back from
him. “Strip,” she ordered.

There was no hesitation in following her
instruction. Harry stood up and quickly divested himself of his
clothing. In less than a minute he was as naked as she—except for
her belly chain and necklace—and
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