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Beggars and Choosers (Commanders of Love)

“Lost job | “Lost home | “Please help!”

New York, like all big cities, has huge populations of beggars and spare-changers.  Normally, I ignore them. Unless it's someone who is really and obviously down and out. To those folks I'll give a few bills. Or buy them a meal. Or get them some shoes. 

Whatever. 

Then there are the others. Maybe it's drugs. Maybe it's only the hustle. Who knows. I usually can spot them. And I ignore them. It's part of the game in any big city. 

Sometimes, though, you'll see someone and wonder why they're in the hustle. Like this one time...

First, I need to get something straight up front. I have a psychic power. It's not much, but it serves me well. It's kind of like an auto-hypnosis. If I send it out at someone, it will let them give themselves permission to let go of any inhibitions they might have. And it's totally in their court. If they don’t like the suggestion, they don’t act on it. 

Simple. 

As I said, it's worked well for me. Who knew so many women had so many secret desires? Not I! Now I know!  

The stories I could tell...

Like this one!

She was a panhandler and she was hot. I saw her sitting cross legged in the scant shade of a scrawny tree set into the sidewalk of Riverside Drive on the upper west side of Manhattan. 

Even though I live in Westchester County, along the banks of the same Hudson River that flowed a few dozen feet below where I stood just then, I enjoyed the energy of the city. Besides, it was a place where so many women live who desire to let their hair down and be wild, but were too repressed. Counter intuitively, the upper west side exudes old-school values when it comes to sex. Too many remain too focused on career to leave much energy for happier activities. 

So, the panhandler. She was entirely too clean and well-kept to be truly down and out. Considering the heat of the day, she wore a halter and loose denim shorts. She had new sneakers on her feet.  She sat cross legged and hunched over the ragged cardboard sign in her delicate hands, between her lithe and deeply tanned arms. This read:
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“Lost job

“Lost home

“Please help!”
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A hat crouched on the pavement in front of her, already salted with some coins and a few bills. She stared vacantly and did not seem overly aware of the sparse traffic passing her on the sidewalk. Dark, shoulder length hair framed a pleasant face bereft of makeup. The halter hung a little loose so one of her nipples was partly in view. Up one leg of her shorts was a patch of thick, black pubic hair. Obviously, she wore no panties.  I enjoyed the view as I slowly sauntered by her. 

Call me a pervert if you wish. But if a woman lets it hang out, well... Let's just say that if it shows, I'm watching!

I felt a familiar heaviness in my shorts. And that made me dig into my pocket and retrieved a crumpled twenty. I dropped the thing into her basket. The motion must have brought her back from whatever daydream she visited. Her eyes widened and she looked up at me. 

I smiled down at her. And I pushed out with the power. “You could like me,” I said. “And I could give you more, right?”

I felt the power open her locks. I guess it had been a long time since anyone had been so honest with her. She nodded at me and smiled. “Who knows what could happen?” She had a mellifluous, contralto voice. 

I smiled back at her. “Don't go away,” I said. “I'll be right back.”

I walked around the corner to a bodega. I picked a nice mid-range six pack of beer. She still sat there when I returned. Using the power, I said, “ Let's get in the shade.” I pointed across the street to some park benches lurked under some overgrown trees. She scooped up her hat and followed. “Thanks,” she said. “It's a really hot afternoon.”

“Too right,” I said with a smile.

We sat, with the bag between us. I offered her a bottle, which she eagerly took. I grabbed one. We twisted the caps off and clinked. “Cheers,” she said. “Happy days,” I replied. We drank.

I sipped. 

She chugged the whole bottle. 

I watched with some amusement as she finished. She set the bottle back in its carrier and belched mightily. “Oops,” she exclaimed. 

I laughed. “A little thirsty, are we?” I said. 

She laughed, too. “It's been a long hot day!” she said. 

I pushed out with the suggestion that she relax. She sighed and pulled her feet up to the bench and rested her arms on her knees. This opened the loose leg opening of her shorts, revealing her thick, black bush. I glanced down and marveled at the sight of a hint of pink lip among the dark locks. 

“Well, thanks, uh...” I could sense a whiff of nervousness and caution rising in her

I sent feelings of safety and comfort and trust and... possibility. “Jonas,” I said. And I held out my hand - physical contact always makes the connection easier. I let power flow through my hand: trust, openness, safety, desire.  

She took my hand with a real smile. “Maya,” she said. 

We shook, all platonic like. Her hand was soft, quite unlike if she were destitute or a drug addict. Still, her scent, a mix of perfume, sweat, antiperspirant, and something more tickled my nostrils. My dick had been at half-mast since I saw her.  Now, it came to full salute. It was kind of obvious.

To cover, I asked, “So how was business today.”

She was silent for a long moment and I wondered if I had overestimated the influence of the power. “What?” She said. Oh well, I thought. That face - light brown with large dark eyes. The complexion, as I said, bare of makeup was smooth and even and rich. Her hair, slightly matted from the day’s heat made a helmet of loose curls around her cheeks. Oh to see those eyes looking up at me with my cock caught between those lush and plump lips! And what did her other lips look like? Many people think that pussies all look the same, but they do not, brother. They do not! 

I hit her with the power one more time anyway, radiating trust, trust, trust. (And I am trustworthy, too - I'll never tell you real names!)

She sighed. “Not nearly good enough,” she said finally. “With your twenty, I made twenty-five bucks.”

“Wow. Pretty lean.”

“I guess it's too hot today.”  She sighed again. “Usually I do so much better.”

“You do this a lot?”

She shrugged. “At least once a week,” she said. “It's my side-hustle. Helps pay the rent. May I?” She pointed at the six-pack. I nodded. She pulled another bottle and twisted the cap off. “It's a lot easier than my usual gig.”

I just raised my eyebrows in a question. 

She giggled and said, “I'm a bartender.”

I pressed the power again. “You must get a lot of tips.”

She blushed a little. She reached about and squeezed my hand a moment. The power was having its effect! “Anyway,” she said. “No one was contributing. I even started flashing and that didn't work! All I got were a couple skeevy dudes who tried to catch a glimpse without paying!”

Ah hah! “Well,” I said, “I appreciated it.”

“Really?”

“You have beautiful hair,” I said, and glanced down. 

She looked down a moment. Then she looked at me again. “You think so?”

I pushed. “Absolutely, Maya! It's gorgeous, all thick and natural.”

She looked down, the pulled the crotch of her shorts to the side. There in its matted glory were her thick curls of pubic hair. And from between the thatch peeked two plump and pink labia. Where they joined at the top, a lump of flesh, glistening, rose. “Everyone I date tells me I gotta shave it before they'll eat me,” she said.  She looked at me. “You're the first guy I met who liked it just the way it is.”

“It's beautiful,” I said. I glanced down at it, then back at her face. “I wouldn't change a thing.”

She smiled and she was radiant. “What do you like about it?”

“Everything!” I said.  I pointed to her clit, which got a little bigger as I watched. “That looks delicious.”  I ran my finger through her hair next to her exposed lips. “God!” I said. “I love the way that feels.” I looked her in the eye. “You know, I can smell you, and it's driving me nuts!”

“You like the way my pussy smells?” She seemed genuinely shocked. 

I nodded. “And I'm here just wondering how to ask you if I can taste it.”

She was taken aback. “Wow.”  She looked around. The heat of the day had driven everyone from this stretch of Riverside Drive. Several blocks away, Grant’s Tomb shimmered on the heat. To our right the street wavered. Everyone had been driven indoors into the arms of their air conditioners. She swallowed. “Here?”

I nodded. And I pushed. The power radiated out. I felt it connect with her Needs and her attraction to me. And her desire. 

She saw the same abandoned streets as I did. “How?” She asked. 

I placed the six-pack on the ground. “Just lean back,” I said. “And I'll take care of the rest.”

“Lean back?”

I gently placed my hands on her shoulders. “Just lean back and trust me.”

She leaned back. I helped her. She
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