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A note from the author

 


Thank you for purchasing this virtual book.
These things neither appear overnight nor grow on trees, so I write
this little note with a mixture of real relief and genuine
gratitude, and trust you will enjoy what is now resting in your
hand. No, not that hand; the other one.

In a recent review, someone wrote, 'There
should be a free pack of tissues with this book, and not just for
the obvious spillages,' which I found quite a compliment. To make a
reader laugh, cry, and climax, should surely be the aim of every
erotic writer. If you manage one or two of the above, or perhaps
even score a full house, I would love to hear about it. Whatever
your thoughts, whatever your reactions, please feel free to add a
comment in the appropriate place.

Since my last publication, 'The Big Bag of
Sexy Allsorts', I have escaped the claustrophobia of the capital
city and now daily wander the habitually bleak - though
occasionally sunny - shores of the North Sea. I often find myself
sitting on the weathered bench beneath the very hotel window
through which - local legend insists - Bram Stoker watched a
monstrous dog leap from a stricken ship in the harbour, a beast
that quickly transmuted into his most enduring character. It is a
wonderfully evocative spot, has gifted me with many an inspiring
thought, and I hope to inhabit this atmospheric little town to my
dying day, to be buried in the cliff-top churchyard, my stone
blasted into illegibility by the unforgiving winds.

Anyway. Enough Gothic nonsense. Back to the
present. If this is your first foray into my literary
undergarments, then please don't rush; after scrubbing and warming
your eager hands, proceed gently, thoughtfully, and pleasure shall
surely be had by all involved. If, on the other hand, you have had
me in your sticky paws before, then simply get stuck in. I'm sure
you know your way around by now.

Thank you again and all the very best,

Alexandra Amalova

Whitby

October 2015


 


Table of Contents




Measuring up: part
I

Please, call me
Bob

Love and lies at the end of the
world

Measuring up: part
II

Universal
Constance

Tunnels, tracks, and
trains

Measuring up: part
III

Walt's worst
nightmare

Baby, you can buy my
car

Mercury rising

The sound of one hand
wanking

Measuring up: part
IV

Epilogue

About the
author


 



Measuring up: part I

 


The rule's
coldness was reflected in its steely-grey prismatic perfection.
Engraved meticulously along its length, black incremental notches
numbered in unerring sequence offered me simple yet particularly
mind-boggling data.

9

No more; no
less.

Naturally, I
was employing the imperial inch, the traditional unit for such
data, rather than its meagre metric cousin. Not only did
familiarity favour it, tradition demanded it!

I had heard rumour of such
prodigious appendages, though this was the first I had personally
encountered. I stared at the markings on my measuring stick and
manhandled the young man's manhood once more to better align the
two equally stiff rods. Knowing both would be affected by my
immediate presence, I held them lightly and infrequently, thus
introducing as little error as possible, though knew error would
indeed be incurred:

On the one
hand, as the metal rule warmed, it expanded, thus underestimating
the throbbing object aligned with it.

On the other
hand, my every touch caused a greater volume of blood to be pumped
into the fleshy rod and hence created a greater length.

Similarly, both expanded if I breathed on them, though the
physical processes that caused the expansion were somewhat
different: heat caused the particles in the rule to vibrate more
vigorously, thus pushing them further apart and making the metal expand;
in the penis's case, although the effect of my warm exhalation was
the same, the cause of its growth was of an entirely different and
rather circuitous nature. As my breath caressed his genitals, I
knew the young man imagined me taking his member between my lips;
the thought created excitement - a release of chemicals, a
quickening of the heart and a pumping of blood - that was further
manifested in his already painfully swollen flesh. In layman's
terms, the thought I might suck him off turned him on. Indeed, it
turned me on too. And in response to my arousal, I breathed more
heavily, and hence his cock swelled even more. Positive feedback. A
loop within a loop.

After dipping
my head, ostensibly to better read the rule, I fumbled with the
twin rods once more and scratched my pencil on my chart.

9.3

In addition to
data collecting, I was conducting a series of impromptu queries
that were not strictly within my remit:

How much
bigger could this fucker get?

How much
closer dare I get?

And:

Do its length
and my mouth's proximity demonstrate any discernible mathematical
correlation?

'Everything
okay?'

His voice was
a forced whisper. My response was similarly strained.

'Yes, fine.' I cleared my throat. 'Just making sure I'm
reading the length correctly. It keeps.' Dipping my head again, I
squinted at the rule and pursed my lips; at such close proximity, I
could smell his precum before it actually appeared, '...it keeps
changing.'

The glistening
liquid suddenly oozed from his peeping slit. A dewy droplet formed
on his tip then slowly lowered itself on a silken thread and
settled on his naked thigh. While the thread remained extant, a
tiny pool spread out across his hairless skin till it reached the
size of an unfurled, unused condom. We watched it together, tacitly
and reverently, both transfixed by the obscene beauty. Handing him
a tissue, I smiled coyly.

'You're not
going to...'

The dabbing
tissue both severed the thread and broke the spell. He shook his
head.

'No, not
unless you...'

Temptation was
driving me, though professionalism had her foot on the brake. At
that moment, both were in perfect balance.

At that
moment.

Despite the
uncomfortable heat, despite my hot and sticky body, I shivered.

*

As a science graduate, I was well
aware that matter is always affected by the very act of measuring, knew intimately the anomalies created from even
the slightest of variables, and had designed my research with all
the care and skill my very demanding employers demanded. Though the
subjects were chosen at random, they were all chosen in the same
particular way:

During normal office hours, I boarded the Northern Line at
Belsize Park then travelled south to Clapham Common where I
alighted and made the return journey. During these short trips,
clipboard in hand, I quickly assessed the carriage's contents, approached
suitable candidates, conducted brief questionnaires, and handed out
flyers bearing a pithy script post-scripted by my office's
number.

Are you
sexually active?

A heterosexual
male?

Between the
ages of 18 and 35?

Would you be
interested in product-testing for the world's leading condom
manufacturer?

If you can
answer yes to all of the above, you are invited to call us.

All reasonable
expenses generously reimbursed.

All calls in
the strictest confidence.

The reverse of
the glossy flyer stated the following:

From stepping
inside our cosy little clinic, the whole process takes less than an
hour. The subject undresses, slips on a fluffy white robe and is
offered tea and biscuits. After a brief medical, he is shown into a
private soundproofed cubicle for preliminary self-stimulation. The
lights are dimmed. A screen is lowered and an erotic film begins to
play...

I was certain
most would have seen the film's like before, though none they had
previously enjoyed would have featured this particular reticent
star. At that point, while fully aroused, I would arrive at their
side, my ruler and clipboard held in hands suitably shielded by the
most gossamer latex.

It had taken our small team an inordinately long time to
devise our research, by which time most of the budget had gone.
We'd obviously applied for more, expected it to be a formality, but
had been turned down - unsurprisingly, the world's leading condom
manufacturer ran a very tight, leak-proof operation - and our
options were now limited. The Monday morning team meeting had but
one item on the agenda.

'Listen,
Sally, it's either you or me. And I'm not sure I cut the
mustard.'

As Pam
shrugged, her pendulous tits wobbled in contrary motion to her
three chins. Geoff nodded and spread his huge palms upwards on the
desktop.

'And let's
face it, neither do I, Sal.'

I glanced around
our impressive
facility. The plush swivel chairs,
the deep-pile carpet, the imposing
glass-topped desk, and the tall hexagonal
tropical
fish tank that we had all agreed would set
our interviewees at ease.
In addition, we had
spent a packet on iMacs, a Smart Board, video recording and
playback equipment. The list was endless. Initially,
money had seemed no object. Now it was
gone. All
four weary eyes were on me. I was cornered, though bared my teeth
and prepared to leap for the jugular.

'Come on, guys! Can't we find someone to do it, yer know?
An escort? A call girl? A... a... prostitute?'

They were both
shaking their heads before the first question mark. It was Geoff
who voiced the objections, his glistening bald head making his
apprehension tangible. The poor guy had five kids, a huge mortgage,
and an expensive wife, and needed this project to be a success more
than any of us.

'The budget's
gone, Sal. The fucking rents around here! Christ! And after the
set-up costs and our wages, there's nothing left. We're going to
have to improvise.'

Suddenly
incandescent, I leapt to my feet. My chair careered into the wall
behind me and overturned, its gleaming, maintenance-free castors
spinning silently.

'You mean one
of us has to whore! And looking round this room, this sorry fucking
room, besides myself, there are not too many candidates.'

But for my
heavy breathing, there was silence. Geoff stared at his oversized
brogues, Pam at her stubby twiddling thumbs. The three of us
remained in almost motionless silence till all unlikely
possibilities evaporated and only solid certainty remained: the
certainty that I needed the money almost as much as Geoff. What
with student loans outstanding and the wardrobe-full of business
suits I had recently loaded onto my already over-burdened credit
card, without a job - and that meant this job, for no other offers
had been forthcoming - I'd be totally fucked. Defeat squirted its
bitter jism into my mouth. I spat it out.

'Okay, I'll
fucking do it. But the resulting film does not get beyond these
walls. You hear me? Not beyond these fucking walls!'

Pam rested her
sweaty hand on my forearm, her relief palpable.

'Thanks, Sal.
You're a life saver.'

I
bellowed.

'Do you
fucking hear me?'

Geoff raised
his head and pushed his glasses back up his bulbous nose.

'Something
about the walls?'

While pulling
the face of a demented moron, I nodded.

'Yes.
Obviously.' He nodded back. I gazed at the obese matronly blob
slumped next to him. 'Pam?'

The blob shook
its head; nodded; did both at once.

'Course, Sal.
What sort of monster do you think I am?'

After
retrieving and righting my chair, I slumped back into its sumptuous
seat, rested my elbows on its black leather arms, and swivelled on
its friction-free swivel. Regret ploughed my forehead into perfect
furrows: for the price of this chair alone we could have hired
Jenna Jameson for the afternoon. Though still livid, I was suddenly
surprised to find a warm glow between my thighs and realised my
panties were wet. Was it the decadent chair? The looped writhing
images of Jenna Jameson? Or was it the thought that I was actually
going to blow some guy off on cam? A pertinent thought found my
vocal cords fortuitously unemployed.

'So all we
need now is a guy.' Neither of my colleagues could meet my gaze.
With growing despair, I clawed my nails through my long black hair.
'Please tell me there's money enough to hire a guy?'

*

A crazed week
careered by and crashed into an oncoming Saturday. Dazed, I stood
amongst the burning wreckage wondering how the fuck I had survived
it.

The queue in
the local deli was unusually long for 11am.

'Hi.'

I turned and,
for the first time in five days, looked Geoff straight in the
face.

Behind my bloodshot eyes, a shameful movie played, its
unwelcome images numbing my brain, much as the icy can of coke in
my left hand numbed my fingertips. Meanwhile, oozing mayo smeared
inside the cellophane-wrapped sandwich clutched in my other hand forever
glued unwanted scenes into the movie's final cut. The creamy
condiment looked exactly like cum. Geoff's cum. I would never eat
mayo again. He clasped my elbow, leaned in
and lowered his voice to a whisper.

'Look,
Sally...'

'Please,
Geoff, leave it. Just leave it. What is done is done.'

The hand on my
elbow tightened.

'I can't leave
it, dammit! I can't stop thinking about you. Can't stop...'

There were
tears in his eyes. His big shoulders were shaking. I glanced
around. The queue was shuffling, growing uneasy.

'Not now,
Geoff, please. This is neither the time, nor the place.'

It was as if I
had not spoken.

'I would have
warned you, but I couldn't help it. Didn't expect it to be so
quick.'

Gritting my
teeth, I vehemently shook my head.

'Geoff,
please!'

His mouth was
now pressed to my ear.

'You are so
beautiful. So sexy. When you wrapped your tits around it and licked
the end... when you gazed up into my face... I...'

I tried to
walk away, but his grip was vice-like. I hissed as malevolently as
I possibly could.

'Let me
fucking go!'

Don, the deli
owner and an old family friend, called over the counter while
glancing nervously between the two of us.

'Everything
okay, Sally?'

I forced a
smile.

'Yes, thanks,
Don.' I was frantic, did not want a shameful scene in this, my
favourite takeaway. 'Can I pay for these later, please, Don? Only
Geoff and I should have been somewhere else five minutes ago.'

Now, to
everyone present, it wasn't Sally and some anonymous guy having an
embarrassing set-to in Don's Deli, it was Sally and Geoff. Using
Geoff's name somehow gave me power over him. He fell silent,
stuffed his hands into his pockets, raised his shoulders and drew
in his head like a nervous giant turtle. I walked. He followed,
still clutching my arm.

Beyond the
air-conditioned eatery, the air was hot and sticky, the summer sun
blinding. I slid on my shades, and, with sweat beginning to trickle
down my back, I turned on him.

'How dare you?
How fucking dare you? This is my neighbourhood. These people know
me!'

He didn't
expect such fury and threw up his hands to protect himself.

'Sal, I'm
sorry. So sorry. But it's driving me crazy. I can't look at my
wife, can't imagine doing it with her ever again.'

I spat
venom.

'How fucking
old are you, Geoff?'

'Forty-eight.
What's that got...'

At least he
was younger than my dad would have been. At least I hadn't blown
someone older than my fucking dead dad.

'Then start acting your age!' To help regain my composure,
I breathed deeply and spoke again only after an impossibly pregnant
pause. 'Now listen to me! It's simple. I stripped naked and sucked
your cock. That's all I did. It was purely functional, a
professional necessity. It meant nothing.'

His blubbering
response was immediate.

'Maybe not to
you, but to me...'

'Geoff! Get a
fucking grip!'

'The things
you said to me, Sal, and the way you looked into my eyes!
Surely...'

'But, Geoff, I
was acting. I spoke to the camera, looked into the camera. You were
simply holding the camera, filming it through your eyes, so our
subjects would see it as though through theirs. As though the cock
poking into the bottom of the shot were their cock. As in a...' I
tried to lighten the moment, 'a first person shooter? Remember your
gaming joke? First-person shooter? That was really rather
good.'

'I don't
believe you! It was real to you! The way you held me; the way your
tongue worked on me... You could not have faked that stuff!'

I was
emphatic, though hopefully without appearing cruel.

'Trust me, I
faked it. We were out of budget, remember? We needed specific
stimulation for our subjects and our film will provide that. Okay?
Now, please, never mention it again!'

With his
bottom lip quivering, he nodded reluctantly, tears suddenly
dripping from his red-rimmed eyes.

'Okay.'

*

Another Monday morning meeting. Geoff had the decency to
treat me as though I'd never sucked him off. Pam had the decency to
pretend she didn't know he'd cum in my mouth. For my part, I had
the decency to turn up. Though Christ knows I needed the money, I
had considered simply throwing in the towel, but had shown up
because without me, they were both screwed. However, Pam's opening
shots assassinated my selflessness
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