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  INTRODUCTION


  IS IT POSSIBLE TO COMBINE EROTIC WRITING, travelogue, and literature? What's more, can writers retain the integrity of each? As editor of the Erotic Travel Tales anthology series, I offer a yes on both counts. We already know that erotic literature has enjoyed a wealth of devotees dating back centuries. Yet what is it about travel literature that makes it so enticing? There are entire bookshops devoted to guidebooks and armchair travel tomes, demonstrating that the reading public's interest in such subject matter is seemingly unquenchable. Add to that interest the sexual buzz of erotic exploration far from home—and you get Foreign Affairs.


  As you read beyond this introduction, you'll discover that the text on these pages functions as a form of arousal, literary sightseeing and cultural enrichment, taking travel literature to a new level. In other words, with these notes from the road you get a lot more bang for your buck! (Or pound or euro.) The "tourist" reader of erotica can be anyone—from the diehard aficionado with a bookshelf crammed full of Victorian classics, to the adventuring soul who'll hop aboard a plane or train at the drop of a hat, to the armchair traveler who'd rather stay home with the dog, cat, or parakeet. Like the wide world itself, Foreign Affairs has something to please everyone.


  This collection of stories includes both best-selling novelists and new arrivals to publishing. These writers travel the globe with their prose, taking us along on the kind of daring erotic journeys most of us can only dream of. Grab your suitcase as we flit fromNorth America to Europe, the Middle East, and the Orient—and many points in between. An itinerant and hungry American searches the world for a five-star lover. A foreign woman becomes an honorary male in the pleasure district of Kyoto. A young couple breaks taboos with their seduction of a Laotian monk. A "ladette" plays the innocent in Tenerife. A pair of lovers spends a languid morning in the Mississippi Delta. A woman's broken relationship takes her to the sultry heat of St. Lucia, where she meets an even sultrier lover. A Westerner attempts to bridge the cultural gap in Dubai. A gay man and his lesbian sidekick pick up an unusual hitchhiker on a road trip through the desert Southwest. A Welsh woman can only find happiness by traveling to exotic islands. A tourist's desire for her absent husband leads to misunderstanding on a Greek island. A gay man returns to Manchester, England, and his poignant memories of an old love. A woman confronts voyeurism and exhibitionism in Rome. An American ends up in a hotbed of sexual jealousy in a quasi-colonialist compound in Baja, Mexico. A violist narrates a memoir of love in Ceausescu's Romania. A sexually frustrated wife discovers that the amenities at a Brittany farmhouse include more than breakfast. An English tourist indulges in a different kind of sightseeing in Jerusalem. A young woman with a fetish for tight stomachs goes on the prowl in the summer heat of teeming Hanoi. An Australian gives her government sentinel the slip to experience adventure in wintry Beijing. A couple stays in a Louisiana plantation B&B haunted by gay literary spirits. A woman finds a bed for the night with a preacher's son in the snowy Colorado Rockies. A gay man relives foreign embraces in the steam of a Brussels bathhouse.


  These tales take us around the world—and offer unexplored continents of erotic experiences.


  Embark on an all-new itinerary of sensual travel adventures —featuring the sexiest and most sparkling prose to be found streaming from the pens (and the keyboards) of today's hottest writers.


  Better hurry, or you'll miss your flight!


  Mitzi Szereto


  Yorkshire, England


  June 2004
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  CHRISTINE BELLEROSE


  “I’M GOING TO SPEND A HELL OF A HORNY SUMMER,” I think to myself, perched over the banister of the villa’s third-floor balcony. I sip the first coffee of the day, feeling dumb, licking my lips at the sight of cute specimens, T-shirts tucked underneath armpits, showing off their tight stomachs. Hanoi is great! I can never take my eyes off cute boys; well, I’ve had plenty of eyeballing to do so far in this hot city. I am in heat and it’s only partly due to the humid thirty-five degrees Celsius.


  I have settled in the oldest capital city of Southeast Asia for a four-month body language research and survey. The new Socialist Republic of Vietnam is bustling with eighty million people, most of them under twenty-five years of age. The decaying streets smell of ancient history and youthful hormones. Busting at the seams, infested with tourists, Hanoi’s Old Quarter reigns supreme as the most densely populated neighborhood in the world, even outdoing Calcutta’s legendary population density. Locals wearingpajamas (a mark of wealth amongst the poor) spill their live-in digs and bed mats onto the crumbly sidewalks; some, oblivious to the circus, rest for their midday siesta in fortune hammocks hanging from street sign posts and gas pipes coming out of eroded houses. A mist of bun cha hovers around. The appellation refers to little pork patties sizzling on a coal BBQ (a noon noodle dish) and is used locally to describe the exhaust fumes coming out of rickety motorbikes. Swarms of bicycles and pedestrians, noisy motorbikes, scooters, taxis, add in a few private cars, are all fighting for an inch of pavement. People everywhere; like ants, marching to and fro in their saturated nest. The city rumbles in my bones; it is the anthem of a developing country.


  May’s already torrid heat makes it impossible to enjoy a nice walk. I sit in the taxi with a couple of Canadian expatriates. The dusty breeze helps dry the humid air. Our vehicle, too, is part of the pool of gray fumes. The traffic is ruthless and anarchic, albeit intolerably slow. Right and left of our cooking-tin cab, vrooms whir by. The driver habitually zigzags around town oblivious to road signs and oneway streets, boldly driving on the wrong side of the lane, with a skill that ticks the meter another thousand Vietnam Dong up. We drive by "Zen” art galleries, convivial European sandwich bars, dingy but delicious pho resto-patios, hustlers, buskers, street vendors, beggars, ninety-pound peasants balancing poles set with two wicker baskets on their bony shoulders selling their farmed goods, a heap of tattered conical hats perched on strutting bronze sliver-figures, merchants selling these same brand-new straw hats and the-hang-from-your-driving-mirror souvenir version to groups of overweight tourists, runaway kids in rags chasing after those same tourists with a box of postcards and multilingual-to-Vietnamese phrase books, the aforementioned tourists flapping their doughy arms, frantic to get a moment of peace and a good camera angle, sweating like pigs in their brand-new khaki safari modular shorts and shirts, heavy backpacks strung over their bellies, ready to cross the Gobi Desert with a reserve of hundreds of liters of bottled water. Life outside my rolled-down window looks like a freak circus. Marcy, Ether, and I are heading to Mrs. Nga’s silk tailor shop on Hang Gai Street where an ao dai (traditional Vietnamese garment) awaits my final approval. Every souvenir bought in a foreign country has a story of its own. This is the story of a sexy Vietnamese escapade.


  Zooming in on a cute man: Thang rides his motocross on Li Thai To and Hang Dao, the corner streets of the Smiling Café where I’ve spent most of my leisure time since my arrival in Hanoi, drinking café sua and people-watching from its second-floor terrace. Vocal chaos fills my ears with wads of foreign wool while furious horns compete against screeching birds demanding my attention. Cars are gridlocked in the middle of the roundabout. Swift scooters swoosh by. A grapevine of humans and machines is sprouting through the maze. I think, This man. I must see him again. He floats on a curly cloud in front of our taxi. He is mounting his XR650L Honda 644cc like Genghis Khan his warrior horse, charging the plains of Inner Mongolia. The relentless noise of this sleepless city comes to a stop. The traffic ballet freezes.


  How Vietnam was born: At the beginning there was a dragon and a lady who mixed their seed together and produced a dozen offspring. When they parted, the lady led her half-dozen children to earth in the land of what is now Vietnam. The dragon took his half dozen children up to the sky. It’s as if today the golden dragon paused the world, making a royal descent to earth, homing in on his favorite son. Thang. His buttoned shirt catches the wind, allowing a glimpse of his tight stomach. God, I love a tight stomach. The effect on my pervert brain is what I imagine must be the sensation for a virile penis of the tightness from a virgin sheath. I melt. Thang veers west looking away from me, his long wavy hair taking the corner half a meter after the rest of him, his tight ass perched high on his insect-looking motorbike. His hands hold the handles firmly; I could fit in there. He could be encircling my waist with his open arms. His mouth is stretched in a macho, self-confident and defiant smile. How can he not have seen me? But I know he did; I saw it in that flashing smile. I will meet him again, two days later. The man of my summer 2000.


  Let me explain this bit of anatomy: the tight Vietnamese stomach. Because of the heat, in search of a breeze, men roll up their T-shirts just under their pectorals. No fashion style whatsoever, it looks mighty silly. But what a turn-on! These young males are trained in the art of shadow boxing since early childhood. Pushups, kicks, stretches. Feats of endurance, strength, agility. The North American "six-pack” expression doesn’t even begin to describe this glorious vision. It’s a stomach all bodybuilders would die for. Beads of sweat like sparkling stars on their copper skin chisel each ripple as if by a sculptor’s knife. These teasers walk around, cruise around, and sit around on their hind legs sipping strong Vietnamese tea, bragging like puffed-up peacocks. My brain overrides the macho affront keeping my eyeballs glued to their stomachs. And their fat lips, I muse as an afterthought. I want nothing else this summer but to lick the water from their silky-smooth skin, to dig my tongue in and between each muscle, to suck at their shallow navels stretched out by more muscles. Their tummies call for a roll. I dream up a decadent sex game where I would line them all up against a wall, T-shirts pulled over their heads, and lick, lap, suckle, suck, and kiss their taut bellies.


  The sun is coming down from its smoggy seat. Bats are chasing mosquitoes. Surveying the national abdominals from the sanctuary of my balcony, now with a gin-and-tonic in hand to fight the blasting heat, I daydream the golden stomach of the flying dragon. Back on earth I treat myself with the sight of hundreds of stomach-baring males strolling in my vision. Perched on my post, I see the perfect puff of their thick upper lips. I think the creator must’ve pressed their noses a tad too deep in their heads while molding the clay, taking away from their nose bridge and adding the surplus to their lips! Sometimes I am a real genius. I decide to hit the Old Quarter’s pubs to share my evolutionary hypothesis. In a slightly inebriated state I hail a xe om (moto-taxi). We slice through the traffic toward my first stop.


  I come upon Thang at the Jazz Bar. In a flash I recognize his wavy hair, his fat lips, his engaging smile. My brain shuts out the social chitchatting the instant I lay eyes on him. Distress signals leap up and down my spinal cord: "Must-shove-head-underneath-his-buttoned-shirt!” A loose scarf sits on the nape of his sweaty neck. I want to tell him to slip it off. Let the moisture roll down your body. Give it to mama. Give it to me. Give it to baby, she’ll lick it all dry and silky. "Chao anh," I say to him using the term for a same-on-same-footing level. He should have said, "Chao chi"—I, look older than him. "Chao em," he replies, planting me at the level of a younger sister, or brazenly, as the street language goes: lover. I wonder if the girls next to him, the gorgeous silk-haired maidens brushing their long manes off to the side of one shoulder, are nightgoers or "secretaries,” as the locals call their call girls. Usually bronze "flower girls” sell their scented flesh to the lonely white men spending their uneventful weekends in expat waterholes. But Thang is Vietnamese so they wouldn’t go for him, I reassure myself. Thus I find the bravery to flirt with him a tad though, to my relief, he beats me to it. "Peanuts?” He passes a bowl of wet seeds to me. "Delicious,” he says, smiling at me with his moon-crescent eyes. He’s using slang to comment on my cuteness. I hint to him that they are delicious indeed, but that he should try xoi lac (sticky rice with peanuts) as they make for a scrumptious nibble. It’s my turn to use slang and I’ve just implied he should try to eat my nipples and breasts. He tells me his doctor agrees, for peanuts abound in vitamin T, a necessary nutrient for a healthy life. (The love vitamin tinh; the money vitamin tien.)


  “Let’s go dancing,” he suggests. Oh yes. Please. Anything to get closer to that stomach. Let’s cram into a sweaty discotheque so I have an excuse to rub against your body!


  We haven’t passed the door of the Jazz Bar yet, and already half of my organs have slumped down between my thighs. My heart is pounding wildly against my vaginal mucous walls, my lungs are trapped inside of my gummy labia holding their breath, my brain hits rock-bottom clitoris, my saliva dries out from my throat morphing into a tidal wave inside of my tweaked-out cunt. We ride to our next destination on his Genghis Khan motocross. I must sit sidesaddle because of my long wraparound skirt. "Hold on,” he says. And do I ever! I could be grabbing the bars running along the seat but instead I curl my arm around his sexy body. My hand rests on his stomach just below his navel. Here’s a rhetorical question: how can the millions of other butterflies, expats, and local females in this city not want to take my place on this motocross?! My fingers, looking like a sea star sucking the salt from his belly, slip down his moist flesh; my little finger reaches lower to caress the band of his pants. His conspicuous erection shapes his crotch into a tent at the tip of my fingers, heat pumps like a coal furnace from inside his trousers. My plump white hand, that of a foreigner not yet used to Hanoi’s merciless humidity, a swollen hand against his tight slick stomach, must look like a cream pie against his lean body.


  We circle Hoan Kiem Lake heading west toward the New Century nightclub. This is the hip hangout favored by government officials’ brat kids, cheeky Vietnamese prostitutes, and middle-agedCaucasian patrons. We are greeted at the door with a courteous smile; we are not asked to pay the entrance cover fee. No doubt this sexy prey of mine once lured a few of the cigarette-girls into dark corners here; I see them cooing and giggling past him. I teeter down the iron steps in my clumsy platform sandals; he follows behind pinching my ass like I’m some vulgar farm girl. I choke a growl of discontent. So I’ve been too obvious in lurking him. Still it’s my fleshy ass he’s after, and not any other bamboo-stick-figure girl’s!


  Without further ado, we hit the packed dance floor. I lose no time shoving my plump digits inside his buttoned shirt, feeling the dampness of his skin. He dips his hand in the small of my back. I’m about to let him in on my genius genetic hypothesis when his fat mouth lunges at me, eating my genius pout. He rolls my thin lips between his teeth. My hand goes on a treasure hunt underneath his buttoned shirt. Tactile pleasures; drowsy, erratic, horny, puppy pawings in tune to the epileptic music. Moisture flows out of my body, streaming down my thighs. We waltz a choreography of shame, at each break-tempo grinding his lengthening bird against my pelvis. With so many dancers on the dance floor, I’m squeezed right into him. Tightly pressed as we are against each other’s sweaty body, my hand doesn’t fit between us anymore; I force him away from me. He understands I’m after his midriff; kindly he unbuttons his shirt from the bottom and rams his sweaty abs to my navel. Instantly my belly spoons his. I let him swallow my lips again, dart his silky tongue between my teeth, flick it, a deliciously thick muscle pressing against my tongue. It sucks, cleans my gums, and stretches the taut skin under my upper lip, sending lubricious shivers from my mouth down to my clitoris. All the while, like I’m searching for a diamond needle in a mound of clay, I roam the ridges of his torso. I moan a sulfurous moan in the deep of his throat, my hands and fingers diligently imitating on his stomach the feats of his tongue inside my mouth.


  A group of loudmouthed men, their table set with a bottle of Remy Martin VSOP, loads of imported beer bottles, soda pops for the girls, and a plate of sliced fruits, order waitresses around. Meanwhile their money-hungry girlfriends stretch their necks hawking for a better catch while at the same time entertaining their men, making sure their attentions aren’t diverted by other butterflies. There are no witnesses to our mating dance; the other lithe dancers are busy with their own. I float beyond this earthly realm accompanied by naked chubby angels, hanging on to Thang’s mouth. His hand slides from the small of my back tracing the curve of my rump, a finger boldly inquiring in the furrow of my ass, bunching a mass of skirt between my legs, poking at my anus through the fabric, trying to reach up between my lower lips, drawing moisture, and darting deeper through the encumbering clothes. Hot salsa dancing to Nirvana’s "Nevermind.” I let him grope away, while I reach for his cannonball ass, cupping the base of his moons in one hand, and with the other playing among the ripples of his belly. His muscles pack the palm of my hand.


  Heat blows; the breeze comes out of the powerful speakers in the shape of washed-out top-forty tunes. I’m going deaf.


  I squeeze the side of his tiny waist. Feeling him up. Massaging stiff muscles. Sliding my thumb in, down, and then up the ascent of his pectoral. He is so thin I reach half of him in one hand. But he is not fragile. I’m forced to wrestle against his body otherwise I would be thrown down flat on the floor. Needless to say I’m praying for a near future in which circumstances would allow him to wrestle me to the mat. I grind my teeth in an ultimate effort not to fake a faint.


  Thang. His name means victory.


  He leans into me. My fingers grow vines up his chest, flowers circling his navel, thorns tugging at the ebony duvet of his flesh, leaves plunging lower inside his waist band, resurfacing as wet roots. He rubs against me. A volcano is about to bubble, I’m tempted to push lower inside his crotch. My hand over his pants, I pull at the shaft of Hades. His kisses stimulate the hell out of me. My little lips barely contain the spit of my inner fire. You get the picture; from here it’s straight to hell in a handbasket. His erect penis rolls on my pubic bone. We embrace a disco tactile love. Mouth to mouth, fingers in moisture. I am a dancing vulva brazenly violating the bronze-bellied Buddha.


  The Carlsberg-girls flock around us. Thanks for the disruption, little cunts! Thang starts to tease them. The only way to send them away is to order a drink. I order Carlsberg although I’d much rather drink Tiger Thai beer. We both down our beers in a hurry. The bitter liquid parches my dried-out throat, masking the taste of his cigarette saliva on my tongue.


  Cha-cha-cha. We could be dancing all night. "I’m blue dabed idabedadabedidabeda, I am blue” wails from the mega-speakers. Go-go dancers dressed in impossibly tight black vinyl writhe suggestively, caged in Star-Wars-sword-of-light beams. Women wearing less clothes than poor people flail their long lustrous black hair like it’s an air guitar show while their effeminate male counterparts spread open their knees pumping the empty air, hungry for butts. Welcome to mayhem in Bacchus’ hometown! The discotheque reeks of sex vibes. I am sedated. My python lover sinks his venomous fangs in the tendon at the junction of my neck and shoulder. He lets my thumb gingerly run the seam of his pants. Tugging at his shaft, I wrap my soul around it. I stroke from root to head in subtle movements; he pulses in my grip. His tongue licks at the sweat trapped in a pond of salted water at my collarbone, then he showers my ear with feathery kisses. In time with the basstempo of cheesy pop tunes, he whips me around, swallows the back of me in his hollow belly; I continue to dance. Emboldened by his hot salsa hip-swirl his cock pushes in the crack of my ass. I go up on tiptoe to let him slide further in between my legs.


  We bump into a couple of girls, their boyfriends looking for a fistfight, the girls cooling their roosters, lulling them in an embrace that’s a poor reflection of ours. My partner thrusts a stump of warmth at my budding flower. The insides of me cascade out, slimy, to meet his probing scout along the cleft of my thirsty mouth. His arms encircle me, tentacles, moving our bodies to the beat of the cheesy Vietnamese pop music. His lips trace paradise on my skin. My sighs climb the ladder to heaven. After two hours of this erotic body language, he’s the first one to take the initiative of breaking our silence. He whispers these words: "I’m going to make something beautiful with you.” He (meaning "river,” a popular girl’s name in Vietnam) comes to my estrogen-fogged mind. A beautiful thing from him to me would be He. In a flash I remember a legend about a man having to cross a river to meet his lover on the other side and I’m thinking this river is what’s coming out of me right now, just swim upstream, honey. "I’m going to make art with you."


  Vietnamese life is art. Artists are given the honorary appellation of highest veneration just as doctors, judges, and masters are. Making art is reaching the richest level of refinement in Vietnam’s culture—"savoir vivre." "I want to paint you.” His hushed voice brings me out of my daydream, where art meets beauty meets estrogen-fogged mind meets He, and into the land of moisture.


  The purple aura of his cock, the fuchsia aura of my cunt are mating in this invisible coitus while we cling to each other in a frenzied dance. He fights for her life. The floor empties, the lights are switched on, it’s time to go. Everywhere along the exit path and on the steps of the discotheque, across from it, and in the parking lot too, not-so-coy-anymore lovers are cooing, grappling, full of clumsy lust, grazed kisses. I walk giddily in front of him pushed by a wall of hormonal heat toward the exit of the now-drained discotheque. I could be sitting on his dick right now; it feels so real in the shadow pointing toward me. We fetch his motocross. Renew our nocturnal embrace. And I mount sidesaddle. I hold on tight once more to his stomach.


  The brisk air feels good on my drenched body. We drive as much to cool off as to try to find a sequel to our lust scenario. We polish the scorching pavement around Hoan Kiem Lake like the rest of the motorized lovers, while I probe his erection. On Li Thai To we pass the rundown post office and head toward the restored opera house. I devour the nape of his neck. Groomed trees, their trunks painted in white, deflect our mount’s head beam. On Nguyen Thai Hoc I am afire with desire, franticly wracking my estrogen-filled brain for a lair where my delicious bronze lover and I could embrace for a never-ending night. It’s quite late; tourist hotels have all shut down. Besides, how can I politely propose to this man who might be married for all I know, to please please please take pity on my swollen clitoris and ease the erection out of me!


  We drive slowly past Van Mieu, the Temple of Literature, oldest university in Vietnam, and kill the engine a foot from the curb. "Do you want to eat?” Is this a loaded question, I wonder? We seat ourselves at a low table on the sidewalk, and hail a sleepy teenager for a double serving of thit bo pho. We slurp the noodles, shift on the Toys "R” Us plastic bench. Otherwise the blood pumps hard at my temples and I am thinking this is it. We’re eating pho noodles which could be his way of telling me he’s being an unfaithful husband right now. He’ll ask where I live, drive me home, and that’ll be the end of it. "Xin cam on," he says, gesturing at the old lady sitting a ways from our table. She hands him the oil lamp so he can light his cigarette. "Tea?” Hum, ya sure. We get up half crouched and limp toward the old lady’s tea stand, reseating our butts on another set of Toys "R” Us benches. The old lady asks questions. This is how Thang finds out my name, where I am from, what I do in Hanoi. She asks him and he tells her he is from France and I am his wife. We burst into a laughing fit and he sonorously kisses my cheek. We chug down a few more tiny cups of this bitter green liquid and he announces that it’s time to go home. "Cam on co."


  On Hang Ciao Street we’ve reached my home. It must be four A.M. He parks his bike in front of an arched doorway. We nestle in the darkness. Once more he crushes his body to mine. He breathes hoarse whispers slobbering my ear: he needs me. What can I tell him? That I want nothing more for the rest of my life than to drink the moisture out of him? "I want to drink you,” comes from my yearning mouth. He catches the spoken thought in his open mouth, licks the meaning of it from my own thirsty lips, sucks any further promises from my throat, and swallows avidly. His cock crushes my pelvic bone; he guides my hand inside his pants. I twine my fingers around his shaft, pull at its fleshy boner, bring out more of his delicious fragrant moisture, while he finds his way between the flap of my skirt and beneath my drenched underwear, inserting a playful finger in the soft folds of my hungry pussy, his thumb fighting my clitoris, stroking and drawing more of tonight’s thematic moisture. His mouth descends on my body until it meets his fingers inside my loose Indian top, kneading the tip of a breast. His lips follow. He mouths a mound of mammal flesh, crushing the nerves between his plump lips. A scooter whirs by, lovers looking for the salvation of shadow, the headlight flooding the street a pasty yellow flare, yet we are safe, well hidden in our inconspicuous den. I slump myself in the alcove of the doorway, he tickles the tip of my tit with his snake tongue, dribbling saliva on my chest. More of his sap wets my own jerking hand. His member grows long and firm in my grip. His fingers part me open; his left hand lifts my bottom to meet him. I follow in his steps and pull out his obedient cock, greeting his hand busy massaging my vulva. I sit in his hands; he lifts me off the ground and plunges himself inside my belly. Oh, Hanoi! The fuse in my brain shorts out.


  I grab on to his shoulders, hang from his neck, let myself be saddled by his pumping vein. We go at it a few clumsy strokes in and out; I bite his shoulder, pushing his head against my breasts, riding his cock, tiptoeing. A bulb lights up behind the wooden plank door. A neighbor is finding his way toward the communal WC. With a grunt of hurry, Thang spills himself inside my flaming sheath. My vaginal muscles crush his penis, drawing more of his boiling sap. I let out a muffled cry, my mouth air-sealed to his sweaty neck, engulfing his ear, eating at its lucky earlobe. He lets me slowly squirm off him. A cocktail of sperm and pussy juice soils his crotch and mine in a frothing slew. The neighbor might have caught on to our nocturnal passion. At any rate I no longer hear his footsteps. It’s dark again. As if the light might have been a follow-spot my imagination created illuminating the orgasm, playing tricks on my giddy mind.


  “Sleep with me tonight.” Gee! I giggle in post-orgasm coyness. What a jolly good idea! I’m trying to think of a polite way to tell him he can’t come in my house, I’m torn between lust for him and respect for my roommates who said absolutely no boys in this dorm, no boys at all, just a double-AA powered tool looking like the part of a male. I’m about to give in to the little evil perched on my shoulder, to face the morning rap, but Thang motions me to his insect-engine. So I’m saved. We’re going for another ruoc den. I manage to ride behind him not sidesaddle this time but my legs espousing his, one of his hands resting as far back as he can reach in my inner thigh, rummaging for my crotch. I ride with my hand resting on the soft cushion of his recoiled cock inside his pants. We drive along the streets of Hanoi, aglow with the scooters carrying lovers riding their lust in the open air. With the lights flooding the night and the lovers dancing their love around the lake we could be at a mid-autumn festival when lovers carry lanterns and walk a ways out of the public eye to talk body language. Here in Hanoi we call this nocturnal ritual ruoc den. Beauty and magic are everywhere. In no rush, we cruise around. Besides, I figure Thang needs to build up strength for another fine art painting session. Sounds of 50cc engines cruising by, of nocturnal lovers kissing, suckling, embracing, moaning, coming, fill the night.


  On Pho Phan Dinh Phung Street stand proudly the old colonial mansions, competing for grandeur with their Duong Tran Phu Street sister villas. The capital city is asleep. The crickets rest silently until tomorrow’s sunny screeching calling session. It is still too early for the old people to stretch their stiff joints in a ballet of Tai Chi. Even the guards posted around the Ho Chi Minh Mausoleum slump in their stolen sleep. We ride the Duong Vung Huong Street toward Ho Tai, the Chinese village at the east peninsula. We disembark at the arch of the village because the hill is so steep I would probably fly right over Thang’s shoulders and because the narrow street is crammed with piled-up apartments where hardworking people slumber and there’s no justification in waking them all up. The less conspicuous we are, the easier it will be to bribe an innkeeper to rent us a room at this hour. I wait by Thang’s motorbike while he talks to the sleepy owner of a hotel. He can’t take us in, he says, because I am a foreigner. No foreigners are allowed in this part of motel town. Thang doesn’t give up; I am glad for it. The man directs us to a nearby hotel where he swears interracial couples are tolerated, provided he gets a hefty commission. Thang pays up. I walk behind him and his motorbike. We ring the bell at the metal gate. A groggy innkeeper rolls up the sheet of metal to allow us in. Thang rides his motocross up the ridge and into the inside lobby of the hotel. I have to show my passport and my visa. Thang catches my hand, says we are married and registers for both of us on the police records. We must take two bedrooms. White and yellow skins are not allowed to sleep in the same room. So we rent two for 100,000 VND. Once upstairs we argue with the innkeeper to leave us alone. There is no need to see what he will have to lie about. We pay him a hefty commission. Thang inserts the key in the lock of my door. I go in. He doesn’t. After all this jazz I’m confused that he’s going to heed the innkeeper’s admonition and sleep in his own room at the far end of the corridor. At least he pockets my key.


  I lie down on the bed. It’s been quite a night. Rather than making sense of it all I slide a finger between my still humid folds, and lightly stroke my clitoris, pressing deeper in the crack of my pussy, bringing out gulps of come to better play with my clitoris. I caress my body, roll in my sheets, pinch a nipple, feel and massage, recouping the moisture of my flesh, bringing myself close to orgasm again. Just as I am mounting the unicorn I hear a light tap on my door. I lie still on the bed, close my legs, and curl sideways in a fetal position feigning to have dozed off.


  Thang strolls in, locks the door behind him. He lies feline beside me. I keep my eyes closed. I feel him I breathe him. I grindmy teeth in pain as my interrupted orgasm pleads to be released from the grip of my womb. He carefully caresses my wired body. Insistent yet gentle, his erect self finds my conjuring aperture. I feel the stiff coolness of his cock. He bites and licks at my neck like he is a lion and I the antelope. I nestle further into his belly. A peek at the world sends me back a reflection of our sealed bodies moving in the mirror at the end of our bed. I push my rump toward his pelvis allowing him to grow hotter between my legs. His member fills my cave. It swallows him whole while I start rocking my hips to meet his grinding. Red velvet blankets fall on the floor. My soul is cuddled and penetrated by his song of loving passion. In his story he tells me about honeybees pollinating lush flowers smelling of pepper and faraway love potions, of a graceful crane fishing the sacred waters for the immortal tortoise, of sparkling rivers encircling mountains of worlds, of birds teasing butterflies with colorful songs, of women’s eyes like leaves and men’s eyes like flamingos, of teenagers catching goldfish in sacred urns, of fertility goddesses allowing one day a year for lovers to get together and patient husbands to raise the love child as their heir. I ride on his wondrous tale. Behind my closed eyelids I see images of rainbows, thunderbolts, and erupting lava feeding fertile pastures. I feel the armored clashes of warriors battling in Angkor Wat, the anxiety of Anubis resurrected by Isis, the intoxicated abdication of shadow puppets mimicking a sacrificial rite. He flows countless times inside me staying hard all night, sliding in and out of glistering velour. I never wake up. I die and I re-birth.


  Another searing-hot morning in Hanoi. I finish off my black coffee from the vantage point of my balcony. I go for a walk around my neighborhood, greet merchants and patrons, chat about the weather, comment on their successful business, accept their compliments, skillfully brushing aside their nosy inquiries. Always checking out the tight stomach. A never-fading smile is stamped on my fucked face. I meet up with Thang at an old lady’s pho stand. My hand greets the sweat on his tummy. He kisses the hump on my belly. I take a seat across the table from him. He orders me a pho ga with extra fresh herbs and juicy lime. I am now feeding the art inside my belly.


  So Cold the Night


  [image: images]


  CHEYENNE BLUE


  STACEY DRIVES INTO THE SUNSET, looking for God, Billy the poet, or a motel for under fifty a night — whichever comes her way first. She lives in Topeka, Kansas; Billy the poet was last heard of heading toward Los Angeles; and God has eluded her in several salvation ministries in the Bible Belt of rural America. Even the cheapest motels here in the white-skinned, rich-bitch ski belt that spreads around Colorado’s I-70 are nowhere near as low as fifty a night.


  She’s heading west out of Denver, the fading car chugging an elderly beat, up toward the Eisenhower Tunnel at the crest of the Rockies. Georgetown is on the left, with an iced-up reservoir and a chain motel. Pinning her hopes that it’s far enough away from the ski resorts that theaprésski is a flop, she turns in. The car splutters and stalls. Nearly eleven thousand feet in altitude and the oxygen is thin, molecules spread like scantily buttered bread.


  Seventy-five, says the unsmiling desk clerk, even with discount, so she leaves again, stealing a breakfast donut on the way out, stale and sugar-crusted, pushed into the corner by the coffee machine.


  Up by the tunnel her chest is tight, her breathing rough and quick. She takes her pulse, fumbling the pink sweater back to expose the veiny wrist. The car swerves as she fumbles; one hundred and one, one hundred and two. Too fast, she’s unfit, the booze and fried food affecting her arteries already, even at her tender age. The Rocky Mountains crest in an icing sugar wave, ski runs above the tunnel quiet now in the closing of the day.


  Stacey descends with relief, swooping past burning-brake rigs, past the runaway truck ramps stacked high with snow, down toward Dillon, down to where she can breathe a little better. She pulls off in Silverthorne. No chance of a cheap motel here, but there’s fast food, a church, and it’s Sunday night, and if she can’t catch up with Billy the poet, then maybe she’ll be soul-fed by devotion.


  She drops into the Silver Spur bar, a backstreet place, frequented by the snowboarders and workers at the ski resorts, minimum-wagers who cater to the rich. A Bud, a plate of onion rings. The temperature dips to single digits and outside the ice is hoary on the windshield of the Buick, symmetrical patterns of white and light.


  The barman—a baggypants boarder by day—tells her of a hostel, but she calls and it’s full. A Hallelujah Wagon of Baptists from Memphis down for a week of prayer and powder. Inept green-run skiing, earnest prayer at night, and a hostel bed.


  Damn. Damn damndamndamn.


  And then, maybe, prayers are answered in a basin-cut Baptist with salvation eyes. Maybe she can find God and a bed in one merger. She flirts, the casual hand on the trembling thigh, curling around, curling up, close to where she knows his turgid cock lies twitching in eager dread. More Budweiser poured foaming into tall glasses. The Baptist springs for a hamburger; thick red blood runs down her chin like menstruation. She wipes it off and licks her fingers. The Baptist stares in trembling fascination.


  Stacey kisses him hard, pushing him up against the rough board wall outside the men’s bathroom, strokes the inside of his mouth with her tongue, runs a hand around the white-fleshed neck to draw him closer. Scant inches from where they stand, the frigid Colorado night creeps in under the door, where the wood has cracked and there’s no seal against the weather.


  The Baptist kisses her back, helplessly, his cock aching like toothache in his pants, a sin in the making. His hand rises, hovers like newspapers blown in the wind, and then tentatively strokes her breast. He sees stars. She sees a warm bed for the night and fifty dollars safe in her purse.


  Stacey rubs a thigh higher, up the pressed woolen pants, into the wooden cock. "We could go to your room,” she suggests, feigning a coyness she doesn’t feel. "Do this someplace warm."


  He groans. "I share a dorm with five others.” Apologetic stuttering and the promise of flesh receding into the cracks in the linoleum.


  She thinks briefly about six white virgin bodies all for her enjoyment. But no, she’s too tired to teach more than one. But sleep now....


  “We could find somewhere now,” she purrs, her breath hot on his ear. "And then sleep together in your bed. Just sleep."


  He considers, vacillates, an eternity of fire and brimstone warring with this — his first real, first tangible temptation.


  She plays her trump card. "Or if you get a motel room for the night we can do it more than once...."


  The pictures paint a glowing scenario in his head, but the rigid teaching holds him in a fierce clasp. "I’ve no money.” A weak excuse.


  “A credit card?” She runs a hand over the checked cotton shirt, fiddling with the lowest buttons, as if she’s about to flick them open and slide her hands over his flesh.


  He turns, with a sudden confidence — amazing what two glasses of Bud can do—and presses her up against the wall, grinding his hips into her accommodating pelvis. "We’ll find a place now, then you can sleep in my dorm.” The rest of them won’t tell; they’ll be so sick with jealousy, wanking themselves sore all night just wondering what he and she are doing together in his narrow bunk.


  Stacey considers; it will have to do. "Come on then."


  She draws him by the hand, out into the crystal night. Snow and stars and frozen breath, mosaic of crunched ice and cold so sharp it pierces her to the bone with its knitting needles. Her car has a heater. Taking his hand, she runs with slipping gait to the Buick, fumbles the keys, and draws him inside.


  He’s on her immediately, panting and eager like a Labrador puppy, his hands fumbling ineptly, but the wooden cock she feels through his pants is respectable. More than. But not here, not in the parking lot. Stacey feels an urge to gild this encounter with romance, some motherly streak that rises within her. It’s his first time, it has to be the way he’s breathing over her, slobbering like a puppy, and she’ll be good to him. Train him right. She pushes him away with one hand, starts the engine, cranks the heater control up high, and pulls out of the parking lot.


  Bewildered, he wipes his mouth with his hand. "Where are we going?"


  “Someplace private.” She squeezes his thigh in reassuring fashion.


  The car noses along the icy roads, and the town drops away. Smaller paved road, climbing higher, past a frozen lake, past the pine boughs weighted down with snow, up still smaller roads, dirt roads, and a White River National Forest sign. The road ends at a lake, snow banks all around and snowmobile trails leading off through the trees.


  The car is a cocoon of heat against the bitter night. Stacey parks so that she can see the swoop of the mountain above her. With the engine off, the silence is so total she can hear the shift and creak of the ice on the lake, groaning like a fat man after too large a meal.


  For a moment all is quiet, poised and waiting, then he’s on her, kissing her with wet and urgent mouth, pushing his soft white hands into her sweater. Finds a breast and his breath hitches in his throat. So perfect, so unexpected—for him anyway, the Baptist preacher’s boy.


  Stacey guides him, softens the clasp of his hands, pulls up the pink acrylic sweater, and shows him how to suckle. He’s a quick learner, and the rosy nipple blooms into his mouth. She watches the tawny head against her skin, then her gaze shifts to the outside world. The ice cracks again, and then there’s the elongated howl of a lonesome coyote. The stars burn fiercely, bright holes in the black and indigo sky.


  The Baptist boy moans something deep in his throat, and she feels the timbre of the words through her skin. Taking the hint, she pulls at his clothes, parting them enough to feel skin. Emboldened, he moves away from her and strips near naked in the fugged car. She smiles at his socks, at his pliable milky body. A fuzz of chest hair, tissue-soft skin on his hips, awkward knees, and truncheon cock. Long, solid, more permanent than the rest of him. Stripped, he’s younger than she first thought, downy body, a youth really, the solidity of manhood not yet developed.


  “How old are you?” she asks, shuffling around in the cramped car, preparing to lower her mouth over him.


  “Twenty-two.” The words end on a squeak as she licks his tip.


  “Really?” Skepticism, a gentle ribbing.


  He can hardly speak for the wonder of what she’s doing, and the glow impels him to tell the truth. "Nineteen, really. But my fake ID says I’m twenty-two."


  “You’ve never done this before, have you?"


  He shakes his head. "We’re taught to practice abstinence before marriage. The preacher...” She cups his balls, stroking with knowing fingers, smiling at his gasp. "The preacher says it’s a sin."


  She wonders at his God that obviously doesn’t mind his underage drinking and ID fraud, but whose long arm reaches to grasp his virginity and guard it closely. Another rush of emotion; she’s older than Baptist Boy, only four years, but there’s a lifetime in that short span. She bends again, engulfs him, moving along the shaft with practiced lips.


  His hips jerk, he stiffens. "Oh, God."


  She thinks he’s going to pray, draws back, presses hard on the point to stop ejaculation.


  In the bright wash of moonlight, he’s trembling, shaking like dengue. The car is starting to cool off, but there’s sweat on his upper lip. Stacey wonders whether to bring him off like that, but she wants to be remembered, later, eons later when he lies with his pale chosen bride, she wants him to be thinking of how it was with her, Stacey.


  His face is back against the headrest, raised to the moon. "Please,” he says, helplessly. "Please."


  She peels her jeans down her legs, awkward in the small space behind the steering wheel, kicks them aside. Her panties are white, small bloodstains on the crotch, dark from much washing. He touches them with tentative fingers, feeling for the cleft beneath.


  Pushing his fingers away, she removes the panties, shivers, the temperature’s falling, a bloom of ice forming on the inside of the windshield. For a moment, she thinks about straddling him, taking him in, getting this over with so they can find his dorm bed, lie entwined in the narrow space and listen to the sniggers and envy of his friends. But no pleasure for her that way; first time, he’ll blow quicker than a frozen faucet and leave her sticky and unfulfilled. Instead she turns, bends one knee, the other up on the dash where the ice gathers and pushes his head between her legs. It’s awkward; he can barely move his mouth, his white cleft ass in the air, his chin hitting the cracked vinyl seat. And he doesn’t know what to do, tentatively kisses her, touches her with his tongue, retreats in confusion.


  She guides him to the right place. "Lick,” she instructs, and he licks her like an ice-cream cone, slow deliberate strokes. Not bad, but not good enough. "Faster.” With her fingers she spreads herself, lets her wet labia quiver on his mouth. He’s a quick learner and he flickers, butterfly trembles, and as she kisses him back, grinding herself into his face, he responds and slurps her enthusiastically so that she comes, the inner clench and fluttering muscles raising her hips off the seat.


  He rises, face wet, and she pushes him back, straddles him as she first wanted to do. Warm thick pillar parts her, cleaves its way inside. Long rod, drawn inside, bumps her cervix. His eyes are closed; maybe he’s found God. Tenderly she touches his cheek, strokes a thumb under the vulnerable curve of eyelash. His cheeks are cold carved marble.


  Rise and fall, stroking up and down. She thinks of Billy the poet, in Utah maybe, headed west for a new life in Los Angeles, herself fluttering along in his wake hundreds of miles behind. Billy’s cock plows her in her mind; in the dark and the hard cold, it’s Billy’s cock that warms her.


  She comes again, a gentle vibration, turnover of feeling deep in her belly, and she stills the tidal motion. His head lolls back on the seat, breathing slow, the concave chest barely rising and falling. He’s asleep. Stacey moves her hips slightly; his spend slides out of her, mats the hairs together. She didn’t even notice when he came. But he’s warm. Drowsy now, the cold stealing around them, movingover her skin in deadly embrace. She rests her head on his chest, where the warmth radiates, and lets the images wash over her.


  Billy the poet serenades her with his guitar, speaking rhyming words she can’t understand, but knows for a rare and beautiful genius. They have an apartment on the beach in Santa Monica, she’s wearing Italian leather boots and a silk camisole, and they stroll hand in hand with the beautiful people on the Venice boardwalk.


  Billy the poet tells her he loves her, wants to marry her. He’s cold underneath her, Billy, his white chest still in the moon-wrapped night. She should get up and pull the drapes, but she’s warm here, warm, warm, and she lays her head on Billy the poet’s chest and goes to sleep.


  It snows in the night, drifts down, settles on the Buick, cocooning it in white. A powder blanket that has the skiers and baggypants boarders rejoicing and rushing out to make first tracks. And the Baptist Boys from Memphis make their awkward snowplows down the bunny runs, and no one notices that one of their congregation is missing, or if they do they don’t say anything, for he went off with the girl in pink. Her rusting old Buick has gone too. Maybe they’ve driven to Los Angeles, run away somewhere where there are palm trees and cheap motels, and the salvation churches stand empty.


  The snowplow clears the road to the parking lot at the snowmobile trailhead, and builds the snow banks up on either side. It’s a good winter, good snow pack, and the banks rise up, twenty feet on either side. They won’t melt until May, thinks the driver. He shivers—so cold the Colorado night—and rushes the job so that he can hurry home to where his wife waits, soup on the table, drapes pulled against the cold.


  One Day on 375
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  HELENA SETTIMANA


  WE DECIDED TO DRIVE FROM SAN FRANCISCO TO ROSWELL, New Mexico. It was Alonso’s idea. She had been standing out on the beach watching the sky. It was something she did a lot: tracking satellites; counting meteors until the fog rolled in and obliterated it all. That night she said she saw strange lights, like nothing she had ever seen before. Strobes strafed the sky. It got her talking about UFOs and visitors from outer space. I thought Alonso simply did too much dope and told her to lay off, but she just clucked at me. I assured her that what she saw was probably a weather balloon.


  She called me an idiot and would not be swayed. "The government lies about things, you know."


  Within days she said she was going to launch her own "investigation.” So, actually, we did not decide to drive to New Mexico — she told me that was happening, and in three weeks we were on the road, chasing down another one of her grand ideas.


  Now, I should tell you something about Alonso. Her real name is Conchita, but she insists on using her last name for everything. She’s about five feet tall and about half as wide, all hard-packed muscular dark-skinned Chicana with a face like an Aztec warrior—tough as one, too. She’d rip your heart out and eat it if you ever crossed her, but she’s one hell of a good person to have on your side. She’s my best friend and has been since seventh grade. Known her for twenty years—all of it kind of bizarre. The dyke and the queen, that’s us — like Frick and Frack. In another life we should have been a couple. My friends say she’s all the man I’d ever want—her friends seem to see it, too—only that I’m not her kind of girl. OK—it’s kind of weird, but it’s our life. I had no idea it could get weirder, but for one day on Highway 375, it did.


  Alonso has this old yellow Chevy convertible—the sort you could fill with water and use for a swimming pool. It eats gas like nobody’s business, but it’s the perfect California car—ancient, but in great shape, and a real treat with the top down. It’s a nice one, if impractical to run. Alonso had this idea that we just couldn’t zip down the PCH, with all that sea on one side—at least for part of the way. Oh, no—we had to take the desert route from the start. Nothing but hills, scrub, and sky and endless ribbons of road; the mountains like rhino herds all around.


  I guess it all went swimmingly until, having stopped for a stretch, we were maybe a hundred and fifty miles north of Las Vegas and we had to stop again, for gas. You know


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/img.jpg





OEBPS/Images/fig001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg
EDITED BY MITZI SZERETO





