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  At last, Irwin thought, as the strange woman stretched out beside him in the dark—at last he was going to be had in a way that he had dreamed about for years, even if the woman was not Joanmarie. He would be the prey of a female wolf. He would be weak and submissive to her overmastering desires. He would not raise a hand to prevent her primordial cravings. He would lie there as pure meat awaiting her voracious mouth. She could furrow him, frisk her fingers over his flesh, flare him and deflate him. He would do everything she asked of him. He would, at last, be a woman's slave. And he waited...



  1


  While his wife Wilma prepared herself for bed, Irwin Cross watched the autumn rain falling lightly on the street below and brooded on their marriage. He didn't want to be single again, he was sure of that. He would miss nice firm tits, lush under his fingers and swelling in his mouth. But to be married meant living together. For a while, at least. There was nothing permanent about marriages. People no longer remained together the way they did a few years ago, happily or unhappily. And there was no real reason for anybody to get married in this day and age. Children were out of the question to most people who did any thinking. And Irwin had done a lot of thinking along those lines. Those people he knew who were hung up on the ego trip of wanting kids were all right, he reflected as he listened to the sounds of his wife moving about the apartment. One or two was okay... at least that was what the ecologists were saying. But he felt sure that he and Wilma weren't ever going to have any. So that boiled down to fucking for the sheer pleasure of it, he decided. Matter of fact, he added, just to put things straight in his head, it had always boiled down to the amount of pleasure one got out of it. For him, at least. And so, what the hell difference did it make?


  None, he decided quickly.


  Once it had made a lot of difference. Irwin winced, remembering the first encounter he had had along those lines. Was it really possible to have ever been that young?


  He had been fifteen years old when it happened. Walking down the street after a movie. Just barely dark, but not the pitch black of night. Fifteen and a hard-on, thinking about the motion picture star in the film he had just seen. Thinking about finding some scunch. Feeling his raging cock as he walked, aware with every step of the throbbing, aching need to get it off. Not to jack off either. A woman. A girl. A flesh and blood girl-woman with a cunt. Hair-lined cunt. Through his mind had walked visions of entire fields of cunts. All of them with lewdly open holes, clutching and clamping; the swollen labes twitching. He constructed the entire female slit, then gave them all assholes, the clitorises, the curling hairs, slick hairs, kinky hairs to different cunts. One after the other. Imagine how it would be, dipping and humping all those cunts. One after the other.


  Maybe two strokes here. Four there. Just one there because it wasn't tight enough. To be able to walk through an entire field of cunts blooming up out of the ground for him the way wild daisies grew. Yes, he decided, that was the way the world should be. That was the Saturday afternoon he had first gone to the whorehouse and met Jazmine.


  Now it was two weeks later and another Saturday movie and he still felt the same way. And his wild imagination wasn't doing anything to ease the agony of having a hard-on and no scunch around. It had been a bad two weeks for him. All the girls he had been told were good fucks were out of town, going steady with somebody else, or otherwise occupied. His mind raced in time with the raging heartbeat that was centered in his cock. He had been all cock right then. Walking down the street. Nothing but a great big thumping, purple-headed, lurching, seeping prick. With ears and a mouth, nose and eyes and feet that propelled him along as he thought about how hard his prick was and the bitter fact that his only hope was Jazmine, the plump black girl who charged fifty cents for the asshole, a dollar for the cunt, a dollar and a quarter for a blow-job. The trouble with Jazmine was, Irwin didn't like her much. The fact that she was black had nothing to do with it. He didn't like Tookey, either, who was white. And who also charged for her services.


  Of the two whores available to a fifteen-year-old, he liked Tookey least. At least Jazmine was clean, he told himself as he tried to talk himself into going down to the whorehouse. She was clean and neat and she smelled good. And she laughed a lot, because she had a good sense of humor. Tookey was dirty and stringy and had a mouth like a fish that has been caught on a hook. Her eyes always reminded Irwin of the dead eyes of a fish, too. And she didn't laugh and she didn't talk. Besides, she made him pay first. “Money first,” she'd say with her palm out. “Then we fuck. No money, no fucking.”


  Irwin hadn't gone back to either Tookey or Jazmine since that first time. But it still irked him to have to shell out the money first. With Jazmine, it was, “Hi, boy. I bet you know what time it is.” And she was warm. Acted like she liked it, asshole, cunt or mouth. She sucked it a little when it was in her mouth, but she left most of the work of the fuck up to the boy. Jazmine put her arms around a person and kissed and nuzzled. Warmth. It was Jazmine's teeth that had turned Irwin off her. They were rotten. When she laughed, which was often, she kept covering those teeth with her hands. It made Irwin nervous. It bothered him when she nibbled on his prick a little with them, too. Knowing they were rotten and full of cavities and such a dark brown color. But he kept thinking of how wet and warm her mouth felt when she covered his cock with those thick lips of hers, forming a hole bigger, softer, and yet tighter than her cunt....


  Irwin kept staring at the rain slanting against the trees on the park side of the street. The street lamp under the overhanging foliage illuminated the steady downpour. Because of the hour and the weather the traffic was desultory. There was not a soul abroad on foot.


  “You know,” Irwin said, “It's warm enough here in the apartment but when you look outside you feel a chill.” The firm flesh at the corners of his warm gray eyes crinkled in a smile. “Very influential, the climate of the mind, so to speak.”


  “Yes,” Wilma said tonelessly.


  Irwin felt a mild wonder at the lack of expression in his wife's voice. He turned, curious. She was lying in bed naked, her arms and legs spread at wide angles, her eyes shut but, he knew, acutely awake.


  She was still an extremely attractive female and probably would remain so for some time. A striking brunette with fluffy hair, suddenly startling blue eyes and a lean, rakish face, she had big breasts, curvy hips, strongly muscled thighs and legs of sinewy elegance—and was proud of her feminine essentials.


  But Irwin, gazing at her, was not stirred.


  And, as he carelessly tossed the last of his clothes over a chair, Wilma watched him through slitted eyelids, bored by her husband's barrel chest and billy-like masculinity.


  “All right,” Irwin said, “so mine wasn't a profound observation. Or were you telling me you had a deadly dull evening?”


  Wilma intoned like a prelate from a pulpit. “What is more rewarding than for long intimate and boon companions to have an evening together with a dab of mild spirits to warm the cockles on an autumn night, and talk of things nearest and dearest, and then to depart with full soul and overflowing heart?”


  “While all the time,” Irwin said, “you'd rather vault into bed with Paul Tribuno.”


  “And you with Joanmarie Tribuno.”


  “Agreed. Though I take it you and I love each other.”


  “Correctly took, Irwin. Cross my tit and hope to die,” she said. They laughed, and Wilma went on. “Really, it's true. You're my man. No doubt about it. I salute your integrity, wisdom, tenacity-”


  “Knock it off.”


  “And that, my man, is what I'm not particularly interested in having you do to me. But in all other departments I'm yours, air-tight.”


  “Our marriage, therefore, will never drown,” Irwin said, “because you're tenacious, wise—”


  “All right.”


  “But I just can't see you as a bang—not any more. But since we love each other and we're civilized and we observe the commandment about thy neighbor's wife and husband, we're in one hell of a predicament, Wilma.”


  “You'd better make us one hell of a stiff drink,” she grunted and raised herself from her sprawl as Irwin stepped out of the bedroom to go to the bar. She twisted herself into a combination crouch and squat on the sheets and rested her chin on her bent knees. “Civilization...” she muttered.


  “What did you say?” Irwin asked, returning with a couple of Irish whiskies, neat.


  Wilma took a swallow and shuddered from the sudden sear in her throat. “Civilization,” she said hoarsely.


  “What's the trouble with it?”


  She sneered, “People.”


  “What would you substitute—computers?”


  “Don't you sneer at them. You use them all the time.”


  “Sure. They're handy for long long-division.”


  “Listen, Irwin.”


  “Why not?” He squatted at the foot of the bed opposite her.


  “You're an economist, right?”


  “Where have you been?”


  “That's just my opening.”


  “Ah.”


  “So,” Wilma said, “Isn't there a GSP or something you could figure our individual problem from and come up with a solution?”


  “GSP, GSP...” He seemed baffled. He shook his head and swallowed some more Irish. “I know about the GNP, the Gross National Product, but-”


  “Gross Sexual Product, Irwin.”


  “I don't get it, Wilma.”


  “Well, if you have a figure for the mass sexual American output or input, as the case may be, couldn't you analytically discover where our category of jaded married couples expresses itself?”


  “You're out of your mind.” “Just desperate, Irwin...” He reached over and compassionately patted her flanks. “Nice thigh, Wilma.” “Nice hand, Irwin. So what?”


  “Well, never mind the GSP, it won't help us.”


  “What will?” She stared at him with her great blue eyes. “On a rainy autumn night? Any night? Any day? Hour, minute—”


  “Shut up, I'm thinking.”


  Wilma suddenly giggled.
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