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Prologue: An Enchanted Afternoon, Across a
Crowded Square

 


 


I love to flirt.

Sometimes it gets me in trouble. More often
it's just harmless fun. Every now and then...

But I love to do it. Maybe it's that sense of
shared power where two people dispatch the rest of the world to
limbo and, for just a few minutes there is just them. It's a moment
of possibility. It's a time of testing. It's a split second that
could lead to a few minutes of harmless fun, or a night of passion,
or... something more.

One of the best places I've found to flirt is
the huge farmer's market that inhabits Union Square in New York
City at least several days a week. This is an amazing place. It's
one of the few places in the city where you can find any kind of
produce, or poultry, or just about any kind of foodstuff one might
desire. And almost all of it is locally sourced. Even more, there
are street performers and artists. A local Buddhist temple usually
sets up one day a week to paint a mandala with colored sands, then
sweep it away to show the fragility of existence. The chess
hustlers are out in force to earn a few bucks. And there are book
stalls scattered hither and yon around the park that is the center
of the square.

Like I said: It’s perfect for it.

 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter One: Meet Cute

 


 


I first spotted her on a pleasant, late
summer afternoon. She stood across from me while we looking at
apples on display at a local farmer's booth. She was striking. She
was tall, as tall as me and I'm a little over six feet. Her hair
was long, straight, and sable - so dark it had blue highlights
where the sunlight hit it. Her face was pale with the light pink
and smooth texture of an aristocrat. She had high cheekbones, full,
coral lips and a slightly aquiline nose. At the moment I saw her,
she had an apple lifted to her nose. Her eyes were closed, the long
lashes closed as she savored the aroma of the apple. Had it been a
painting, her pose and the obvious and simple pleasure would have
taxed the talents of a master!

I could not help myself. She was so beautiful
that I dropped the apple I was holding. The sound must have
startled her as her eyes snapped open.

And I was smitten!

Her eyes were a deep blue, that rare dark
blue that verges on violet. They tracked over and pinned me.
Caught! I smiled awkwardly. And I saw her pupils spread wide. Mine
must have done the same because she smiled back.

I grinned and said, "How do you like them
apples?"

She laughed. It was music. "Actually, I do,"
she said. But before I could amaze her with another bit o' wit, she
turned and walked away!

I wanted to follow, but that would have been
gauche at best, stalking at worst. So, stupidly, my mouth hanging
open like a cow, I watched her walk away. I could do no other.

"Hey, buddy," said a voice to my right.

I barely heard it as I watched her recede
farther and farther away, become just a patch of ebony hair
glimpsed across the crowded plaza.

"Hey!"

Annoyed, I turned to the voice. "What?"

"That apple?" The voice was attached to a
slender young woman with her red hair tied back and grimy hands
"you damage my produce, you bought my produce."

"What are you talking about?" I looked back
at the crowd. I stood on my toes and craned my neck, but I could
see nothing but the milling crowd. "Damn!" I turned back to the
woman. "What produce?"

"Those apples," she said. She pointed at the
pavement where a few apples had scattered when I dropped them. One
had cracked open from the impact. The others looked, more or less,
intact.

"Oh," I said. "Those apples, huh?"

"Yes," she said. "You broke them. You bought
them."

I nodded. "Sure." I squatted and retrieved
them. I handed them to the woman. "How much?"

With damned little grace, she abruptly turned
away and stalked to the scale. She set them on the scale,
murmuring, "Spend all that time growing the damned things and no
one appreciate them." She glanced the scale. "Four-fifty." She
snatched a plastic bag and deposited the apples.

I dug in my pocket and found a five. I tossed
it on the table and took the bag. "Keep the change." I stalked away
with about as much grace as she displayed toward me a moment ago.
She had made me lose sight of that beauty.

Bitch! I know, I know. It wasn’t her fault.
But I wasn’t thinking straight!

I wandered away from the farm stand and into
the swirling crowd.

Oh, it was hopeless, I thought. There was
easily twenty thousand people in the square, with thousands
entering and leaving each moment. She was probably long gone. And
in a city of eight million what were the chances of bumping into
her again. And that was assuming she even lived in New York
City!

So, I wandered around, the memory of her face
etched over everything I saw. I let myself drift with the flow of
the crowd. Eventually, I found myself by the monks and their
mandala. I stayed there awhile. It was fascinating. The monks sat
or squatted in a loose ring around the chalked outline. Each had a
chunk of colored sandstone and a rasp. They chanted softly as they
carefully, yet swiftly deposited bits of color here, and there, and
everywhere. A little more than half the design was colored in. The
funny part was that, after dozens of hours building up this
intricate design, the leader of the monks, the abbot, or whatever,
would use a small whisk broom and sweep it all away in a matter of
moments.

Go figure.

In the meantime, ghostly over the incomplete
design was that woman's face.

I sighed. I just couldn't get her out of my
head! Those eyes alone! But the shape of her cheeks. Her wide and
sensuous lips. The fine chin. Her thick mane of dark red hair. I
longed to see that lovely hair spread out over a pillow, those eyes
narrow and fluttering in ecstasy. There was only a hint of her
shape under her clothes, but what I saw, I liked. Oh, to grasp the
globes of her buttocks. What did her breasts look like? How narrow
was her waist? How pink the warm center of her? How pink?

I hardly noticed where I was walking. I
received a few dirty looks from folks who had to jump out of my
way. Honestly, I was too dazed to see anything but what was in my
mind's eye. I felt like I had been zapped by a bolt from the blue
and my brain was locked in a fantasy loop that began with her smile
and ended with my penis clasped within the depths of her body, my
semen rocketing forth.

I must have been a sight. I must have looked
like a slack-jawed yokel. Even more, my erection must have been
obvious - all false modesty aside, I am fairly well hung. I could
feel a bit of wetness in my pants from a drop of precum.

Eventually, somehow, I found myself at one of
the bookstalls. And that's when everything changed.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter Two: A Second Glance; A Second
Chance

 


 


Sometimes the gods are good.

There I was standing in front of one of the
book stalls. I stood there like a dumb farm animal with that stupid
bag of bad apples clutched in my hands. And in front of me,
oblivious to my presence - thank god! - was that most beautiful of
women. Her back was to me, and she was absorbed in a large-ish
book.

I shook my head to clear it. I literally felt
cobwebs disintegrating in my mind. I'll admit it, I rearranged my
clothing, straightened up and put my hair in order. This was too
important for mere chance. So, I stepped forward and was about to
say something pithy or hip like, "I knew we were bound to meet
again (you see what I did there?)"

Then I saw what she was seeing. It was photo
collection, one of this coffee table book - but that would be some
coffee table. I stepped close enough to look over her shoulder and
was about to speak. Then I saw what she was seeing.

It was an art book - but what art! It was
black and white, well composed. Kind of like Mapplethorpe or
Sturges. The photo showed a naked man kneeling in front of a woman
in profile. The woman was dressed in full dom regalia: spike heels,
fishnets, black garter, black leather corset. She held a riding
crop in one black leather-clad hand, raised as though to strike.
Her other hand was pressed the back of the man's head. He knelt,
hands bound behind his back. His face was raised slightly and he
looked up with both fear and lust in his eyes. He was certainly
excited, as one could see his erection poking toward the woman's
knees.

His mouth was open, yet stuffed, his lips
wrapped around the base of an erect penis.

You know, I felt a surge of adrenaline just
seeing it! I felt a familiar heaviness in my pants. My eyes traced
the figure of the woman up, over her soft, yet flat belly (partly
hidden by the corset), to the perky, medium breasts pushed up by
the corset, the slim and finely sculpted shoulders and neck, to the
exquisite face with its moue of distaste for the groveler servicing
her with his mouth.

It made me kind of hot, I must admit.

I looked at the object of my desire. She
still had not noticed I was there. I moved a little closer. She
must have noticed the change in the light and her head snapped
around to look at me. The book closed with a snap and two patches
of red bloomed on her cheeks.

I swallowed uncomfortably and said - entirely
unhelpfully, "Hi."

She glanced down at the book. The cover was
the same man as in the photo embracing a blindfolded woman from
behind. One hand held the woman's like in a manacle between her
breasts. The other was cupping and covering her vagina. She slipped
the book behind her and dropped it on the book covered table. She
glanced at me and saw my eyes track the book. "Excuse me," she
murmured.

"Oh, hey," I said. "I didn't mean to
embarrass you."

Her cheeks grew more crimson.

"Please," I said. "At least let me buy you a
cup of coffee."

She looked back up at my face. At first,
there was some annoyance and not a little anger - mostly at herself
I thought. Then, as she considered what she saw in my face, her
expression changed. "The apples," she said.

I grinned sheepishly. "Yeah. The apples."

A smile emerged on her face like the sun
following a storm. "Well," she said, "I guess we're even now."

"Oh, I don't know about that," I said. "For
example, I don't know your name."

"Felicia," she said.

"Dave," I replied. I held out my hand.
"Pleased to meet you."

"Likewise."

"Coffee?"

She looked at me speculatively.

Meanwhile, I was lost in those violet eyes.
Then I had a sudden thought: a young Elizabeth Taylor! That's who
she reminded of! Elizabeth Taylor when she was in her twenties.

"Why not?" she said.

I smiled at her and she returned it with
interest. "I know just the spot," I said. "It's just a block away.
On Irving Place."

She nodded. "Okay."

And off we went. I spotted the proprietor of
the book stall staring after us with daggers in
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