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The
Fabric

 


Federico had noticed her intelligent
eyebrows the day before, as she glided past him in the expansive
hotel lobby. He’d been with the rest of his group then; but this
superficial taste of her personality had diverted him from pulling
his weight while the five of them mapped out their recreational
agenda.

Beyond the enticing eyebrows, and despite
the brevity of her presence, he had admired what he thought of as
the fabric of her thoughtful expression. While the others
hunched over their guidebooks, Federico had examined that fabric in
his mind and imagined how it might be transformed by undiluted
pleasure—by a tongue dragged along pussy lips, for example.

She smiled now, smiled almost at him,
an unspoken recognition punctuating the moment in which she seated
herself, coffee and newspaper in hand, on a hassock whose location
paired it ambiguously with his own.

Then she gave him the greatest gift in her
power: she acknowledged him outright. “Where are your friends?”

“They all went to the movies.” It sounded
absurd, when he articulated it. The image of more than three adults
attending a motion picture together somehow evoked vintage college
students piling into phone booths, and other such antics.

“Fun!” Her vicarious enthusiasm conquered
the ponderous boredom of the plodding rain outside.

“It is, yes—for them.” He hesitated on the
verge of a confidence. “Personally, I don’t like the movies.”

“You don’t like any movies?” Big
eyes. Big, beautiful eyes.

“No, I like a few—or at least a few scenes.”
He chuckled at himself. “But I don’t like the movies, going
to the movies...that whole experience.”

The light in her pupils intensified.
“Interesting.”

He realized how rarely he heard that word
spoken sincerely, as she had spoken it. He realized she wanted more
of him. “It’s too large for me, too much. Too long and too loud.
Give me a postcard instead.” He let himself warm further to his
theme, as he sensed her warming. “I like my pleasures parceled out
in discrete moments.”

“You must get more out of them than most
people. Your pleasures, I mean.”

“Perhaps I do.”

“That’s good, um...” Her eyebrows inquired
his name.

“Federico.”

“That’s very good, Federico. Very sensual of
you.”

He valued the implication that she was an
authority.

“I’m Laurel. And when it stops raining, I
want to go out there and glance at the ocean—then look away—then do
it again. You see, we’re alike in some respects.”

He drank in the plumpness of her lips, the
creaminess of her neck, the swell of her chest. “Yes, in some
respects we are.”

Now it was her turn to take charge of the
momentum. “I know exactly what you mean, about moments. Moments
have crisp edges for people like us, don’t they?”

Damn, she’s more like me than me,
thought Federico. He felt he’d known her always—or longed to.

She continued. “I love the thrill of the
first ten seconds of a favorite song—the rest is commentary, as
they say. And you know that sizzle you get from meeting someone’s
gaze, just for an instant, at that sweet spot in the middle of a
bout of shared laughter...when you nearly forget what you’re
laughing about?” Here her gaze met his—just for an instant. “God,
this is like we’re at a party after three beers. I’ve never had
this type of conversation at eleven o’clock in the morning.”

“It’s a vacation. We can do anything we
want,” said Federico.

“Except take you to the movies,” she
teased.

“Not unless it’s a metaphor,” he answered.
“Or a euphemism.”

She chortled over her coffee cup, but her
eyes said hold that thought.

“You are on vacation, Laurel, aren’t
you? Your clothes...”

“I dress up when I’m on vacation,” she
reassured him. “My job in the lab is grubby. This is my chance to
give each of my cute little dresses its day in the sun.” She looked
through the plate glass. “Or the rain,” she added cheerfully.

The hotel intercom monopolized the
soundscape for a minute, and Federico again studied the fabric of
Laurel’s expression, which projected contentment and bonhomie from
above the lime-green confection she’d described as a cute little
dress.

“I do like the fabric at the movies,” he
segued, when the announcements had terminated and the subdued
bustle of morning jazz had returned.

“The fabric?”

“On the seats.”

“Oh, I like that, too,” she breathed. “I
never wear stockings at the movies.”

He savored the fact that she planned for
pleasure, that she was sensitive enough to her own sensuality that
she would make this calculated choice. The vision of her making
that choice—of slipping her stockings off in the car outside the
theater—sent a tingle through him.

Meanwhile, he noted, she had put her
stockings on this morning; and he imagined he could see her skin
becoming a degree more sensuous as she contemplated threaded
textures and intimate, inanimate caresses. He could almost feel her
feeling the clinging kiss of nylon, experience with her the static
grope that titillated her smoothness like mustache stubble
might.

Her bottom repositioned itself on the vinyl
tuffet. Federico visualized a nexus of tension defined by the damp,
narrow insistence of a thong.

“Small details make such a difference,” she
said. “They can alter my whole mood. In restaurants, I order based
on what the side dishes are.” She laughed as she spoke, and the
self-aware humor construed by the laughter was beautiful to
Federico, her revelation poetic.

“I love to eat quickly,” he confessed, “so
that the flavors overwhelm my palate before I can analyze them.
It’s the opposite of how most foodies are, but for me it’s orgasmic
this way.” He was aware that his excitement was betraying itself in
the pitch of his voice, not to mention his vocabulary.

“In every city,” said Laurel, “I pick one
building that I like best.” They were blurting their confidences
now, increasingly tipsy from her imaginary beers.

****

The stockings tickled her, going down.
Federico saw it in the way the corners of her mouth curled, and in
the way her thighs automatically clenched, prizing the silk
triangle at their juncture, cosseting her cunt like a secret she
was about to share.

Their conversation downstairs had been more
than an icebreaker; more than a seduction; more than foreplay. It
had been the key to this collaboration between the two of them—it
had shown them the basis for it.

She’d allowed him to steer her, by a naked
elbow, toward the skylit stairwell. She had kept this elbow tight
against her body, and Federico had sensed that she was holding
herself together, for fear the slightest touch to her torso would
dissolve her...an outcome that would best wait for the bed.

He had worshipped the single, elegant drop
of perspiration that clung to her neck as she preceded him up the
stairs. On the landing, he had squeezed his hard-on into the
cushiness of her skirt and kissed that bead of sweat, which tasted
like woman nectar.

Now, in her room, with her ass on the bed
and her stockings on the floor, she parted her legs, grabbing her
own knees to frame her openness. “Let’s have some discrete moments,
Federico.”

He sat with her and stroked the scarlet of
her panties—right at the softest place, the center of her succulent
crotch—stroking until the moisture wept through. There it was, the
nexus of tension under his touch, the focal squirm of seeping
desire around which everything else churned.

In the heart of the fuck, she kept her
extremities immobile against him, clutching his wrists and bracing
her feet on his legs, struggling to channel every iota of energy
straight to her grinding core, to focus the impending explosion. He
watched her twitch with deliberately deferred ecstasy, hovering on
the lip of her bliss. And the way her eyebrows knitted became his
own focus, resonating with his consciousness that these eyebrows
were what he had first noticed about her. He obsessed delightedly
on the knowledge that he was helping deliver this moment to the
woman behind those eyebrows, watching the eyebrows tighten in
preorgasmic jouissance, while his flesh throbbed at the sight of
their taut, sleek intensity. They were going to come, those
eyebrows and Federico.

****

“I drink half a glass of white and half a
glass of red with my dinner. I enjoy that much more than a full
glass of either.” Laurel’s fingers ghosted over her pussy, still
puffed with satiation.

“I read books one paragraph at a time,” said
Federico. “Epiphany. Rest. Repeat.”


Laura the Laugher

The plush seat of the nightclub chair felt
physically seductive to Regina. Yet even as her ass sank
comfortably into luxury after a day spent running all over campus,
she was acutely aware of her psychological discomfort. Why the
editor of the university newspaper had sent her to interview
the neo-burlesque star was a mystery. Whatever the reason for this
decision, the assignment was a keen source of irritation for
Regina.

She was by no means a prude. She
acknowledged her own urges, and when they became distracting she
did something to address them, effectively and expeditiously. But
she dismissed any larger fascination with sex as easily as she
dismissed other forms of frivolity.

Frivolity. Regina cringed as she
remembered that she was here, not merely to interview a specialist
in titillation, but to interview one whose act evidently revolved
around jokes, of all things. She glanced once more at the blurb
she’d printed off the Web:

Laura the Laugher is a “new burlesque”
star whose specialty is erotically charged laughter. In a twist on
the historical marriage of comedic and erotic elements in
burlesque, Laura has created an act in which the laughter
becomes the sex...

What the hell was that about? Regina
wondered. She couldn’t fathom it, and she doubted that sitting
through Laura’s act would enlighten her any further. If it weren’t
for her sense of obligation to her editor—and the indisputably nice
feeling of the chair against her rump—she’d be tempted to bolt and
forget the whole thing.

She consoled herself with the thought that
Laura the Laugher was on first tonight—so all she had to do was
survive one stupid performance, conduct a bare-bones interview, and
flee.

She looked around at the other members of
the audience. The club was nearly full, which she had to admit was
remarkable for a Thursday night. Apart from those at her own
table—a good one, thanks to her press pass—almost every chair was
taken, as were the majority of the barstools. And almost every face
seemed to be alive with anticipation. People were dressed up,
too—and not in the way Regina was dressed up, grayly professional
in deference to being “on assignment.” The silly event was being
treated as some kind of important night out, she realized with a
touch of incredulity.

She took a sullen sip of her ginger ale, and
occupied herself by mentally scoring the piped-in “light classical”
music.

Soon the house fixtures dimmed; the light
classical became lighter and lighter until it was inaudible; and a
sort of gloaming established itself on the stage. Regina saw two
male forms—crisp silhouettes in the near darkness—float in from the
respective wings. The shadows stood still, faintly whimsical in
their silhouetted bowler hats. Impressed by the drama, Regina
forgot her disdain for a moment.

A slender spotlight, an oval the color of
watermelon meat, suddenly illuminated the center of the stage, from
its front edge to the hefty purple curtain at back. A gap developed
in this curtain, through which walked—no, emerged—the most
self-possessed woman Regina had ever seen.

Laura the Laugher.

She looked fancier in her near nudity than
most women looked in ballroom gowns. The two-piece silk outfit that
glimmered around her breasts and hips—it seemed too grand to be
called a “bikini”—was two or three shades of watermelon deeper than
the empty areas of the spotlight, falling somewhere between
flamingo and vulva on the Pantone wheel. Hundreds of
individual pieces of silk had been sewn together to form the
garment, mimicking the texture of feathers and creating a ticklish
effect for the observer.

But Regina wasn’t ticklish.

Laura, her stance at once statuesque and
soft, turned to the left and to the right, taking in the
still-shadowy male figures at each end of the stage. Her sensuous
shoulderfuls of dark hair were paraded as she glanced each way, and
the pink spotlight caught the elegant outline of her pixiesque
nose.

Then she faced forward, her eyes absurdly,
but beautifully, large with promise. And she laughed—a merry
trill.

It was quite brief, but it rang across the
room and sizzled down Regina’s spine, coming to rest at the small
of her back. Laura followed it with an even briefer trill, and
Regina found her buttocks shifting involuntarily. She felt
embarrassed...yet curious. What was funny? And why did the pretty,
irrelevant laughter seem to resonate with every cocktail glass and
beer bottle in the nightclub—and with Regina’s bones?

A warm, male voice from stage right, thick
like greasepaint eyebrows, broke into her thoughts. “Did you hear
the one about the bed?”

“No,” said a similar voice from stage left,
perhaps half a key higher. “It hasn’t been made up yet.”

It wasn’t very amusing, but Laura pretended
it was. An emphatic “a-HA-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha” burst from her lips—as
though the gag had surprised her, despite hours of rehearsals—and
the spotlight intensified slightly. Laura’s cheeks glowed a bit
brighter, and the tight skin of her tummy looked scrumptious where
she pressed it with delicate fingertips.

A subdued wave of sympathetic chuckling
surrounded Regina, as the audience laughed, not with the
two-dimensional comedians, but with the three-dimensional goddess
at center stage. The ambient laughter was heavy and sexy, like
sticky limbs awakening on an August morning.

The sweet kiss of ginger ale tingled in
Regina’s mouth, tasting like a pleasant disorientation.

“What’s the tallest building in town?” This
time it was Stage Left Man who served the ball into play.

“The library, ’cause it has the most
stories.”

Laura’s face lit up with delight:
“Ha-ha-HA-ha-HA-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!” As before, the pink light
intensified, and a shiver of glee coursed through Laura’s torso,
visibly traveling from her throat to her navel.

A shiver coursed through Regina as well, and
lodged between her legs.

Again, the room murmured with collective
chuckling. As it tapered off, Regina thought she heard one or two
stifled moans. She felt a twinge in her knickers.

“Why did the turkey cross the road?”

“Because it was the chicken’s day off.”

Laura bent her knees, then slapped them with
mirth, shimmying very subtly as the laughter rippled through her.
“Oooh-hee-hee-hee-hee!” she sang, each syllable a precious comment.
The spotlight flashed in her cleavage like cartoon lightning, and
Regina saw the Laugher’s pink-feather breasts vibrate with the
dignity of minor planets. “Ooh-hee-hee,” Laura reiterated, as if
summarizing. Her eyes danced; and when they refocused, they seemed
to be staring right at Regina.

Regina felt as if one more “hee” would make
her soak her panties.

Regina felt that maybe there was something
to this, after all.

Regina waited breathlessly for the next
joke.

“If two’s company, and three’s a crowd, what
are four and five?”

“Nine.”

Laura’s knee-bend was a deep one this time,
a display of flexibility that looked raunchy as hell in combination
with the expression of uncontrollable ecstasy on her face.
“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hee-hee...,” she
shrieked—indefinitely, it seemed to Regina, who only realized that
one cascade of laughter had ended because another, equally intense,
had begun. “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeee...” Laura stamped her feet,
folded her arms across her chest, and writhed in a sultry, slow
rhythm that formed the perfect counterpoint to the frenetic
sixteenth notes of her giggles. Regina felt hypnotized by the
sound, and by the fascinating motion of Laura’s hips, where the
corporeal echoes of the laughter appeared to be most
concentrated.

The corny riddles came faster and faster,
and Laura would break up at the next one just as she’d disembarked
from the previous crescendo. Each burst of delight was delivered
with exquisite artistry and musical precision by every muscle of
her highly-trained body: she stalked and danced, tittered and
howled, her entire form expressing the eclectic rapture that was
her stock in trade. She paced herself like an athlete, getting
maximum mileage out of each episode of excitement, rationing her
energy for the long haul. When an invisible stagehand pushed a
plush-seated stool through the curtain, Laura, amid a particularly
strong gale of laughter, spun it around like a partner, then
straddled it lewdly as she bounced through the final paroxysms of
her current gust of jollity. When she stood, Regina strained her
eyes to see if the velvety fabric on the stool showed signs of the
wetness that she imagined was developing in the crotch of Laura’s
silk.

Regina’s interview stockings seemed to crawl
on her thighs, like snakeskin waiting to be slowly shed. Her pussy
was a vortex of sensation, and she knew that if she were at home
this would be one of those evenings when she’d thrust a hand into
her panties in a businesslike fashion and fondle her clit into an
explosion. And that it would be satisfying in a not-very-satisfying
kind of way.

But she wasn’t at home; what she was feeling
was anything but businesslike; and her clit, removed from all
direct contact save the halfhearted tension of underpants, was
getting the fondle of its life from a stranger on a stage. And
Regina knew that she wanted to watch Laura laugh until the
beautiful performer came like a hyena in heat.

By the end, Regina wasn’t even hearing the
riddles, though they were no doubt articulated with perfect
clarity. She had learned that it didn’t matter what the joke
was—that all that mattered, in fact, was that the joke be a weak
one, so as to ensure that the bumper crop of erotic laughter would
be purer than any prompted by a spark of actual wit. Laura’s
laughter was a freebie, an act of generosity, a reward for nothing.
It crossed Regina’s mind that many a theatrical producer would have
loved to have Laura in the audience—except that then the audience
would have taken notice only of the Laugher, and not of the
play.

For her grand finale—triggered by yet
another stale punch line that Regina ignored—Laura rolled on the
ground in a full-fledged frenzy of artistic giggles. Then,
situating herself with her lovely tummy to the floor and her
silk-sheathed ass gleaming in the spotlight, she hammered her fists
to underscore peal after sturdy peal. To top this, she flipped over
and spread her arms, kicking her sleek, bare legs in the air and
making herself a kinetic portrait of wide-open womanhood.

As Laura’s laughter shouted itself to the
ceiling and down again, her crotch became the electric center of
Regina’s attention. Still remaining on her back, Laura now switched
from a kicking to a pedaling motion, working her limbs like an
inverted, hilarity-drenched clown on a unicycle, her feathered
gusset anchoring the action of the surrounding flesh. Her wild,
giddy voice carried with it every other voice in the room—including
Regina’s. Together, all present comprised a living sea of euphoria,
an ocean held in place by a palpable sexual tautness.

Then the Laugher jumped to her feet, a woman
composed and in control. She bowed like an orchestra conductor and
disappeared behind her curtain.

The laughter in the room was overtaken by
applause. The comical shadows made discreet exits, and the house
lights went up.

Regina gasped when she found she was alone
again—and that she had never been so aroused in her life.

When she’d arrived, the management had shown
her which door to proceed through after Laura’s act, in order to
keep her interview appointment in the dressing room. While other
patrons moved casually toward the bar or the restrooms, Regina
rushed in the opposite direction, as desperately as if she were
trying to catch a train. “Best I’ve ever seen from her,” she heard
someone say to a companion as she hurried past.

She flashed her press pass at the hipster
who sat on a stool in the corridor, breathing one burning word out
to him: “Laura.”

He nodded to the left, toward a black door
set into a black wall. “She just flew by ten seconds ago. Probably
had to pee.”

Regina blushed, daring to hope that the
stagehand had correctly read Laura’s urgency—but incorrectly read
its cause. In her imagination, it was nothing as biologically
mundane as an eager bladder that had sent Laura rocketing into the
privacy of her dressing room in the wake of her onstage
exhilaration. Regina wanted to know that Laura, hyperalive and
trembling from her performance, was one giggle away from a
thunderous orgasm, and that the Laugher had raced to her dressing
room to bring it upon herself without further delay.

As she navigated past the hipster, she was
suddenly afraid that Laura would be doing precisely what she hoped
she’d be doing—but that she herself would be excluded: locked out,
her interview relegated to the lobby and its subject cool and
professional, fifteen minutes hence...when nothing would matter
anymore. Feeling a need that scurried from her pussy to her
knuckles, she rapped hungrily on Laura’s door.

The hesitation was brief, but Regina thought
she could discern the noises of slick digits being extricated and
elastic snapping back into place. “Come in.”

It startled her to realize that, until now,
she hadn’t heard Laura speak—only laugh. Did she imagine it, or did
even the polite neutrality of Laura’s come in echo with
teasing titters?

The dressing room was femininely fragrant.
Regina might have feared that it was her own beseeching scent that
colored the atmosphere, giving her away; but this was a sweeter,
rounder aroma than her sharp, familiar tang. Unsure of her words,
she chuckled foolishly.

Laura smiled from her seat at the makeup
table and chuckled back. The vibrato played on Regina like a
thousand intimate, exploratory fingers.

“We have an interview scheduled, yes?”

Regina nodded. “Is—is this a bad time?”

The star smiled again, this time as if at
some secret joke. She shook her head to dismiss Regina’s concerns.
“Please don’t mind if I’m a bit...keyed up. It’s always that way
after a performance.”

“I guess it would be,” said Regina. The
delectable essence of Laura’s pussy was making her dizzy.

The Laugher’s ass shifted on her seat, the
silk feathers on her hips fluttering under the fluorescent
lights.

And Regina lost it.

“Can I touch you?”

Laura’s eyebrows went up a fraction of an
inch.

“Oh my god.” Regina felt as if she were
choking. “I’m sorry. I’m—”

But her hostess cut her off with a laugh—a
large, loud Laura laugh, which knocked Regina down to her knees,
with her hands clasped between her legs. Her reporter’s notebook
dropped independently to the floor, forgotten.

Laura laughed anew—more delicately, so that
it felt like a kiss. And Regina watched Laura’s hand stray to the
most alluring point on her shimmering stage knickers, where it
teased the ripe plumpness.

Then Laura stood. She walked gracefully
toward Regina, then squatted effortlessly in front of the
journalist, her muscular thighs bouncing lightly. “You made my
show, reporter. Sitting there all alone with your cute little
notebook and your ginger ale...front and center, looking so out of
place.”

Regina felt naked. She blushed a blush even
deeper than the one she’d already been inhabiting.

“Did you sense me playing to you tonight?
Straight to you, only to you?” Laura punctuated these questions
with mellifluous, tinkling giggles, and the questions seemed to
require no other answer from either of them.

The star’s hand drifted to the front of her
confection-pink knickers again. “When I won you over, my sweetie, I
thought I was going to come, right there on the stage.”

Regina whimpered. She clutched the dampness
under her skirt.

“I saved it for you,” the performer said
gently, as she took Regina’s free hand and placed it where she
needed it. Laura’s next laugh was impossibly soft, almost more a
coo than a chortle. “Can you feel how close I am?”

As Regina stroked the wet silk, Laura’s
laughter became richer, and soon the small room reverberated with
her bliss. Regina noted how the other woman’s ticklishness was
psychological, not physical: when the hand that pleasured her went
beneath the feathers, the laughter artist’s flesh remained stable,
churning with a controlled rhythm rather than the quivering chaos
that the reporter was all the while experiencing from the
self-bestowed touch between her own legs.

The Laugher’s wetness was a warm comfort to
Regina’s fingers. Regina felt herself floating in the smell of
Laura’s arousal, in the magic of Laura’s increasingly excited
trills. She had looked lost, Laura had said; and lost was
exactly how she felt now, only in a wonderful way—lost like a
tourist who knows that some bright adventure is around every
confusing corner. Exploring the unseen territory within the
performer’s cunt, Regina was high on the thrill of bringing the
soap bubbles of Laura’s laughter up from the cauldron of her
privacy, her clumsy fingers agents of glistening ecstasy. Each
stroke seemed to elicit a new river of glee, as if the Laugher were
a wellspring whence came a hundred flavors of joy. And touching
Laura’s clit seemed to make all the flavors flow at once.

“Oo-EEE-hee-hee-hee...”

When Laura’s entire body began shaking, the
star had to hold Regina by the wrist to keep her hand from losing
contact. Laura’s eyes were even more brilliant than they’d been in
the watermelon spotlight, and her gaping, laughing mouth was the
sexiest thing Regina had ever been close to.

“Oo-EEE-hee-hee-HEEEEEEEEEEEE...”

Regina was barely aware of her other hand,
the one that was jammed into her own drenched panties, until it
dutifully showed her the reflection of Laura’s climax. And she felt
even more like a tourist upon realizing she’d never known what a
really good orgasm was. Her legs felt as if they’d ejected
themselves from her stockings, and the hard floor of the dressing
room caressed her bottom like the softest of chairs. Between her
thighs was an oven of happiness; she wrapped her whole being around
it as its radiance painted her, inch by inch.

She closed her eyes as Laura kissed her. For
several seconds, a delicious mixture of satisfaction and hunger ate
at her lips. Then she recognized that something was being pressed
into her hand. Her notebook.

She opened her eyes just as Laura was
beginning to laugh again. “Now I’m afraid I don’t have time for the
interview.”

Regina’s face broke into the relaxed smile
of someone who didn’t give a flying fuck on a unicycle about any
interview.

“You’ll have to come back tomorrow, OK?” The
Laugher stood up, adjusted her knickers, and gave a practice
shimmy, making her silk feathers dance across her hips, bringing
each one to life like a hopeful clitoris.

That night, Regina laughed herself to sleep
in the dark.


Doing the Math

Last fall, my friend Wendy figured out that
she was conceived after a New Year’s Eve party. Her birthday is
October 2, and at twenty-five she finally did the math.

I can conjure up the whole picture. I’ve
never felt anything more than platonic affection for Wendy; but her
mother is the stuff that first-class dreams are made of, and her
dad is the type of guy I want to be when I’m fifty-five: dignified
but mischievous, grizzled but good-looking. Sharon and Wally are
both professors, and, well, seeing Sharon always makes me want to
go back for another degree or three. The frost in her hair wears
like nature’s jewelry, and her mouth looks as if it’s laughing even
when it’s only smiling.

I can just imagine them—her especially—at
around age thirty, burning up the nights between fall and spring
semesters. I can visualize the kind of outfit a woman like Sharon
would have worn to a New Year’s party. And what she would have
looked like spilling out of it afterward, with Wally’s hands
sculpting her soft, modest mountains into little peaks of ecstasy.
The way I see it, it’s 3 a.m., and the night is just beginning for
them.

Yeah, I can see the whole thing.

Starting with the party, before Wally and
Sharon even arrive. Jacqueline is already there, of course, because
the party is at her house. Jacqueline is someone I’ve invented for
my fantasy, a petite woman with dark hair and dark eyes. Wally has
always found her to be sort of sexy. Sharon responds to her as
well—though she hasn’t yet told her husband that she sometimes gets
off by thinking about women. (I’ve decided she tells him this circa
1990—and that’s a separate fantasy for me.)

Jacqueline is nervous in all the
conventional party-host ways as she scurries from room to room,
trying to make everything that’s already perfect marginally more
perfect. But she’s also keyed up down there, and she’s
self-aware enough to know it’s because Sharon and Wally will be
arriving any minute. She likes to be around beautiful couples. And
the way her erect nipples are poking her sleek black dress, before
this beautiful couple is even in her presence, makes her wonder if
she ought to have worn a bra this evening, after all.

And when she answers the doorbell, Wally’s
nostrils are hit not only with the warm, furry tang of mulled wine
and the crisp, charred comfort of the fireplace...but also with an
enchantingly elusive aroma that comes from Jacqueline herself,
something her delicate cologne masks for nine seconds out of every
ten.

Jacqueline beams at him, at them. She opens
the door wider. Inside, they build their outerwear into a layer
cake in her arms, which she caresses absentmindedly, carrying it to
her bedroom.

But enough about Jacqueline, for the moment.
Sharon, my vintage pre-Wendy Sharon, is wearing a lovely peasant
dress—a cornucopia of autumnal paisley. Though it’s the early
eighties, she hasn’t had to move beyond her seventies look, because
she encapsulates where the seventies went right, and no one is
complaining. She’s tall and gorgeous (did I mention “gorgeous”?),
and her pointy burgundy boots telegraph a flirtosexual playfulness.
I can tell that she’s frisky tonight. The dress has a
scooped neckline that’s a little low, and a silver necklace
shimmers on the stage of her upper bosom. Her eyes shimmer,
too—they’re an intelligent silver-gray, and tonight they pick up an
additional degree of scintillation from the necklace. Her hair is
still pure blonde, in December of 1982, and it falls almost to her
paisley-pert breasts. I’m in love, and I’m not even there. Hell,
I’m not even born.

But trivial obstacles like this never thwart
the truly dedicated voyeur.

There’s mistletoe hanging in the vicinity of
the sideboard, left over from a family event the week before. Wally
hasn’t noticed it—he’s too focused on the food—but Jacqueline
obviously knows where it is. Just as he pivots, poised to come on
hot and heavy to an enormous hunk of Jarlsberg, Jacqueline spins
ninety degrees away from him on her axis, intending to open a
bottle of wine. They accidentally bump butts.

They turn to face each other. Jacqueline
smiles shyly but salaciously, and points up at the mistletoe, which
bobs slightly in a cross breeze. “No, Wally. You’re supposed to
kiss me. But I’ll take what I can get.” They freeze, both of
them recognizing that something long implicit has been unexpectedly
articulated. It crystallizes like the ice on the dining-room
windows.

Though the contact has lasted only a moment,
Wally’s ass is pleasantly warm now, and he knows his ears are
turning pink. Sharon joins them in the dining room as he
deliberates over whether or not he should really kiss Jacqueline.
Time slows down while conflicting and contradictory thoughts fly
back and forth across his mind like bats: She said to. I’m
married. It’s mistletoe. Christmas is over. She’s a colleague.
She’s comfortable with it. Sharon wouldn’t like it. Sharon
would like it.

In fact, Sharon insists on it. “Wally, don’t
be rude,” she says with a good-natured grin. “You’re standing under
mistletoe.”

Wally gives Jacqueline a not-quite-chaste
kiss on the cheek, holding on to her waist to gain leverage. He
feels silly that it makes his cock tingle so strongly.

Sharon’s irises are gleaming. “My turn.” She
sucks him into a five-star cinematic kiss, full of heat. It feels
extra arousing to Wally to know that Jacqueline is watching them,
blessing their passion like some kind of freelance sex goddess.

Then Jacqueline disappears for three
minutes—to the bedroom, not the bathroom—closing the door behind
her. When she returns, she’ll look flushed and serene.

Meanwhile, the butt-bump-and-mistletoe
incident has sparked something between Wally and Sharon—not that
they ever need much sparking. Wally is now very aware of the
presence of Sharon’s skin, of her desire, of her cunt. They eat and
talk and laugh and imbibe, but half his attention is below her
waist, and about two-thirds of what’s left is fondling her breasts
at a distance and drinking from her captivating eyes.

It’s a small gathering, and after everyone
has assembled an initial complement of food and wine, Jacqueline
suggests that her guests settle into couches, settees, and beanbag
chairs in her living room, where the fire is.

But the fire is also in Sharon’s panties and
Wally’s pants. And though it’s hours to go until midnight, these
two are on each other as if they were only a few minutes away from
the privacy of their bedroom. They stroke and pet while juggling
drinks and canapés in the depths of Jacqueline’s sofa. They
discreetly goose each other at the sideboard, and they sit half in
and half out of each other’s laps at the Scrabble table. Lips go to
ears, and toes to calves. All the while, they’re alert and
gregarious, and they relish the tension of being in public and yet
being intensely horny. Wally is also very conscious of Jacqueline,
whose gaze drifts their way even when she’s not talking to
them.

It’s a great fuckin’ party—at least in my
book.

But it’s not half as great as the
afterparty, the intimate get-together that I know will result in
Wendy. It’s three o’clock and they’re home now, and Wally’s dying
to see Sharon undone. And he does: Dress off her shoulders and
hiked to the waist, under bathroom fluorescence. Panties down.
Musky scent up. Expanses of hip revealed; beautiful woman exposed.
Beautiful woman relaxing. Peeing. Breathing sensually for him, her
chest pulsing against his fingers. Leading him back to the bedroom,
with her bodice flapping at the waist and her skirt fluttering down
her legs again. The panties stay behind on the bathroom floor. I
can see them there—plum-colored, bikini-cut undies on display in
the white light, still warm from Sharon’s magnificent ass
cheeks.

He can’t wait to fuck her. Usually they ease
into it, with kisses, with soft buttock slaps, with grasping hands
and inserted fingers and humble tickles on bare flesh. But they’ve
had their foreplay—delicious, slow-motion hours of it—and when
Sharon parts her legs as far as she can atop the ribbed bedspread,
Wally is left with no doubt as to what she wants and when she wants
it.

And where.

Yes, I can picture how wet she is. Her
blonde curls are getting moist where they frame her sensitized
lips. She’s open and dripping and needs my cock.

Sorry—I mean Wally’s cock, naturally.
I don’t exist.

Professor Wallace Drake is in fine voice.
He’s an accomplished lecturer; and as he slides in and out, in and
out of Sharon, he’s telling her things. Things she already knows
but is, presumably, happy to hear. About how exquisitely raunchy
she looks with her paisley party dress collapsed around her. About
how insanely good it feels to have her hot pussy pampering his
cock. About how she smells—wine-kissed and salty and raw—and how
this fragrance is turning him into an animal.

He reminds her of moments from the party:
His surreptitious thumb at the elastic on her thigh, when they were
cuddling on the couch. Her hand grazing his hard-on. Maybe, he
points out as he fucks her cunt extra deep, Jacqueline saw her do
that.

Wally’s been talking a lot, talking and
pumping. But he knows how fiercely the sensations are building for
Sharon—her moans tell quite a story of their own—and he knows it’s
time to drive her wild by prompting her to do some of the
talking. Because Wally’s not only a skilled lecturer, but also an
excellent discussion leader.

He speaks quietly now, right into her face.
“How are you feeling? Does it feel pretty nice to have me between
your legs, dancing up and down in your pussy?” He watches his words
tickle lewd twitches across her mouth.

“Uh...uh-huh,” is all my Sharon manages.
She’s no slouch as a lecturer and seminar leader herself, but she’s
a little overwhelmed just now.

“Tell me how it feels. Will you? Can you?
Come on, baby.” He knows this is it. He fucks her steadily while
she jerks the syllables out.

“God, it’s—ah!—right there
and...I’m...f-full and...y’know—oh fuck!—inside I...ohhhhh...I
can’t...it’s...eeeeee, oh Wally fuck fuck fuck I’m gonna
c—aohhnhh...”

I can envision every detail, down to the
spelling of the orgasm that comes out of Sharon’s mouth.

The sound of her coming knocks Wally’s hands
off the helm. He loses it for her, grandly derailed...

And I have a pal named Wendy.

I think about New Year’s Eve, ’82–’83, a
lot—rewinding frequently to my favorite parts. And now it’s almost
Wendy’s birthday again. Since she happens to be in town for the
weekend visiting her folks, I’ve offered to take her out for
beers.

She invites me in, and I spend a few minutes
in the living room with Wendy and Sharon—which, I promise you, is
no hardship. We have the usual sort of conversation about how the
years fly by.

“Wendy was a New Year’s Eve baby,” her
mother says proudly. I can tell she’s reminiscing. Oh yes, this
woman is sexy as hell.

“Really?” says Wendy. Incredibly, she’s
already forgotten that she figured the whole thing out last year.
But that’s Wendy for you. She listens with interest while Sharon
explains the January 1st + 9 months = early October stuff.

“Wow,” Wendy remarks, with a sincerity that
annoys me. “I never realized that!”

I can’t help myself. “I knew,” I
assure Sharon.

And Sharon smiles at me like New Year’s Eve,
’82–’83, will always be a special piece of trivia between us—no
matter how many more times Wendy might figure it out and then
forget.

I’m in a pretty good mood as I pop into
Wally’s study, to say a quick hello.
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