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Rogering Molly




I first met her at a friend’s dinner party in
Hampstead. She was a fine looking woman, though clearly the wrong
side of 50. Her eyes were bright and penetrating, her bosom ample,
her hair luxuriant (I cannot abide baldness in a woman). I thought
I could detect an ingrained habit of disapproval in the lines
around her firm mouth, giving it a somewhat surprised cat’s-bottom
configuration. It was this last detail that made me feel more or
less certain, that she would not, if you will pardon the
expression, be an easy nut to crack.

It was with no
little surprise, therefore, that the moment it was known the two of
us were sharing a taxi home together, and Molly had gone to the
lavatory for a last tweaking of the nose, “Cubby” Spencer sidled up
to me in the hallway, wreathed in brandy fumes, and leered
somewhere into the nape of my neck, “No sleep for you tonight then,
laddie.” “What on earth do you mean?” He leered even more closely.
“Word about town has it, a very good poke.” I have to hand it to
Cubby. He was absolutely right. The old girl was rabid.

No sooner were
we installed in the back of the taxi, than she reached out and
grabbed at my crotch with all the vehemence of a greedy little girl
seizing the last chocolate finger in the box. And less than half an
hour later, we were comfortably ensconced in my bed and dancing the
feather-bed jig with the fervour of a couple of newly-weds. We had
been up-and downing for quite some time, when she stopped, and
said, “I bet you’ve got a tweed jacket in your wardrobe somewhere.
Put it on,” she begged. Now this was new to me, I don’t mind
telling you. I had never met a woman before with an appreciation of
the sensuous qualities of Harris tweed. She screwed up her face, as
if encountering something in her own, deepest psyche that she found
distasteful but luridly exciting. “It’s something to do with...
loving what you hate,” she said at last.

“Just the
jacket?” “Um – well, I don’t suppose you have a pair of good, stout
brogues, do you?” “Brogues?” “And a bottle of single malt?
Just sluice your mouth out with it. And I’ve got some lipstick, you
can use that to redden your cheeks.” She was becoming almost
breathless with excitement now. “We can cake some under your
fingernails too, to look like blood!” This was too much.
“Blood?” “Fox blood!” she cried. “You’ve been out hunting!”
So: picture the scene. There’s me, togged up now in tweed jacket
and brogues and not a lot else, cheeks ruddy with lipstick and more
under my nails, banging away like billy-o, and there’s dear Molly
evidently loving every minute of it.

“My breasts,”
she moaned. With a suppleness that surprised me, I managed to crane
down to her fine bosoms with my mouth. I began to pleasure her with
a delicate tickle of tongue. “And talk dirty to me,” she added. Now
I’ve always found this bedroom skill especially challenging.
Nevertheless, I made a bold attempt, kicking off with something
about wanting to thrust into her hungry love-tunnel with my
monstrous, throbbing idol of manhood until she screamed for mercy.
Almost immediately, however, she requested something rather
different. “No, no – talk dirty about the working classes. Pretend
you’re a debauched aristocrat. You’re drunk, horribly drunk,
stinking of whisky; and you’re snobbish, sneering, sexist, racist.
And a Duke. And I’m really common.”

I don’t mind
admitting that this role-playing was new to me. It seemed to demand
rather more thespian skills than I could muster, and it didn’t seem
to me to be particularly arousing either. But I did my best, and my
God, old Molly certainly found it arousing.

I have to say,
it all struck me as deeply rum: here was dear old Molly, absolutely
renowned for her love of the common people. Was she not regularly
to be seen, standing at the top steps of her fine house overlooking
Clapham Common, dispensing tea and biscuits at the end of a pole to
the vagrants down below? And yet here she was, wanting me to be a
rampant snob! “You’re so lower class,” I scolded her. This seemed
to go down well. “You’re nothing but a little guttersnipe, a common
harlot, a trollop. You little bitch, you whore, you slut; and now
you are being fucked by me: the Duke of Trumpington!” She was moved
almost beyond speech: but not quite. She paused, and then asked if
I had a copy of a magazine lying around – The Spectator,
ideally. As it happened, I could oblige to the letter. And when I
returned upstairs, there was the randy vixen on all fours, face
buried in the pillow, begging me to spank her, with the rolled-up
journal.

So there I was,
red faced with embarrassment, walloping away and wondering whatever
would come next, when it came. It was the most extraordinary
request of all. She wanted me to insult her – ahem, racial origins.
Ah well, I thought: in for a penny, in for a pound. At my
suggestion – a little uncomfortable, I must stress – that she might
be of Irish ancestry, she bucked underneath me with fierce abandon,
and then she flopped over on her back, spread her thighs. Finally,
with a touch of my tongue and a deft use of the word “piecaninny,”
she arched her back and climaxed with astonishing abundance.

* * *

Of course,
Cubby Spencer wanted the full report the next day, and of course,
like a true gentleman, I gave it to him. “Do you know the song we
used to sing about her in El Vino’s?” “Oh come away with you,
Cubby,” I said, “you know perfectly well that in the phallocentric
world of El Vino’s, any woman would have had a dirty song sung
about her.”

“Phallo what?”
said Cubby.
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Last Pilgrimage to
Paphos




The deer leans towards me, little more than a fawn,
almond-eyed, foreleg tentatively outstretched, a delicate hoof
beside my foot, its soft, moist muzzle cupped in the palm of my
hand. (The tameness of these deer, sacred to Apollo Hylates, never
fails to amaze and delight me.) In the distance, through the last
few pines and the shimmering pine-laden air, I can just make out,
with my old and rheumy eyes, the temple of Paphian Aphrodite, and
the slumbering sea beyond.

Needles crunch
underfoot. More pilgrims are coming down through the woods behind
us. My fawn’s ears flick back and forth alternately, she turns her
head away from me, and then abruptly she trots off. I am alone.
Where is the boy?

I find him
bathing naked in a pool fed by springs from the hills, from high
Olympus and Tripylos. He says nothing, clambers out, droplets of
cold mountain water on his smooth hairless chest, rubs himself dry
with his himation, and slings it around his waist. I toss a coin
into the pond and make a wish – for youth or love or immortal life
or some such folly.

Emerging from
the woods we see streams of pilgrims on the road below leading into
the town, on foot or on mule, from Magna Graecia and Lydia, Phrygia
and Crete, Egypt, Libya, Nubia... Devotees all of the Goddess of
Love and, some poets say, the eldest of the Fates. Beyond the town,
as we approach, we can see the rocky islands out to sea, inhabited
only by seabirds wheeling and crying in the summer air. Over the
last rise and there is Paphos, flat white rooftops hurting white
under the sun. My boy claps his hands and leaps at my side. I
cannot resist a smile.

* * *

The best rooms
in the town are all taken, and even the cheapest are beyond the
means of a peripatetic philosopher and his pupil. We lay out our
blankets in the almond orchards behind the great temple. Last
year’s almond shells in the grass beneath our blankets, brown and
sundried, crackle when we lie down. New almonds ripen on the trees.
Autumn is coming.

It is three
days until the Aphrodisia. It is very hot. The cicadas are
shrilling. We drink and dispute in the tavern, under a cool
trellis-arbour of trailing vines. A Syrian dancing-girl, her hair
caught up in a fillet, sways her quivering flanks to the castanet’s
rattle, half-drunk, lascivious, wanton, eyes sleepy and
half-closed, her hands on her hips and then on my boy’s shoulders.
What thanks will cold ashes give? she sings. It is sweet
to lie in the shade, and reap the scarlet lips of a pretty
girl.

I lie under the
stars, see the trail of Perseus to the northeast over the dark
Troödos mountains, and that most beautiful star of summer, Vega in
Lyra, and Arcturus slowly falling towards dawn. My head is heavy
with wine but I sleep little. Before daybreak my boy returns and
slips under the blanket beside me. His flesh is cool but his heart
is beating like a startled fawn’s. I kiss him. ‘Your skin,’ I
murmur. ‘Sandalwood, cinnamon, nard... You smell of Syria.’ He
smiles, his teeth gleaming white and wolfish in the darkness.

* * *

In the morning
we walk into the town and I lecture him along the way about the
Goddess. He is sullen and adolescent, does not listen, kicks a
peach-stone along the road, walks ahead of me on long coltish legs,
squints out to the far horizon of the sea. I strike him a vehement
blow across his back with my stick. He swings round, blinking with
pain. I reprimand him for paying no attention to my words. He turns
away again, but not with impudence. He speaks like a man. “What is
there to learn from you?” he sneers. “What do you know of
Aphrodite? I can learn all I need to know of her between a woman’s
thighs.”

I run at him,
lumber rather, to strike him again, but he skips away and mocks me.
“Old men should chase old men!” he yells, “not young boys. You’ll
never catch us!” He flicks up his himation and bares his arse at
me, and then runs on into town.

I do not see
him again that day. (The manners of the young these days! It was
not like that when I was a boy.)

* * *

In the gardens
of the temple of Aphrodite I couple with a sacred prostitute, who
performs her duties with manifest pride, laying aside her elaborate
head-dress first with great reverence. I pay her her due and thank
her courteously.

In the town I
hire a local guide, but I should have saved my money. All Cretans
are liars; and all Cypriots too. This charlatan kindly informs me
that the temples of Paphos were all built by Dedalus himself; that
Hercules was born here (showing me the very house); and that only
thirty years since, a great sea-monster arose out of the waves and
devoured a dozen virgins on the beach.

In the tavern I
learn of the Hierodouli, a slaves’ festival for the Goddess,
which took place only a few days before our arrival. The slaves
build huts of myrtle branches in which they make offerings to wax
models of the Goddess, and implore fertility. Garlanded with
flowers and praying without ceasing, they often enter into trances,
having ecstatic visions of far-off lands, or holding conversations
with their own ancestors of many years ago, when they were
free.

* * *

The
Aphrodisia begins on the sea-front, where the Goddess
herself first stepped ashore out of the foam.

A priestess
anoints the great stone statue with oil, and then the virgins wash
naked in the waves, emerging dripping with saltwater, pert and
glowing, each reborn as a young Aphrodite Anadyomene herself. They
approach the statue of the Goddess and dance around her, a dance
formal and restrained, bending to kiss and caress it, the dancing
and touching being their initiation into the mysteries of seduction
and the sensual life.

The priestess
then signals the end of the dance, and with it, the coming of
autumn, of fruitfulness and then the darkening days and the cold
end of the year. The virgins disperse into the crowd to choose for
themselves their first lovers, their first act of love being both
an initiation and an offering to the Goddess. After this there are
more sacrifices and auguries, incense and prayers, singing and
dancing and love feasts and poetry and wheatcakes and honey and
wine, scenes of riot and delight in the gardens and groves of the
great temple.

Amid such
scenes I glimpse my boy, seated naked on a wall, a young girl
standing facing him, clasped between his bare legs, kissing him
ardently. He looks up suddenly and sees me. His eyes are green and
blank and pitiless as the sea. The girl turns and looks in my
direction too. He cups her face in his hands and leans down and
kisses her again. I turn and walk away, and after nightfall return
to the orchard to sleep, like Sappho, alone.

* * *

Long into the
night, when the moon and the Pleiades have set and the night is at
its darkest, I feel him creep under my blanket. I say nothing –
sulking, I admit it. Recognising my mood, he slithers down and
begins to pleasure me, to tickle and kiss and caress me, arousing
me against my will, and I ache with desire. I do not look down. I
gaze at the stars overhead, unmoving, sigh a little – wheeze,
perhaps. Then I notice, standing to one side, watching us – my boy.
I throw back the blanket and look down.

It is the girl,
his girl. Her mouth is soft on me, featherlight, a trail of hot
kisses across my skin, a lizard over a sunwarm wall, her tongue a
dance of lizard flicks, and then more greedily, devouring me. I
lose a year in age with every kiss, grow young again, hot-blooded
and heedless. I reach down and cup her head in my hands, my fingers
twining in her hair. She looks up at me, smiles, then rises up, her
slim boyish silhouette against the starry night, and very quickly,
pragmatically, she straddles me and drives me inside her with a
little gasp, so warm and tight. She leans forward and whispers in
my ear, her loosened hair tickling my face, “Not bad – for an old
man!”

And there I lie
– the indignity of it! Stretched underneath a woman, a slip of a
girl, I in the supine position of a slave, while she bucks and
rides me like an old mule, whispering teasing endearments in my
ear!

I turn my head
and there is my boy, squatting beside us now like a little satyr,
the girl’s slim hand snaking out and reaching around his satyrical
phallus, her face still turned to me, smiling down on me,
knowingly, riding me triumphantly. And my boy watching us, his eyes
gleaming, so pleased with this gift he has brought me, his hands
reaching out in turn to caress the girl as she makes love to me,
his fingertips trickling over her buttocks, over my own hands that
hold her there, over her breasts and her damp thighs, while I lie
back and laugh, a happy old slave of Aphrodite, Goddess of Love and
eldest and most powerful and irresistible of the fates, straddled
by a Paphian girl whose name I never even knew.
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Fun With Aunty




That summer we were staying at my aunt’s house in the
country. There was always something faintly mysterious and exotic
about my aunt. Her husband had been a drunken boor whom we only
dimly remembered: purple jowls, watery eyes, white bristles
sprouting fiercely from ears and nostrils. We referred to him as
The Warthog because of the way he snuffled into his dinner and then
jerked his head up suddenly and stared at you with little pink,
piggy eyes. How he ever managed to marry a woman like my aunt, I’ll
never understand. But he died a long time ago.

My aunt stayed
out there, in Jamaica, for a long while. It was deeply disapproved
of. My father said no good would come of it, but my mother, ever
tolerant, said she didn’t think there could be any harm in it, and
wasn’t it rather wonderful for a woman to be running a whole estate
single-handed? My brother made up outrageous stories for me. “Of
course, you know the real reason she stays out there,” he’d say.
“I’ve heard it’s all those big black fellows. She takes a different
one into her bed every night.” I was outraged but my brother just
laughed. “Believe me,” he’d continue. “I know. She’s told me
everything.”

Now my aunt was
back, safely ensconced in England, but somehow no longer looking
quite English, with her dark, floating eyes, and her very dark
brown hair that gleamed copper in sunlight, and most of all, that
strange languor... The heat, everyone said with pursed lips. All
those years living out in those climates. Among that sort. Their
tone implied that the tropical sun must have quite melted any
female virtue and irreversibly weakened my aunt’s morals.

All this
feverishly imagined tropical decadence seemed very far away from
clean, green Sussex. The weather was fine and sunny throughout that
dreamy August, but not quite warm enough, I fretted, to melt any
virtue or weaken female morals. And I was just at that age – bum
fluff moustache, blushing in the presence of girls, incessant and
furtive masturbation – when weakened female morals were exactly
what I was looking for.

* * *

The love of my
life was Emmie, my aunt’s new housemaid. Cook told me that Emmie
was 22, which I found rather terrifying, but she looked younger:
thin, pale face, very pale ginger hair, nervous smile, apparently
breastless. Quite beautiful, I thought. But maybe this was because
she was the only available female in the house. (You could hardly
count Cook.) The trouble was, I hardly had the nerve to look at
Emmie, let alone talk. And when I did, it was clearly so
embarrassing an experience for both of us that I would avoid her
for days afterwards.

There was a
certain heady excitement in being the only male in the household.
My father had stayed on in London to continue his research into
what he would tell me was “the, ah, regenerative properties of
simian, that is to say monkeys’, ah...” before tailing off into
vague silence. (Only later in life did I discover that it was all
to do with trying to increase one’s sexual potency with infusions
of monkeys’ testicles. But that is another story.) And my older
brother was with his regiment out in Egypt, to my profound envy. He
used to send separate letters. To my mother he would write of the
latest High Commissioner’s Ball in Cairo, and the polite
tittle-tattle about the Colonel’s daughters. To me he would write,
“the native women are very fine and fuckable hereabouts, but I have
to have my man give them a good scrub down with ass‘s milk before
I’ll have them in my tent. PS: I expect you to have had carnal
knowledge of a woman by the time I’m next home on leave.”

And this only
added to my problems. Not only was I a febrile mess of pubescent
lust, but I had had a direct challenge from my older brother to
prove myself. Doubtless, love is the strongest motivation in human
life, but sibling rivalry comes a damn close second. I had to make
my move on Emmie.

* * *

I had been out
in the boat on the lake all afternoon, trying to catch the pike
that my brother said must have weighed twenty pounds when he hooked
it fair several years ago, and still it escaped. I had no luck with
the old monster though, and then, when I was pulling the boat into
shore, I slipped and got foul-smelling mud up to my thigh, plus a
splinter in my palm.

I went back up
to the garden in a state of advanced disgruntlement to find my
mother and aunt reclining in the shade of the tulip tree. My aunt
raised her head. “The hunter home from the hill,” she murmured with
a teasing smile. “Harry, you’re filthy,” cried my mother. I said
nothing, reached for the jug of cold lemonade lying in the grass,
took a swig, wiped my mouth and felt like a hunter indeed, albeit
an unsuccessful one. “Women,” I thought.

“I think we’ll
have to get you cleaned up,” said my aunt.

I pulled a
face. “If you think you’re coming to the dinner table like that,
young man, you’re very much mistaken,” my mother added.

And so my aunt
came over and put her arm around my shoulders and led me up to the
bathroom.

* * *

First, very
delicately, she took out the splinter with pearl-handled tweezers.
Then she began to run the bath, and went to find a towel. When she
returned she said, “Well?” I was still fully clothed, and I must
have looked awkward because she sighed and, caressing her throat
musingly, said, “Harry – how old are you?”

“Sixteen,” I
said.

“Fourteen,” she
said.

“Fifteen in
November.”

“Hmm. Well, all
the same, you need a bath. Clothes off, darling.”

I turned away
and undressed and slipped into the water, expecting her then to
depart. The next thing I knew, she was kneeling at my side. Almost
immediately I hardened with excitement, acutely embarrassed, not
looking at her, but able to see that she was smiling her broad,
voluptuous smile. She began to soap my back. We said nothing. The
thin muslin front of her dress, splashed with water, became
transparent and clung to her full, white breasts. She soaped me all
over, very slowly, murmuring endearments. She towelled me dry and
sent me off to my room to dress for dinner.

My bewilderment
only increased when, entering the dining-room, I saw my aunt and
mother huddled together in close confabulation, giggling like
schoolgirls. They looked up and saw me and stopped talking
immediately. But not before I was sure I had heard my name
whispered between them.

“Well,” said my
mother with an odd smile. “Aunt Ellen tells me you’ve had a very
nice bath.”

* * *

The following
morning I was on my way out to the lake again, this time determined
on hooking that cunning old pike if it took me till nightfall.
However, my mother stopped me in the hallway. “Aunt Ellen is in the
library,” she said. “She wants a word with you.” Feeling obscurely
guilty, I went in.

My aunt was
lying on the sofa in the window, a large book open on her lap. She
looked up and smiled and beckoned me over. I sat beside her. The
book contained crudely drawn but venerable erotic illustrations:
two women with a dildo, three people entangled together, things I
had never even imagined before. My aunt reached a hand around me
and, caressing my neck, asked me if I liked the pictures. I must
have nodded dumbly because she laughed. With her other hand she
reached up and loosened her own hair, shook it free, turned towards
me, held me under the chin and kissed me. I kissed her and started
to pull back but she pulled me close again. She kissed me harder
and then I felt her tongue between my lips. I responded, startled
but excited. I felt her hand on the buttons of my trousers.

When she guided
me deep inside her, she said I felt so good, so hard. She raised
her legs up high and sighed ecstatically.

And then the
door opened silently at the end of the room and there was my
mother. Our eyes met for a moment and she smiled and raised her
finger to her lips and the door swung silently closed. I shuddered
and cried out. My aunt beneath me hugged me close, kissed me
passionately, called me her darling boy. “You will never forget
this,” she whispered. “You will never forget me.”

* * *

So: I had
carnal knowledge of a woman. But it was my aunt. How on earth could
I boast to my brother about it? I could just lie, but he’d be sure
to spot it. He always did.

Fortunately, on
Sunday morning when my mother and aunt were at church – yes, both
ardent churchgoers – I went upstairs and found Emmie making the
beds. I went over to her and took her hand and laid her down across
the sunlit bed and made love to her there and then. She seemed to
enjoy it, too. Her thin, pale face lit up and shone. So that was
all right.

* * *

“Good man,”
said my brother. He sounded genuinely pleased. It was that autumn,
walking up Richmond Hill. I couldn’t believe how sun-tanned he
looked, how broad-chested and confident. He said he had killed a
man in Abyssinia that summer, a real warrior tribesman with a
spear.

“So, who was
it?” he asked.

“Emmie,” I
said. “Aunt Ellen’s new girl.”

“Really?” he
said. “By Jove.” He chuckled, stopped, stirred some fallen leaves
with his malacca cane, looked up and gazed out over the river
towards Windsor. “You’ll never guess who my first was, really. I
never told you the truth before.” He smiled. “It was Aunt Ellen.
Taught me a thing or two.” There was a lond silence. “Well,” he
said. “Every chap should be seduced by an older woman to start
with. Not too disapproving I hope, old man?”

“No,” I said
hurriedly. “No, not at all. But, Aunt Ellen – I mean, gosh.”
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The Silver
Thread




“His evil silver .38 Special winked at me through the
LA night like a manatee’s unsheathed member, ready to shoot forth
its heinous load into the moaning starlit seas, swirls of seed
floating down through the salt waves, fetid wreaths of maritime
jizz wrapping around – ”

“Hey,
Kuchinsky.”

“Hunh?” I
grunted, coming up for air.

“Chief wants a
word.”

I took a long
last suck on my cigarette and buried its red glowing head in the
soft, comfortable folds of ash. Asshole was reading over my
shoulder.

“Kuchinsky,
your reports recently – getting kinda abstract, aren’t they?
Whaddya do, jack the guy off or something?”



I ignored him,
went on through the smoked glass doors and parked opposite Chief.
His features were crinkled in disgust and perplexity. I knew how he
felt.


“Kuchinsky.”

“Chief.”

“And will ya
stop doing that, for Chrissakes!” He glared down at my groin. It
was my damned rogue hand again, had crawled inside the front of my
pants like a guilty groundhog and was jiggling in there like…

I hauled it
back out and sat on it.

“And lose that
smile too.”

I quit with the
tooth parade.

“Kuchinsky,” he
sighed, cradling his massive bald head in hands like a huge, lone,
naked testicle. “I worry about you. I worry about your work. I
worry about your reports.”

“Chief?”

“I mean, what
is this?” He reached for a sheet in front of him and read. “‘When I
first clocked the felon he was at the Sunset end of Santa Monica,
staring around like some kind of cum-crazed fuck-beast, tense and
quivering like a syphilitic spunk-monkey…’” He paused, drew breath,
and resumed further down the page. “‘His tumid crimson weapon spat
forth a coil of rancid jizz. I was flakked up anyway but I took it
full in the chest, rolled with the blow, at the same time plucking
my own ferocious .45 from my eager pants…’”

Chief stared at
me. I stared at Chief. Silence stared down at both of us.

“Kuchinsky,” he
said at last. “This style of police report. This guns and… male
privates thing. The other boys are getting kinda antsy about it.
It’s getting kinda awkward.”

Still my lips
stayed zippered. I sensed danger.

He sighed
again, a gust of whisky sour in my wincing face. “Don’t mind my
asking, Kuchinsky, but how long now is it since Doreen left you for
the ballet dancer?”

Something deep
inside me moaned at her name. “Two years next week, sir.”

“Two years,” he
repeated. “And – it’s maybe not my precinct, but – there’s been no
one else?”

I answered this
gimmick with a glare.

“Kuchinsky.
Take my advice. Get yourself a broad. Just for a night or
something. OK. Now this Spunkman case. It’s yours.”

 


Spunkman was
our codename for some kind of jizz-crazed madman who was going
around this crazy town outcrazing everyone by whacking broads in a
back alley, not so they were killed, just out cold, and then
coating their unclothed prostrate forms with a near lethal amount
of primetime felonious jizz. This was one crazy Spunkmeister, one
truly whacko whack-off, and we needed to jail him fast before
someone got really hurt.

I had a report
from a fancy French restaurant downtown. Apparently some weird
thing went down last night. A party of people came in to dine, and
among them, it seems, our frigging friend. The rest of the party
turned to check in their coats, and unseen by anyone, Friggo went
ahead. Faster than a Trans-Am freight train, he jerked off there
and then onto the tablecloth, leaving an unlikeable egg-white
pattie among the elegant long-stemmed wine glasses, gleaming
viscously like some primitive organism from the deep. The rest of
the party returned and of course immediately clocked the pattie.
But, get this – they were too embarrassed to say anything – so they
dined their way around it, eyeing each other suspiciously
throughout the meal. The waiters went along ditto.

But not a nice
scenario.

I’d read about
the report this morning. “Spunkman,” I nodded grimly to myself.

* * *

The maitre
d’ at the restaurant seemed to recognise me, though I’d never
been here before.

“Ah, Officer
Kuchinsky,” he oozed. “Enjoy your meal laz night?”

I took him out
the back and whacked him a couple of times. These guys should show
some respect.

I then tooled
up to Pacific Heights to quiz some blonde broad whose bigtime
criminal sugardaddy was out of town on business. Don’t know why.
Always seems like at this point when you hit a brick wall, you
gotta go quiz some blonde broad up on Pacific Heights.

* * *

She opened the
door wearing some kind of silk housecoat that barely covered her
ass. Her legs were longer than the road to Santa Fe, and a whole
lot more honey-coloured than that bad old two-lane blacktop. Her
mouth was wide enough to eat a whole team of Los Angeles Raiders at
a go, and then move onto the Dallas Cowboys for afters. She mussed
with her blonde curls, leaned forwards against the edge of the
door, doing something cupping and pushy with her breasts, and then
she looked up at me through her innocent jetblack lashes like she
was still in highschool.

“Hiya
Kuchinsky,” she cooed like a turtle-dove. “Haven’t seen you around
for a while.”

Whaddya mean? I
thought, dazed and confused. I never seen this broad before. I also
thought, Crime doesn’t pay, huh? So who else would pay for this
little pussycat? She was a federal offence against decency and the
American Way, just the way she stood there, her skin whispering
dreams and dirty words.

“Well you
better come in,” she said. “Daddy’ll be home soon. You wanna
drink?”

I tried to
frame some sensible questions in my humming head, but all I could
blurt out was, “So, you sunbathe naked, hunh?”

This query
arose on account of the way she was bending over to reach for the
bourbon from the drinks cabinet, and her housecoat no longer barely
covered her ass – which was, I saw, the same peachy honey brown as
her legs.

She flashed a
virgin-white smile back at me. “I sure do. Well, no one can see
round the pool.”

This was pure
craziness. Pussy-and-peach-ass craziness.

“Hey,” she
said, “let’s sit out there anyhow, it’s hot.”

* * *

The Californian
sun beat down. I lay back on a lounger in my dirty old raincoat,
hot as a hog. She lay giggling beside me, asking if I minded if she
undid her housecoat. I didn’t mind. Next time I glanced right,
there she was, housecoat thrown open, naked from head to toe, small
pert titties pointing sunwards, one knee raised, little golden
candytuft between her thighs. She was looking at me looking at
her.

“You look kinda
hungry, Kuchinsky.”

I said
nothing.

“Hot too.” She
leaned over. “How’s about I unloose your tie a little – like that.
And maybe you slip out of that old raincoat? And kick your shoes
off. Hey, that’s better. What about – hey, what’s this? Is that a
gun in your pocket, or have you got just the biggest hard-on I ever
seen? Aw, shy man. Well, only one way to find out.”

She was illegal
just breathing, this girl. She scorched the air around her. Before
I knew it she had ripped off my clothes and was pulling me down on
top of her, inside her, cooing all the while like a sex-crazed
turtle-dove, calling me dirty names and stuff, driving herself
harder against me, and –

She stopped.
“Daddy’s back!” she cried.

A voice called
out. “Sugar! Honey! I’m home!” It was Chief’s voice. My mind
froze.

She looked
flushed, frightened, hot for it still, all at once. She didn’t want
to let me go, liked the danger, dreaded it, her little pussy still
tight around me. Something clicked into place. I thrust into her
again fiercely, she gasped with surprise and new heat, I felt the
tide approaching, I pulled out and mighty arcs of pure white jizz
creamed over her face and body. She moaned in a kind of feline
ecstasy, opened her rosebud mouth to receive it, murmuring “Oh my
god, oh my god…”

I heard a noise
from the house, and knew it was Chief coming our way. I turned
back, pulled on my raincoat, grabbed my clothes, looked down fondly
at my little pussycat, still delirious with post-coital bliss – and
whacked her on the side of the head. Not enough to do damage, just
enough to put her out cold.

It was for her
own good.

As I stepped
round the side of the house, I looked back to see Chief fall on his
knees by his daughter’s side, take up her limp, jizz-spattered body
in his strong arms, and cry out vengeance upon the dastardly
Spunkman.

* * *

A few days
later. “Hey, Kuchinsky. No new jizz scenes since – well, you know.
Since my... You track down the sick fuck?”

It was Chief,
back at the station.

“I think we’ve
heard the last of him for now, Chief.”

“I thought I
told you to bring him in? Jesus H, this is not the kind of
scumsucking shitsack you just have a few words with!”

“Trust my
instinct,” I said. “Spunkman is no more.”

Chief’s lips
split open slowly over his battered teeth. “You whacked him?” I
gave nothing away. “You old… You took him out yourself. Well,
Kuchinsky – what with my daughter in my own house and all – who am
I to say you did wrong?” He grinned now – I wished he wouldn’t –
and even ruffled my rug.

“I whacked
him,” I admitted sotto voce.“He’s all whacked out.”

“Kuchinsky,”
said Chief after while. “Take the day off.”

I stubbed out
my cigarette, made for the door and the parking lot. Slugged back
some bourbon and hit the gas. Coming out onto the freeway I took
the turning for Pacific Heights.

* * *

So there it is:
a standard-issue jizz-crazed cop. Chief tells him to have himself a
broad so he goes and fucks Chief’s daughter. Jizz-craziness
finito. At least that’s what I think it’s all about. But who
really knows how it hangs together? That’s the way it’s always been
in this crazy town. You never seen The Big Sleep?
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Trust Me, I’m a
Doctor

 


 She is lying back on the sofa wearing
only her ‘patient’s gown’ – a short, plain white dress. He is
perched on a chair at her feet. He instructs her to keep her eyes
fixed on the ceiling. Then he begins.

Just a minute,
just a minute, she interrupts him. A bit of scene setting,
puhl-ease. That’s the trouble with men’s fantasies. They’re
so basic. No characterization, no plot. It’s all so
dull, like some schlocky porn film.

There is a plot
he says, a little hurt. It’s the ‘doctor and patient’ plot.

Well the
lighting’s all wrong for a start she says. She slides to her feet
and moves around the room, turning off the overhead light, putting
on a sidelight and a table lamp and then, after a little pause for
aesthetic reflection, laying it on its side. Then she strains
upwards on the balls of her feet – thrillingly aware that he is
watching every movement of her body, the taut slim muscles of her
calves – and lifts down the big gilt mirror and props it on top of
the bookcase. There she says, standing back. That’s a bit better.
She comes back and sits on the edge of the sofa.

OK then he
says, getting more into the spirit of it. Let’s have proper
names.

After some
argument, he is allowed to be Dr Nostrum, even though she thinks
this is a silly name. And then – Miss Havisham? Miss Honeychurch?
Lady de la Touche? – she finally settles on being Miss Cavendish.
Sort of Regency she says vaguely. I like it, he says. Hardcore
Georgette Heyer. Now then: this is your first visit to the
doctor?

She lies back
and then sits up again. You must wear your glasses on the
end of your nose she says. He does so. And look at me over the top
of them when you speak. With your eyebrows raised...what’s the
word? Quizzically. He does as instructed, and with a little shiver
of delight she lies back down again.

You find the
weirdest things a turn-on he murmurs.

Now now she
says. In character if you please, doctor.

He coughs and
then commences. Almost unconsciously he finds himself affecting a
kind of mitteleuropean accent. He taps the end of his nose with his
retractable pencil and says, So then Miss, ah... Cavendish.
You say that you have for some time been experiencing a very low
level of satisfaction both prior to and during acts of,
ah...coition?

She nods shyly.
Yes doctor, she whispers.

And for how
long have you been experiencing this lack of satisfaction?

She considers.
A few months, I suppose.

A few,
munz, you suppose. Hm, good. He pretends to make some notes.
Then he looks up again. And yet you are not married?

Miss Cavendish
blushes, or at least tries to. No doctor, she says softly. There is
an awkward silence while Dr Nostrum waits for an explanation.

I... I just
can’t help myself, Doctor! bursts out Miss Cavendish passionately,
running her fingers though her hair and twisting tormentedly on the
couch. I am so subject to the irresistible demands of my lascivious
nature, so fond of the... the act of love! Why, only this morning I
tumbled the new stable-lad, and last night at Lady Mountley’s ball
I extended my favours to two men simultaneously in the gazebo!

He has to start
talking rapidly in order not to burst out giggling and so spoil the
whole effect. And yet you say that you do not actually seem to
feel very much, is that correct? Miss Cavendish nods. Not as
much as I believe I ought to, doctor, pleasant though it is. Hm
says Dr Nostrum ruminatively, half to himself. Perhaps some kind of
atrophy of the generative organs, through prolonged misuse... (he
doesn’t have a clue what he is talking about, obviously, but he is
thrilled to find himself practising what he terms the eroticization
of scientific language.) Perhaps with some link to a psychosomatic
anaesthesia? Aphasia? Hm. He taps his nose again and speaks more
briskly.

But you do, as
you admit, enjoy the act of coition, Miss Cavendish – as
well as the peripheral acts of stimulus, oral, digital and so
forth?

Yes doctor. She
smiles ceilingwards. Very much.

Hm. Hm. Dr
Nostrum pauses for thought and then says, I wonder if I may, wiz
your permission of course Miss Cavendish, perform a little
experiment upon your person? Merely to ascertain the extent
of your erogenetic anaesthesia?

Miss Cavendish
nods demurely. Very well, Dr Nostrum. I commit myself into your
hands, in the full expectation of professional conduct on your
part.

Dr Nostrum nods
gravely. Naturally. I do not wish for there to be any embarrassment
at my actions, or indeed at your own responses. But it is important
for me to understand the extent of your affliction. Of course if it
troubles you, then you only have to say...

Miss Cavendish
murmurs that she wishes him to proceed.

Then let us
commence, he says.

Taking her
right foot gently in his hands he cradles it in his lap. My word he
says, your toes are a leedle cold, Miss Cavendish. She giggles. He
is starting to sound like Inspector Clouseau. I do apologise she
says. No, not at all he says. Only we may need to warm them up a
little. He begins to knead them gently between his fingers and then
to rub the whole of the sole of her foot with circular motions of
his open palm. Do you feel anything? he enquires after a while.

Mm, yes, says
Miss Cavendish. It feels very nice.

Hm, good. Dr
Nostrum pauses to make a note.

Oh do go on
pleads Miss Cavendish. It feels so nice.

Dr Nostrum
smiles benevolently at her over the top of his spectacles (at which
Miss Cavendish gives another, deeper shiver of excitement) and
says, Very well, Miss Cavendish. Then I shall, he chuckles to
himself, proceed a leedle further, with your consent. He begins to
run his fingers up and down the thin bones in her feet and over her
ankles and to tickle her. She squirms on the bed in slow motion,
sighing deeply.

I take it that
that is a sensory reaction to the stimulus I am administering to
you?

Miss Cavendish
decides to play dumb at this point. For her, very incorrectly, dumb
= passive = pleasurable; while being passive means not having to
take responsibility for the illicit pleasures that she is
experiencing. There are times – not always, but there are times –
when Miss Cavendish loves nothing more than to be a dumb sex
object. When she dreams of being used.

So she fails to
understand clever Dr Nostrum and his long scientific words. Well,
she giggles girlishly, it feels nice, if that’s what you
mean.

It feels nice?
repeats Dr Nostrum, not unkindly. Hm. Good. Good. He begins to run
his fingers gently up her calves, tickling and kneading her as he
makes his shameful progress. And this – does this feel nice
too, Miss Cavendish?

Oh it does, Dr
Nostrum, it does.

Hm. Evidently
no psychosomatic anaesthesia there, then. None at all, Doctor,
breathes Miss Cavendish.

Good, good. Dr
Nostrum summons up all his manly courage and then, assuring himself
that it is all quite in accordance with the Hippocratic oath, he
ask softly, And now I wonder Miss Cavendish, if I might ask you to
move your shift just a little bit higher so that I can continue
with my examination? It is very important for me to ascertain
precisely the point at which you begin to experience a loss
of sensation.

After a little
shyness, Miss Cavendish complies, and Dr Nostrum glides his hand up
under the hem of his compliant patient’s gown and eases it a little
higher. Miss Cavendish raises her legs an inch or two to make it
easier for him, and Dr Nostrum settles the hem of her gown so that
it lies in neat folds halfway down her honeycoloured thighs. Then
he begins to caress her knees and the sensitive popliteal regions
beneath, before running the pad of his index finger in exploratory
little forays up the inside of her thighs.

Now then: how
does that feel?

I’m... I’m not
quite sure says Miss Cavendish, sounding somewhat flustered. I
think I can feel well enough, but...

Very well says
Dr Nostrum. Then if you will permit me – now do stop me if you are
unhappy with my actions in any way, Miss Cavendish, but I would
like, if I may, to ease your gown just a... leedle...
higher... like so. There now, can you feel this?

Shivering under
his (doubtless strictly Hippocratic) ministrations, Miss Cavendish
shakes her head sadly. Not at all she whispers.

Moving his hand
now in teasing circular motions, Dr Nostrum eyes her over the top
of his glasses. And how about this?

I... I... says
Miss Cavendish, seemingly in some distress, struggling to find the
right words. I think I can feel something.

Something? Hm.
He pauses to write ‘something’ in his invisible notebook, and
immediately Miss Cavendish begins to stammer, Oh do go on, Doctor,
please, do go on.

Dr Nostrum
regards her sternly over the top of his glasses (which only makes
the lubricious and deceitful Miss Cavendish wriggle all the more),
and says, Now then, young lady, we are not performing this
experiment simply for your pleasure, you know.

Oh no, of
course not sighs Miss Cavendish.

This is a
strictly diagnostic process. However, he adds, relenting a
little – since it seems that we are indeed on the very verge of
establishing the precise nature of your erogenetic
anaesthesia, I must ask you to permit me to proceed a leedle
further in my explorations. He becomes stern and masterful again.
Now then: if we just hitch up your shift like so – and then just
part your thighs a little more, like so, How does that feel to
you?

Unfortunately
for the diagnostic process, Miss Cavendish’s replies from
henceforward are so punctuated with incomprehensible little squeaks
and gasps and moans and expressions of, as Dr Nostrum understands
it, involuntary precoital pleasure, that when at last he
feels it is only part of his Hippocratic duty to bring the
experiment to its inevitable climax, and introduce his membrum
virile into the diagnosis, and asks for the young lady’s
permission so to do, her replies are quite beyond comprehension, so
that he is obliged to proceed without any certainty that she has
given her express consent. But upon doing so, it appears much to
Miss Cavendish’s pleasure. And afterwards, reviewing the experiment
as a whole, he cannot help but feel that Miss Cavendish has been
a very naughty young lady and deceived him shockingly as to
the nature of her affliction, which, far from being a lack
of erotogenitive feeling, is rather an excess of it, to the
point of a positively disordered nymphomania. So that he
feels it a further part of his duty to administer to her squirming
buttocks a sound chastisement. At this Miss Cavendish
objects, saying that surely such a function should be fulfilled by
her own father, as indeed, she confesses, with an expression of
wide-eyed and innocent perplexity, it very often is, with herself
stripped shamefully almost naked and, not infrequently, before the
gaze of a number of her father’s drinking and gambling companions.
But no, Dr Nostrum is very strict on this point, and commences to
administer the extensive chastisement himself.

After all, he
tells her between slaps, I am a doctor.
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She turns up at ten to nine, immaculately timed, just
as he is beginning to get jumpy but comfortably before he begins to
get irritated. She slips between the groups of people standing at
the bar and comes over to him. She is wearing a very plain charcoal
grey cashmere dress, a black suede jacket and black suede pumps
with modest heels. Bare brown legs, despite the chill November
night. Her hair done up loosely on top with a little silk scarf. He
has observed at least two men watching her as she crossed the
bar.

What’ll you
have?

Vodka with ice
she says. Oh, make it a double. What the hell, it’s Friday
night.

My pleasure, he
thinks evilly. He buys her drink and rejoins her on the sofa. She
sits crosslegged and half-turned towards him. This the best bit, he
thinks suddenly. Nothing else beats this: this moment.
Nothing.

* * *

As the evening
wears on she becomes more and more animated, her eyes glittering,
her eyelids half closing looking so directly at him, and something
in her expression that seems to him pointed and meaningful, loaded
with significance.

You are mad he
says. A mad girl. Let’s talk about you: interestingly mad you. It’s
a funny thing. I still don’t feel I really know anything about
you.

That’s OK she
says. Neither do I.

There you go,
he says, that’s what I mean. He is laughing but he means it
seriously. I mean, where did you grow up? Where did you go to
school?

Hampshire she
says.

And what sort
of school?

She thinks for
a short while and then says, A reformatory.

Really?

Oh yes. She
lays one hand on his knee. I was a very naughty girl.

How naughty? he
asks provocatively.

Very
naughty she says. I was at a Reformatory, run by nuns, for the Very
Naughtiest Girls in England. And they were the Little Sisters of
Discipline and Stern Reproof.

Stern... ? he
says, already going goggle-eyed.

Reproof she
repeats, patting him on the knee again. And Discipline. Very strict
they were too. Any little breach of the rules and you were severely
punished. You were only allowed to walk, not run, down the Marble
Corridor, for instance, on the way to 4am Matins, no matter how
late you were.

And you were
caught running?

Oh no, I was
caught flying. Well, not really flying, but certainly floating down
the corridor, a couple of feet off the floor. But Sister Felicita
was furious, she said she had never encountered anything so
impertinent since her days as a foreman on a building site. And I
had to be severely punished.

Go on, he
says.

Well, I was
taken to the Mother Superior’s study, and there the Mother Superior
and Sister Felicita and Sister Perpetua made me bend down across
the leathertopped desk...

Yes.

She sighs
coyly. And... well, they made me hitch up my little gymslip.

You wore
gymslips? That doesn’t seem a very good idea for a Reformatory for
Very Naughty Girls.

Little
gymslips, she stresses. Very short they were. She plucks up
the hem of her dress until it covers only the very upper reaches of
her thighs, and she looks at him wide-eyed. That short at least,
she says. She pulls it down again demurely. Oh, it was to put
temptation in our way she explains. We were always being told that
the world was such a terribly wicked place, and before we were
released back into society, we had to learn to be able to resist
temptation. That was also the reason why all girls had to share
double or even triple beds in communal dormitories, right up
to the sixth form. And why the school uniform was always so
deliberately, well, so skimpy, and sexy: gymslips, black
stockings, high-heeled shoes, blouses that had to have at
least the top four buttons undone at all times. And at bed-time,
these really short, lacy nighties. And all the walls of our
dormitories were decorated with these enormous, and most
inflammatory murals depicting acts of... well...

Well?

She lowers her
eyes to her feet and plays little-girlishly with the hem of her
dress. Well, she whispers. Sapphic love.

He swallows.
When he speaks his voice is hoarse.

Go on he says,
with a certain undignified desperation.

And all the
bedside cupboards had... well, you know... things in
them.

Things?

Things, she
repeats solemnly. Anyway, the day I was caught floating down the
Marble Corridor, I was made to bend over this leathertopped desk,
and hitch my little gymslip up around my waist. And then...
actually, I wouldn’t mind another drink, would you?

He looks around
with wild impatience, unseeing, and says OK then, and takes the
proffered note from her and buys a couple more drinks and returns
in remarkably quick time. She is sitting back looking very relaxed
and smoking a cigarette. She has been musing on how ridiculously
easy it is to turn men on, how predictable their
tastes are in erotic tales. And yet how she loves doing it. And
this particular man, she admits, is very sweet: the rueful,
apologetic smile, the awkward hand movements, the inarticulate
mumblings.
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