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A CHRISTMAS COMING
(First short story prologue)
Chapter One
The year 1890, Bar Harbor, Maine
Christmas Eve, and the house John Donovan had once shared with his two recently wed brothers -- surly Doyle the elder and even-tempered Theo the younger -- stood empty and silent, undecorated for the holiday, and in total, unmitigated darkness.
Save, of course, for the damnable fire burning brightly in the hearth, a comfort John most certainly would have dispensed with as well…if not for the company he expected to arrive at any moment.
His anticipated visit was from a local woman. Presumably. A laundress, he understood, who was no better than she should be, and who would do more than scrub his soiled linen. For a modest sum.
At least, according to the laundry owner and sometime procurer of flesh, Sidney Drake, a frugal fellow in the know about monetary matters…and Christmas gifts a man gave to himself.
Purportedly, the whore had some looks, would serve him well and robustly, ask no questions, and expect no idle small talk in bed.
Or, in the front parlor, before the fire, the very location where John intended to have her.
At any rate, she had all the earmarks of the perfect female companion to diddle. A comely appearance, good strong hands, and the commonsense to know when to open her mouth -- around his burgeoning loins -- and when to keep it shut -- when she swallowed -- the laundress should serve him well and often during the coming evening. And if she failed to do as she was told? No cause for concern. He was paying her only for the one visit. Come Christmas morn she would be gone. Back to her farm and cows. Or shop and goods. Or tavern and ale. Or wherever the hell she had originated. He was indifferent to her background.
Save, if her background sported unsightly gooseflesh. That piece of geography interested him mightily. Brr. Chilled arse cheeks. Intolerable! Hence, the warm fire glowing in the hearth. Those sturdy Maine logs should burn for hours.
Ironic, John mused, staring into the leaping orange flames, that the holiday of lights would go unobserved by him, a man who made and installed electrical generators for a trade. Then, again, he clung to his dark misery every day of the year. Why take a break for Christmas? He had no cause for celebration, no reason to rejoice. He worked with electrical current, but there was no light in his life. Not since his brother wed John’s woman.
Lily.
The fire’s red and gold tones brought to mind the highlights shining in her burnished hair.
“Lily,” he growled aloud. “May you and Doyle fuck one another senseless tonight under your festive and well-lit Christmas tree. Fa-la-la-la-fucking-la.”
He could envision the happy couple now. First, his brother and sister-in-law would tuck their newborn son, William, into his cradle. Then, hand-in-hand -- and most likely humming nauseating Christmas carols under their breaths -- they would creep downstairs. Under the tasteful mistletoe hanging from the ceiling in the hall, they would kiss tenderly. Afterwards, whispering sweet endearments into one another’s ears, they would adjourn to the parlor. There, they would rut like animals in the manger surrounded by boughs of white pine.
The damnable Christmas tree.
Humbug. Their love made him sick.
With envy. How he coveted his brother, putting it to his deceitful bitch of a bride on Christmas Eve.
Lily was the most beautiful woman John had ever had the misfortune of knowing. As a tomboy hoyden climbing trees, riding Diablo bareback, painting -- endlessly painting -- she had been lovely. He had thought her exquisite even when she had teased Doyle and him unmercifully with her seductive young body until John knew he would either go mad with wanting her or resort to rape to have her.
One summer day, he had succumbed to both. In his madness, he had come close to raping beautiful Lily…
Gripping the mantelpiece with one hand whilst clinging for dear life to his half emptied bottle of port with the other, John scowled into the leaping flames. Despondent thoughts besieging him, he knocked back another gulp of holiday cheer.
Doyle’s timely intercession had prevented his attack on Lily, but John’s shaky sanity had departed that day, never again to return.
And here he was now, still crazed, staring into the fire, going over and over in his mind the might have beens. No! Indeed, the should have beens -- had life been just. But there was no justice in life. And no chance of happiness for him. Not even on Christmas Eve.
He would love Lily until he dragged in his last drunken breath, a release from torment that would happen none too soon for him. How long must a man already dead wait to wear the shroud of a corpse?
Metallic clinks reverberated from the front door, the vexing sound of the blasted brass knocker dropping into place.
Ho-ho-ho. The whore had arrived.
Turning, John shouted toward the vestibule, “Damn it all to hell, woman! Are you dimwitted? I told your pimp I would leave the door unlocked so you might enter at will upon your arrival.”
His visitor’s apparent inability to carry out the most rudimentary of instructions did not bode well for the evening he had planned.
Another gulp of port improved John’s pessimistic outlook.
All was not lost. Yet. Luckily, his expectations were exceedingly low. He had but two directives to give the wench. All Santa’s helper need do was splay her legs or spread her arse cheeks.
Baby Jesus. Was either command so very difficult to follow?
A hooded head poked around the wall, a reddened nose leading the way, a merry smile making John wince.
“Here I am, sir, Molly Fitzgerald, at your disposal and ready to…”
“That last word had better be some derivative of fornicate,” he barked, interrupting her pleasantries. His head already throbbed, goddamn it, without her chirping at him too.
“Well -- actually, yes. But talking would be nice as well. And I thought first to explain my presence. Sir, a few months back…”
John cringed at her jolly tone, shuddered at her irritating gaiety. “Silence! I require no formal introduction from you. We are not at a church social. And I know why you are here, having paid you in advance and well.”
“In advance, yes. But not all that well, sir. I did a swift count of the amount you left for me on the table in the hall.” She tsked. “Miserly.”
“Are you haggling for more compensation?”
“Not precisely.” She grinned, her cherry-hued lips tilting. “Though, I shan’t refuse a little in the way of a bonus, given that this is Christmas Eve and all.”
“No,” he said tightly.
“If I may say so, you are a bit of a tightwad, Mr. Donovan. Truth to tell, you strike me as a mean-spirited Scrooge right out of A Christmas Carol.”
“What!” he shouted. “You overstep yourself, girl.”
“Perhaps. But, truly, sir, where is the yuletide welcome in this house? Where is the kissing ball, the holly, the garlands of evergreen? Where are the lit lamps?” Her hands went to her hips. “Are you not in the electrical generator business?”
“I am,” he blustered.
Taking offense at the alcoholic fumes he had exhaled, she waved a gloved hand before her quivering nostrils. Dainty nostrils. Very ladylike too. Though he noted her waving knitted mitt sported a rather large hole at the palm. Reprehensible shabbiness, and not at all the thing.
“Flip the light switch, would you, sir, if only to keep a body from tripping. And will you just look at that miserable excuse of a fire.” This time, rather than tsk, she clucked her tongue. “Why this front parlor is worse than damp. A person might come down with bronchial catarrh after spending much time in this room.”
She stopped listing her grievances to take a breath. Then, her smile widening around a set of even white teeth, she asked, “Do you even read Dickens or are you too taken up with pouting and sulking for the amusement of books?”
His jaw dropped at her effrontery. “Enough!”
Not at all chastised by his roar, she said, “And there is my answer. No great literature in this house and that is for sure. Oh, and by the way, terribly sorry for mentioning your self-pity, sir.” She bobbed a haphazardly executed curtsy at him after her half-hearted apology.
Neither impressed him. Her diction was refined -- when she wanted it to be -- but the clumsy spread of inferior gray skirts and matching thin cloak told him she had enough civility to be a step above a common street prostitute but not one riser more. Though, since when did whores read Dickens?
John glared at her. Who the bloody hell had the laundry owner sent him to topple?
Chapter Two
Molly placed her reticule on the horsehair sofa. Truly, she did so for show more than anything else. Having not a cent to her name, she had no reason to carry a drawstring bag --
Save pride, which she had in abundance and not much else.
Pride prevented her from pleading for a cup of hot tea to chase away the chill of her long walk to the Donovan place. After all, she could get by. She always did. And besides, she had a little something in her belly to ward off the frigid temperature -- a bite of roly-poly pudding with jam given out free to all the carolers. Near to starving as she was, still, she had not eaten much.
It was a question of practicality. John Donovan was a large man -- tremendous, really -- and he was about to lie atop her. Who would wish for squished innards on Christmas Eve?
Not her. A queasy belly at church the next day was too horrible to contemplate. St Mary’s had but one outhouse, and the line usually extended around the block on holidays. Christmas was the worst. Too much eggnog the night before oft-times led to loose bowels on Christ’s birthday…
“Well, shall we get on with this?” she asked brusquely, dropping that train of thought.
“Do I know you, girl?”
“I just gave you my name, did I not?”
“Yes, I do recollect your presumption.”
No presumption, not from where she stood, and less recollection from where he stood. But the same pride that kept her from asking for handouts, the same pride that had prompted her to carry an empty reticule, was the same pride that prevented her now from telling him so.
Self-absorbed beast. He might have had the decency to remember her of his own accord, without any additional prompting from her. But no. He recalled her not.
She bit her tongue against laying him out but good for his lack of chivalry. In all fairness, he had never asked over her name during their prior meeting and so, to be charitable, she would not penalize him for not knowing it now by.
Hang fairness. Stuff charity. He should have recalled her anyway.
Even wearing a hooded cloak as she was, he should have easily identified her. By her voice alone, he should have recognized her. If the tables had been turned, she would have recognized him. She would have known him anywhere.
Their long conversation of a few short months ago should have meant something to him. Their all-night talk had certainly meant something to her. But rather than leave a lasting impression on him, as he had left one on her, she had slipped from his mind.
The drink. That was what his forgetfulness was all about. He had been tipping the bottle back then too. His alcohol-induced memory loss was understandable, but hurtful all the same. She could repeat his every word that night.
John Donovan had installed the new electric light system in the fancy Portland mansion where she had, up until just recently, worked as a scullery maid. It was there, in the drafty basement kitchen of that fine house, that they had enjoyed an intense discussion --
On love, of all inconsequential and impractical things.
A typical male, he had done most of the talking. Mainly about himself, of course. As though he were the only one ever to lose a sweetheart, he had spoken at great lengths about the vagaries of fate that had deprived him of his beloved Lily, the dastardly woman who had broken his heart.
Having had that same organ smashed once or twice, herself, Molly had empathized.
She would gladly have done more. She would have shared her own humiliating tales of woe with him, if only to prove everyone was in the same sinking boat when it came to matters of the heart. But Mr. Donovan had asked for no such commiseration. He had asked nothing about her. Neither her name, nor about any former occupation she might have held before entering domestic service. And because he had not asked, he could not possibly have known that the new electrical system he was there at the Portland mansion to install would eliminate many household positions.
Her own amongst them. In essence, his work had put her out of a job. And God only knew, new positions were difficult to find. She had knocked at innumerable doors seeking respectable employment, and been turned away at all of them. At her wit’s end, she traveled to Bar Harbor, where John had mentioned living, and where, by his insistence, there were abundant servant positions to be had in the private houses of the wealthy.
So far, this whoring job was the only occupation she had found. Hardly respectable, and not her first choice. Or even her last. However, she took it because the position was open and available.
There always was and always would be a demand for whores. Those sorts of situations were just as abundant here in Portland as they were everywhere else. Grand private houses were owned by wealthy masters, and those wealthy masters had wealthy cocks to be served.
By impoverished women, like herself.
There was nothing new under the sun, and there was certainly nothing new there. That lack of originality was how she ended up in John Donovan’s front parlor.
A circuitous route. Originally, she had been seeking day work as a washerwoman, scrubbing linen sheets and such with a board and lye soap over a tub -- backbreaking toil, but honest -- when the laundry owner had instead offered her a position on her back. Upon hearing the name of the man involved in the proposition, she had promptly agreed to go see him.
To renew their acquaintance, she had thought then.
Ha! What a romantic fool she had been to come all the way to Bar Harbor for the likes of John Donovan. What a romantic fool to have walked the long distance from the center of town to this remote and dark house on the night before Christmas, with the idea of rekindling a fire that had only blazed in her own mind. Delusions fed on loneliness, and hers had offered them a banquet.
John Donovan frowned down into her eyes. “Your face looks familiar. Have we a limited acquaintance of some sort?”
“We hardly run in the same circles, sir,” her hurt pride made her say. “Now, am I here to relate my sad story or to relate to you in some other manner?”
“Some other manner,” he readily answered, obviously relieved he would not have to listen to her beggar’s tale.
“Fine.” She swung her ratty cloak from her shoulders. “Then, I repeat, shall we get on with this?”
His dark eyes narrowed and lingered on her full breasts, supported by a threadbare corset under her best Sunday gown. Obviously her bosom had sparked a memory.
A fond memory.
Laying his finger aside of his nose -- a veritable Saint Nicholas pose -- he continued to regard her chest. “Girl -- what I meant to say was -- have I ever before availed myself of your -- ahem -- services?”
“No, sir, you have not.” She hitched her chin high. “Not until now.”
The man who had once turned her head wore an ordinary dark sack coat. He removed the garment and pulled up a chair, sinking into the red velvet cushioned seat and stretching out his striped trouser-encased legs.
He gestured to her, a come hither flourish of fingers and arrogance. “Well, then, we might just as well, as you have said so succinctly twice now, ‘get on with this’.”
She disrobed, worn article of clothing by worn article of clothing, until she was entirely nude.
Their past conversation minimized her trepidation. And, though she had never before prostituted herself, she was no virgin. Granted, she had misjudged his character, the same as she had misjudged the character of another man or two before, still and all, she could tell John Donovan was no cruel monster. Wallowing in melancholy, the gentleman was far too listless to go through all the bother of carving her up after getting it up.
Speaking of which -- could he?
Could he consummate this summons? Or, was getting it up something she would need to coax? She had never had to encourage a man before…
But no. He seemed to have no problem there. Now that her pathetic stripping was over and done, he sat up straighter, if agitatedly, in the chair.
Restiveness in a man was a good sign. Mr. Donavan would require no further cajoling.
He shifted upon the red velvet cushion. “You have a passable figure.”
“My thanks,” she replied.
“Full, lush breasts. Eager nipples, a nice shade of rose. What did you say your name was again?”
“Molly.”
“Well, Molly, be a good girl, would you, and show your titties to better advantage?”
The wretch. Who was he to patronize her in such a condescending manner! She had not always been a servant. And never before a whore. She had not always gone hungry on Christmas Eve.
Alas, pride would not pay the rent.
Drawing back her previously rounded shoulders, she thrust her bosom up and out.
“Mmmm.” He bent his elbows on the arms of his chair and tapped his fingers together. “Well shaped titties, indeed. Virtually no hang to ‘em. The nipples are rather larger than I ordinarily like -- small areolas are my preference -- but they will do me well enough.” He tilted his head. “Upon occasion, I enjoy ejaculating in the cleavage. Or about the throat. A pearl necklace, you understand. Does that suit you?”
“Whatever you say, sir. But are we talking about a single strand of pearls or more?”
“I beg your pardon?
“A one night engagement or an extended show?”
“I can be persuaded to lengthen our association.”
“As can I. But, first -- have you a mistress at present?”
“No.”
“A fiancée in the offing?”
“Dear, Lord, no!”
“A wife waiting in the wings?”
“Of all the absurdities. Of course not! What do you take me for?”
“A man. And as you appear to be unencumbered, we shall persuade one other.”
He folded his restive hands over his lap, covering a specific bulge. “I like to watch.”
“Watch what, sir? Could you possibly be more specific?”
“I like to watch a woman pleasure herself. Masturbation. Are you familiar with the term?”
“Yes.”
“Are you familiar with deviant sexual behavior?”
She sighed at his male fantasizing. When would this man pull his head out of his arse and grow up?
Mr. Donovan had lost a woman he thought he loved to his brother. So what and what of it? Was she not living proof that if someone could love once, even foolishly, that same person could love again, and wisely too, the second time around?
There were fish aplenty in the sea. All he needed to do was open his heavy-lidded eyes and look, then cast his rod in the right direction.
She was his right direction.
“Yes,” she answered. “I am familiar with perversions. Although, I never think of them as such.”
He frowned. “How do you think of them?”
She shrugged, and then sighed. “I suppose, merely as ways for human beings to connect with one another.”
“Are you willing to engage in those connective behaviors, including bondage and discipline and ménage?”
“Yes, sir.”
What an extraordinarily bloodless interview. She had not coupled for a while, but the last time she had, there had been action, not questions. What did he think to gain by grilling her?
“Good, girl. Please to turn and face away.”
She waited until she had completed the command before rolling her eyes.
“Buggery,” he announced.
“Yes, anal intercourse.” She spoke to the rear wall. “What of it?”
“I would like to engage in the perversion with you. You have -- ahem -- tempting hindquarters.”
Laughter bubbled up within her at the absurdity of his carnal shopping list. This was a man who understood nothing of passion, nothing about messy and real feelings. Whatever had happened to spontaneity? Dirty laughter. Heat.
But naked and penniless, she was hardly in a position to reason with him. “You wish buggery tonight?” she asked, as she would ask a child if he would prefer his penny candy now or later.
“Perhaps tonight.”
“Then perhaps the answer is yes.”
“Since you appear to have no problems posing nude in front of strangers -- have you ever considered life modeling? The pay is substantial. Better than washing dirty linen.”
“Would you be so kind as to give me a referral?”
A number and street name slid off his tongue. “Mrs. Donovan, my sister-in-law, is an artist. A landscape painter. See her at that address and she will direct you. You may turn around again.”
“She will direct me to whom?” she asked, as she swiveled. “To figurative painters?”
“Yes.” His gaze fell to her mons. “Male figurative painters.”
She nodded. “I see.”
“As would I. If you would be so kind as to spread your legs?”
Chapter Three
John coughed, fidgeted in his chair, unable to sit still as the girl named Molly spread her shapely thighs.
“Dry,” he pronounced, peering at her rosy slit.
“Foreplay,” she flung back at him. “Are you familiar with the term?”
Despite himself, he guffawed. Molly was quick of wit, a sign of a higher than average intellect. She had made him laugh more than once that night in Portland.
He had resented that ability of hers mightily.
“No need for foreplay,” he said, suddenly in a fouler mood than before, which was saying quite a lot. “Not when I am with a prostitute.” And that is what she was. Why else accept the fee and take off her clothes? She was here to whore for him. Good thing he had not followed through with getting in touch with her again.
“No need for foreplay?” She pursed her extraordinarily mobile lips. “That might explain why you need to pay,” she said tersely -- adding a perfunctory “Sir” after a slight delay.
“I pay to eliminate such niceties as foreplay. And to avoid daddies with shotguns. And so as not to encourage a woman’s misguided attempt to prolong an evening that had not a chance in Hades of going anywhere. Now come here to me.”
Crossing the space that divided them, her large breasts shifting, but only a small amount above a waist of minute dimensions, she came to a stop stood before him, close enough for him to touch her if he wished.
He did wish. But he made no move to reach out to her.
“Let down your chignon,” he ordered.
Her hair carried no hint of red in the strands. Thank the Christ child, the shade was a common sable brown. Her eyes, however, were an uncommon shade of disappointed gray as she removed the pins from the plain knot at the nape of her neck -- her lovely swanlike neck -- and shook her head. The thick sable mass tumbled, sweeping her shoulders and falling to her arse.
Her dimpled arse, with toned, yet womanly, rounded buttocks. He liked her rounded buttocks very well.
But first things first.
Now, he would touch her. Because he could no longer hold himself back, he cupped one full breast in his hand.
She lowered her gaze, the downcast set of her eyes hiding her reaction. Though, he could still see her mouth, and her lush lips had thinned somewhat. And not in disapproval.
“Tell me how much pressure to apply.” Usually, he would withhold his fingernails when fondling a woman’s bosom. Not this time, not with her. Giving her his nails too, he pinched the tip of her breast.
The air left her lungs on a rush, but she offered him no reproof. Rather, she encouraged his intemperance with a single word.
“More.”
“Come now,” he said, but pressing harder. “Surely, this must be enough?”
“Does any future relationship between us depend on my ability to withstand your anger?” she asked.
“Anger?” he scoffed. “Who is angry?”
“You, sir. You are angry. And at a mirage named Lily.”
Dropping his hold on her, he looked away.
An insufficient escape.
Jumping up, the chair upon which was seated falling over onto its side in his clumsiness, he backed away, leaped away. One or two retreating steps became a dozen, then substantially more.
“Gather up your clothes and leave,” he said from the safety of distance. “Leave posthaste! Keep the bloody whore fee. Just go.”
Naked and haughty, having no respect whatsoever for a man’s personal barriers, she stalked to where he stood.
“Stick your fee.” She pointed at him, her finger stabbing the air between them. “You recognize me.”
“Not at first. Not from the start.” Only when she had snuck past his defenses and made him laugh had he known for sure.
She jerked her chin, which he noted had gone wobbly. “You never wrote, as you promised you would.”
“Life became…well…complicated.”
“You have no idea as to life’s complications.”
“It was just one night,” he said gruffly, tumbling down into another chair. “Why extend something, Molly, that stood not the remotest possibility of thriving?
She sprang at him, climbed naked up into his lap. Hissing and spitting like a wildcat, she tossed her head so that her common sable hair, hair that held not even the faintest suggestion of red, whipped about them like a waterfall. Her breasts -- large, unladylike, wholly succulent breasts with enormous nipples that were hard and reddened and aquiver with her rage -- bore into his sateen waistcoat. Against his pinstriped trousers, he became conscious of her animal heat. Dry before, she was juicy now. Creamy now. Her wet pussy ground to the pulse of his cock. Before he could speak, she opened her lips over his gaping mouth.
Her tongue. She plumbed his mouth with her wickedly hot-wired tongue, the current passing from her body to his body, electrifying him. He grabbed her arse, held onto her tight, dug his fingers into her flesh as she forced a surge of unwanted light into the black pit of his soul.
As quickly as she had attacked him, it was over. Done. Finished. After pushing aside his hands, she rose from his lap.
“Should you wish to locate me in the future, you will find me in town, more than likely modeling for a male artist.” Gathering her pauper’s clothes, she walked majestically to the vestibule.
Stone sober now, he slumped in his chair, unable to move.
“Do not tarry long in seeking me out or I may truly forget you,” she called back to him from a place removed from his sight. “Merry Christmas, John Donovan.”
The front door slammed.
His breath caught. His racing heart refused to quell. And his cock? Buzzing like live wattage.
Tearing open his pinstriped trousers, he vacated his seat and stumbled for the fire with his cock sticking out, a wild and stiff arc that hurt like hell. From the blunt head -- a purple and yes, angry, blunt head -- sluiced a slick of precum.
Closing his eyes, his mouth agape, he took his aching flesh in hand and applied an ungentle stroke. Up. Down. Milking the hard length.
Feeling like he would die but, for the first time in a long time, not wishing to die, he wheezed and groaned and grunted. His ejaculate nearly smothered the miserable fire in the hearth.
And this time, this one and only time, it was not Lily’s beautiful face he saw as he came.
THREE ON THE FOURTH
(Second short story prologue)
Chapter One
The year 1891, Bar Harbor, Maine
Sundown on the town green. Encroaching nightfall had already dulled the Stars and Stripes waving over the bandstand. As the day faded along with the colors of the flag, tired but doting parents continued to watch over their seemingly inexhaustible children, many of whom clutched cannons and other battle toys in their pudgy hands. Almost everyone, adult and child alike, wore blueberry-pie-stained faces. Although Fourth of July rockets would not go off until later that evening, the musical entertainment was about to begin.
Molly Fitzgerald and her male companion, Philip Worthington, had arrived just in time to view the performance -- if they could stake out a spot in the audience. Carefully avoiding stray wicker picnic baskets filled with homemade pickles and fried chicken, and stepping gingerly around the colorful array of blankets laid out on the grass like patchwork quilt squares, they wound their way around the outside perimeter of the green, hunting for an empty space in the crowd.
Over by a hedge of boxwoods, they found a private location. Immediately, Molly spread out the crocheted afghan and readied their holiday feast.
Much later, as the brass quintet struck up a rousing rendition of America, she thought she spied a familiar face in the mob. Even with all the new electrical lights illuminating the common area, it was difficult to make out his features at this distance. That he was attired in unrelieved black further hindered her. Was that really the self absorbed wretch she had kissed so passionately last Christmas Eve?
Agog, Molly watched the man approach. After taking a thin silver flask from his coat pocket, he tilted the container of liquor to his lips -- done whilst simultaneously cutting a neat swath through the obstacle course that lay between them.
Only one person she knew of moved with such nimble grace. The ever present alcohol confirmed his identity. There could be no mistake, no confusing him for someone else, not with his great height and devilishly dark good looks. The man slicing a path toward her and Philip was none other than the gruff and solitary cad she had sold her body to six months past.
John Donovan.
Why had he come here tonight, of all nights?
Ignoring the ill-advised hammering in her chest, Molly fluffed up her serviceable blue skirts, and then turned to her soon-to-be lover. “This is your first July 4th celebration here in Bar Harbor. Do you find the festivities amusing, Philip?”
“Yes.” The artist gave her a slow wink over his glass of wine. “Though, I would much prefer you amuse me, my sweet Irish colleen.”
“That too can be arranged.” Ironing a non-existent wrinkle in the afghan steadied her shaky palms.
Philip raised a dashing brow. “Everything all decided, then?”
“Aye.” After a decade in America, she spoke with nary a trace of her former thick brogue. The occasional “aye” and “ye” asserted themselves into her conversation only during rare moments of heightened emotion.
Such as now.
“Aye,” she repeated, her mind gone elsewhere, to someone else. “We should leave early.”
The afghan was now as neat as a pin, and Molly next fiddled with her chignon, needlessly poking a metal hairpin deeper into the thick knot at the nape of her neck. “What say you?”
“Say? About what, my dear?” Philip unhurriedly tore off a heel of black bread, overlaid the coarse texture with a thick slice of smooth yellow cheese, popped the fat wedge into his mouth, and chewed with relish.
It was not only food her companion enjoyed. Philip catered to all his appetites, never rushing the appeasement of any of his highly developed senses. The artist would most likely make love in much the same unrushed manner.
Tonight she intended to find out for sure.
Molly restated her previous question. “What do you say about leaving early, then? Get an early start on our own private celebration? Hmm? Shall we pack up and depart before the fireworks commence?”
Alas, Philip was still enjoying his meal. Whilst waiting for what portended to be a delayed answer, Molly allowed her glance to stray once more.
To John. He had lengthened his stride. His gait was relentless. And hard. So very hard. As though he had no forgiveness in him, either for himself or for others, he pounded the earth. How well she remembered his purposeful walk. She recalled everything about him.
Including his cruel treatment of her.
That night before Christmas, at his cool bidding, she had played the whore for him. Stripping down naked and spreading her thighs, she had agreed to accept monetary recompense for something she would have gladly given him in exchange for a smile or a kind word.
The self-absorbed wretch had bestowed neither on her.
She was not, and had never been, a brooder. But John’s refusal to see what lay right before his very own nose had brought Molly uncharacteristically low. Nevertheless, she had still held out hope. Resilient by temperament, optimistic by nature, determined by upbringing, she had patiently bided her time. Soon, she had thought, John Donovan will come to his senses and give up the chimera that had held him spellbound for years.
But no. The self-absorbed wretch had not come to his senses. Nor had he forsaken his obsession for the passionate and beautiful artist, Lily. His sister by marriage. His brother’s wife. His unattainable dream. Instead, he had given up on the reality of her, Molly. For the past six months, she had worked as a life model in town. John could have located her easily.
If he had sought her out.
The self-absorbed wretch had not.
Even so, unaccountably, undeniably, he had still held her soft heart in his callused hand. With each minute that passed without him searching her out, he had squeezed it more. Over half a year she had wasted on a man too blind to see what he could have had with her.
No more. That was all in the past. She would wait no more for the self-absorbed wretch. This July 4th night, she would declare her independence and move on.
To the waiting arms of another man, a new man in her life.
Philip.
The artist was making a prosperous career out of painting her in the nude. Why not cash in on the profit? Why not bed the painter for whom she shed her clothes? Why not benefit from yet another man who used her for his own personal gain?
Why not, indeed!
She had everything to win, and nothing to lose. Hope had let her down. Forgetfulness had failed her. And though an optimist, she was no fool. Left with nothing but resiliency, she intended to rut John Donovan out of her system.
And so she would. Tonight.
This very evening, she would accept the advances of the artist who admired her with every stroke of his brush, who complimented her flesh with his pots of paint, who deftly captured her free spirit within the confines of each stretched canvas, and who collected large sums of money as a result of doing so.
She would do it.
Yet, how to explain why she continued to follow the progress of the solitary man coming her way? And how to understand why she found herself wishing his cock would pound her as hard as his feet pounded the grass? Why, dear Lord, why?
Like Philip, John Donovan had seen her naked. Unlike Philip, he knew no portion of her at all, and through no lack of trying on her part. On nothing but a promise, she had followed him from Portland all the way here to Bar Harbor, and he had let her down badly
“Yes,” a leisurely-paced voice said to her right, the mellow tone laden with lusty innuendo. “We should leave early, my pretty, Molly. Before fireworks light up the skies.”
John Donovan made his living from lighting up the skies. His new electrically generated lanterns were all the rage in town. He had even strung the lights on the green. How, Molly asked herself for the hundredth time, could such a brooding man, a man who wallowed in his own darkness, earn his way by illuminating the path of others but refuse to see his own misdirection?
A determined smile fixed in place, Molly nodded at Philip. “Then, everything is all decided. After this next number, I promise to amuse you.” She laughed gaily. “Aye, ‘tis for sure, I can hardly wait. A good thing too, your studio is but a few yards from here.”
Molly cast her sights back to the green’s grassy mid-ground. John Donovan would soon close the distance between them.
Aye, she could hardly wait.
Chapter Two
As if a thousand black furies rode his arse, John rushed toward the Fitzgerald woman.
He needed an easy lay, a fast and furious fuck, the accommodation supplied by a female whose name he could barely bring himself to think of, never mind utter aloud. A toss of loose skirts over a disheveled head, and in he would go. No talking. No pretending. No nonsense.
Unfortunately, the easy lay was laughing and talking, and generally carrying on, with another man, the gentrified sod, to be exact, who painted her in the altogether and then sold her bare likeness to the highest bidder at that fancy gallery of his in town.
Philip what’s-his-name.
A wonder the artist found time for his model, what with his randy bouts of man-on-man fornication. Was the Fitzgerald woman aware her new protector swung both ways like a clock’s pendulum?
John snickered to himself. No loss. If Molly refused him, he would cock the artist, instead. In the mouth. Between the buttocks. In an ear, for all he cared. He made no discrimination as to how he did it or to whom. Desperate, he would take his release as he found it. A hole was a hole, all inlets the same to him.
Because of Lily. Beautiful, tantalizing, Lily.
She had done this to him. He had come upon her cavorting with his lucky fuck of an undeserving brother. In celebration of the holiday, Lily and Doyle had been going at it in the field behind their barn.
Just to torture himself, John had stayed to watch.
From behind a haystack, freshly threshed and left to dry in the sun, John had witnessed them rut -- Doyle, fully clothed with just his wet cock protruding from his gaping trousers, and Lily, fully naked with everything on display.
Motherhood became her. Her waist was still trim, her hips more womanly, her breasts round with milk-laden blossoming. The tight red curls hugging her mons glistened with the dew of her receptiveness.
All had bedazzled him. The perfection of her figure leached the spit from his throat. When she splayed her legs, he could take no more. As husband and wife rolled about in the fodder together, he got himself out and rolled his hand down his length.
Masturbation took the edge off his want, and that was all self-abuse ever achieved.
Not since the Fitzgerald woman showed up at his doorstep last Christmas Eve had he hired another prostitute. And, as that had not gone well, he’d had no relief from the tension inside him. That tension continued to build.
The servant/laundress/artist’s model -- whatever the hell the Irish woman cared to call herself -- owed him. After all, she had snatched the whore fee left on the table by the door, taken the money for a fuck she had failed to deliver. She had best make good on it now or he would have her plump arse thrown in jail for thievery.
John drew near to them, artist and model. Ignoring the man, at least for now, he surveyed the generously shaped woman who had pounced to her feet at his arrival.
Her body held no secrets. He had already seen her sans clothing, as had everyone else in Bar Harbor. The artist, Philip, hung her naked portraits in his gallery window with remarkable regularity. By now, everyone in town had familiarity with the Fitzgerald woman’s face and form.
Most decidedly, she owned well-proportioned curves. As to her face -- her features were even-featured at worst, attractive at best. She did have a long and lovely neck, as elegant and graceful as a swan.
And a swan’s bad temper went along with it. Then again, a wet pussy could make up for a dry disposition.
Additionally, this woman’s common, sable-brown hair carried no confusing red in the strands, a lack that made him past grateful. Though, her eyes were a different matter entirely. He felt no gratitude whatsoever toward them. A shade of disappointed gray, her eyes had the disconcerting tendency of staring him down.
Forward hussy! He would never mistake this contentious clump of Irish moss for a beautiful Lily. In every respect, the Fitzgerald woman paled in comparison to his sister-in-law.
In her favor, though, she had developed a fascination for him. A tenderness he intended to pander into an evening of heavy congress.
With a nod of civility to the seated artist, John began the procurement. “Are you available this evening, madam?”
The doxy tossed her head, the move liberating a riot of brown waves from her chignon. “Available in what way?”
Careful not to touch her, especially not her full bosom, he leaned into her. “For a fourth of July fuck,” he whispered impatiently into her ear. “What else would you think?”
Her reply was only audible to him. “What I think is this -- you have all the subtlety of a swill-eating pig and the boorish manners to match.”
He grinned at her snarled insult. “I make you no denial, there. But, have no fear, pigs never shit where they sleep. Now would you spare me a few moments of your time? I shan’t keep you long.” He set his terms. “We can either have our conversation here, in the company of your friend, or in private. Your choice.”
“We have nothing to discuss, either in public or in private, Mr. Donovan.”
“Oh, I believe we do. A small business matter you entered into with me on Christmas Eve, terms you left unfulfilled. A rather large purse of money is involved, paid by me for an investment in goods not delivered.”
In a sweep of navy skirts, she turned to the artist on the blanket. “If you will excuse me, Philip?”
“But of course, my dear.” The artist’s half-mast gaze sank to the front of John’s trousers. “Though, there is no need. We are all sophisticated adults here. I see no reason to -- well -- pussyfoot around the same pussy. I have no reservations about sharing. In fact, my dear, since you promised me amusement, I can think of no more amusing way to celebrate the holiday than by having a threesome on the Fourth. We can adjourn to my studio and start the festivities there. That is, if we are all in agreement.”
The Fitzgerald woman flashed her disappointed-gray eyes at him. “What say you, sir?”
John smiled. “Lead the way.”
Chapter Three
As she had done a hundred times before in this same artist’s studio, Molly disrobed behind the screen. This time, though, unlike those prior occasions, she left off the satin robe. Nude, she proceeded, not toward the easels, but into the small bedroom at the rear of the gallery.
The two very different men, one dark and angry, the other fair and even-tempered, awaited her attendance there.
Neither had undressed.
She looked from one to the other. “Well?”
Philip, well used to being blissfully naked in the company of another man, shed his garments without reserve. “I must say, this is rather amusing.”
“I told you so, did I not? Once I promise, I never go back on my word.” Raising her arms, she undid her hair.
After shedding his garments, John’s gaze affixed to her lifted bosom; Philip’s gaze affixed to John’s lifted cock.
So, that was the lay of the land, was it?
But a promise was a promise, and she could hardly blame the artist. Philip had impeccable taste in both male and female flesh, and John Donovan was as seductive as sin.
“Why not just kiss him, Philip, and get it over with!” she exclaimed in exasperation. “Heaven only knows, we could use an ice breaker here! The air is so thick a knife could cut it.”
Her remark pulled John’s gaze away from her teats quick enough.
And speaking of quickness -- speedier than she ever thought possible, the artist made a mad dash for John’s mouth, and bumped their lips together.
Ordinarily, she could think of nothing more stimulating than the sight of two extremely masculine men tonguing one another. This time, however, along with her excitement, a wave of unexpected jealousy also swelled within her.
So much for her declaration of independence. So much for enjoying a night of unrestrained fornication. Not enough to already hate one artist -- Lily -- she was now feeling less than loving toward another artist -- Philip -- as well.
By the time their endless kiss concluded, she could easily have killed both men, and tossed in a certain redheaded female too, just for good measure.
After their deep Frenching, John handled the jut of Philip’s cock and began the stroke of passion as he looked over at her, a white smile splitting his tanned face. “Shall I, madam? Shall I finish your artist friend off, and then let him have a go at me?”
Her bottom lip trembled. “No.”
“Then, what shall I do?” John asked, still massaging Philip’s erection, a prominence that, whilst respectable, was not nearly as compelling as the electrician’s lightning rod.
In reply, Molly tossed her hair, squared her shoulders, and sandwiched herself between them -- a plain hen chicken covered by two handsome slices of bread. “Fuck me, instead.”
Usually a slow poke, the artist had extensive knowledge of her body and this gave him the advantage. Leaving the starting gate well ahead of John, Philip raced to the portion of her anatomy that intrigued him the most.
Her bottom.
John captured a jiggling breast. He squeezed the elongated end. “You have the largest nipples I have ever encountered, Molly. Truly dramatic.”
She swallowed with difficulty. “You told me at Christmas, sir, that you prefer a smaller areola.”
“I do. But, in the dark, I shall hardly notice.” He scratched a fingernail across the tip.
Thus making his point and her point too. Her nipple sharpened like an arrowhead at John’s touch.
Ignoring Philip -- now spearing his tongue into the deep crevice between her buttocks, a tickling action she took note of, but only distractedly -- she inhaled John. His scent alone could make her come.
“Does this mean we have a future, sir?” she asked him.
“After you pay off what you owe me, I should like us to continue. With qualifications. During my interview of you on Christmas Eve, you expressed amenability to certain perversions. Does that still apply?”
She shivered, almost convulsed. But not from Philip’s eager, albeit annoying tickling tongue, but from John’s unenthusiastic, albeit wholly engaging, fondling. “Aye.”
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