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THIS BOOK WAS A LONG time coming.  Originally compiled in 2005 or 2006, the publisher for whom I’d put it together vanished off the face of the earth pretty quickly, and I put it aside and forgot about it.  Most of the stories, written between 1996 and 2003, were eventually published here and there, but the collection as a whole was forgotten and I moved on.

Until recently.

They’re not my usual kind of writing—but in a way, they sort of are.  I was writing about sex almost from the beginning.  Stories like “Become” and “Caduceus, Guises, and the Second Coming” (my very first acceptance) wouldn’t have been possible without it.  Over time, I began to see I was using sex in fiction as a crutch, adding it for lack of anything better, so I stopped, forcing myself to develop stronger and better stories.  But every so often you come up with a story that, once again, calls for the dirty.

Add in a good dose of heartbreak here and there and you’ve got yourself a good little set of stories, a few of which have long been among some of my favorites I’ve written. 

Thank you for taking this detour with me, and I hope you enjoy them.
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IT WAS ALMOST ALL HE THOUGHT ABOUT, the way she felt and the way she fucked, the way she could make him hit the E above middle C.  She always smelled like peaches and rain.  She tasted like strawberries and wine.  And when he fucked her, she moaned like a G string bent at the B.

She'd put something on him, some kind of "spell" for lack of a better word, and he lived under it constantly.  His waking thought was her hips bucking under him.  His last nighttime image was of her bright pink cunt.

And that was a word he'd always hated, a word he usually paraphrased as snatch or box or some other less vulgar euphemism, but never the word, never until he met her.  With her, it was the only word that fit.  No other word but that, cunt, gave him that extra push when they were in bed.  No other word made him throb in his pants at the thought of her.  No other word but cunt summed up the experience of their sex.

They never made love, never slept together, never had sex.  They fucked.  And it was the best he'd ever had, better than he'd imagined it could ever be.  Soon it was what he lived for, fucking her, coming home from work, walking into the kitchen where she was making spaghetti or chicken.  Often he'd take out his cock, then clear his throat.  She always turned around, saw him, then went to the floor in front of him and nearly swallowed it.  More often than not, dinner was burned and they ordered pizza.
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SHE ALWAYS CAME WHEN he did.  As soon as she felt him flexing and twitching inside her, she'd strain tighter against him, forcing herself onto him, then moan that beautiful sound into his ear, and come.  Always.

Even the first time they fucked, she came when he did.  She screamed, coming and pulling against him.  Half an hour later, they were back at it, grunting and slamming their bodies together, each trying to shove the other closer to orgasm with each thrust.

In the car had been their first time.  They'd met a few times before, introduced by friends, and had gone to dinner twice.  On the third date, they'd gone for a drive, parked, and talked.

Three hours into their conversation, which covered nearly every topic they could come up with to delay ending the night, they kissed.  Not their first kiss, but their first serious one, the first time his tongue entered further than her teeth.  Twenty minutes later, she climbed on and slid her cunt over him.  That was also the first time he consciously thought that word in connection with her.  And it was the first time they came together.

It took three weeks and nearly a hundred more fucks before they decided to move in together.  His place was bigger, so his place was home.  She didn't finish unpacking until the first week was over because they spent every free second fucking.  And he spent nearly every second fucking her picturing her beautiful pink cunt.

––––––––
[image: ]


THEIR RELATIONSHIP, he thought, was perfect.  She went to work early in the mornings, he went closer to noon, so he always came home later.  They'd fuck, eat, bathe, fuck again, maybe watch television or go for a drive, come home, go to bed and fuck again.  Sometimes the after-dinner fuck would be omitted and they'd only do it twice.

They argued, but not nearly as often as he remembered having argued with any of his past girlfriends, and the anger never got in the way of sex.  He believed every word she said and when she said she was sorry, even the times he knew she didn't mean it, the argument was over and they were bathing in each others' sweat.

He found himself sometimes just staring at her and realizing all over again how smooth her skin was, how the roundness of her face lent her an innocence, and how her bottom lip would go crooked when she smiled.  Her nostrils were uneven and her ears stuck out a little, but he noticed none of this.  Her imperfections made her perfect.
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HE LAUGHED WHEN HE came home one day and found she'd bought plaster.  While reading about plaster molds, she related a story about Jimi Hendrix and a cock-molding incident.  Apparently the guitar wasn't the only thing at which Jimi'd been gifted.

She'd told him she wanted a mold of him and he said when she learned to do it, she could have it.  She learned, and she molded.  Afterward, he found she'd shaved herself and she talked him through it so he could have a mold of her cunt as well.  He hung it on the wall next to the door and laughed when people asked about it or looked at it crookedly.

He thought of painting it, but decided it would lose its beauty if he camouflaged it with false colors.  So it hung powder white on the wall, her cunt.

Sometimes just glancing at it as he came in the door would be enough to get him hard and he'd bury his face in her cunt, lapping at the sweet folds, detailing them with his tongue, realizing each crease and arch, each layer of her.  She'd come, then he'd bring her off again with his hand, fingers buried inside her, finding her secret spot and attacking it with wild flutters of his fingertips, pressing his palm against her and grinding.

She'd come again, then bring him close with her mouth.  He almost always stopped her; his greatest pleasure wasn't in her tongue—although the way she worked it around his cock was near Heaven—but with himself thrusting into her cunt, picturing it in his mind, sometimes staring down at it.  Sometimes they would watch him moving in and out of her, slowly so they didn't miss it.  Her view wasn't the best, but she claimed that what she could see was good enough.

But he saw it, and the sight always brought him closer to coming inside her.
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IN THE TWO WEEKS HE lived without her, he could never understand—even though he read her note a thousand times a day and even though every spare second, and most of the ones he couldn't spare, were spent thinking of her—why she'd left.

She said she'd found someone else, but he hadn't known she was looking.  He hadn't been looking.  In fact, this was the first time in his life he'd been with someone so completely he stopped looking at other women.  So when had she been looking for someone else?

Who was it, he wanted to know.  And he didn't want to know.  He wanted to know if it was someone he knew, or if it was someone with more money, who was better looking, someone who was funnier, or funner, or was it someone who fucked her better?

And that was always the thought he stopped at because he could always imagine her talking, laughing, or eating lunch with someone else because he never thought she would cheat on him, but her fucking someone else, being fucked by someone else, the thought that someone else would make her come, the thought that anyone else could, or that they would come inside her, that was all too much and that was when he always stopped thinking about it.

Except he never really stopped thinking about it, he just took it back a few images and fought to not let it go any further.

But if she'd found someone else, she was probably fucking him.  Finally he decided he had to talk to her.  This was something he hadn't even considered since the day he came home to find the apartment empty of everything she owned except one piece of paper which told him she'd left and that she'd gone to someone else.  But now it was something he had to do; he couldn't have the last thing he said to her be that he would see her when he got home, because she'd known perfectly well he wouldn't.

The only thing he could think to do was ask her mother.  She may at least know how to get a message to her.
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HE FINALLY GOT HER on the phone with the lie that she'd left a few things behind and he wanted them out so he could get on with his life free of her.  The conversation had been short, but he knew he would never forget a word of it.

Her: I thought I got everything.

Him: You did, I lied.  But I didn't figure you'd talk to me otherwise.

Her: No, I wouldn't have.  Don't call me again.

Him: (anxiously) Wait, I'm not calling to argue.  I promise.  I don't even know what the hell happened, I'm still in shock over the whole thing.  I thought everything was great between
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