
  
    [image: img]
  


  
    
      Twisted Triangle

      Stan Mitchell

    

  


  This page copyright © 2007 Olympia Press.


  CHAPTER ONE


  Gay knew who had stepped boldly into her bedroom. She didn't need to look to know that the man behind her was naked and wearing a rock-hard cock at his groin. He'd made no secret of his approach when he entered the apartment. His shoes thudded when he kicked free of them and his belt buckle had clinked merrily as his trousers tumbled to the floor. But for the moment she ignored his entry and continued to stare in fascination at the photographs spread across the bed pillows — half a dozen nude candids she'd taken of a gorgeously stacked female.


  “Come look, Tommy!” Gay murmured huskily, without even turning her head toward her expected caller. “Isn't she just the wildest thing you ever saw?”


  The foot of the bed moved under Tommy's weight as he crawled over the edge of the spread and crept toward the girl. She felt his body press against hers and the hard length of his erection flatten across the small of her back.


  “Beautiful, baby,” he whispered, gawking over her shoulder. “She really your ma?”


  “She's Mums, not ma!” protested Gay with mock irritation. “She's my Mumsy and she doesn't need what you're shoving against my fanny!”


  “How d'ya know? Maybe she's getting plenty,” he snickered, seizing one of the photographs. “With an ass like that, she's gotta be!”


  Gay squealed in outrage and snatched the photo back. “Well, she's not! I know! Just look at the way she begs in her sleep! But it's not for what you think.”


  Tommy studied the picture. The straining body was ripe and voluptuous, bent in wanton invitation as if dying to be possessed. Dark shimmering hair tumbled sexily around her shoulders and milk-white breasts capped with obviously turgid nipples thrust firm and full toward the viewer. “You didn't leave her any secrets,” said Tommy, staring at a graceful hand that lay across the brunette's prominent sex mound. Very feminine fingers were curled round the slope of her vee drifting toward the dark cleft of her prick-haven.


  “I took it last night when she squirmed out of her sheets in her sleep. She never knew I took it,” Gay boasted. She pressed the photo to her lips and kissed the soft smile on her mother's lips.


  “You're a nut!” exclaimed Tommy, wrapping his arms around Gay's waist and groping with eager fingers for two very near-at-hand cherries. “Like mother, like daughter!” he murmured, cupping Gay's full breasts and squeezing playfully.


  “Tommy! Be serious!” Gay jerked impatiently from the circle of his arms, and he fell back on the bedspread and studied the blonde's sizzling curves from the rear.


  Gay dropped the photo back onto the pillow and twisted to look at her favorite bedmate.


  Tommy was resting the weight of his body on one hand and stroking openly and tauntingly at his swollen penis with the other. Her eyes widened as her attention centered on his hard-on. A male arousal always intrigued her and Tommy mounted a very special erection. She bent and saucily kissed the vermilion darkness of the crown and the cock shaft leaped higher in response. The long white length stood proudly above a pair of balls crammed with juice crying to be freed. It was the ballooning red cap that excited Gay the most. When they'd been apart for several days, it seemed to blossom more grotesquely out of proportion than ever. Abruptly she forced her attention from Tommy back to the photos on the bed.


  “Mums bothers you, doesn't she, Tommy?” Gay demanded.


  “Ummmhh,” he agreed. “Personally I dig blondes, but your mother's a beautiful woman.”


  “You'd like to put your big old cock right up her middle, wouldn't you?” Gay persisted.


  Tommy looked from the torrid photos to the tantalizing Gay at his side and his hand tightened on his prick handle as he answered. “Way I feel, I could shove it right through that picture and come crazy,” he groaned. “C'mon, Gay!”


  “Well, you can't have her for real,” Gay teased, watching his stroking intensify. “Ever since Daddy died, I've taken the place of her needing a man. She's told me that lots of times.”


  “How come?” Tommy was mystified.


  “Raising me, that's how come.” Gay was sober faced and deadly serious as she looked at Tommy. “Says she owes it to Daddy to raise a fine daughter in his memory.”


  Tommy whistled softly. “What a waste! Couldn't she have both? A man and you?”


  “Doesn't need it.” Gay's expression told Tommy she really believed what she was saying. The blonde sighed. “I just wish I had a way to turn into a mammoth prick after she went to sleep at night though. She doesn't know what she's missing and it would make her happy.”


  “You are pure nut!” laughed Tommy.


  The girl seemed not to hear him, but swung and spoke to the photos. “Look at me, Mums! Your little girl is a super dick blasting into your vagina! I'm shoving my big sweet head all the way up and you're going cock-nutty with the feeling!” Gay seemed oblivious to the now frantically bothered Tommy as she arched deeply and thrust her breasts into even greater prominence. Her fingers danced across her turgid nipples.


  “Look, Mumsy! I'm three cocks in one!” She strummed excitedly at her dark stiffened cones and it was obvious to Tommy that violent sensual lightning bolts were stabbing through Gay's body. He gaped hungrily to see how far she would go. Still manipulating one boob, Gay's other hand dove between her shapely thighs and he saw the fingers disappear through the yielding lips of her quim.


  “Ooohh! Yes, Mums! Yesss! I am a cock. A cock! Ooohhhh! Bigger and bigger!” She was rushing toward orgasm as she played violently with the hidden clitty muscle.


  Tommy could see her climax approaching, and the sheer animalism of the girl, writhing and panting as she called to the woman in the photos to watch her self-love, drove the man mad. “I gotta, too, Gay! I got plenty for her!” Tommy lurched forward to his knees, jerking furiously at his inflamed erection.


  Gay's eyes were dark circles of sheerest desire as her glance darted momentarily to the masturbating Tommy. “You do have to! Do it! Do it to yourself!” she screamed at the possessed male. “Beat it! Jerk yourself off over her!”


  It was separate mutual madness. The two climaxed their handmade crests at the same instant, Gay squealing her ecstasy and Tommy groaning as his exploding prick hurled its warm barrage of jism at the pillow, soaking several of the photos.


  The instant her orgasm passed, Gay dove to rescue the spattered pictures and lovingly wiped the semen from the glossy surface. “That's as close as you'll get to her, Tommy,” Gay said matter-of-factly. “She's all mine. My Mums.” She placed the dried prints on her end table. “Know what Camille means, Tommy? That's her name.”


  “Un-unhhh,” grunted a now-frustrated Tommy, looking mournfully down his front. His cock was as feverishly ready to go as it had been before the fast frig.


  “Camille means noble. Righteous. That's my Mums,” smiled Gay possessively. “She's all for me and I'm all she needs.”


  “You're all I need, baby! Now, dammit!” Tommy lunged in naked hunger for the luscious blonde and spread-eagled her across the bed.


  There was no patience in him for more delay and he crowded between her legs and jammed his prick against her pulsing cunt lips. Gay moaned and writhed in the happy deviltry of the instant before her impaling. “Ohhhh, Tommy! I need it! Mums doesn't, but God! I do!”


  The cock drove hot and wild into her love tunnel and she shrieked her joy as her legs wrapped round his hips.


  “Do it to me, Tommy!” Gay drove her pelvis at the man. “Oh, fuck me! FUCK ME!”


  His sperm barrage tore into her convulsing body seconds later and she gasped her joy as she met Tommy's orgasm with her own. With scarcely a pause they began a fresh frenzy of copulation, driving frantically at each other.


   


  At that moment, Camille Jones was watching the horde pour from the elevator onto the sixty-fourth floor of the Chrysler building in mid-Manhattan. Her thoughts were partly on those who turned from the elevator toward the glass doors of her reception office, and partly on Gay back at the apartment. Little she could do now, she knew. The girl could find other times and places if Mums squashed Tommy's pickup.


  Then Camille saw the tall man step from the elevator and her thoughts suddenly were back in New York City. He looked uncertainly at the directory of offices posted in the center of the bank of elevator doors. Then he looked toward the glass-paneled doors which opened into the room that was Camille's domain. His eyes brightened as he approached and Camille immediately drew conclusions about the man. He was unsure of himself in a new environment. And he was very sure of himself in many other ways.


  After five years at the reception desk of Towne-Davis Advertising Agency, Camille had become something of an expert in gauging those who walked through that door and approached her desk. The man approaching now was different. Not a client, she concluded. They were always vastly more self-assured. Not some talent for casting. They always radiated a certain veneer of show business. And certainly not a salesman from media. Much too unpolished for that.


  But there was something about the man who now pushed open the glass door and approached Camille's desk. There was a kind of catlike grace to his powerful frame, a sort of special confidence to the way he carried his body that overrode the strangeness he obviously felt in this new environment. He rested powerful hands on the edge of her desk and leaned toward Camille, lowering his voice as he spoke. “Miss, I'm Ted Comer,” he began and then paused.


  “Do you have an appointment, Mr. Comer?” Camille asked, putting just the right touch of practiced warmth in her voice to let the man know Towne-Davis Agency was glad he stopped by.


  “No, uh... I'd like to speak to the casting director, if he's in.”


  That's it, sighed Camille inwardly. Another hopeful. Stranger to the commercial world. Trying his wings without an agent for an audition in a trade about which he knew nothing. She resisted the temptation to tell him the agency had five casting directors — any one of whom would listen to a reading, ask him to leave a tape, and send him on his way.


  “We have several. Let me see....” Camille glanced down at the day schedule for the casting people who selected talent for those coveted commercials. Hetty Perkins seemed to have an open book at this hour of Thursday morning. “Won't you have a seat? I'll see if Miss Perkins can see you.”


  Miss Perkins groaned that she could ... in a few minutes. A half hour later Camille glanced over her shoulder at the lone remaining figure in the reception room. “I'm sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Comer. Miss Perkins should be right with you.”


  “That's all right. Got lots of time,” Ted responded, leaning forward from the edge of the deeply upholstered loveseat to flick an ash into the tray on the coffee table.


  She could nearly always tell the first visit of a male to the agency. If their air didn't tell her as they approached her desk, their surreptitious casing of her figure as they waited gave Camille the word. She knew she had a body men enjoyed mentally undressing, and Camille, frankly, didn't mind. But this Ted Comer was different. He was openly appreciative of her figure, but she wondered why it made her feel the way it did from this man. Usually she felt more than mildly irritated by a stranger's guilty look if she caught him staring at her flank or on her rich body profile. There was no such guilt in the eyes of this man when Camille's glance met his.


  “First visit,” he volunteered. “And I think I'm out of my league.”


  Camille pivoted on the swivel of her chair and looked directly at the man. It was a rare admission from someone waiting for an appointment with a casting director. “You have an announcer's voice,” Camille replied. “Maybe you'll get an audition.”


  The buzzer sounded on her desk and it was Miss Perkins' secretary calling back to ask if Mr. Comer would come by later in the afternoon. The old dodge, thought Camille. Hetty had checked her agent's lists and there was no Ted Comer there. She smelled an amateur and didn't want to be bothered.


  Promptly at four Mr. Comer was back. This time Camille studied the approaching figure with more interest. At least, he wasn't a quitter! A shame, too. Hetty would make short work of him. With a sigh of dismay at his persistence, Hetty Perkins said she would see Mr. Comer in a few minutes.


  Four-forty-five came and Camille began to gather her things to leave. The man was trying unsuccessfully to look nonchalant about the put-off. Twice during this last wait Camille tried Hetty's office to get her to see her caller. Each time she was told snappishly it would just be a few minutes. Camille wanted to tell him he was spinning his wheels. No agent, a walk-in off the streets, his chance of a serious audience when he did get to Hetty or any of the casting people, was nil. Unless....


  She wondered why she felt attracted to this stranger. She guessed Ted Comer must be in his late twenties or early thirties. Clean-cut, mature, not an out-of-work actor looking for a few fast dollars on a voice-over commercial. Why did this one, sitting silently there, disturb her so? Why this strange tingling sensation? “Look, I shouldn't tell you this, but I don't think you'll get to see Miss Perkins today,” Camille said, violating all agency instructions.


  Ted stubbed his cigarette into the tray and shook his head. “Got the same runaround at the last six agencies.” He looked directly into Camille's eyes and gave her a helpless kind of smile. “Maybe I shouldn't ask, but I'd like to talk to you. Could you have a cup of coffee with me when you get off?”


  Camille was startled by the invitation. She was taken by the man and she tried to tell herself there was something more than his rugged handsomeness that attracted her. “I'd be glad to have coffee with you,” she smiled, gathering her purse and the paperback she'd been reading off and on during the day.


  “I'm in big trouble,” Ted told her when they reached the downstairs coffee shop. “I'd like to find out from you if I'm chasing a wild goose on Madison Avenue, or if I ought to stay with it.”


  She was fascinated with his eyes, the strength of his jawline, the way an unruly lock of hair tumbled from Ted's forehead as he described his dilemma.


  “Just got separated from service after ten years,” he told Camille. “Had a couple of years with Armed Forces Radio and remembered when I got my discharge that an AFR program director told me I'd have a good chance in commercials, voice-over and that kind of thing. So, I came straight from separation to try my touch.” Ted looked glumly at his coffee. “But I'm spinning my wheels.”


  “How long have you been trying?” asked Camille.


  “About two months.”


  “That's not too long. You can't expect it to happen overnight.” She had seen it a thousand times. Hopefuls with good voices and a few years at the board of some little thousand-watter radio station in Nowheresville, eager for the pot of gold they'd heard lay in the one-minute TV commercial. Usually after a few futile stabs at the agencies, the disillusioned quit.


  “All I want is a foot in the door,” Ted went on. “But the casting directors are all great dodge artists and I've about run out of bread to keep circulating.”


  Camille saw the line of light flesh on his ring finger, accented by the darkly tanned skin around it. “Are you married?” she asked.


  “Was,” he said. His tone was dead. “That's why I'm doing this. She really cleaned me out. Separation pay, accrued leave, the works. My fault. I seem to be a specialist in bad decisions and getting married just before my last tour in Vietnam was one of them. We were bad news for each other and we both wanted to break and start all over. I'm not all that noble, but the settlement was cheap at the price!” Then Ted looked up and smiled. “Anyhow, I took a look at my know-how with a 50-caliber gun, at my ten-year-old liberal arts degree, and at my radio time. Madison Avenue and commercials seemed like the best bet.”


  Camille sensed the man was leveling and she felt an immediate sympathy for him. Like Ted, she had been doing a lot of thinking about a new beginning lately. He listened to her suggestions that he get an agent and not try to free-lance his way into the casting world, that he set up a demonstration tape that would give agencies a preview of his voice.


  “You have what we call a 'big voice,' deep and full. It's much in demand these days. Do you have a portfolio?” she asked.


  “Portfolio?” he repeated, mystified.


  “Pictures. Of your face or any special features about the body that commercials like to use. Anyway, it pays to have things like that with you. Especially if you're just starting in.”


  He was snaking his head in despair. “Lordy, I couldn't swing an agent right now. I'm flat out.”


  “You wouldn't have to pay an agent to take you on.” She paused and looked thoughtfully at him. “I could give you a name or two, but you shouldn't go in empty-handed.” A mad thought came over Camille and she acted on an impulse bred of loneliness. “Look, I'm a kind of amateur in photography myself, but it's my hobby,” she said. “Maybe I could help you get started, at least with some pictures for when you go to an agent. I don't know what you'll do about a recording, but any agent would go for your voice.”


  “Say, that'd be great,” Ted enthused. “How do we get together on the photography?”


  “Where are you staying?”


  “With a buddy over on the West Side. But his wife isn't too happy about it.”


  Camille didn't know what possessed her to make the suggestion. She just made it. There was a desperateness about Ted which she liked and understood. “I live in a little place out in the country,” she heard herself saying. “If you'd like to get some pictures, you could come out with me tonight. Gay, my daughter, goes to the community college in Greenwich, but she's away till tomorrow. You could use her bedroom.”


  “Terrific! But what about your husband? Would he mind?”


  “I'm a loner, too,” Camille replied. “Except for Gay. I lost my husband in Korea.”


  Ted stared at her in surprise. “In Korea? The early fifties? You must have been a child bride!” He wondered privately if she was lying to him. The youthfulness of her body. The peach-pink freshness of her complexion. She seemed hardly more than twenty-five!


  Camille laughed at the perplexed disbelief on his face. “I was a child bride.” Her expression sobered. “I was very young and foolish and madly in love with a sergeant named John Jay Jones. I woke up one day feeling very seventeen and very pregnant! Gay was on her way. So, we were married the day before my John Jay Jones left to go and get himself killed at the Yalu River.”


  Ted flushed. “I'm sorry. I mean... you seem so young. It didn't seem possible....” His voice drifted off.


  “What did you do?” Camille asked softly. “In the service, I mean.” She felt as though she had known this man for years, and he had walked into her reception office only hours earlier.


  “I was just another guy,” he answered. “First Cavalry. I was a sergeant like your husband.”


  That was it! Camille thought. So much like John had been! A sergeant. Even looked the way she remembered John, although the memory was dim. “My husband was First Cavalry, too,” she murmured. “But you said ten years! Isn't that a little long?”


  Ted's laugh was cynical. “Amen to that! Dad was a career man. Up through the ranks from noncom to colonel. I thought that was for me. 'Learn soldiering from the ground up,' the old man said. I snubbed ROTC and went in cold after I finished college. Made master sergeant and after two stints in Vietnam they told us to take this piece of real estate the papers called Hamburger Hill. What a meat grinder! Came off that thing with guts sick to death of the whole business... and also the offer of that field commission I had wanted so badly I could taste it.” He shrugged. “Just wised up a little slow, I guess. I took discharge.” He wanted to get off the subject. “I'm surprised you haven't married again.”


  Camille could be just as direct as Ted. “Lots of friends. No serious bidders. They all panic at the idea of a widow with a daughter.”


  “What the hell's that got to do with it?” demanded Ted. He signaled for the check. “Let's go take some pictures. Where do you live?”


  “Out in Greenwich. We can make the five-fifty if we hurry.”


  “Oh, ye gods! Now I've put my foot in it! You're going to think I'm a bum, but I don't even think I have train fare. To tell you the truth, I've been padding up and down Madison on foot, trying for a shot at this business.”


  “Come on,” she laughed. His honesty was refreshing. “We'll share my commuter ticket out tonight and in tomorrow. With a little luck in the darkroom, you should come back in tomorrow with a fistful of glossies.”


  They made the 5:50 express to Greenwich and forty-eight minutes later the train arrived at the suburban Connecticut station. Ted stared at the row of multistoried office buildings towering above the sleek new depot.


  “This is country? Looks more like a mini-Grand Central,” he laughed.


  “Isn't it something!” Camille gazed ruefully at the modernity of the massive steel and glass structure. “The city comes to the country! The natives are furious. The old station was just a cute little frame building. Anyway, we're going to where country is still country.”


  Moments later Camille wheeled the Volkswagen out of the commuter parking lot and Ted held his breath as she tooled the bug quickly out of the village along a wildly curved road lined with maples and stone fencing. Once as she slowed, then shifted gears, the back of her hand brushed his leg. He made no effort to pull it away. Camille's heart raced. That electricity again!


  “Wow!” Ted breathed in awe, looking up the great sweep of green. They were swinging between two stone gateposts toward a mansion at the crest of the hill before them. “Nice little cabin!”


  “Not mine,” she assured him. “I'm in the gatehouse over here. Mr. Phillips owns the castle.” Camille swung the VW into the grotto of the three-car garage. The car looked like a toy in the vastness of the empty room as Ted stepped out and swung round the back to hold the door for her. She hurried ahead of him up to the second level which, she explained, once belonged to the gatekeeper. As she climbed the steps, Ted studied the provocative curve of her tail and the smooth turn of her calf muscles.


  “It's nice for Gay and me here,” she said, pushing the heavy oak door that squeaked open into the living room.


  “Quite a place!” admired Ted. His quick appraisal swept from thick-beamed ceiling to the plush carpeting to leaded-glass windows. The apartment had the look of quiet continental luxury.


  “We get the gatehouse in exchange for helping out up the hill. Gay and I take turns supervising Mr. Phillips' children. He's a widower. You know, we baby-sit, or we lifeguard when their governess is away. It's perfect. A receptionist's hundred-and-twenty a week is nothing. I did have GI insurance and AT&T stock, but if it hadn't been for Mr. Phillips, the whole thing would have gone long ago!”


  “Where's Gay?” Ted asked.


  “You mean... right now?”


  He nodded.


  “On an overnight with some of the girls from Fairfield-Exeter. At least, they'd better be girls! That child!” Camille saw the mystified look on Ted's face. “Fairfield's our community college. It's no Wellesley, but it's an education and that's more than I had the sense to get. I don't want her to be thirty-four and only trained for a receptionist's spot, if she has to work.”


  Ted was jolted by her candor, first about Gay's conception. Now about her own age. Even more astonished that she was really that old. “I can't buy that!” he protested.


  “What?”


  “That you're really thirty-four! I'm going to have to see this daughter before I'll believe it!”


  “Thank you, sir.” Camille glowed at the compliment. She cast an appraising glance at Ted's young face. “Adding machine says you're at least thirty-one or two, yourself. But your face says it isn't so.”


  “It's so,” he admitted. “Plus two. I've just turned thirty-four myself.”


  Camille headed her guest toward Gay's bedroom. “Come on in. Make yourself at home. Shower's in there. I'm going to freshen up a bit myself.” She paused at the door. “There's proof on the wall. They're pictures I took of my baby.” She closed the door behind her.


  Ted walked to the wall with its montage of the room's usual occupant. Pictures in every form of dress and undress. He whistled softly to himself as he stared...
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