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  ONE


  Carla Hedgeman cocked her head, hearing Warren's car in the drive. He was home. She sighed and wiped her hands. In a moment he would come stumbling in the side door calling “Carla, I'm home, dear.”


  She despised him. How long had they been married—eight years It seemed a lifetime. She had been only nineteen, not nearly old enough to marry. But Warren Hedgeman had come along with a car, a job and a smooth line that she hadn't heard before and she had fallen under the spell. And the chance to get out of her parent's house.


  She heard his step on the walk at the side door. The door opened and slammed. She held her breath:


  “Carla, I'm home, dear.”


  She let the breath out and sighed. Picking up a saucepan, she rattled it against the sink. Now he would come in and peck her on the cheek. How had she gotten herself locked in this prison? The walls of a crummy little house in the suburbs, in the clutches of a stove, a kitchen—and she never could save enough money to take a plane somewhere. Other people disappeared into the blue. Why couldn't she?


  She looked up to see him standing there, a big, good-natured oaf. She forced a tight smile.


  He kissed her on the cheek. “Have a good day, dear?”


  She wanted to say what the women said among themselves, 'shitty,' but she knew it would shock him. Everything shocked him, even the dancing girls on TV.


  He was tall, about six inches taller than she, with brown hair and eyes that drooped. Like a wounded beagle—someone had said that about him one night at a party and she couldn't forget it. It fitted him to perfection.


  She lifted her shoulders an inch. “Like all days,” she said. She fussed over dinner while he stood in front of the living room TV set, listening to the news.


  When she served dinner, it was on the table in front of her plate.


  A small package.


  She looked at him in surprise. “What's that?”


  “Open it up, dear.”


  He had a silly, pleased look on his beagle face. He had bought her a present.


  Frowning, she ran quickly over the anniversaries and birthdays in her mind. It was none of them. She sat and picked up the box. It was probably a watch or a ring.


  “It's a ring, huh?” she asked. “Do you know my size?”


  He leaned on one hand and waited. The tiny box was tied with a ribbon. Pushing it off, she shook the box. Nothing. She ripped the paper with her fingernail and looked at a plain black box. She glanced at him. He had the same stupid expression on his stupid face.


  She opened the lid. It was a ring. She cocked her head and stared at it. It was a curious ring, and it looked old. “Where did you get this, Warren?” “Look at it, dear.”


  She picked it out and turned it around in the light. It was ornate gold with a grayish stone of some sort in the setting. “It's costume jewelry,” she said.


  “It's not at all. It's an antique. It's very old. The man said he didn't know how old.”


  “What man?” She examined it closely. He was right for once. It was an antique, and very old. The band had cabalistic designs and the workmanship was amazing. She knew at once that it was valuable. She smiled.


  “The man at the antique shop,” Warren said. He took his fork and began to eat. “I talked him out of it.”


  “What did you have to pay for it?” “It's a gift. Never mind what I paid. Put it on. Does it fit?”


  She was very pleased with it. It had a lovely feel, heavy and important. She tried it on the third finger and it went on smoothly. She held her hand out, turning it this way and that. It felt wonderful. She found herself getting up to go around the table to kiss him. She was surprised at the act. She hadn't done that in—a long time.


  He was pleased too. “It fits, huh?”


  “Yes, thanks, darling.” She sat, forgetting her food. She felt wonderful all at once. She didn't get enough gifts. She had never lost the little-girl feel of a gift.


  “Eat your dinner,” he said.


  “It's a very beautiful ring, darling. Beautiful.”


  “I'm glad you like it, I thought you would.”


  She felt better and better. She looked at him, across the table. Even he looked better somehow. A warmth seemed to steal through her. The evening was nothing like what it had been only a short time before. She felt absolutely delicious. She regarded him steadily, and felt something she had not felt for a long while. She wanted sex.


  It almost shocked her, the feeling. She picked up her fork and dropped it. Warren glanced at her, smiling. She began to eat, pecking at her food. God! What a strange feeling! She wanted to go to bed. Her loins were warm; she was horny—she knew what that meant. Did a mere gift do that to her? How long had it been, since they'd had sex?


  A long time, weeks. She could think of nothing but bed. She wanted to undress and run about the room naked. To shake her titties at him! She took a deep breath.


  Her face was hot. He smiled at her, “What's the matter, dear?”


  “I don't know. I feel—sort of—I don't know—”


  “It was hot today,” he said. “Reached eighty-two downtown. I guess that's it.”


  She rose and went into the kitchen. Turning the tap, she filled a glass. She didn't want a drink of water: she wanted him in her. How easily the thoughts came into her mind. God! She was really horny. That had never happened to her before, not in that way. She knew it happened to others, but not to her; she wanted to press herself against something—a man. She ran her hand over her belly and down over her mound. It burned.


  She nearly fainted from the stinging sensation. All she could think of all at once was putting her finger into it—into her cunt. She was so hot! Cunt!


  “Are you all right, dear?”


  “Yes, of course,” she replied. She looked at the ring, and took it off. Slowly the heat faded from her face. The tightness began to leave her loins. That was strange! She stared at the ring. But that was silly, an inanimate object didn't have the power to —she put it on again. The feeling began to flow back into her body.


  She opened her mouth and closed her eyes, enjoying it. Then she took off the ring. She returned to the table.


  Warren looked at her anxiously. “You're pale—”


  “I'm all right.” She sat down and began to eat.


  “Where's the ring?”


  “It's here,” she took it out of her pocket.


  “Don't you like it?”


  “Of course, dear. I just don't want to put it into the dishwasher—“ That satisfied him. She changed the subject.


  While he looked at the news, she took the dishes into the kitchen. She fondled the ring. When it was off her finger it was hard to believe that she had felt so—horny. Glancing into the living room, she put the ring on her finger. The curious warm feeling flooded her, seeming to center in her loins. She leaned back against the wall and writhed sensuously. It felt so good! She brushed her hand down over belly and mound again. Electric tingles made her shudder. God! She could let herself go!


  She put her head around the edge of the door. Why didn't she just go in, sit on his lap and ask him to take her to bed? Wasn't that natural? She'd make him bounce.


  Removing the ring quickly, she drooped against the wall. Perspiration popped out on her forehead. The TV set droned on. She went into the bathroom and looked into the mirror. She wasn't thirty yet. No gray hair, all golden brown, her face had few and tiny wrinkles. Everyone got wrinkles, a few at a time. The fact was pleasant and oval, a nice nose, a rather too large mouth, but pleasant. Her figure was good, even with Warren's disinterest in her, she hadn't yet allowed herself the middle-aged flab.


  She put the ring on again, and smiled at herself in the mirror. Carla, you shameless female! God! What was she missing?


  Pulling up her skirts, she rubbed her hand up the inside of her thighs. If Warren should see her now, he'd die—absolutely die! She wanted to giggle, and her finger curled under her panties. Then, with a rush, she covered the slit. It felt marvelous! The finger seemed to diddle the clitoris by itself. Sighing, she almost fell against the basin. The little thing was hard as a button. She was so hot she could hardly stand it. The finger flew, and she began to pant—wanting release. She was juicy. She could hear the small sounds her finger made.


  Then she came to a climax.


  The self-gratification overwhelmed her. She yanked the ring off with the last of her will power. Oh, how she wanted not to! She stared at the white face in the mirror. Could she become helpless under its spell?


  She didn't dare think that far ahead.


  With the precious ring in her pocket, she went back to the kitchen. Warren hadn't stirred. She grinned at his back; if only he knew what kind of a present he had given her. She grinned like a cat as she did the dishes.


  What if she put the ring on his finger? The idea fascinated her. But then she would feel nothing—or at least nothing like the glorious passion that came over her with it on. What might he do? He might rush out into the street with his thing hard and rape the first woman he came to. The idea made her giggle aloud. What a picture!


  But she knew she couldn't trust him with it. It was her secret. She paused and looked at it again. Such an innocent, pretty ring. And yet somehow sinister. The stone seemed warm, but maybe it was the heat from her hands. It also seemed to change color slightly, but perhaps that was the light. She put it back in her pocket conscious that her heart was beating fast.


  In bed that night, the ring clutched tightly in her hand, she wondered if her life was being changed. Warren's breathing was regular and deep.


  She hadn't been able to bring herself to try to make him want her. The idea of the strange ring was yet too new. She listened to his breathing; he was asleep, she put the ring on her finger.


  In another moment she began fingering herself. The bed moved as she writhed. Warren sniffled in his sleep. She slipped out of bed and went into the bathroom. Panting, she fingered herself wantonly. She simply couldn't help it. After she came she was able to get the ring off. She put it in a drawer.


  After breakfast, when Warren had gone, she sat and stared at the circlet of gold. The stone was cold and dull. When she picked it up, it seemed to warm a bit, and when she slipped it on her finger it definitely grew warm and the color improved. It seemed to glow. Was it her imagination? The way she felt was not imagination. With the ring on her finger, she was horny.


  She locked the doors. In the ferment the ring brought on, she dropped to the couch. In a moment she was masturbating furiously. Lewd thoughts rushed through her heated brain. She wanted more than the finger that teased her. She wanted a man! The telephone—call a man! It all seemed so easy. Call a man for God's sake! Her thoughts whirling, she went to the phone and dialed the grocery. Her voice was soft and throaty—she wanted to giggle.


  The man at the other end was interested; she could sense his interest—desire. The sound of his voice seemed to inflame her further. A male voice. She read her list, rubbing herself against the edge of the table. God! It was a delightful anguish. She had to remove the ring.


  When she put the receiver down she put it on again. She was crazy—she couldn't call a man and ask him to come put her to bed! Could she? The ring seemed hot to her touch. She staggered to the couch and rolled on it, fingering herself. She screamed at the sheer luxury of it.


  She tore the ring off. What in the world was she doing? She, a married woman, carrying on like a common slut! She should throw the ring away.


  She looked at it—and put it on her finger. She squirmed and yanked her skirts up, giggling. Don't think.


  The delivery boy didn't bring the groceries this time. Mr. Justin showed up, the man who had taken her order. She had nodded to him in the store, and knew him slightly. He was tall, with glasses and a smooth, round face that smiled easily. He knocked at the kitchen door.


  Carla put the ring on and ran to open it.


  “A—hello, Mrs. Hedgeman?”


  She smiled and told him to bring the bags in. When he passed close to her she stiffened and clenched her hands. She wanted to grab him. He put the groceries on the sink. “There's—a—another bag in the car.”


  She nodded. The way he looked at her made her tingle. Did the ring's power extend to another— did it arouse him too? Who cared—she was half crazy for him. She moved closer so he would have to brush by her to reach the sink. She watched him at the car; he almost ran back to the house, he was breathing hard when he entered.


  “Let me take it,” Clara said. She moved in front of him and her hands were over his, taking the bag and feeling the flush of him. Her face was burning. She turned and put the bag on the sink— and he was behind her suddenly, pressing her, his arms about her.


  She turned slowly, deliciously. Her pouting lips sought his. Her arms wound about him, embracing him, revolving her hips against him wantonly. She was on fire. God! How she wanted it!


  “—er—I'm glad I came instead of the boy,” he said.


  She closed his mouth with her lips and her hand snaked down his body. He sucked in his breath as she grabbed it. He looked round the kitchen.


  “The bed's that way,” she hissed, indicating with her head. His penis was terribly hard!


  “Yeh—” With both hands he pulled her along, across the dining room into the bedroom. Turning suddenly, she pawed at his fly; her hands were like claws. He stared at her, pushing the hands away and unzipping. His long organ popped out and she gave a delighted little giggle and captured it in both hands. Dropping to her knees, she kissed it. She hadn't kissed a man's penis in years, she thought. But thoughts were in a far corner of her mind, they were there but hardly noticed. She craved feeling—feeling.


  Jumping up, she pulled him to the bed by the penis. She giggled, scooping up her skirts and falling onto the bed. Mr. Justin crawled on her quickly, pushing her legs wide. The bobbing phallus pointed at her middle. He was panting too and his eyes were round marbles.


  “Hurry,” she hissed. She grabbed the thing and pulled it—it felt hard and velvety. She stuffed it inside her. She was wet and the thing never hesitated. It glided and he thrust it deep with a grunt. She yelled in pure pleasure as it skewered her. Mr. Justin jerked nervously, but she held him tightly, arms and legs about his body, and bucked up. He didn't believe that, his face said. “I don't know what you've got,” she said, “but it excites me—”


  “Yeh,” he agreed, still wary.


  She smiled and squirmed under him, twining against the prong.


  “Oh, God!” she whispered hoarsely in his ear, “take me, take me—”


  It drove him past caution. The excitement of her fired him. He folded her in his arms and assaulted her pliant body, plunging frantically as deep as he could go. She lay writhing under him, eyes closed, absorbing the sensuous battering. The room became misty and blurred as images assailed her brain. She was in an excruciating dream of naked men and whirling, painted dancers—she was dancing with a man and his Herculean body twisted and wrenched with hers, his magnificent maleness pierced her, and she screamed in orgasm.


  Her passion drove him wild, and he became a violent battering ram for long moments. The bed squeaked alarmingly and thudded along the floor. Her sighs mingled with his panting, and she urged him on, bucking against him.


  “Wait a minute,” he wheezed. He leaned on an elbow and gazed down at her, his face wet with perspiration, “Don't you ever get enough?”


  She moaned, then she opened her eyes and focused on his mouth. He was not the man in her dream, but he was a man-then she remembered. “We've just started,” she giggled.


  He stared.


  “You excite me,” she whispered.


  If he didn't believe it he made no sign. “You're the most excitable dame I ever—”


  She hugged his body. “Ever what?”


  “Ever screwed.” He kissed her and she shuddered involuntarily and undulated, squeezing him and pressing shapely legs about him.


  “Say that again—”


  “What?”


  She giggled and bit his ear. “That you wanna screw me—” It was delicious to use the word. She rammed herself against him.


  “Jeez, Mrs. Hedgeman—”


  “Carla.”


  “Jeez, Carla, I gotta rest a sec.”


  She sighed. “What's your name?”


  “Joel—” She closed her eyes dreamily and revolved her middle about his shaft. She could hear the tiny sticky sounds of it. That was what she had been made for—screwing. Why did she want to do anything else? He was inert. She opened her eyes: he was staring at her.


  “What?”


  “Boy, you're a hot one,” he said.


  “What good is an iceberg?” She felt dreamy.


  “Nothing.” He moved slightly as she moaned happily. “You're for me, Mrs.—er—Carla. I never thought you'd be like this.”


  She giggled. “Why not?”


  “Well, you always seemed so, sort of distant, you know what I mean? Like you didn't play around.”


  “A lot of girls do—that come in the store?”


  “Yeah, some. The delivery kid—” He broke off. “He what?”


  “That delivery kid, he gets his share, I guess. He talks a good line anyway. He said not you, though.”


  She wriggled provocatively. “But you know different.”


  He squirmed it deep. “Yeh, I know different. A lot different. When I heard your voice on the phone, it kind of got to me, you know what I mean—?”


  His voice trailed off, the mists swirled around, violently colored. Wild music splashed on her ears and the naked man was back, grasping her in his huge arms and whirling her. Something was driving into her with compelling force. She wanted to sing, to scream, to fly. Waves of sensation washed through her body and she tumbled through space, jerking in paroxysms of pain-pleasure. She was on fire; she was struggling with someone who wanted to throw her into the fire. She woke with a shriek, half berserk, pounding and scratching at the demon who—she realized that it was Joel.


  He was holding her, yelling at her. “Carla, for Crissake, Carla!”


  He slid off her, eyes wide. She felt it leave her and she moaned and twisted sinuously to regain it.


  “Carla!” he shouted. “Dammit, Carla! Relax a damn second—”


  “No, no, no,” she moaned.


  He held her down on the bed, arms and legs spread. He was stronger than she, but she scared him.


  Some fragment of reality smeared across her heated brain and she ceased to struggle against his hands. She was panting and her pointed breasts were heaving. She was sweaty and her muscles felt tired under the urge that tightened them. He saw her eyes open and he released her cautiously. “You all right now?”


  She tried to smile. “God, you excite me, Joel, you know that? You excite me.”


  “Jeez, you're a hellova lot of woman, Carla. D'you get that way often?”


  She shook her head. “Huh uh, never before.” He didn't believe that, his face said. “I don't know what you've got,” she said, “but it excites me—”


  She smiled and squirmed under him, twining herself about him, feeling the delicious flesh, the warmth of him. Her legs went about his body and he sighed deeply.


  “My Jeez, Carla-'


  “Come, love me.” She pressed her mouth to his. God! how it made her spine tingle! His maleness stirred against her, she could feel it squirm and twitch. That fired her. She writhed her loins to it, pulling at him, “Come to me—come to me—”


  The mystical haze enveloped her; she felt dizzy then, as though drunk. She tried to speak but only sounds came out: she was screaming in passion but she couldn't help it. The delicious phallus was ramming and thrusting and the wild music slammed at her ears. The demon wrenched at her, she could feel his presence, feel his hot breath, he was fierce and she had to give in to him.


  “Carla-Carla, Carla—”


  She heard her name and tried to rise. Something held her down. The demon slapped her face, she felt the sting and rolled her head away. She growled.


  “Carla, dammit—”


  She opened her eyes, staring straight up; she was alone. She twisted, and there was Joel, lying beside her. He was panting heavily.


  “You win,” he said, “I'm all through.” She giggled and slithered over him, down toward the wrinkled thing. He didn't stop her. She captured the dear thing, mauling it with her lips; he sat up.


  “Hey, what time is it?” She paid no attention.


  He rolled and squinted at the bedside clock, then jumped in startled surprise. “Jesus Christ! It's after four!”


  He pushed her aside and swung off the bed in one burst of energy. She cried out and grasped at him. He scooped up his pants and pushed into them.


  “My God! We've been at it for hours!” She stared with wide eyes, watching the dear thing disappear into his shorts. She was going to lose him, lose his body—


  “Listen, you better get up,” he said. He came over-and kissed her quickly. “I gotta go, Carla. Got to. Jeez, they'll think I got hit by a truck.” He extricated himself gently and went to the door. He looked back at her. “Man, I'm weak as a kitten. I'll see you later, honey.” Then he was gone.


  She cried. She heard the car start up and back out of the drive. She looked at her hand, where the ring glowed. She took it off hurriedly and stared at it. The car's gears ground as it reached the street. In the far corners of her mind she wondered what the neighbors thought—the car with the grocery sign parked there all afternoon. She picked up the ring. Who cares what they think?


  She was sobering, becoming conscious of what she had done. She had engaged in an orgy of lust the entire afternoon.


  What would become of her? She began to cry, gripping the ring in her small fist. It must be her imagination. No bit of stone and metal could cause that raging thirst for release. Perhaps she was slowly going mad. She had heard that people sometimes slowly went mad—over fetishes. The ring was a fetish, wasn't it?


  She opened her hand and stared at it. She must get rid of it. Rising, she went to the window. No, she couldn't throw it away. Besides, Warren would ask for it, want to see it. She tucked it away in the drawer.


  She went in and took a shower.


  Warren noticed nothing. She aired out the house and changed the sheets on the bed. “I'm home, Carla dear.” She winced and steeled herself for the peck on the cheek, thinking of the idyl she'd had. She felt like a bag of straw.


  And then, Warren wanted sex that night, of all nights. It almost made her laugh. The ring was in the drawer. She was cold as the salad she'd served for dinner. She was tired from the violent stimulation and exertion of the afternoon. But she let him have his way with her, feeling little and wanting nothing; how could she?


  But she felt twinges of guilt as he poked and prodded, and she helped him a little. It was not the same. She thought of getting up for the ring and fought down the idea. Wait.


  When he rolled off and went to sleep, she stared at the ceiling hardly able to believe it had been she with Joel, frantic and demanding. Yet her body's tiredness confirmed it. Her memory assured her, and there were patches in the memory, things she couldn't remember. She knew she had blacked out some of it. What in the world did Joel think of her now? He must consider her a real sex-mad female.


  In the morning she thought of the ring constantly. She was able to keep her hands off it till noon. She put it on and ran to the bed, naked. Masturbation gratified her—partially. To a point she wallowed in it, but soon the terrible wanting began to eat at her brain. She wanted a man.


  She forced herself to take off the ring. Dressing, she worked at the house, the thought of the ring always in her mind. It was insidious, like a drug. Could she ever come to control the ring? It was only a bit of metal, of course she could control it. All she had to do was take it off her finger.


  The thought eased her mind. All she had to do was remove the ring, put it aside. What could be simpler?


  Joel called her late in the afternoon. “I just wanted to say 'hi'.”


  She was cool, not unfriendly, but a little distant. Talking to him was a little like chatting with a stranger, and yet it wasn't. He knew her as well as her husband did—or differently at least. She tried to warm up, but it was difficult. He was only a voice in her ear. She focused on a picture of him nude and the idea did not inspire her. He had a slight pot. Just a bit of a belly.


  “You remember me, don't you?” he asked with faint sarcasm.


  “Of course,” she said. “I—I guess you—have a rather—interesting idea of me.”


  He laughed. “I'm so tired today I can't lift beans, let alone anything else.”


  She knew what he meant. “I can't either.”...
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