Starbucks Erotica
by Ray Scott
Photographs Open Source and photoarchives.ca

Arching in the Dark
previously published in If You Like: Flash Fiction HMS Press 2018

"I couldn't resist dropping you a note on the Internet this morning. I had a really nice time with
you again. Sorry I had to leave so abruptly though. I will be downtown on Monday, Wednesday
or Friday for the afternoons and probably to help out with closing. Hope to see you there. I love
the photo you sent me and all the poetry. I know you are there helping out today and I am sorry I
couldn't come by. Life keeps getting in the way. Are we being careful with our e-mailing,
FOOL? I do hope to see you this week and maybe we can arrange for a photo shoot for our
postcard thingy sometime. We could do a shoot at the store or Rosetta McLean Park or bring it
all to a studio or something. I miss you."
Ryan sat at his computer and read this note from Lisa. He had spent the last five hours at
the new art gallery on Queens in the Beaches area of Toronto east. He and twenty other artists
and gotten together in the fall and had created an art collective. It took a month to find the ideal
location. As usual, Ryan took over many of the physical tasks and threw in his creativity where
he could. Just before Christmas, one of the stores owners, Lisa DuVal was giving everyone her
usual hug and goodbye at the end of the day. When she got to Ryan, she tucked her head under
his neck and planted a long kiss just under his ear lobe and ran the tip of her tongue across his
skin. They soon became close friends and lovers. Ryan continued reading the long e-mail.
"So, a short question? Why have you not activated your MSN Messenger so that we can
chat live? We could chat in the morning when you get home from your real job. I have always
assumed that you would be sleeping after then. I have been cleaning out my basement for a
possible move from Ivy Ave & Leslie. I am hoping to sell in March and am planning on flipping
houses every couple of years to give myself a part-time job. I think I might know someone who
would be handy in that department . . . available for building walls, payments in hugs and kisses
and who knows what else! “
“Sorry I wasn't my best yesterday but I was feeling a little overwhelmed and a little lost
this month over some other relationship rough spots (which I have probably invented but am
feeling, nonetheless) and I am not sure where it is going to lead. Somewhere good I hope. Giving
someone space is always the hardest thing to do. But you, Oh my God! “
“Thank you for the time we have spent together. I hope I have proved to you twice this
week, that you are my number one Canadian poet, deserving of every literary prize and some not
so literary . . . My God, if you treat all your fans as well as you treated me last night, you could
expand your fan base exponentially. I hope you will continue to hold me in high esteem. I never
realized the full potential of your pen. You have remarkable editing skills, oral dexterity and I
hope that under your tutelage I will continue to improve in those areas as well. I must say that I
was quite surprised that you treated me as an equal on both occasions. I was expecting more of a
slave/master or a getting - me - back - for - being - a - tea - slave editing session. I suppose I can
be a little demanding and overwhelming for someone who is very independent, but I am trying to
be less so. I seem to have a bit of an obsessive personality like yours is sometimes. Not that is
wrong. I will tell you more about it when I finally gain some perspective. May your pen be so
cruel, your heart so kind. Oh to be flying somewhere warm on a midnight plane . . .hugs are
always appreciated. See you soon, Lisa." At the bottom of the e-mail Lisa had written two short
poems for him:

When I am alone
I a brazen woman fevered
eyes wide shut, you
hard spread me wide
your mouth, mine babbling
bigbigbigohgod and come
but when across the room
think, who is this man and why
wanting aching to be worshiped heart in hand
feel novel kisses from questioning soul
taste new love with tired heart.
Heart trips a little at the door
press spine against steel
hard and cold
and gather my nerve to go in.
Drink in your love like balm
inhale your skin like ether
dreading what I know will come
kiss me goodnight and
like a skilled surgeon wielding scalpel
sever my heart
without scratch or nick
and I long trained as your assistant
pocket my heart and go home.
Ryan loosened his belt and unbuckled his pants to relieve the pressure building after reading her
erotic poems and thoughts of Lisa. This is good he said to himself. The imagery of want and
need and daydreaming and reality and love and infatuation and guilt and not-guilt. "Yes, Yes,
this is great," he wrote Lisa back in a shorter e-mail. "Damn this is great and all the others you
have written. Thank you and you can wrap your legs around my face anytime in your dreams and
in my dreams and in reality. Is it hot in here or is it just me! I do so hope to see you this week
whenever you get into the gallery. Thursday is payday and I will give it all to you for a big wet
kiss." Ryan signed off and pressed the send button on his Hotmail e-mail. He ended this missive
with a love poem he had created around their quick meet the night before:
Lisa, I had a dream last night
that you wrote me a poem
and I woke up at 5 am after
being out till 3am looking
for it in the dark.
I ran over to the computer
and in the early light
of morning read all my mail,

went through all my notes,
but your poem was not there.
Then, waking in your smell,
smiling at the memory of you,
I realized it was all a dream
but wondered why I was
laying naked on my doorstep
in the cold under the moon.
The weekend ended with no reply to his e-mails. Ryan didn't expect any since she had
responsibilities at home and white lies. He went to work on the midnight shift at the University
of Toronto where he worked on the Police Force there. Monday and Wednesday he had stayed
awake and taken the street car to the Beaches and helped out at the art gallery. On breaks he
searched the street for her face in the crowds, in the passing of every person who entered the
store and in each phone call that came in. Lisa sent him a short e-mail on Thursday morning and
he read it at noon when he woke up. It was written in her unique poetic heart and language:
I am coming out tomorrow if you want to see me sleepy and disheveled with caffeine for
a moment or two at 12 noon. Send me a numeral with seven digits otherwise I can't call. Are you
sleeping or dreaming of me? What did you do today? I know you have been working at night this
month. God help us who walk the campus in the evenings. In the car today I was feeling rather
liquid below the waist, comparing myself to mermaids, ruled by moon, always wet, and thinking
of you going down on me with all that warm pleasure and . . . what could be better than loving a
mermaid? Lisa. "PS: wouldn't it be great if I could write a poem that wasn't about sex, I could do
a book."
She floats beneath the surface
darkness deep-en-ing
wait with tide alone with moon
goddess of the sea
pale gray eyes and abalone
cry with tide moan with moon
fingers move with suck of waves
she craves a net to pull him down
lust with tide ache with moon
he, mouth against her aching deep
lungs on fire with captured breath
tongue so sweet and warm and wet
drowns with tide dies with moon
Ryan got dressed and headed east to the Gallery and did some errands he had neglected
the day before, then left and headed back home. Luckily it was 1:30 when he got off the Carlton
street car and not being able to save money as a general rule, walked over to the Cinema and
went to an afternoon movie, mouthed down a burger and a beer in Kensington Market afterwards
and headed home just in time to get some sleep for another midnight shift. The last one of the

week. He couldn't wait to see Lisa at the gallery and steal away for a kiss or abandoned alley
rendezvous.
On Friday when he arrived at the store, refreshed from a long morning sleep, he went to
Starbucks and bought Lisa her daily tea. He walked along the crowded sidewalk past the creative
writing workshop on the lawn of the Beaches Library, past Willow Fish and Chips and entered
the gallery to a sea of smiles. He made his way across the floor to the office area and handed
Lisa her tea. She looks beautiful and is obviously feeling good to see him. He had chatted with a
few of the other artists but now his attention was on her and not on conversation. His eyes and
feet follow her as she goes through the curtain to the private area where the coats are hung,
losing her for a moment. No one notices this closeness of friends and colleagues. They go into
another small office and while his heart was in her hand, his hands were on the outside of her
heart, caressing her.
He lifted her up to his waist and she wrapped her legs around him for a moment and
kissed him with a passion. Ryan and Lisa relaxed their hold on each other after a few minutes
and returned to the main part of the gallery. Most of the other artists have dispersed for a coffee
or a smoke outside. They take their tea and work their day, holding hands secretly under a table
or touching softly as they pass one another. At the end of the day Lisa and Ryan were the only
one left to close up the store and turn off the lights. They make their way to the back room where
a few chairs and a couch pretend to be a lounge. Ryan sees her smile in the dim light where she
is standing.
"Where have you been?" Lisa asks as she sat down on the couch and pulled him down
next to her. "I've gone to the trouble of going over the Metro Reference Library and read some of
your books. Most of the poems you have written me are so sexy and fantastic, but hey, are you
resting on your laurels?"
"What do you mean?", he said, feeling guilty for something he didn't know he had done.
He reached across her lap and took her hand in his.
"You are falling back on your old phrases and images that I must confess worked
admirably in the past instead of being in the now and writing for the moment and in the heart.
STOP. You are not a poet in your 30's any more, you are a poet now and you have really got to
start working on it." Lisa caressed his face and smiled. My poetry is in the now and present and
comes from my heart. Don't you find yourself reverting to the old formulas? Shake it off and dig
deeper and tear the rust off your heart now, please." Lisa kissed him gently on the cheek and ran
her fingers down his body.
Ryan's heart stopped for a moment and changed gears. It was beating at the same tempo
as a good orgasm but this was the love end of sex. Something he knew would show up at some
time or other but not two months into this purely physical relationship. "Yes, you are right" he
said. "I do write from the hear and now but I still like some of my early stuff and tend to blend it
in from time to time." Ryan caressed her arm and ran his hand slowly over her thighs. He felt
like a hurt puppy and realized that love was creeping up on both of them. "I'll take more note of
it, I promise." Lisa gave Ryan a long hug and leaned back on the soft couch.
"I hope you don't mind the tough love advice from a non-poet segment of Toronto
society, and it's not like I have any idea what I am talking about. I'd like to see you happier and
that means productive." Lisa began to unbutton his shirt and kiss his neck. "I am a forty-five year
old student of life and I do want to tell you that you are my number one Canadian poet. My
nipples harden at your every word. I salivate whenever I think of your Bic Pen."

She was undressed now and pulling off the rest of his clothes as she spoke. "You are my
poet god and my oral expectations are very high indeed. I haven't had a poetry lesson this week
and my body of work is in need of your expertise." Ryan moved on top of her. "I crave rhyming
couplets every minute of the day from the tip of my tongue to the top of my ass." Tears began to
run down her cheeks and she wrapped her legs around his waist as he made love to her arching
in the darkness of the store. She had no ink at her fingertips to pen her mental feelings:
I ache for you
your heart against my heart,
the length of your body on mine
nipples like pebbles as
your heart softens my bones
spreads me wide, fills every hungry crevice
cleaves me in two, then mends me
lungs bursting, coming up for air,
fill me so I can remember
what it's like to love someone.
Ryan made the mistake of not saying anything or composing a love poem in his head or his heart
just yet. Lisa waited and waited and waited, then exhaled.

Phone Calls
Jennifer called Ryan and said she had been daydreaming of him and masturbating excessively,
remembering some old photos of his erection he had shown her when they had lived on Edward
St. The photo that had stuck out in her mind was him with an erection (of course) laying on his
back in bed with the hard seven inch shaft and engorged head reaching out of the quilted
bedspread. It looked as if it would explode and Jennifer wanted it to explode in her. Jennifer said
she could not stop thinking of his penis and told him so. Sometimes she would start off a
telephone conversation directly with a sensual image as if she were pulling the penis word right
out of her warm mouth. She was a woman obsessed. She said she wanted to have sexual
intercourse with Ryan on Sunday at 2:00pm. ‘Jennifer is always horny and wants me to have sex
with her so much', Ryan thought to himself every time she called. She asked him to get her a
vibrator and some lubricating gel because she was also interested in him having anal intercourse
with her as well. Ryan ran to the It's Fun store on Dundas right away and bought the stuff she
needed. Jennifer was so much better looking now at 30 than when he had first met her ten years
earlier and only talked or kissed or took platonic showers together. Ryan, who just turned 45,
had wanted to have sex with her since they first met years ago. Lately she would ask him to just
sit on the edge of the tub as she took a bath. A month ago she asked him to send her 'dick pics'.
That was the start of this unrequited love
Jennifer phoned on the
Saturday and cancelled the sex date
because she had issues related to her
apartment and had really only wanted
to have sex over at his place. Her
apartment was usually crowded with
clothes and papers and her three
kittens and food wrappings and such
stuff that would drive others to clean
it up for her. Her main concern was
that all the boys and men she had
hooked up with over the past eighteen
years had misused her and in their
own minds had assumed she wanted
them just for sex. All she really
wanted was boyfriend, a long-term
lover or friend with benefits, like him.
The emphasis was on the word
friendship but they didn't seem to
understand that word and just did the
old in-out and left.
Ryan had made muffins.
Jennifer called and wanted to meet the
next weekend to talk about having sex
together, under her terms of course.
She described his erect penis as she
had remembered in her mind from a

few years ago in the photographs and admitted that she had secretly watched him shower several
times before work when she had visited him. They had been close friends ever since and this was
the only time in her memory that brought forth his erection, his penis. Not only from a flesh and
blood thing but a chance viewing on his computer as he was flicking through dozens of regular
photos while looking for the ones he had taken of her. Ryan, of course, had done it deliberately
but made it seem like an accident. It had worked. She was constantly horny lately and this
inspired Ryan’s penis to seek erections.
The met at Starbucks on November 6th and planned their sex strategies and positions in a
professional manner. They might as well have been planning a garden. She would be in charge
of course. She wasn't a whore so there has to be no oral sex, only touching and rubbing and
masturbating and he could suck on her nipples. On and on with the rules and regulations. It was
enough to close down any erection if it was happening at that very moment. They tried to
whisper in the small cafe but they were sure someone had overheard their salacious
conversation, a series of miniature verbal orgasms.
Ryan reached into his bag and handed her the vibrator, which he had wanted to use on
himself thinking of her upcoming wishes, and the vaginal moisturizer she had requested. The
vibrator was more of a realistic rubber dildo that a vibrating piece of plastic. Very realistic.
Jennifer gave him a Playboy magazine and a photo illustrated sex manual to hold for her, for the
sex session she was orchestrating. She even told him of a dream that he was at the shower
curtain with his erection sticking through while she was standing in the tub taking a shower. The
finished their coffee, left and agreed to meet or talk the following week. She was feeling really
good about him and his penis. The fifteen year difference didn't seem to matter to her and she
knew he liked younger women anyway. He was more dependable and having him tell her of his
previous sexual exploits, she knew he was quite virile.
Ryan was cooking in the kitchen again when Jennifer called and discussed having sex
sometime soon. She had been using the vibrator every day. It was always sometime soon, he
thought. Jennifer then said she had two cysts on her ovaries and may have Cancer and may have
to have her labia removed leaving a wider vaginal opening. Ryan said that would be quite a
setback. He did get an erection thinking about her ovaries and her labia. She said she would
spank him if he thought like that anymore. He took an old leather belt and crafted it into a fine
spanking tool with a handle and a cat-o-nine tails, the next day.
Jennifer called the next day and apologized for the upsetting news but that she was OK
after her recent checkup and was wanting to have sex even more with him and his penis. She
started telling him about the sex positions she wanted to do and how old childhood memories of
sex as a young teen came back to her. She remembered dozens of positions the men had made
her do and Ryan was not going to be rough, only loving. There were more sex positions in her
conversation than he could muster. She conceded on the anal penetration both because she
actually wanted him to put his penis in her ass and she had forgotten that when she gets
constipated, which was often, she fingered Vaseline up inside her anus with two fingers and
realized his penis would fit quite easily all the way in. Ryan reminded her that she would talk to
him from the toilet while the door was open and he had actually watched her fondling her anus
while carrying on a conversation. It gave him a hard on all the time. Ryan came again while she
was talking.
She had played with the vibrator he bought her two or three times a day but can't reach
orgasm. She said she hurt herself with it and some blood was coming out of her vagina instead of
cum. Ryan told her he would kiss it and make it feel better. She encouraged him to do that. Ryan

silently masturbated and came listening to her descriptions and rules and what with the blood
rushing in his ears, he was sure he heard all that she said. She wants to be in control of
everything, which was OK by him. As long as he could maintain his erections.
At 5pm on the Thursday, Ryan met her at the door of his house with only a housecoat on.
She was bundled in the late Fall cold with a long blue coat, scarf and hood over her head.
Jennifer walked in as if she owned the place and began to undress, revealing a well-shaped 30's
female body with smaller well shaped breasts and her nipples were extended and ready to go
underneath the sports bra that she left on. She didn't say a word and pulled off his housecoat and
pushed him down on the couch. She told him not to touch her with his hands but to lean over and
suck on her breasts and bite her nipples between his teeth a few times while she rubbed his penis,
which he did as she lifted the sports bra over her head. She pushed him hard, back on the couch
and told him not to move.
Jennifer was feeling the
rush of being in control and
inserted the life like vibrator
between her legs and turned it on.
The low hum brought her into a
constant ecstatic state and she
rubbed some lubricating gel on the
hard shaft of his big penis and
began to feel it all over, taking the
large testicles in the palm of her
hand. Ever since she was young,
boys and men had just 'rolled her
over and fucked her' as she used to
tell Ryan over the phone. This,
believe it or not, was the first time
she was alone with a real, nonassertive penis that didn't just get up and run away. She was mesmerized by the size and texture
of the shaft and testicles and rolled them around in her hands as the vibrator began to create little
orgasms between her thighs. Ryan gripped the couch with his hands and parted his legs so she
could get a better grip. She stared at it lovingly and moved her fingers gently up and down the
long shaft of the erect penis. She was surprised by the softness and smoothness right up to the
sensitive tip. Jennifer rubbed his penis harder and harder as she swung one leg over his lap and
mounted his frame, facing him. She reached under herself and turned the vibrator up to full and
sat down on his penis driving it up inside her beside the vibrating dildo. This was too much for
Ryan and he exploded in a great orgasm, filling her insides. Jennifer threw her arms around his
neck and just lay on his hairy chest, having little orgasms and the vibrator kept on keeping on.
Well, actually what happened at 5 pm on that Thursday was that Jennifer called Ryan and
related this as a dream she had the night before of the two of them making love. She was so
happy that she finally had an orgasm after months of masturbating every day and talking to him
about it, planning, anticipating the meeting that now didn't have to happen. They could remain
best friends and not have to ruin their relationship with sex. Jennifer said goodbye for now, and
we should go for coffee soon, and hung up the phone. Ryan stood there naked in the kitchen with
a buzzing dead phone in the one hand and a buzzless dead erection in the other. He was so
stunned he didn't know which hand to use next.

Aniko
The apartment in the new building
just north of John Street in London
Ontario was empty and quiet. I had
just put on the kettle and was sitting
down for coffee when the phone
rang.
"Are you free?" A whispered
voice asked on the phone.
"Yes I am but only for about
an hour."
"That's great!" she said. "I'll
be right over. This won't take very
long."
I figured she was coming
over to have sex as that was mostly
what we had been involving
ourselves in over the past six weeks,
whether it was in the sauna or in her
apartment down the hall, or here in
mine. I went to the washroom, took off all my clothes and washed up quickly. I gathered up all
my stuff and went into the bedroom, threw them in the corner and put on my housecoat when
there was a knock on the door.
"It's open!" I yelled and headed out into the hallway with an erection. "What's up? I was
just finishing a shower when you rang."
"Oh well, something good and something bad”; she said and threw her arms around my
neck and gave me a big kiss. She was looking great at forty. She wore a long blue skirt and the
white satin blouse she wears most often. She pulled on the cord of my housecoat and it fell open.
"I was thinking of you and my period has started, so while I want to make love to you again, I
can't. Come with me," she whispered and pulled me into the bedroom and pushed me down on
the striped bedspread. "You know it's a woman's duty to please her man, so as it is the thing I
like doing best since was a teenager, just lay back and enjoy."
Aniko was or Germanic heritage and her new English was very good. She stood about
5'10" and had a well-rounded frame. Our love affair had begun quite innocently. It's my job as
weekend Super to do minor repairs and manage the cleaning staff. I was down in the lobby
recreational area a few months ago when one of the tenants came into the empty room. While we
were discussing the new sauna and the general state of affairs, she mentioned that Canadians
were so prudish and always covered themselves up in saunas and that even the saunas were
separated by sex and not together. She said she was going down now and could I open it up for
her. I said I would and boldly asked if I could join her. 'Sure, no problem,' she replied. I
remember that night like it was yesterday.
I unlocked the sauna and we began undressing. Slowly at first but when she took off her
clothes and stood before me I was really impressed. She was perfectly proportional for her age,
large well-rounded breasts with nipples slowly growing erect. She had nipples that stood out the
length of my little fingernail. Blond pubic hair, thin but visible. We walked inside the steaming

hot room and sat down on the top ledge.
It was a dry sauna with only heated
stones in the small fire pit. Sweat
dripped off of her breasts and also
down the shaft of my cock. We were
facing each other and began kissing in
the hot room. I was not much taller
than her and slightly older.
She leaned against the tiles as
the heat of the sauna beat against my
skin. This is what I called relaxation.
She loved the way the moist droplets
perched on the tip of her nipples as if
they were holding onto her in the most
tender of ways. As she slowly began to
rub lavender shower gel into my thirsty
skin, she ran her tongue along the erect
shaft of my penis. When I opened my
eyes, I soon became aware that
someone was watching us. The sauna
door stood open just enough for one
curious eye to have a clear view of us
from the outside. I found the idea of us
being watched very arousing so instead
of closing the door, I didn't tell Aniko
anything. I decided to make this show more interesting for all of us.
The female eye stared unblinkingly and I could just barely tell that it was not an older
person. I began rubbing her back at the neck and slowly with massaging motions moved down
over her breasts and down her silken tummy. I ran my hot slippery fingers around the length of
her slender backside, careful to press my hands outward against Aniko's cute ass for the
onlooker's pleasure. I continued down her thighs as she sucked my hardness, bending to reach as
far as I could. I intentionally worked around her vulva's mound to groans of pleasure. I wanted to
torment our spy as much as possible. The mysterious eye seemed to widen more at the site of my
erect cock so I assumed it was a young female watching us. Looking up I noticed that the crack
in the hall door had widened slightly. Our admirer was getting more bold and that made me
horny. This increased shaft hardness made Aniko all the more enthusiastic about having my
penis in her wet thirsty mouth. As I began to massage her breasts some more, I realized that the
sauna door was getting too fogged up for good viewing. I rubbed steam away with my left foot
making it feel as if I was ecstatic and it caused my legs to twitch. It was that too as I was ready
to explode in her mouth. She lifted that leg up with one arm, holding on firmly.
We ran our hands over each other's wet skin and she leaned over and whispered, "This is
my favorite thing. I have loved doing this since I was in Middle School." She proceeded to suck
and tongue my sweaty cock harder. I breathed heavily as she sucked and kissed vigorously,
running her teeth up and down the eight inch engorged erection. I came in her mouth in a great
spurt, pushing her face onto my penis then letting go. She swallowed it all and sat up kissing me
and pulling my mouth onto her breasts. I slowly lowered my shaky legs to stand in the still open

doorway. The combination of the heat and the orgasm made me weak. Made us both weak. I
glanced over and saw that our interloper was gone. It was getting too hot in the sauna so after a
few minutes we left and went to the showers. I dried her off slowly with a big towel and we got
dressed. We didn't say much that afternoon and agreed to come back the next night after
midnight.
It was dark and cool the second night when Aniko met me in the basement sauna. She
seemed embarrassed to be seen and walked shyly while I went in and turned on the lights and the
sauna lights. I had changed the bright white lights to a much more relaxing blue. She turned off
the main room lights and walked into the sauna proper, closing and locking the door. I was
already undressed, smiling and erect and sweating when she walked in beautifully naked into the
almost unbearable dry heat. We kissed and touched each other, breathed heavily while standing
near the benches. She told me again that she had enjoyed pleasing me and sat on the first step,
drawing me closer to her smiling face. She took my whole shaft into her mouth as I ran my
fingernails down her perfect back. I held out cumming for a few minutes when she stopped and
moved up to the second bench. She told me about her divorce five years ago and that she had not
had sex in all that time except for masturbation. She placed her hand on her light blond crotch
and guided her middle finger onto her clitoris, rolled her eyes back in their sockets and massaged
her vagina for a minute or two as I caressed her thighs. Her breasts heaved in and out and her
erect nipples were pointing to the ceiling. I had one hand on her left leg and with the other I
massaged the wet shaft of my cock as her leg muscle tightened and her finger strokes became
more vigorous.
Aniko watched my masturbating hand, leaned forward, digging the fingernails of her
loose hand into my hairy buttocks and clamped her mouth around my throbbing erection. I
reached over her arching back and pushed my hand in the crack of her lily-white ass cheeks and
we both came in the increasing sauna heat. I held onto her head and pushed her mouth deeper
onto my shaft to the point of her gagging. She pulled away gently and smiled. She wouldn't let
me move toward her again. She wanted to pleasure only me and my penis. We lay on the wide
bench for a long time fondling and kissing each other in the cedar sauna. Remembering I was
only remembering her. I brought myself back into the conversation in my apartment.
Aniko began by taking off her blouse and then her pretty lace brazier, exposing her wellrounded white breasts. She began by caressing my backside, running her hands down, then up
my muscled and hairy legs. She lightly tickled her fingertips over my stout shaft noticing that the
skin was so tight and red it could explode at anytime. She didn't want to risk losing this
powerfully erotic moment so she ran a thirsty tongue along the shaft from beneath the base to the
top where she gently kissed off the pre-cum dew which had bubbled onto the head. Round and
round she went with her tongue flagellating wildly until her mouth was filled with my flesh as
she spread open my legs. I gripped the bedspread and tried to control my breathing. She pulled
her mouth back up to the tip and sucked in and out for what seemed like several minutes. I could
feel the heat of her mouth and lips and just lay there and it felt wonderful. She sucked my cock
soft enough to keep me from cumming yet firm enough to make me want to cum. Her fingers
were kneading my testicles as she used her tongue to lick in long soothing strokes. I was
building up a lot of pressure and felt like cumming and I told her so. She nodded her head and
rasped her teeth along the edge of my penis and dragged her fingernails along my sides and ass
cheeks. I reached down and grabbed her hair and pushed her mouth onto my cock as far as it
would go, wrapping my legs around her neck, squeezing and spurting, sending swallowed
gagging cum down her throat. I lay back and relaxed, closed my eyes and breathed heavily.

When I opened them, she was gone as
quickly as she had arrived. She left a
pre-written note on the bedspread. "I
think I'm falling in love with you," it
said.
I carried the note to the window
and placed it with the other notes from
other admiring tenants and with my new
binoculars, looked out over the city from
my 10th floor bedroom. I can see over
the first row of houses and my gaze
landed on John Street. I was thinking of
Aniko and how I should tell her I love
her too when four university girls
walked out of their house near the
corner of St. George and John on their
way to Starbucks and all I could think of
at that moment were their lily white legs
and what lay underneath all that
spandex. I was erect again. I walked out
onto the balcony naked and masturbated
knowing no one could see me as the
warm wind circled my legs.
The next day after my morning
duties at 10am, Aniko came to my door
and we sat in the newly tiled kitchen and had a coffee. She said she liked a man who was as
smart as she was among other important things. Aniko invited me to her apartment down the hall
on the same floor, for dessert, she said and left my place as quickly as she had arrived. I
should've spoken up about my feelings but didn't. When I got there, she was wearing the top half
of a white, lace-lined baby-doll pajama and asked me why I had taken so long in getting there.
No excuse I replied. I slipped off my clothes and walked over to the couch where she was
leaning on a large cushion, smiling at me. Her blond pubic hair peeking out from under her
baby-doll's. After making love we stopped kissing and she suggested we go into the bedroom on
the water bed. Still engorged and stiff, we got off the couch and walked into the light blue
bedroom. She pulled me along by the penis.
The bedroom was painted baby blue with soft lace curtains on the window of the large
room. As I held her from behind in my arms and lifted her left leg, the waterbed began to move
under our weight and pelvic thrusts. I looked up at the wall and noticed she was looking at the
two of us in the mirror which reflected on such an angle as to show the middle of the bed. It
made both of us horny just watching me thrusting in and out of her glistening hole. I held her
legs up in the air and pumped until I came again. She gave a little full body shiver and relaxed
beside me. We lay there for a long time talking and then she got up and took a shower. I got
dressed and left her my positive response to the love question on her pillow.
I showered after I returned to my apartment. Was I ready for love? Was I ready for
commitment after all these years of being a bachelor? Why was she so different from the other
overly friendly women I have met? There was a knock on the door a few minutes later and

thinking it was Aniko, I took off my housecoat from over my erection, dropped it to the floor
and opened the door. It was the young teenage interloper from the sauna. I stepped back into the
room and she entered.

Dr. Marion
"Mild Paraphilia."
"That's what I have? Is it bad or is it an umbrella term for a bunch of things, 'cause there's
a lot of things in me and on my mind not just one?" Scott sat back in the leather chair in the
therapist's office on John Street and brought his left hand up off the arm of the chair and
gesticulated slightly. He glanced around the large room in the Old North London home before
looking his sex therapist in the eyes.
"It's a general term for deviant and abnormal expressions of sexuality. They range from
the nearly normal behavior like yours to behaviors that are destructive to the person only or to
them and their partner, right up to being destructive to the community at large. They usually
involve sexual arousal in response to external or unusual stimuli such as the one's you have
related before.”
"So what is abnormal? Some things that I think are normal stimulations or could they be
someone else's abnormal? What's under the Paraphilia umbrella, Doc?" Scott crossed his legs
and closed his hands into a loose fist. The therapist noticed this defense mechanism and wanted
him to relax. The afternoon sun filtered through the leaves of the Silver Maple that hovered
above the hundred year old house with the new red roof.
"Well from the sessions that we have had over the past several months and what you
have revealed in our discussions and also under hypnosis, your umbrella of items is small and
not as abnormal as one would expect. As I said last week, you have to focus on the real world
and your association with others, get out of your apartment and stop being by yourself so much.
Loneliness and such are triggers for your fantasies. Remember, a thought is about three seconds
long but a fantasy is more than three seconds. Next week we will be working on a Gestalt
technique to abate some of your daydream believing." Dr. Marion leaned forward and opened
the palms of her hands to give a non-verbal cue to being relaxed. "Well the short list that I can
think of without going into the books are hidden exhibitionism/ public masturbation that you
related regarding standing behind two way glass in the downtown area, fetishism such as shoes
and female clothing to masturbate to, your daily addiction to the Internet and the use of
appropriate and inappropriate photos. Scott became a bit more relaxed and uncrossed his legs. A
beam of setting sunlight crossed between them and landed briefly on the polished oak floor.
“It’s all for the almighty penis,” he said. “I don’t bother anybody but myself, doc. Like I
said before, when I have nothing to do and am home alone I tended to drift to the personal
pleasures.”
“Well it’s not true so don’t shrug off a white lie. For everything you have done or seen
there is a victim, whether you had personal contact or not. Someone made or coerced these
young women to make those pictures or movies. They are no inanimate two dimensional objects.
Have you forgotten how you got many of these images for your masturbation habit? Not
everything was for your own personal pleasure. Remember all those Chat Rooms you were on?”
Scott sat up straight. He glanced at the fading beam of light and followed it out the
window. He turned back to the session. His face showed a faint embarrassing red as he
remembered one of the earlier therapy sessions where he had revealed that he had assumed
various personas, both male and female by using a variety of Yahoo e-mail addresses to tease
images out of both men and women. “Did I tell you what names I used or even that I did that?”
He took a deep breath and felt more at ease. “I don’t remember if I did.”
“Well no, as I recall, you didn’t. We only have a few minutes left so perhaps you can tell
me the names you used and in the revealing you may feel a release of some kind.” Dr. Marion

felt her heart race but only slightly as if she too was a voyeur into peoples lives. Being a sex
therapist she didn’t associate the own sexuality of her clients with her own interests and
sexuality but this was new to her and seated deep in her subconscious was something coming to
the surface she hadn’t expected.
“In the beginning I was like most people. I used my own name or different spellings of it
because as you may know, you can’t have two identical e-mail names out there in the
cyberspace. When I began collecting images, and I don’t know why I save them instead of just
looking at them, on the screen, I used gender neutral names such as aphorysm, or phrenology or
sock puppet, or London car nudist or graphite suitcase. The last one was from a James Bond
movie. I used those for normal guy stuff, not for collecting photos.” Scott chuckled at the last
two as he thought they were his most creative.
Dr. Marion picked up on one of the names. It had peeked a hidden interest which began
to surface from within her. “Tell me about the name London car nudist before you go?” She was,
after all and only unto herself since university twenty years ago, a home nudist. Nothing to do
with sex or sexuality or exhibitionism. She just didn’t like the constriction of clothing. It seemed
natural to her to walk around her own home in the privacy of an old oak tree shrouded house on
her quiet street. All her outfits were loose fitting with very little neckline. Nothing with belts or
anything around her wrists. She seldom wore rings or necklaces. She was an excellent dresser.
No-one questioned her loose fitting style. “Nudism is worldwide and an expected norm in many
countries. You didn’t tell me you were a nudist as well? And what, pray tell, is a car nudist?”
Scott was totally relaxed now that he had revealed new things to his therapist. He leaned
back into the chair and had a big smile on his face. “I was on a nudist dating site, actually
looking for a girlfriend or any local nudists to hang out with a few years ago when I turned forty.
I had been over to the Port Burwell Nudist Beach a few times that summer an some nudist swim
meets in Toronto with the Toronto Bares Club. Mostly they were families and older people so I
created this Yahoo address and signed up to their website. You should know from our
conversations I ain’t no flasher type exhibitionist. I wouldn’t let anyone see me in the car or
anywhere else for that matter. I just like being partially naked in my automobile for many years.
I remember in my twenties driving back and forth in all types of weather, with my shorts down
around my ankles and my shirt open, between Toronto and London, letting the air circulate
around me. Ok, Ok, sometimes I would masturbate to stay awake but most times I just liked the
breeze and the pleasant feeling it gave me. I always covered up when the other cars and trucks
passed by. I ain’t no pervert and that’s where I got the name.” Scott looked at the clock above
the therapist’s chair and stopped talking. He stood up and said it was time he left. “ S e e yo u i n
two weeks, on August the tenth,” Dr. Marion said to him as he walked over to the stained-glass
front door and left. She was thinking about what he had just said and not about him being naked.
After Scott left, she began to relax in her soft leather chair and thought about the hot summer
nights the city had been bathed in lately. She thought about her loose fitting pieces of clothing, a
sky-blue sarong that tied at the front. Her breathing quickened. She thought about having nothing
on underneath, It would be an hour until twilight but she never moved until the sun actually set.
She sat thinking about what he had said, about the freedom, the feel of the breeze. Her heart
raced as if on a dare. She stood up, walked over to the window and stared at her car.

Tantric Massage
Randy arrived for the Tantric Massage session already in a state of mental ecstacy. He had
ridden his bicycle along the crumbling black asphalt bike path from the end of Central Ave,
where it dives toward the Thames River like the caramel swirl of a Starbuck’s fancy coffee. The
path wound in slow curves under the Aspens and Maples and did not appear in full sunlight for a
few minutes after passing under the Blackfriar’s Bridge. The bicycle path’s pot holes bumped up
through the leather seat and vibrated his sphincter a bit too hard to be pleasurable. Young female
joggers and a few fellow bike riders were all a pleasing site along the snakelike path to the last
connecting street near the end of the bike path. He cut through to Cherry Street and turned the
corner to where he was going.
He locked his bike on the down rail of the green two-story home on Wilson Avenue, took
off his helmet and walked up to the screen door. The summer heat beat down on his back as he
reached out and knocked a few times. Christine opened the inner door, smiled and pushed open
the heavy screen door and stepped back. “Randy!” She said excitedly. “You’re a bit early but
that’s great ‘cause we have the place to ourselves.”
“Sorry about that, he said as he pulled off his sandals and placed his helmet on the shelf
inside the doorway and walked through the open concept living room and headed for the kitchen.
“Tea? “ She said. “Come in and take all your clothes off. Have a shower if you want to
cool off,” she said, dropping her Sari robe and continued to the kitchen behind him.
“Yes, tea would be great.” He walked
half way through the room across the dark
hardwood floor and began to undress. Randy
watched her tall sturdy frame disappear around
the corner as he finished undressing and walked
into the bathroom and took a short shower. He
loved the new shower wand especially with its
various pressure settings which he let play at
times with his erection. When he had finished,
Christine was standing like a full-figured, long
black-haired Goddess with a cup of tea in each
hand and a smile across her face.
“Take yours and follow me upstairs,” she
said softly. Randy’s penis began to grow at the
site of her nakedness. He still found it hard to
not associate nudity with sexuality, especially
with a full bodied young woman standing in
front of him naked and smiling. It was in every
male’s nature to get excited at the site of every
beautiful woman or teenage girl for that matter.
Christine was not like any other therapist he had
encountered. “I see someone is not concentrating
on enlightenment,” she whispered as she
mounted the stairs and flicked the tip of his penis
with her long fingernail. It bobbed up and down
with each step he took. His mind blocked out the
sharp pain from her finger flick.

“Sorry,” he said, not knowing why he felt guilty for such a natural feeling. He followed
her into the upstairs room where the western sun was beating down on the hardwood floor. It
crept up to the top of the double bed and its blue quilted cover. They sat in the wicker chairs
facing each other and sipped their naked tea. Christine was a natural woman and was not a
believer in shaving. She had a full silky bush of black pubic hair which was a pleasant surprise
from all the hairless vaginas he had been used to. He still maintained the erection.
“Nice to see you again,” she said with another smile. She raised her leg and touched his
penis with her big manicured toe. “Can you concentrate on your breathing and move your penis
with your mind and not your hand?” Randy used a breathing technique she had shown him. He
closed his eyes, took in a breath for four seconds, held it for five seconds and exhaled for six
seconds. With each section he concentrated his muscles on moving his penis up and down a
couple of times with each breath stroke. He opened his eyes, leaned back in the wicker chair
while holding the hot cup of tea in his hands and continued to bob his erection up and down a
few more times. He kept up the breathing exercise. Christine’s breathing increased slightly and
she began to feel warm on the inside as she watched Randy perform for her. She enjoyed the
small control she had over men of all ages. He put his cup down on the table in front of them and
came back into the room.
“So, what did you have in mind for me today? The last few weeks were fun when we got
to know each other blindfolded and by smell etc.”
Christine stood up and went over to the double bed which was now covered with warm
sunshine. “I want you to give me a full-body massage with your penis inside me but you are not
allowed to make love to me or have an orgasm or let any part of your body touch mine except for
your penis and your hands. You have to maintain an erection for as long as possible.” She knelt
on the bed on all fours. Her large round breasts cushioned on the cover and her knees were bent
under her well-rounded rear end with its perfect oval anal sphincter. The sacred eye of the
Goddess. Christine pulled her long black hair forward over her head to cover her face.
“Oh, sure. That should be easy!”, he laughed as he knelt down behind her and separated
her legs by splaying her feet out on a forty-five-degree angle. This exposed her rear end
beautifully. “While hole do you want me to enter?” He asked seriously. He began to apply
Jasmine oil on his hands and poured some on her warm relaxed back.
“Well I hadn’t thought about that,” she said from under her hair tent. “The rectum is just
as erotic as the vagina and vulva. I would have more sphincter control so let’s go there later shall
we.”Oil your penis and insert it slowly into my vagina,” she whispered loudly and smiled a smile
he couldn’t see because of all the hair over her face.
Randy spread the oil all over her back and shoulders and bum cheeks. He then stroked
the warm oil on the hard shaft of his erection, parted the hair on her crotch so he could see both
holes and inserted his penis into the well-muscled vulva. He was careful not to touch her with his
thighs or his stomach as she had instructed him. She relaxed her anal muscles to let him enter
her. Warmth spread through her abdomen. Randy felt like pumping in and out but this was
meditative Tantric Sex massage and he really had to concentrate. Breathing exercises helped. He
leaned over her back as best he could and rubbed the oil into her skin. Long, slow, firm massage
strokes along her shoulders and down her spine right to the Coccyx. After about ten minutes of
this they were both surprised that he could maintain an erection without pumping his penis. He
placed the open palms of his hands on either ass cheek and pulled his penis in and out very
slowly as he massaged up and down her back.

“C oncentrat e on yo u r
breathing,” Christine said as she
brought her left hand up between her
legs and dug her fingernails into his
thigh. “Move your penis with your
mind and not your body,” she
whispered as he caught himself
thinking about sex and not some other
image she had him focus on in earlier
sessions. Randy concentrated on his
hands rubbing up and down her outer
thighs and under to her ample breasts.
He tried to move his penis muscle and
found with her Bartholin fluid
wetness, it was easier than he thought.
After another ten or fifteen minutes he
massaged her back again and pushed
his penis in as far as he could. He
concentrated on his breathing as he
felt like he was going to have an
orgasm. Shortly after, the strong
sexual feeling subsided and he
relaxed. She wasn’t relaxed. Christine
was in a state of ecstacy. She too
began to concentrate on her vaginal
muscles and began to tighten them
around the hard shaft of his erect
penis. She pushed back against him
harder and harder as she clamped her
vaginal muscles around him. Her nipples grew harder and harder and she began to forget about
being Tantric. Christine stopped and pulled off of his erection and told him to sit back on his
feet.
“Put some more oil on and in my anus, please,” Christine said as she raised up on her
thighs and aimed her other hole toward his penis. Randy leaned back as she had requested and
with one free hand, rubbed oil on the smooth skin of her anus and inserted two fingers just inside
to lubricate it. “Oh My God, that’s perfect,” she breathed loudly as she pushed her bum back
onto his erection and he guided his even more hardening penis into the firm, warm moist ass
hole. Her sphincter spread itself around the hard shaft as they both tried to breathe in a steady
rhythm. His penis seemed to burst through into the anal opening and slid further up inside
Christine’s compliant body. She began to squeeze her sphincter muscle around his penis in
harder and harder motions. Randy was having trouble breathing in a shallow style and soon
began to breathe more heavily. He leaned forward and breathed a single word in her ear, softly,
“Cock.” Christine came instantly, her anus vibrating around his exploding penis, eight inches
inside the cave of the Goddess.

Lost and Found
The basement of the red brick story and a half home on John Street just East of St. George was
dusty from the old dirt and concrete floor and the pads of loose ceiling insulation blocked out the
lights. Shadows and furnace heat filled the main unfinished basement section. Water pipes,
lumber and hooks, nails and spiders and the occasional mouse crammed the rafters. The main
house was vacant and only slightly cleaner for the student renters who had left when the school
year ended and despite the rental signs on the front yard just across from the Saskatoon Berry, no
one had called for the new season. The partial first floor contained two large rooms and the
dining room had been converted into a third bedroom. This emptiness was a good thing for the
owner’s son. The owner was always out of town in the first part of the Spring and had given the
responsibility of renting the Old North London house to his thirty-one-year-old stepson. Adam
thought of it as his little hideaway. He had grown up in his parent’s basement and was partial to
the peace and quiet and its closeness to the local Starbucks.
On this particular cool Friday evening in early May, Adam sat at his laptop, sipping a
Chai-latte at his local coffee shop. He was a regular customer and most people knew him or
recognized him because he was there so often, especially when the college girls appeared each
year. A tall and ruggedly handsome young man, he garnered the attention of most young women
and a few teenagers as they stood in line in their tight black spandex or sat at the tables, cleavage
revealed each time they leaned forward to talk or type on their laptop pages or sip coffee.
Usually he was sitting in the Central Avenue Starbucks hoping to get some quality time with his
journal but there were too many semi-naked, see through stretch black leotard wearing university
girls walking in, oblivious or not, to the fact that they were absolutely titillating.
Amber looked up from her Grande Mocha Cappuccino and noticed that Adam was
smiling at her and she liked the attention. She had noticed him several times before her last
exams and was catching up on her social networking before heading back to Calgary at the end
of her second year in Nursing. She clicked on the web cam of her laptop and made a short
recording of Adam and took a few photographs for future reference. He was kinda cute. As late
afternoon progressed into twilight they had progressed past the niceties and into what appeared
mutual affection. Talk turned to pleasures and they seemed to have many things in common.
They got up and left together and headed down Central, West to St. George and over to the
empty house on John Street through the unfenced back off of Hyman St.
The young couple stood in the
kitchen of the old house. The previous
original owners must have had a big family
as the kitchen took up a third of the first
floor. Adam took the lead and kissed her
firmly on the lips, removed her arm from
around his waist and reached down to the
floor tiles and removed one large one at the
edge of the wall. He lifted the tile to reveal
a small handle and opened the trap door in
the kitchen floor. The tiles fit perfectly into
place and to the naked eye, were hard to
discern. As he bent over, Amber ran her
hand over his ass cheeks and slid four long

fingers between his legs and lightly squeezed his balls. He stood up fast and the trap door
crashed back onto the floor breaking the corner of one of the tiles. Amber took off her blouse
and dropped it on the floor. She wore a short black T-shirt underneath and leotards that accented
her lower body and a camel-toe crotch quite remarkably.
Adam proceeded to go down the stairs into the dimly lit basement. When he was half
way down, he turned and took her hand and led her down the steep steps and into an area he had
cleared beforehand on a small concrete pad. He had placed several cushions around the edge and
various other things he thought would enhance his pleasure. They held each other in the warm
air, kissing until their lips ached. He was already erect and even more so as he slid his fingers
down her back and along the smooth spandex ass cheeks. He felt her muscles relax to his touch
and her crotch was wet with moisture as he massaged her bald vagina.
Breathing deeply, Amber pulled two ribbons from a shelf nearby and handed them to
him. He tied them firmly around each wrist and raised her arms to the pipes on the ceiling and
tied them about three feet apart. The heat of the pipe warmed up the entire length of her arms. He
slowly took off all of his clothes and stood naked before her. His rock hard penis throbbing near
her slim waist. His dark chest hair began to show signs of sweat. She thrust her hips back and
then forward, touching her cloth crotch against his erect cock.
Adam grabbed her head in his hands and kissed her wet waiting lips and slid her leotards
to the floor. Three spiders crawled across her fingers as he watched her vulva appear slowly in
the dim light. She stiffened and rose up on her toes. He moved around from behind her body and
took her long hair and parted it down the middle, crossing each half around her throat and tying
them together behind her neck. He spanked her butt cheeks firmly, once on each side and bent to
his knees, puling her thong panties down to her ankles with his teeth, then lick his tongue along
the hot crack of her vagina.
She felt so good, actually. She felt great!
The heat in the air, his strength, the erotic pain of
each little slap and bite as he nibbled her ass and
butt cheeks and vulva wall. She felt so secure with
him, this new lover, and their new found similar
interest in pleasure that they discussed for so long
at the coffee shop, and being bound up like this.
She knew he understood what she liked. She
arched her back as his tongue climbed her thighs
again. He parted her cheeks, exposing her pink
shaved vulva to the electric air and embedded his
mouth and tongue into her vaginal opening while
he fingered the other small hole. That was her
other favorite pleasure since highschool and
anticipated Adam’s erection there soon.
He reached up under the front of her body
and grasped her melon-breasts and erect nipples.
Amber felt like she could cum just from having
them sucked and rubbed, they were so sensitive.
She was proud of her erect nipples. They stood
out three quarters of an inch from her firm breasts.
She felt a constriction around her neck as he took

one hand and grabbed the knot of hair and pulled himself up from the concrete. He slid his
engorged penis into her warm wet opening. He always felt strongest when he was in control. She
took a deep breath as the hair knot was released. She held onto the pipe as he grabbed her waist
and lifted her off the floor and pumped and thrust until he ejaculated inside her. She could feel
the tip of his cock moving her uterus around inside her, his wet skin slapping against hers,
rhythmically over and over. He set her down and pumped harder as he reached around her leg
and placed a finger into her crotch, massaging her clitoris with one hand as he pulled on the hair
knot with the other, restricting the air flow slightly then releasing the grip. The rush of air into
her lungs and the subsequent release of oxygen to the brain enhanced her orgasm and her whole
body vibrated.
A rush of sexual feeling overcame him. An overpowering ecstacy of pleasure. Adam
began to tighten the hair knot again. He shook all over as he entered her again fast and furious,
like a dog in heat. She never felt better in her whole life. After a few more minutes of hair
tightening, heightened sexual pleasure, she was in Heaven. Adam lowered the lifeless body onto
the dirt part of the basement floor, rolling it into another small hole behind the furnace, cleaned
up the concrete pad and closed the trap door as he left, not noticing the small broken corner of
the now loose tile. The Barista at the Central Avenue Starbucks found Amber’s hastily forgotten
laptop with the large movie file, and turned it over to the local police officer who had come in
the next day for his morning coffee.

Mimi
On his thirty-fifth birthday, Scott decided to accept his best friend’s invitation to go to a nudist
family swim at the local YMCA. Mike had been attending the swims for a few months and had
invited his best friend and a young Pakistani woman of 28 to go on Scott’s birthday as a surprise
present for him. Mimi was a thin, tall Indian woman who had been having an open relationship
with Mike for a few years now and agreed to go as she wanted to meet his friends.
Scott was already a home nudist but no one else knew of it except his girlfriends. He was
comfortable with himself and felt he didn’t mind seeing other men in the nude. He was
anticipating meeting Mimi and seeing her thin, tall naked body as well. He got on the Victoria
Bus and headed down town and across the Bloor Line into Etobicoke where the YMCA had
reserved space for the nudist club that Mike belonged to. Mike was a smaller more stout person
than Scott and was Jewish, so un-circumcised like him. He met Mimi and Mike at the door about
7pm.
“Hey Scott! This is my friend Mimi, she wanted to meet you anyway so it might as well
be here.” Mike spoke up as they all met together.
“Nice to meet you,” Mimi said and held his hand a bit longer than usual.
“Yes, and thanks for inviting me. I always like to try new things.” Scott retorted as they
climbed the steps and entered the Y.
The entrance to the Y was plain and ordinary but the pool area was awash in colors and
tile designs. The change room was the usual gym mustiness and body odors. At first Scott and
Mimi thought they would be in separate change rooms but as everyone was naked, it didn’t
matter and they were all together in one area. Mimi was busy undressing and glancing around at
all the male body’s and of course their penis’s. Some of the younger men had erections but it
seemed natural. Scott went erect almost immediately upon seeing a naked Mimi, with her natural
patch of pubic hair. Her small breasts about the size of a tangerine. She smiled at both of her
friends and they all proceeded into the pool area. Off to the side there were two families and
some female teenagers already in the pool.
Mike threw his towel on the deck at the deep end and proceeded to jump in the water and
swim laps. Mimi and Scott dropped their towels near the middle of the pool and both sat on the
edge and slipped into the water. A group of men were playing with beach balls in the deep end
so Scott and Mimi moved closer to the family section. Scott put his arm around his new friend,
rubbing up and down her side.
“Let me get on your back and you can swim me.” said Mimi as she went around the back
of Scot’s tall body. She leaned over his neck and saw that he still had an erection. She was glad
that he liked her.
“No problem,” he said, “hang on to something and I’ll go across the pool. Mimi reached
around his body and placed one hand on his stomach and the other hand around his erect Penis.
Scott did the breast stroke across the pool and back, twice. He enjoyed her touch and it gave her
time enough to play with the shaft and his large testicles.
“Oh, wow,” he said catching his breath, “glad you liked it. You have quite a grip.” He
pulled her off of his back so that she was facing him. They hugged and it was then that he
noticed a young woman, swimming away and she was wearing goggles.
Mimi let go and pulled herself up on the edge of the pool and sat down. Scott pulled
himself up onto the edge as well and sat there with his Penis standing at attention. Some of the
guys and the girls were paying attention. They could always tell a newby when they saw one.

Mike swam over and sat on the edge with them. He was more relaxed and he was half flaccid or
half erect if you want to be more positive. Mimi stood up and dove into the pool, followed by
Mike. Scott looked over at the just barely eighteen year old girls and saw they were looking at
him, well at least his erection.
He slipped back into the warm water and swam underwater towards the shallow end. The
older women seemed occupied with their own discussions and when he surfaced for air, the two
teenagers were right beside him. Mimi saw him at the other end and made her way slowly over
to him.
“That’s the biggest dick I ever saw,” said eighteen year old Holly with a big smile on her
face. She shook Scott’s hand and then lowered hers to stroke the wet skin of his forty-five degree
shaft which was pointed up at her and her friend. “The guys at school are not that big or nice
looking.” Ellen blurted into the conversation, eyes wide.
“Well if you have problems with your boyfriend, maybe you need a man friend,” Scott
said, trying to be humorous. “Nice to meet the two of you but I’m here with a couple of friends.”
He really wanted to pursue this avenue of nudism.
“Oh, do you have to go so soon?” they both said as Mimi swam up behind him and gave
him a big hug. He smiled as they released their grip on his shaft and they stood in front of him
and didn’t leave.
“I don’t mind if you flirt with these young girls as long as you come back to me.” Mimi
whispered in his ear, loud enough for them to hear and began to rub his erection which was just
above the water for the two teenagers to see. Mimi remained behind Scott and began stroking his
shaft as the two girls watched, wide eyed. Holly and Ellen moved closer to them to block other
peoples view, their hearts racing, reached out and held his arms as he breathed heavily and
steadily. Mimi felt the pressure building in Scott’s Penis as he began to bend forward and
suddenly dragged him away, unfulfilled. He and Mimi turned, waved and swam back to the deep
end to join Mike.
For the rest of the two hour swim, Mimi held onto Scott’s back and clung to him as they
swam around, played water polo or walked on the deck. Mimi directed Scott over to the edge
and straddled him in the deep water, reaching down and putting his Penis in her. It slipped in like
silk. She ran her fingernails up his side which drove him crazy with emotion.
Mimi wrapped her long legs around his waist and sat down on the hard shaft, pushing it
deep into her. Silently the two girls swam over with goggles on and a snorkel as they watched
them make love in the pool. The girls watched as they drifted to the surface of the pool and
swam away with bad girl dreams. They held each other for a long while, got out of the water and
headed for the showers.
Most of the Gays and guys were in the shower room already while the women were
taking their time leaving the shallow end of the pool. Each shower consisted of four shower
heads around a long pole which reached to the ceiling. Mike and Scott talked quietly under two
heads while Mimi and a teenage boy with an erection, showered in the other part. She was very
pretty, very thin tapered with avocado sized breasts and a small patch of hair. She noticed the
young man was looking at her and took his hand with the soap lather in it and placed it on her
breast. She stood with her back turned to her two friends and placed her hands on the young
man’s waist, near his Penis. His erection began to bob up and down to no one’s notice as he
gently washed what was his first naked woman. The hot water rained down on her back as he
soaped her small breasts and shoulders, then her tummy and reached hesitantly to wash her pubic

hair, slipping his middle finger into her Vagina. As he touched her crotch Mimi took in a deep
breath, and began to stroke his hard shaft. He exploded quickly all over her abdomen.
No one noticed. She smiled, turned and completed her shower. Scott looked over at her
and sported another erection. Mimi smiled back. The three friends changed into their street
clothes and Mike went home. Scott followed Mimi down the street to her place and left the next
day.

Covid 19
Forty year old Allen slipped into the Central Avenue Starbucks to get a dark coffee during the
second phase of the Covid Pandemic. He was temporarily layed off from his job as night cleaner
at a local movie house. When he arrived on that hot July afternoon, the place was sparsely
populated and everyone was wearing a mask. Allen stood at the counter behind some attractive
University females and guys who were facing away from him. They were facing the counter and
placing their orders. Allen’s mask was different. His black cloth mask had a zipper across the
middle. It wasn’t a design, it was an actual zipper which he had installed so he could use a straw
or drink without removing it. The only other place he wore it was grocery shopping or on the bus
if it was crowded.
It was a few minutes until he passed the 6 foot separation line and ordered his large Ice
Tea. He walked slowly passed the two young women and headed outside to sit in the patio. It
was small and only had two tables now. Directly across from the Central Avenue Starbucks was
Symposium, a local Bistro bar. As he sat down to pull open his zipper and sip his cold ice tea, a
young man, probably a College student came up and stood beside his chair.
“That’s a really interesting face mask’” said the eighteen year-old UWO first year
student.
“Well thanks, I had it made for coffee shops and things” said Allen. The sun beat down
on both of them and he felt a sensation he hadn’t felt before. “It usually gets a comment or two
but is really useful if there are lots of people around. Can’t be too careful these days. We don’t
know who’s asymptomatic.”
“Well I was wondering if you would like to come over to my apartment to cool off? I
don’t usually talk to strangers but I am really interested in your mask. I do like to meet new older
men. It’s air conditioned and is just across the street above where the Little Caesars Pizza used to
be, right there on the corner of Richmond and Central.” Adam wasn’t sure if the zipper was a
prop or just a zipper but he was willing to take a chance. He could tell the man was older but the
mask made his identity intriguing.
“Oh. Um, I guess. Sure, I’ll follow you over. I was just looking at the pretty girls but you
are a good looking guy from what I can see around your mask. I like to meet new people
occasionally and I don’t know any nice young men,” he said as he got up out of his seat and
followed Adam over to the store and up the side stairs behind the barber shop. No one noticed
them leave together which would have been embarrassing for Allen if anyone he knew, saw
them together because it had suddenly dawned on him that it could be interpreted as a Gay thing.
He probably is, he thought to himself.
Adam pulled out his key and unlocked the door. “Keep the mask on and undo the zipper
only, please,” he whispered. He removed his clothes to reveal a buff body and a large erection
staring up at his new friend. He removed the older man’s clothing and placed it all on the chair.
“Have you ever done this before? I hope you like young guys?”
Allen lied and said “Yes.” He preferred young women and except for the nice
circumcised erection, this young man looked like a flat chested teenage girl so he could use his
imagination and pretend. He sat on the gray couch and undid the zipper on his mask, staring at
the young man’s hard erect Penis . Adam slowly inserted his Penis into the older man’s mouth
and rocked back and forth, allowing for a smooth sucking action. Allen thought this must be
what I taste like to women. If I can love my Penis, why shouldn’t I like someone else’s. It felt
nice actually, inside his mouth. His wet lips and tongue flagellating around the young man’s

erection. He placed his hands on Adam’s ass, which was bare like a female’s and pulled the
engorged Penis deeper into his throat to the point of gagging. He was liking this a lot. There’s
always a first time he thought to himself.
“Oh my God. That is so good. You are a natural.” Adam said in a panting voice. His
seven inch Penis was hard and engorged with blood. Tender and sensitive to the man’s mouth,
tongue and teeth as he gripped his ass and pulled him in harder and harder until he exploded in
his mouth and down his throat. Allen swallowed. Adam rubbed his hair and pushed on his head
to keep it deep inside the man’s hot mouth. The warm sun flowed into the small apartment and
the second floor apartment was high enough that no one could look in to see what was going on.
Adam pulled Allen up to a standing position and turned and sat down on the couch in his
place. He imagined this as a short haired girl giving him a blow job. His erection throbbing in
the young man’s mouth. He placed his hands on the man’s head and pulled his Penis into his
mouth as he had done to him. This boy was good. Sometimes a hole is just a hole, he mused.
Flagellating tongue around the shaft, small teeth nibbles on the wet skin, forcing it deep into his
throat so it felt like the inside of a woman’s vagina. He was gazing around the small apartment
when he came in big spurts into the hot mouth, watching the only cloud in the sky, pass by.
“That was so nice,” said
Adam, pulling the man down
on the couch and taking a 69
position on him. Allen
envisioned a hairless pussy but
had to do with a shaved Penis
sliding into his mouth and let
the young man thrust in like he
was a vagina. Now he knew
how his girlfriends felt when he
shoved it into their mouth. He
had pounded his erection into
women’s mouths with little concern for how they felt. He now had to endure the small force
pushing into him and felt a slight tinge of remorse for his insensitivity. But God, was this a
fantastic feeling, a teenage boy/man, making love to his mouth and throat. He bit down on the
shaft as it went in and out of he lips. Adam was still hard as he made love to the other man’s
mouth. They sucked and licked and played with each other’s erections for what seemed a good
half hour, coming once again each.
Adam still sported an erection. Sweat was dripping off of his skin. He got Allen to get on
his knees in the middle of the couch and began to rub lotion on his anus.
“Oh Christ! I haven’t had that done to me. I usually do anal with females but I guess it’s
the same, right?” It was quite an erotic feeling, having his anus massaged and fingered like he
had done to girls since high school. “Go in gently,” he whispered, remembering the pleasure he
had.
“Don’t worry, I have done this since I was a lad. Adam moistened his erection and
rubbed the oil around and inside the stiff anal sphincter to the older man’s sighs and delight. He
pushed the butt down so that he could enter at the right angle and slowly slid in the tip,
progressing to a fully embedded shaft. Adam held it there and then began to rapidly increase his
thrusts into the warm colon. Allen thought he had an anal orgasm as he felt his anal sphincter
vibrate and also felt the throbbing of the young man’s Penis as he spurted inside of him. He felt

like a woman. He had always wanted to be female since he was a teenager. Now he knew the
power of the Penis and the pleasure of the anus.
“Thanks for that” said Allen, pulling his now flaccid Penis slowly out of the warm, wet
hole. “ I prefer older guys since that’s the way I started, once I knew I was Gay. I was eleven
and the other boy was fifteen. I fell in love with it all. This is my first year at Western. I was
turned on by your mask,” he laughed. You have a gorgeous Penis actually. I bet all the girls love
it.”
“Thanks. This was my first time with a guy, and a nice looking one at that, but I think I
can get used to it.
Adam went to the bathroom sink and cleaned off his shaft. When he returned he placed
the other man’s flaccid erection in the palm of his hand and massaged it with oil. It grew slowly.
He went down on the man’s erect Penis again, slowly licking and sucking the now hard shaft.
Allen ran his fingernails along Adam’s bare back which caused him to have an erection as well.
“We had so much sex it was crazy,” he said as he rubbed his head while Allen sucked on his
shaft. “Later he introduced me to his older teenage boyfriends and I spent a lot of time with an
Cock in my mouth and an erection up my ass. Teenage boys are so hard and cum so much. I
need to get back to doing that if I get the chance when I go back home. I have a few younger
boyfriends that might like to meet you if they
come to visit.”
Allen sat back on the couch, spread
his legs wide and pulled the UWO student’s
face down on his Penis while he remembered
his first girlfriend at 14 and she was 12, and
her luscious little body and all the ones after
her. Adam removed the mask from his new
friend and for the first time in Allen’s life and
after, he kissed a man. It was then, along with
Adam mentioning his early start with sex and
pleasure, that this was why he was
comfortable with this young man, he liked
teenagers.
“This is all wrong, you know. Let’s
stick to the fantasy, Ok? But I am intrigued
with possibly meeting your friends now that
I’ve very much enjoyed meeting you and
making love with you.”
“Yeah, you’re right. You nor I need to
get caught and have jail time but I know they
are discrete and love me so much they
wouldn’t tell anyone.’ Adam fantasized about
the three fifteen and sixteen year-old hardon’s running around his apartment having sex all day long with the two of them.”
“Yeah, that would be a bummer.” They both took the pun as given and laughed. Allen
dressed and went on home down Richmond and over to Wolfe Street, never to return, only in his
imagination. The lonely male student gazed longingly out the window, searching for something
he would probably never find, especially not at the local Starbucks.

Central Spa
Allen was still thinking about the eighteen year old college boy from last summer. He couldn’t
get it out of his head that he actually enjoyed the pleasure of young men. Just the memory of his
Penis sliding in and out of his hot watering mouth always gave him an erection. The thickness of
his shaft and the engorged head of his erection with that little drop of prec-um, tasted so good.
He was on the Number 7 bus heading East towards the Western Fair. The bus pulled over at Lyle
and Allen headed over to the Central Spa. He had come across the name in passing as he was in
a coffee shop downtown and researched it.
Allen crossed the busy York Street and walked up to the nondescript brick building
tucked back from the street. He walked around to the rear of the two-story building and opened
the door. He noticed about a dozen vehicles in the back parking lot. On the first floor was an
open bar, empty. He descended the stairs and went up to the counter.
“How much is it here?” Allen spoke and smiled at the cute guy behind the counter.
“$25 dollars for a locker, $35 for a private room.” came the dull reply. Allen payed and
was handed a large towel and a lock and key for the locker in the private room. He proceeded
down the long corridor past a TV room which was playing a porno, the locker room, where three
young men were changing into their birthday suits and found his room.
Allen began to slowly undress in the small single bed room. He had turned down the
room light and being an exhibitionist from wayback, stood in the middle of the room with the
door open. Several naked men, wrapped in towels, walked by and one smiled at him. So at least
he knew he was not - unattractive to men. He locked his clothes and shoes in the locker, closed
the door to the private room, wrapped the rubber band of the key holder around his testicles,
threw the towel over his shoulder and proceeded to the shower room.
There were three shower pylons in the room with two shower heads per pylon. Six naked
men of various ages and sizes were under the water before going into the sauna’s. He observed
men washing each other or just themselves while two older men were actually having anal sex
right under the hot shower
water. The first man was
hugging the Pylon as the
second man rammed his
erection into his Rectum
over and over. No one
seemed to care or notice
and gradually left the
room and headed for the
sauna or the large hot tub
nearby.
Allen took his turn
in the shower. The
younger man who had
smiled at him in his room
was standing under the
next shower head and
reached over with a soapy
hand and began to rub the

body lotion on his erect Penis and then moved it around to his ass cheeks and Rectum. This felt
quite pleasurable to Allen as he spread his legs while washing himself and let the young man
clean his shaft and ass with both hands. They both rinsed off and headed for the sauna as four
more naked men entered to get wet.
Allen felt quite comfortable being in the company of naked men, especially in the
crowded sauna. It was a dry sauna with three sets of benches, two tiered. He noticed that there
were no conversations, no or little talking and that it was very dark inside the really hot room.
Men with erections of all sizes and shapes were busily performing oral sex on each other. Allen
just bent over to the nearest erect Penis and the man spread his legs and let him insert it in his
mouth. Luckily, this was a thick erection about nine inches long which he embedded in his
mouth as deep as he could and sucked like he actually knew what he was doing. As he was going
down on him, he glanced around as best he could and saw ten naked men all doing the same
thing. Then a few changed positions and the scene changed. By the time he left to go to the wet
sauna fifteen minutes later, he had sucked on five erections, swallowed all of them and received
three blow jobs himself. Many fingers had been inserted in his Anus as he bent over others. So
nice!
Still dripping cum, Allen grabbed his towel and went across the hot tub floor to the much
hotter wet sauna. The steam bath.
It must have been 120 degrees in
there and he found it hard to
breathe until he got used to it. It
was about the same size but only
had two benches. At the far end
were three men just sitting alone
and sweating. On the bench
above them in the dark mist,
were two naked, well built men
in the 69 position, having sex. He
wished there were some women
in there. He began to sport
another erection even after the
three orgasms in the warm
mouths of men. When he looked
over to the one level bench to his
right, there was a twenty-two
year old or so, young man from
Columbia who must have been
taking female hormones, as he
had small breasts on his hairless
body!
He had just been tinking
about young naked women and
here, synchronistically was a
transsexual young man/woman,
laying on his back with his legs
spread open on the hot tile bench.

Allen stood beside the young man’s face, turned it towards him and inserted it into his mouth
while at the same time fondling his nice soft breasts with both hands. Allen pulled out and began
to suck softly on the young man’s Penis, as he pinched the erect nipples of the reclining
man/woman. Two men entered and saw what was going on. One leaned over and began to play
and kiss his erect Penis. He fingered and licked vigorously on his Rectum before sucking his
shaft. The second man lifted the Columbian’s legs up to his chest with Allen still sucking on the
long thin erection. He climbed on top of both of them and embedded his large, thick Penis into
the tight brown Anus of the young man. His quick thrusting, pushed the man’s Penis into Allen’s
mouth as he had an orgasm and so did the Columbian. Allen went back over to his mouth and let
him suck on it again. The heat was unbearable. When he looked over to the end of the room, all
the men were performing oral sex on each other. Wow, this was a great first time!

Anne
The lady in the front row of the book launch was balanced on the edge of the blue plastic chair,
listening intently when the author got to the last line of the eight page, one sentence ‘stream of
consciousness’ story and said “the cat heard the gun go off, all you heard was the click of the
hammer”, she fell off the chair and landed on the floor.
The ASL interpreter signed the last of the story and the remainder of the book launch as
Anne Moss red along with her copy of her friend’s new book of fiction. Anne was from small
town Alabama and her and the author, Ryan Acker, had been good friends since the age of ten.
Ryan was living in Ontario Canada now and had driven from London to Pittsburgh to meet Anne
who was driving from Camp Hill Alabama to her teaching job at the deaf University in
Washington DC. As they were leaving around the same time, she agreed to meet him along the
way with a small detour.
The small book of fiction sold out that evening and as they left the local library, Ryan
signed to her that they had enough money for a meal and a movie. Anne signed back ‘great!’,
and they got in his car and went downtown. His sign language had improved since they had last
met when she was in college and he was in his last year of high school. It was another family
vacation and they all went to attend Anne’s graduation. She signed to Ryan that he was her only
hearing friend because all they other ‘boys’ she dated thought it was fun to date and mate with
the ‘deaf chick’ because she couldn’t hear what they were saying. Ryan had always treated her
with respect.
With the supper completed they headed down the street to see a movie. Ryan signed to
her the general conversations of the movie as she moved between watching him and watching
the movie, quietly reading lips. Anne’s slender body relaxed in the theater seat until the end of
the film when she reached over
and held his hand. She smiled
softly, reached up and for the
first time in the two days they
had spent together platonically,
kissed him on the cheek and
then on the lips. Ryan slipped
his arm around her slim waist as
they walked over to the car.
“That was nice, Anne,” Ryan
signed as they began to drive
back to the hotel they were
staying at. Ryan had gotten a
double room because they were
both married, to other people,
and trusted himself to be the
gentleman he thought to
himself. Twenty years of
writing letters and talking on the
TDD telephone, there was no
mention of any affection there
might be in their lifelong

friendship. “Why did you kiss me?” he signed taking his hands on and off of the steering wheel.
“I’ve wanted to kiss you many times over the years but life gets in the way sometimes.” Anne
placed her hand on his thigh and gave it a small squeeze. He was attentive at that moment and
she could see it. Luckily Anne could voice her words at the same time she was signing so he
could listen and not take his vision away from the road.
“After you wrote me and invited me to your book launching, I was driving my daughter
to school and as I drove past the road leading to the school, she slapped me on the shoulder and
signed that I had missed the turn. When I got home I realized that I was daydreaming and I was
daydreaming of my wedding. I realized that you were so special to me as a hearing person and
that I loved you. I thought to myself that I was marrying you and not my husband. He said that if
we were going to sleep together he was going to ‘bang the babysitter,” which he is probably
doing right now!” She didn’t seem to have any problem with her husband being 45 and the
babysitter being 16.
Ryan loved Lisa but
considered this a parallel love, not
the prelude to an affair. He had
recently read Victor Frankl’s
Man’s Search For Meaning, and
as Paradoxical Intention implied,
where by we are all searching for
something; someone, love, money,
friendship, or whatever but we
forget to look behind us to see if
someone is looking for us. They
reach out to touch us, to connect,
to run parallel for a while, tap us
on the shoulder and intersect even
for a brief time. This was the time
they both said to themselves.
Anne undid the strap to
her bikini top revealing two
breasts I could hold in one hand.
She put her towel on the queen
size bed and slid the bottoms off
her five foot frame and kicked
them aside. "Just a minute." she
signed and ran into the bathroom, leaving the door ajar. Since she was deaf and could not hear
me I walked over to the door and peered inside to see her sitting on the toilet with her legs wide
and her face down, watching herself pee into the bowl, long and hard. I was already long and
hard. She got up and I walked back to the bed. It was 10pm and the curtains were still open but
we didn’t seem to care if anyone saw us. She crawled up on the bed and spread eagle in front of
me. "I want the big O." She signed and pointed to her vagina with her finger. "Lick me to
Heaven." I smiled and went down on her, vigorously tonguing her wet crotch. I could taste the
urine clinging to her small patch of pubic hair. She had shaved most of it but there was a small
tuft of hair at the opening. Her clitoris was hidden behind a fold of flesh on her vulva and was
probably the reason she had never had a strong orgasm before. I licked and sucked until my

mouth was sore and stopped. Anne moaned and groaned. It was good to hear what little voice
she did have.
I pulled my face from out of her wet crotch and lay down beside her on the bed. I rolled
over on my right side and deep kissed her mouth. Her whole body relaxed in submission. We
kissed for a long while and her right hand fondled my erection. She had mentioned earlier that
she felt it was the woman’s duty to satisfy her man orally and she sat up and leaned over my
crotch, locking her lips around my penis and sucked in and out for an ecstatically long time. I
reached into the crack of her ass and slipped a wet finger into her hole, she sucked harder.
Anne later signed that she had wanted to kiss me when we had first met at me 10 and her 12
years old. She signed that she had been sexual at that age and wished she had taught me how to
love her. I signed back that I would have.
Knowing she was deaf I started talking
out loud, telling her to suck harder and deeper
and generally talking up a storm until I came
in her mouth. She swallowed and continued
sucking as I vibrated my finger up her anus
until it vibrated in orgasm. Anne lay back on
the bed and signed "fuck me." I still had an
erection as it takes more than one time to calm
my horniness. I pulled myself over her and
entered her spread and waiting legs.
"Hurt me." She signed so I began
pumping my cock into her as hard as I could
until I came again in a big spurt. I slapped her
on the hip and she wanted more. I left a red
hand print on one of the cheeks of her ass.
Placing her legs straight down beneath mine
while I was still inside her, I moved my legs
on the outside, increasing the pressure of my
cock on her clitoris and began pumping. I
leaned on one elbow and twisted one of her
nipples as she rolled her eyes up and under her
lids and gasped. I think she reached the "Big
O" this time and dug her fingernails into my
back, stared up and rolled her eyes up into
their sockets again. She then curled up in my
arms and with one free hand, signed "I love
you." I scratched "I love you" on her back. Her butt was nestled in my crotch and I took my hand
and slipped my penis into her rectum which had been moistened by her Bartholin Fluid. She
gasped and smiled as my Cock entered her nether region and I made softer love to her before we
both fell asleep.
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