
  
    [image: img]
  


  
    
      Into the Harem

      Akbar del Piombo

    

  


  This page copyright © 2014 Olympia Press.


  http://www.olympiapress.com

  



  INTO THE HAREM


  To Madamina: ”...Ma in Spagna, son gia mille e tre...”


  Don Giovanni.


   


   


   


   


  ONE.


   


  The long, shrill wail of the steamer whistle blasted across the bay and echoed back from the ridges and promontories that lined the shore. The rays of the midday sun slanted downward through the luxuriant, tall plane trees and black cypress, bounced off a speck of golden minaret to end up bathing merrily on the crisp and sparkling water.


  I leaned forward from the railing and waved farewell to a turbaned sultan and the group of unusual people who surrounded him. They waved back, scarves and handkerchiefs bidding me bon voyage. Some were perched on a limousine painted in an outlandish manner which drew fascinated stares from the onlookers.


  The steamer swerved slowly into the current, and the city began to drop away, fusing into the blinding haze of light and distance. The little group faded away from sight, and a pang of nostalgia went through me as the last strip of land slid away to the horizon.


  I thought back to the many crowded events of the past months and already they began to take on the aura of unreality, of a long, adventurous dream.


  Until the day my aunt had run off with a patent-medicine man, my young life resembled that of thousands of other young men raised in the same milieu. As I was an orphan, and she my only guardian, her fight put an end to my sheltered life. I was forced to leave school and find work to support myself. The only occupation readily available for an inexperienced fellow was that of soda jerk. I answered an ad for a drug store in the downtown section of our fair-sized New England city. They put me on the night shift, to work the fountain alone, and a homely-looking guy, named Charley, was in charge of the drugs.


  We got to know each other pretty well, and took to stopping in at a nearby bar after work. Over beer and rye whiskey, which he drank indiscriminately, in quantities that would have pickled a full-grown horse, he gave me the high points of his life. He was constantly in debt and trouble, but he had a fatalist's view point and never fell into maudlin weeping about his fate.


  The way he got married was typical. He used to play the horses up at Narragansett, and one night after a party, took some woman along for the next day's races. It looked right, except that when he was getting dressed the following morning, she said to him, “Honey, before we go watch the horsies, let's you and I trot over and see the parson.” She gave him the depressing proposition of marrying her or going to prison for violation of the Mann Act.


  “What'd she want to do that for?” I asked. She didn't even know you!”


  “She was knocked up by some prick,” he answered, “And was looking for a father for her little bastard.”


  Charley had a lot of priest friends from the Seminary around the corner. Not that he was religious or anything, but perhaps their professional mourner's look eased him inside. They drank a lot of Cokes, and a few were frequently behind the drug department downing expensive Bourbon on Charley's good nature.


  There was also a former follies girl, well into her fifties, who would show up around ten-thirty or so, for a Bromo-Seltzer (for the morning after), a bicarb (for right away, because her stomach was on the bum), and a pack of rubbers (for a little later, in case business was good). If any of the priests happened to be there when her frowzy furs, reeking Five and Dime perfumes, blew in their noses, they would turn on their heels and stalk out in the silence of Damnation. Charley was a lot easier on her, and, as a consequence, absorbed a lot of woeful sob stories, recounted with much doctoring of her lips and rouge and powder. He said her bitching made him feel he could have done a lot worse.


  * * *


  The pharmacy was located on the ground floor of a ten-story building called the “Lacewell Building.” On the first four or five floors there were business offices of all kinds: brokers, lawyers, doctors, dentists, specialists of one sort and another. On the floors above it was all private apartments, and some were occupied by the same business and professional people whose offices were below. I was kept busy running errands, bringing up Cokes, sandwiches, or medicine, all over. Soon there was hardly a nook or corner of that edifice which wasn't familiar to me.


  On the tenth floor there lived a certain Mrs. Mallone, who was a good forty-five years old, and her daughter, Tessie, about twenty or so. The mother had her hair died a deep red, almost crimson, but Tessie was a natural blonde, who indulged in the fancy of having a dark streak died through a lock of hair. She had a taste for flamboyant crucifixes, which hung like warnings around her neck. In the winter they wore the same type of fur coats and short skirts, and from the back it was hard to tell them apart, except for the hair. Mrs. Mallone had as shapely a figure as her daughter and kept herself in good condition with mud baths, massages, and a hundred odd jars of assorted beautifiers. They would sometimes stop in for a short Coke, just before we closed. Mother and daughter went out a lot together and always came in with a faint smell of alcohol sifting around them. They drank a lot, often calling down several times in one night for whiskey quarts. When I'd bring up the bottle, there generally was a man friend somewhere in the apartment.


  One time I was sent up with a quart of Johnny Walker, and only Mrs. Mallone was home. It was about ten o'clock, and she seemed a little blue. But it wasn't that which bothered me. When she opened the door, I saw she wasn't wearing very much in the way of clothing, a pink negligee, very short, and so transparent I could practically make out the color of her dimples. It's true she had a house-coat thrown over her shoulders, but she left it hanging loose and I could-see her bubbies bouncing when she walked. Her breath smelled halfway across the room as if it had as much alcohol as the bottle in my hand.


  “Come on in,” she invited, perking up at the sight of the bottle. “Have a seat while I go get some money.”


  “That's very kind of you, Mrs. Mallone, but I have to get back downstairs right away.”


  She gave me a look like a cat, as she bent down over her purse. I could see her tits against the lamp, sticking out in profile, two luscious silhouettes. She had some kind of a strong smelling perfume, which, though it felt raw on my nostrils, I found exciting.


  “How much is that exactly, sonny?”


  I told her the price, and added I didn't like the “sonny boy” part.


  “Oh?” she said, looking at me peculiarly, “so you're a great big man, are you?”


  “No,” I answered, “I ain't a great big man... but I certainly ain't any little boy.”


  “Well now, isn't that just ducky? Here I am all alone in this big scary building, and not feeling so very good. It sure is nice to know there's a man around.”


  She sat down in a plush armchair, neglecting her purse, and opened the whiskey. She crossed her legs so I could get a good look at her thighs. They looked creamy-white, and soft, and seeing them didn't help my determination to leave.


  “In that case,” she went on, “why don't you have a little shot before going back to your fountain?”


  I couldn't very well refuse because it would look like I had just been shooting off my mouth with all that “man” talk. I took the glass she offered and downed it in one gulp. It was pretty strong stuff, and I nearly choked on it, but I forced it down and wiped the tears away before she could see.


  “I've noticed you a lot,” she smiled, “You're kinda cute... What's your name?”


  She was getting hot, and I knew it. It did funny things inside me, and I was a little scared as well. I felt like a stray sheep caught in the wolf's lair, but I had to go on making believe it was all old stuff to me on account of my rash words. She uncrossed her legs, put down her whiskey, and said, “You know, I like you, you shouldn't stay so far away.” The movement of her legs left her lap visible, and through the flimsy garment I could see a large triangle of black hair. I had never seen a grown woman's cunt before, and it actually frightened me. She beckoned me over to her, and I had to go along with the act. She didn't wait for me to sit down but literally pulled me down, knocking the glass out of my hand. Before I knew what was going on, she pressed me tight and took one of my hands and placed it flat on her tit. If felt good, it was firm, and very warm.


  “How do you like that for a tit?”


  “Yes'm,” was all I could answer.


  Next thing, she spread her legs really apart and took my other hand and put on her bush. I found that it wasn't so terrifying to the touch.


  “And that?” she asked again, working her tongue over my ear, and breathing into it so that I felt flames shooting through my head.


  “Mmmmmm!”


  She laughed, softly, undid my fly, and pulled on my pecker a little. He came up hard, and she stopped kissing me to look at it a moment, and then grinned at me.


  “It's real fine, Big Boy. You're right, you're gonna be a real big man some day!”


  I played with her pussy a little, though I wasn't sure about it, diffident, hesitant. But she was working hard on my prick, and began playing the head closer and closer to her snatch. She pushed my hand away from there and rubbed the penis well into her bush, massaging herself and letting her head fall back while she enjoyed the sensations. Suddenly she had enough of excitation and took hold of me with her thighs, holding my waist firmly, and pushed my cock into her cunt.


  “Oh,” she gasped, “you're built real good... real good! Come on in... Come on!... Haven't you ever fucked anybody before? What the hell, you're not a virgin?


  That kind of talk, plus my aroused senses, wouldn't stand for anymore fooling around. I grabbed her waist and pushed into her all the rest of the way. She began moaning and cursing.


  “Oh Christ, man, push on it, push on it!... Oh it's so maddening!... Oh shit, fuck me, I love it, I love it!”


  I didn't mind it so much either. Once I got inside her all my shyness left me in a flash. In fact, I wasn't even thinking about myself at all. Mrs. Mallone was a real sexy female, and it didn't take me long to get the hang of things. I didn't do too badly on that fuck, even if it was she who did most of the work.


  I held on to her ass real hard and she kept saying, “That's right honey, that's the way...oooh, it is good...”


  I'm sure my cock grew several inches. Her cunt literally sucked it into her and stretched it, and pulled on it. When we finished, and I took it out, I saw it was hanging down a lot lower than it ever had before. I was proud as hell of it, and as if to prove I was right, she bent forward and took it in her mouth and licked off the little ring of sperm and lingered on the head.


  “Oh, baby,” she said, sighing, “let's have another. She sucked on it with gusto, and I was flabbergasted to see it start to rise again.


  “Ah,” she whispered, “I was sure you had temperament, a lot of it!”


  I told her I never knew I had so much temperament. But before she had a chance to stick him in again, we heard a key turning in the lock.


  “Quick, hide!” she whispered. “It's Tessie. I'll put out the light and make believe I was dozing off, that will give you a chance to sneak out when she comes in here.”


  I got off her reluctantly, with an erection sticking way out of my pants which made my movements awkward. I tripped over a stool just as the light went out. Footsteps sounded in the hallway, and Tessie could be seen in the small glow of the hall-light, removing her coat.


  “Mamie?” she call out, “you there?”


  Mamie emitted a loud artificial snore, which almost made me bust out laughing. Tessie took it for the real thing and believed her mother was asleep. However, Mamie's plans were a little upset, because Tessie stayed in the hallway, where the clothes closet was located, and began undressing right there. I was crouched behind a chair, with a penis that wouldn't go down, no matter how I concentrated on it. I even hit it with my hand to make it lose its appetite, but the stubborn organ had a mind of its own and remained as rigid as a pole, and almost as long.


  From where I was, I could see Tessie perfectly, and what I saw wasn't helping that erection down. She slipped out of her dress gracefully and revealed all of her charms to me, which in the low light were accentuated deliciously. Her tits were smaller than her mother's, but were much firmer, even more projecting. She was wearing black-lace panties, and they fit snugly over the curves of her buttocks, so much so I could apprehend every nuance of roundness, of the inviting crack between the two globes. My prick began throbbing, hitting against the chair leg with loud emphatic thumps. Mamie heard it, guessed what it was, and she couldn't help sighing with regret. Tessie heard it too, but she didn't have any idea what it could be, except, perhaps, her mother stirring in her sleep. The vigorous thumping of my young organ was like a lovecall to the inflammable Mamie, she couldn't stand it anymore.


  I have to admit, that woman was damned clever. She was dying to get my cock back inside her and hit on an ingenious device. I don't know what it was she stuck in the light socket, but suddenly there were bluish sparks which shot out of it, and the light in the hallway went out. The apartment was plunged in darkness. Tessie gave a cry of surprise, and I heard her trying the light switch, again and again, without success. Mrs. Mallone slunk out of her armchair and crawled across the floor to my hiding place. Tessie started calling her, but it wasn't Mamie's intention to give away her position. Instead, she came up behind me and reached her hand round my waist until she felt my throbbing cock. Electric sensations shot up my spine at her touch, and in the dark I didn't have any problems of a mental nature. I crawled right over her back and found her dripping cunt in the dark. It was heaving with lust, her big lips unfolded in anticipation of my entry. My cock went in easy and rapidly, and dog-fashion, I fucked her, behind the chair. Tessie, in the meanwhile, went stumbling through the room calling her mother. Mamie came, in a big gush of warm liquid which bathed my turgid cock so plentifully that I shot into her like a rocket. She groaned with ecstasy and fell to the floor. Tessie heard her and suspected the cause of her moans, but was absolutely baffled by the darkness and mystery. I pulled out my cock from Mamie's flapping labia and discovered it was still, unaccountably, erect. I desired more coition, but the prone woman lying beneath me in the dark was incapable of takin me in a third time. The rapturous vision of Tessie undressing taunted my awakened animality, and I crept from my hiding place to stalk her naked body in the dark. It was simple to track her down, because she was unaware of my presence, and was totally preoccupied with solving the light problem. I advanced slowly, cautiously, following her, breathing like a cat. There was a strange, overpowering excitement in the dark room, with our two bodies moving, like lost planets, in an ever decreasing orbit. My erection was an infallible antenna, and I felt it brush against warm flesh which slid by it in the black. I heard a half-choked gasp, and Tessie's voice spoke out, a few inches away from me.


  “Mamie?” she whispered, “Mamie, is that you?”


  Her hand reached out, and the first thing it met was the penis pointed straight at her. As if it had been a deadly serpent, she drew back her imprudent hand and bounded away.


  I heard her anxious breathing, as I pursued her into the bedroom. Her mother began to stir, but was still too groggy to comprehend anything. Tessie was backed against some kind of furniture; she sensed someone moving up on her and waited with bated breath. Her first sample had given her a pretty clear idea of what was floating around with her in the dark. Ever so slowly, I inched forward until my prick touched something soft. I stopped and waited, letting him rest there, as light as a bird. She didn't budge. We were standing in the dark, face to face, no further away than the length of my penis. I began moving the tender head around the navel of her belly. She breathed even faster, but remained where she was. Taking courage...
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