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      Gambling debts, blackmail, microfilm, a bottle of rye. Tongue on the roof of her mouth, hard-boiled exotic dancer Vicky Valentine loves solving a mystery. A scream. A dead stiff. A nymph giggling. Black and white chiaroscuro shadows represent Vicky's world. She's a globetrotting babe who fucks with abandon and rocks out, while still finding the time to paint her nails. With her bisexual sidekick and double-agent ex-boyfriend mucking up the production, Vicky dances her way to erotic ecstasy.
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            Call Me Vicky

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m an exotic dancer.

      Customers call me Victoria. Friends call me Vicky. And if you’re reading this, you must be a friend.

      Victoria isn’t my legal name. I lost that long ago in another country, in another life. In my line of work, mystery keeps them coming back, and it’s the key. Show little and tell less. Plus, you have to keep ten feet between your heart and their pricks. Safer that way.

      I’m not a call girl. Been there. Done that. Long story. Perhaps I’ll tell you someday.

      These days, I work at a club called Private Dancer in Portland, Oregon. Most Americans are unaware that Portland is the nation’s unofficial strip capital. More cooze per mile than any other city. It isn’t all that seedy, and it’s mostly white. It’s not New Orleans or Vegas. There’s something clean in Portland, something pristine. But every illusion remains dirty underneath, and this town’s underbelly needs its ass wiped.

      I glance at my dressing room clock. 10:30. It’s time to go on, but I’m horny. Can’t be horny before class or the students have an advantage over teacher. My left hand creeps down to my pussy as if proceeding by its own volition. I finish applying my make-up with my right hand, as my left fingers run the ridge along my labia. That familiar tingle runs through my body. Obviously, I become wet. My fingers dance along my vagina. The digits trace my pubic triangle, neatly shaven and ready for the show. I watch myself in the dressing room mirror. Seeing my fingers play with my sex turns me on more. I can’t bare the wait any longer. I plunge one into my gash with intensity. A shiver goes up my spine as I find my target. I make eye contact with the mirror as I glide my digits through the wetness. My fingers become arrows hitting the bull’s eye time and time again. Sweet Jesus, that feels incredible. Huge butterflies disco in my stomach from pre-dance jitters and they almost outdo the little ones quivering inside my loins. I hammer away at my sex as I come to a small orgasm. I hold back a bit. I don’t want to go over the line. I have a show to do.

      Even after many years, I get nervous before the dance. Although it’s not half as bad as amateur porn. I did that once, but having five overstuffed meat-men beating me senseless with marble weenies wasn’t my thing. I got out fast, and it was a good idea.

      Thinking about that gang-bang makes me horny again, so I resume diddling my love button. In the mirror’s reflection, I study how sopping wet my fingers and sex have become. Watching brings me to another orgasm. This one more powerful than the first. I know. I’m naughty. I can’t help myself. I love sex. I finish my work unceremoniously and slip on my G-string. Time to hit the stage.

      One could say I’m an experienced woman with many adventures behind her, but it’s not that romantic. I’d say I’m an unlucky gal with many tough breaks. Doesn’t matter. A girl has to make her way, and dancing is mine. Besides, I like it—the attention I mean. I love when they watch me. Nevertheless, it’s hard under the microscope all day, but worse things exist. Believe me, I’ve seen them.

      I take the stage and enter that strange place I fear and respect. That place that gives guys hard-ons and girls Venus envy. That metaphysical space where I lose myself to eroticism.

      I take a step forward. Bright lights conceal the men in back. Better that way. Most of them are overweight chimpanzees with too much gold dangling around necks and knuckles dragging the floor. I scan the crowd up front. A little weak on handsome. Too bad. I was in the mood to play.

      “Ladies and Studs! Bitches and High Rollerz! Meet the Luscious… Miss… Victoria… Valentine!”

      Applause. The Black Eyed Peas destroy the sound system. Fergie can suck it and so can the bass blasting in my ear. I’ll take AC/DC over this proto-pop junk any day.

      I smile. It’s ghetto lipstick, fake, not my style, but the jerks like it. These chumps can’t handle my real smile. It’s deadly and far too wise for them. They like entertainment cheap and tasteless like fast food. I raise my hand and give them a wave.

      I admit, my customers do vary. Most Neanderthals wear too much gold and tip little to nothing. Some of the misogynistic pigs pay enough. A staggering minority are the sweethearts. I call them Marks—like marks on a target. But I never drain them dry. I always leave Mark a dollar for gas. I don't want him stuck at the club like a lost puppy. Sometimes, I fall for a Mark. Then I call him a Dave. Daves always end in disaster. I never learn.

      I circumvent the pole. I take my time. This is the part they enjoy, the anticipation. I wipe it down with disinfectant. But does it matter? I’ve traveled around the world, done all kinds of distasteful things in dumpster countries. I doubt a few bugs on a pole will hurt. But the American crowd expects it. They like dirt clean. It would ruin the image if they knew the truth about me and my adventures abroad.

      Since the misogynists remain our biggest cash bracket, we cater to them. They think we’re dirty enough to nab as a good piece of tail—as arm furniture, one might say—but not too dirty to foul up the production. Hence, the disinfectant and fake smile.

      Anyway, time to get on with it. I begin the dance as I sway my hips ever so slowly. The catcalls fade as I enter that forbidden place I call reverie. Yes, I used a big, scary word. I’m college educated and guess how I paid for that?

      Other girls dance mechanically. For them, it’s an act. I don’t act when dancing. I’m sensuous. Other girls become bleached under and over. I’m not and I never will. My hair remains as black as my heart and it will stay that way. Other girls have gone under the knife. I haven’t and I won’t. I got tattoos instead. Tattoos mean more and they’re sexier. I make twice as much as my competition because my style remains unique. And guys love unique.

      Our difference is for me this isn’t an illusion, this part is ME. I like to dance and I like to turn them on. I’m an exhibitionist at heart and I don’t mind using these twerps to pay the rent and fulfill my idiosyncrasies.

      I close my eyes.

      I begin.

      I take a single step forward. I pause letting the action resonate.

      I eye the audience.

      I take a few commanding steps forward and sway my hips slightly with each movement.

      Slowly, I stroll around the pole with a lackadaisical flair using my hips as a weapon. I make them wait for it. I turn away. Stride back on the stage. I pause and then pivot. I make eye contact with the guys in front. I flirt with my eyes. I crack a smile at a dude’s girlfriend. She winks back, and I know that’s my cue. I grab the pole with my left hand and twirl around it. My right hand cups the air as I spin. At first, I do it lazily. After a few moments, I rotate with higher force. I spin quickly, and as I do this, I pull my body closer to the beam. I slide my cunt against the metal like a six-year-old riding her favorite rocking horse, finding that the beetle’s bonnet between her legs causes her to quiver. I love it. Another tingle comes down there. My legs, shorn this morning, glide along the metal rod like they were born for this. My fingernails, painted glossy red, glow in the black light. My taut inked body, doused with cheap (but lovely) perfume, whirls like an erotic tornado. I climb the pole quickly, but hang in midair. My ample breasts defy gravity until I spin back around and slide down the pole upside down. My pussy glides along the metal rod and it feels wonderful. I become wet and hungry for something I won’t find in this dump. Looking into the crowd, I find blank eyes and a bit of dinero.

      The men on the rail, the big spenders, the non-cheap skates, the cash cows, rain green down upon me as I start the dance’s finale. Crawling across the floor like the proverbial bitch in heat, I make them want me evermore. I drag myself across the floor making intense eye contact with several of the Marks. I move like a hungry tigress. My eyes linger on one or two of them with fake promises of what they could do if they had the chance. I rise on my haunches and flash them a bit of honey as I open and close my legs in rhythm with the music. I move to one knee and shift my ass around so they can see my other wares. I back up. I move closer to one of them. As I lean back, my cheap (but lovely) perfume evokes a bulge in his pants that grows as he shifts his position in embarrassment. I lean back more. My hair presses against his face and I know it’s taking all his self-control not to ravage me. I glide the back of my hand down across his cheek. My fingers linger by his lips for a moment. Suddenly, I roll to the side pulling away from him. He’ll be smelling my stripper scent for weeks. It’ll haunt his dreams. This thought turns me on more. I close my eyes and seductively roll across the front of the stage, slowly, hypnotically, like a snake looking for a mouse dinner. I shimmy to and fro. Who’s my next target? Who has the most dollars? Who wants to drop big cash on a lap dance with moi? With a sudden gyration, I open my painted eyes and see…

      Him.

      Seated a mere foot away.

      I can’t believe it. How did he find me?

      Of all the strip joints, in all the world, he walks into mine.

      What a cliché.
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            The German’s Kiss

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hey Vic. How’s tricks been lately, Bay-bee?” he says with almost perfect English, but I can hear the Gotterdammerung leak from his voice. Memories best left forgotten flood my mind. Manila. Ibiza. Berlin. I’ll never leave behind what he did in Berlin.

      Wilhelm Wilder, some called him Billy, others called him “The German.” I called him “Asshole.” Once long ago, I loved him. I hated when he hid the accent. Drove me crazy. It was mostly when he was angry. Or drunk. Like he became ashamed of his heritage. These days, he seems to be neither. Maybe nervous. Hmmm. Never saw him nervous.

      I make him wait. I gather my dollars and chitchat a bit with a few of the regulars. I glance around the club to see if Mr. Bossman is looking. Nope. Probably trying to take down one of the weaker animals in the back. Once a predator, always a predator. I glance again at Wilder. Why is he back? How on earth did he find me? I snag my discarded knickers, prance over to him, and finally reply with, “Oh, Wilder. What are you doing here?”

      I come around the rail and reach for the empty seat next to him. I want to bolt as panic washes over me, but my curiosity forces me stay. I sit instead.

      He just smiles.

      I add, “The name’s Victoria. Remember? You’ve got a lot of nerve showing your face in here. After what you did.”

      “Oh, I remember. Yeah vell, that was a long time ago. Entschuldigen Sie bitte.”

      Oh, he’s sorry. I feel much better now.

      “So, how did you find me? Was it Nancy? Did she tell you?”

      “Nope. Not Nancy. She popped two though. She’s a bona fide mommy. She retired to Iowa or something. Still owes me money. Nope, I’m a professional at finding people. You know that better than most.”

      I study him. He aged poorly. He used to be rather handsome in a Bobbie-Peru-no-braces sort of way. You know, the creep from that David Lynch movie. He used to be hot, sleazy, a leather jacket fury, but not one of those 50s biker types. No, the long half-trench variety that only the vilest lowlife would ever wear. Yep, Defoe without the braces crossed with an Aryan youth, that’s him. Dead ringer. Greased hair, slick demeanor, and dangerous as hell. Hot in a gum-on-the-bottom-of-your-shoe kind of way.

      “Nice place. Nice scenery.” He fidgets with his iced rye.

      “Yeah. Well I’ve been in worse,” I say with mounting trepidation. I need to get out. Now. I can’t go back to his shit.

      “So, can I get a dance, sweetheart? It’s almost Christmas! For old time’s sake. Bis so guet. Please? You do remember Zurich… don’t you? Just you and me. Wilder and Vicky. Remember when I use to call you that? I still tip good Bay-bee.”

      What a slime ball. But he was never cheap. I’ll give him that. When I was with him, my life was a wreck so there’s that. Obviously, I didn’t realize it at the time, but then I was only a “Bay-bee.” It’s been ten years and I could use the money.

      I say, “Yes, I remember Zurich. One dance. No kiss. Then you leave. Agreed?”

      “Certainly.”

      I scan the bar as we head to the lap dance area. Whenever I take a Mark in the back, the others get jealous. I see this in the eyes of half the audience. We stroll past the neon signs, slot machines, and the fucktard bouncer, pull back the curtain, and enter the Pink Room.

      We plop down on a couch and he immediately says, “You know I never meant to hurt you. Everything got out of hand.”

      I study his face. Many lines. Many lies. And for once I see honesty there. But it’s hard to forgive someone for pimping one out and then breaking one’s heart. Even if one was young and in love. I study his face with more scrutiny. What the hell happened to you? Time hasn’t been kind, you Kraut son of a bitch.

      “Ready?” I say.

      “Whenever you are. No rush that I know of Bay-bee.”

      “We’re always under the clock here. Bossman has us timed. We better get started.”

      Sooner I start. Faster you get lost.

      He says, “All right. But you know I like it slow.”

      He shifts and finds his position on the plush sofa. His gold bracelets bounce the light off the fluorescents. It makes me remember that discotheque in Ibiza. One of the good times that soon turned bad like all the others.

      Our hands brush as I ready myself. Crackle. We still have that same energy. That same connection. I lean in closer to him. My breast touches his shoulder and something tingles down there. Jesus Christ. That damned beetle’s bonnet could fire up if he looked at it the wrong way. Why does he always turn me on like this? What is it about him, and only him, that gets my motor running? Is it the danger? He’s a dangerous man and I love that unpredictability. When I’m with him invincibility with a strong sense of impending doom overcomes me, like having a straight razor to your neck, or having someone hold you underwater, or having casual sex without a condom. I have to admit—I love it. It gets my motor revving.

      I look him in the eye. He grins that shark-attack smile.

      I sigh. I’m certain this will turn out bad.

      I hesitate. He winks. Once a maggot, always a maggot.

      I begin.

      The background music fades as we focus into our moment. The other couples, customer and dancer, become lost in their own physical-financial agreements.

      I straddle his lap a little too slowly. Lean forward. Goddamnit. Why am I doing this? I place my left hand against the couch for balance as I lean my breast about a millimeter from his face, enticing him to take a lick. I pull back slightly. The down on my arm stands on end. Our electricity charges, potent as always. The thump of the music returns to my awareness—some Euro trash dance tune I’ve heard a thousand times but still have no idea who sings it. It came from Spain or somewhere. I lose myself in the thought of his lips so close to my breast.

      During erotic moments my mind always drifts to the weirdest shit. Politics. Lunch. Cramps. Farting. Anything. This time my thoughts drift to the past. You could say back then I was impressionable. You could say that, but it’s not true. I knew what I was doing. I may act hard and detached, and in some ways I am, but I believe in the strength of women. I believe in myself and women's emancipation, but not the way most people do. Yes, I’ve read the texts: Woolf, Wollstonecraft, The Suffragists, Emma Goldman, The Feminine Mystique, etc.

      Yes, I’m a feminist of sorts, but not like the others—Oh god, that feels good.

      He darts his tongue out at my nipple, pulling me out of my preoccupation.

      Yeah, he knows how to do it. I drift back. I’m a radical woman, but I’m also very traditional. I want the house. I want the kids. I want the nurturing husband—Oh shit! Don’t touch me there. Not here. Not now. I want these traditional needs on my own terms. I just haven’t found a guy worth it. He could never give me that. It must seem like a contradiction. But as a strong woman I recognize there’s nothing wrong with being a housewife, or being a mother, or being a loving partner. Oh fuck yeah! Oh. These are noble pursuits. Most uber-feminists would balk at this notion. I’m no SCUM member. Valerie Solanas and Donna Hylton are cunts as far as I’m concerned. I’m more of a Camille Paglia, a critic of the far left feminism. Any bitch that would try to murder a man because she thinks it strengthens her is not cool in my book. Don’t fuck with Andy Warhol. What the fuck was that bitch thinking? Here I go again. Way off target—Oh my god, that feels amazing.

      Wilder slides his hand between my legs. I open them wider. He shifts the crotch of my panties over and nudges a finger into my vagina. I squirm. God, his hands always know what to do to me. I miss his body against mine. I miss his smell. I miss everything. Christ. Why did he come back?

      Suddenly, the lights come up. It’s closing time. But we’re not done yet. He licks my ear. I fade back into my thoughts. I’m not that kind of feminist super women. In fact, Ibelieve the feminist movement complicated WOMAN. It made us race around trying to decide what we are. It made us hard and defensive, trying to pretend that economic power equals strength. Rosie the Riveter ruined the American economy because twice the people now vie for half the jobs. Those plutocratic assholes knew what they were doing when they invented Rosie the Riveter. Rosie is as bad as Uncle Sam for Christ’s sake! Propaganda bullshit. His breath on my neck turns me on more. I grind against him. Convincing people to sign-up, to serve their country, whether it’s in battle or in a factory is evil. Few ever return from either. They told everybody it was their patriotic duty, but that’s bullshit. It was to double their workforce so they could make more money, but we couldn’t foresee the way it would destroy both the family and the economy. I’m not saying women belong at home. Far from it. Whoa! What the hell am I talking about? Damn, I digress.

      The music stops. Time to leave. My thoughts return to his hand upon my thigh. Normally we’re not supposed to let them touch us but… I have to forget about that feminist crap. It gets me into trouble. The uber-feminists think I don’t support the cause. The misogynists think I want to be barefoot and preggers. In my eyes, they’re both simple-minded fools for not seeing the grey area.

      I open my eyes.

      Wilder’s eyes remain closed. Sealed.

      I sigh.

      He opens them. Suddenly, he darts forward and kisses me. For a second, just a second, I enjoy it. But then I remember who he is, where we are, and why I left him, so I push away.

      I finish gyrating against his enormous cock. I have to admit that’s his best attribute. That and his tongue. It sure isn’t his personality.

      Suddenly, he blurts out, “I have a job for you.”

      Oh, forkballs. I knew this was coming.

      Out of breath, I whisper into his ear, “I’m retired.”

      “Is good money.”

      “How much money?”

      “Loads Bay-bee.”

      I hesitate. This is a big mistake.

      “What would I have to do? I don’t sell myself anymore.”

      “No, nothing like that. Ach mein Gott! Oh, that feels good.”

      “Tell me more.” I shift, about to get up.

      “It's gold.”

      Gold? I wait.

      “I’m no treasure hunter,” I say. “Treasure hunters are optimists and you know I’m not one of those.”

      “All you have to do is meet this guy.”

      “What guy?”

      “He’s a historian, or something. He’s been searching for something, an item.”

      “What item?” I motion to get up.

      “I’m not sure exactly. A reliable source told me that some Reich fugitive hid it in a lake in Switzerland.”

      I stand and he knows this is his last chance.

      As I’m about to leave he says, “Fifty grand.”

      I stop. I sigh. “You want me to go to Switzerland?”

      “No. I want you to go to New Orleans.”
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      He got me again.

      New Orleans? Doesn’t sound so bad.

      Plus, this ten grand advance in my backpack makes it sound a lot better. I need the money.

      I race home after the club to pack wondering what True will think of this.

      I pull my Virago around back and tuck the bike behind my neighbor’s beat up Chevy. I love that bike. Yamaha don’t make them like they used to. Plus 1989 was a good year for me.

      I jet across the street, dodging cars, to snag some flowers and a sixer from the 7-Eleven. That will make up for being late.

      As I leave the convenience store, I get this weird feeling. Didn’t I see that black SUV pass a minute ago? I stop at the stairs and watch the vehicle turn left at the next alley. Just the jitters. Don’t worry about it, Vic.

      I enter our tenement building wondering if this job is a mistake. It’s a lot of money. But can I trust him? He’s hung me out to dry before. Why would today be any different? Whatever. It’s too late now. I already took the money and I’m excited about anything that involves danger.

      I climb the second stairwell. Stop at the door. Put the key in the lock. Turn the handle. Enter.

      True stands there tapping the floor like my mother. I feel guilty, like I’m fourteen and just got back from nailing my next door neighbor Ricky Coleman.

      “No milk and cookies?” I deadpan.

      “Where have you been? I’ve been waiting for hours,” she says with a characteristic frown.

      Maya Thompson is a mulatto from Detroit, Michigan. A mistake by her parents. They hated her because one of them was white and one of them was black, and their baby was yet another color, and a reminder of how they shouldn’t have messed with class and race in a city like Detroit. Since they kept score of such things, they threw the blame on her. But to me, she’s an angel. She dances at my club. That’s where we met. She ran away from home two years ago and came to Portland to get a fresh start. I felt sorry for her, so I let her share my apartment. At the club we call her “Yours Truly” because at first that was all she said. Who’s going to work the late shift? “Yours Truly.” Who wants to give that fat-ass slob a couch dance? “Yours Truly.” It stuck. I call her True. She’s my best friend, my lover, and my adopted mother. I just happen to be a decade older than her, but she’s a hundred times more responsible than me. Plus, she’s adorable.

      “So, where were you? You worried me.” She approaches me with a kiss. It’s little, but forceful.

      I pull away quickly because I know where it will lead and I need to talk to her first. I hand her a Pabst.

      “I have something I need to tell you.”

      She tilts her head, squints her eyes in disgust, and says, “Did you sleep with a Dave again?”

      “No. No. Not like that. This is big. Remember that guy I told about—the German?”

      “He didn’t. He found you?” Her look is priceless.

      “Yeah, he found me. But don’t give me that look.”

      “Vicky, you said you wouldn't do that anymore.” She turns her back on me like she’s in a soap opera.

      “I’m not. That isn’t what this is about. He gave me ten grand.” I hold out the cash.

      She turns around and says, “Ten thousand dollars for what?”

      “I have to go to New Orleans in the morning.”

      “What? How? What about work? I don’t—”

      “Hold on. I’ll explain, but first I want a beer.”

      I pop open two, guzzle one, and set the other down on the end table. I’ll need the recharge fast.

      “Oh honey, look at those bruises. Did you pole dance with an orangutan?” She says examining my leg. I always get overzealous with my pole work.

      “No, I’m just bruised to shit because I get out of hand sometimes. But let’s not discuss that right now.” I pause and then lay it on her, “I have to leave in the morning. And I don’t know if I’ll be back.”

      Her look of shock makes me feel worse.

      “I—”

      I cut her off with, “You can’t come.”

      “Why not?”

      “It’s too dangerous and I can’t protect you.”

      “But who will protect you? You forget that I’m the one that does the laundry and cooks around here.”

      I smile. She’s right but I love her too much to drag her into this.

      “Here’s what I want you to do. I want you to go and stay with Jeannie for a few weeks. Don’t stay here. I’ll give you some money. Try to lie low. Don’t strip until I get back. Just focus on school.”

      I chug the other PBR.

      She says, “If that’s what you want. But you’re scaring me.”

      “Come here,” I whisper.

      We embrace. She always smells so good, a mix of vanilla and peaches. I bury my head into her kinky hair and we fondle each other. I know this may be the last time so I give her my all. We kiss deeply. Tongues dance. Hands grope. Legs part. We moan in unison.

      “Do it like you do,” she whispers into my ear softly.

      I whisper back seductively, “Oh, I’ll do it all right.”

      My hand roams between her legs and she spreads wide for me. My index finger deftly finds her hole. I plunge. My painted nails glisten with juices as I finger her. She touches my upper arm like it’s glass. Her other hand roams to my breast. She squeezes. I squirm. She pants harder. We collapse onto the couch and my beer falls to the floor. I ignore the liquid flowing through the shag carpet. As I plunge my fingers further into her hole, I use my other hand to fondle her high buttocks; the luscious globes hint at her African genes. I bend my head to her breast and smear my lipstick across her nipple. I give her other nipple a love peck. She moans. I caress her slender neck and look deeply into her brown eyes. God, how can I let you go? You’re the only person in the world who’s ever given me a chance. You’re the only person who ever cared. I don’t have to tell her this. She can see it in my eyes.

      We lower ourselves to the floor. We roll around making out. I slide down to her torso and lick the tiny blondish hairs speckled around her belly button. She arches her back to meet my tongue. Repositioning myself for a dive deep, my hand sloshes into the beer puddle. I ignore the mess and push my tongue deep into her pussy. I adore her taste. I rotate my tongue around in concentric circles. She gasps in pleasure.

      I raise my head and say, “I want more.”

      She moans, “I want more too…”

      We reposition ourselves into a sixty-nine. I spread her legs and pull back her nether lips with my fingers. I dive deeply into her sopping wet cunt. My tongue searches for her pleasure as her mouth glides along my inner thigh. Her hands massage my tight butt. She rotates her hips in time with my rhythm. I bury myself so deeply into her gash that she comes almost instantly. In shivers and trembles, her soft-hearted nature comes to the forefront. I pull myself away long enough to see her bite lower lip in rapture. In response, she frantically sticks three fingers up me and I go wild. She moves her mouth to my cunt. Her tongue finds my place and we rise into a pure state of ecstasy. Higher and higher, we go. Two tongues matching intensity. Higher and higher. Our hands firmly spreading our asses allowing for deeper penetration. We lick. We thrust. Up and down. We search. Deeper. Deeper. We discover other holes. And lick them. And return. And lick. And… Oh Christ! We climax together. Perhaps for the last time. The waves are strong and they send us into bliss. In shudders, we collapse into a heap of melded flesh and exhausted yearnings.

      We search for breath.

      I’m really going to miss this kid.

      I caress her as she dozes off into slumber. But I can’t sleep. Too much on my mind. I throw on my AC/DC Big Balls shirt—God's Gift to Ballroom Notoriety—and a pair of men’s jockeys, grab a cigarette from my purse, and climb into the picture window to think. I crack the window pane. The rainy Portland evening air feels as delightful as the fuck I just had. It always rains here at Christmas. I take a drag. Exhale.

      The night calm helps me shake off the last orgasm of this crazy day. God, I’m such a nympho sometimes. That’s at least five orgasms today. I really need to get my sex drive under control.

      I stare out the window. A dog howls in the distance. The gutters overflow and rain patters against the window ledge. I exhale a deep breath and relax. I look across the street and down the corner near the Quickie Stop. What the fuck? Holy shit! That black SUV sits out front. I glance down the street and under the streetlamp I see the silhouette of some fucktard in a trench staring up at me.

      He salutes.
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      “Three of them. Two in the SUV. One on the street.”

      True’s voice startles me as I whirl to face her.

      “I thought you were asleep. Be quiet… Don’t make a sound and stay away from the window,” I say as my attention returns to the street man. He stands there, a cut-out shadow, a crooked German Expressionist form, lingering under the streetlamp.

      She ignores me and mumbles, “They’re not here for us. They’re here for him.”

      “For who?”

      “Who do you think? The guy that got you into this. What’s his name again?”

      “The German… Wilder. Asshole.”

      I don’t know how she does it, but True has this sense about things. Like premonitions but not in any literal way. She doesn’t see pictures of the future. No, she has feelings, intuitions, and she’s rarely ever wrong.

      “We need to leave. Now,” I say as I step back from the window.

      She puts her arm on my shoulder. It’s supposed to be a sign of reassurance but it only makes me feel worse because I have to take care of her as well as find a way out of here.

      “Get dressed,” I say as I leave the window.

      We both dress quickly.

      “Pack,” I say.

      “Okay,” she agrees.

      “But pack light. We’re taking my bike.”

      I twirl my finger motioning for her to start.

      “Should I bring a winter coat?”

      “No, you don’t need it. Bring only what you absolutely can’t live without.”

      As she turns to begin, I grab her arm and say, “Don’t forget the strap-on.”

      She nods and tries to go through some clothes on the floor, but I grab her arm again. With a smile I add, “Oh, and the vibrator too.”

      She nods again, giggles quietly, and turns toward the dresser.

      I grab her arm one last time and say, “And the lube too.”

      Her smile widens. I smile back. We fall into each other’s arms and steal a quick kiss. I whisper into her ear, “Well, you never know. It’s better to prepare. Now hurry. We need to split.”

      I pull away from her to pack. I reach into the back of the closet, shuffle some boxes, and retrieve my gun. Yes, I have a gun. A Smith & Wesson Chief's Special .45 caliber. It’s hot. I got it from a cook at the club. Preparation with some iron is always better than being the batty-eyed damsel in distress at a whack-job’s mercy. Besides, I like the power. I tuck the piece into the back of my waistband, throw the extra ammo into my purse, and grab a few more things: True’s Christmas present, lipstick, some rags, and a porcelain figurine of a horse. I pause and stare at the figure: memorabilia from The Black Stallion, scratched, cracked and glued in three places. I’ve carried it everywhere for twenty-plus years. It’s my totem. My fetish. My prized possession.

      “Okay, I’m ready,” True says a little louder than necessary, breaking me from my trance.

      “Shh… Let’s go.”

      We head out the back. I whisper, “Stay low, in the shadows, and if something happens run like hell and don’t look back. Don’t worry about me, just run.”

      I take one last glance out the window, grab True’s arm, and we bolt out the door, down the stairs, and back to the alley where I parked my Virago.

      So far, so good. No sign of trouble.

      We get on the bike. Throw on our helmets. I hesitate.

      When I start the fucker, they’ll hear it a mile away. I should have gotten that tune-up. I look back at True and she returns my look with a wink. She knows it’s now or never.

      Okay. Now or never then.

      Click. HHHHHHBBBBBBRRRRRROOOOOOOOOOMMMMMMMMBRRROOOOMBROOM!

      Oh shit, that’s loud. The jigs up now.

      We tear out of the alley with a squeal, knocking over a few trashcans.

      As we swerve through alleys, around speed bumps, and down streets, it rains harder. Oh Portland, only when I need good weather do you piss all over my face. It’s uncanny, like the weather knows. I look in the mirror.

      Headlights.

      We cut across a vacant lot. Ah, the advantages of a motorcycle. Hit two more side streets and then another alley.

      No headlights.

      We race down Burnside heading toward the highway. Above the roar of the cycle and the rain, I yell, “I’m dropping you off at Nick’s.”

      “No, Vic. I’m not leaving you. I don’t care what happens. Are we heading to the airport?”

      I sigh. God, I hope I don’t get her killed.

      I pull into an alley and quickly cut the engine and lights. We’ll wait here a second. See if they pass.

      I whisper, “We’re not going to the airport. He gave me a ticket, but that’s where they’ll be looking for us. Hold on—”

      I start the bike. The motor growls fiercely. We roar back onto Burnside and I pull out my cell. I need to warn him. If they’re tracking it? I toss it into the street. It explodes into a shrapnel of plastic and microchips. Well, there goes my life in Portland.

      He must fend for himself.

      We find the expressway and head east.

      As we drive, True rests her helmeted head on my shoulder. I smile to myself. There’s something about her. She’s like a freshness that invades me. When I’m with her, I’m reminded of when I was a teenager camping. A boy and I escaped supervision. Found a tiny secluded bridge near a swamp. He held my undeveloped breast for almost three hours, under the stars, with a feeling like the future was wide open and the possibility of getting to third base was the only thing that mattered to us. True makes me feel that way. It’s not innocence exactly. It’s hopefulness. Like there’s a goal. She makes me hopeful that humanity isn’t as foul as I believe.

      She moves her head closer to my neck.

      Her lips part. She gives my neck a small kiss. She runs her tongue along the skin tasting the rain and sweat. That damned beetle’s bonnet churns in my pants.

      Her left hand snakes up my drenched shirt. The warmth of her skin under my shirt sends chills down my spine. Her hand settles on my breast. She fondles the nipple a moment and that camping boy crosses my mind. I smile.

      She twists my nipple more. My beetle’s bonnet sings a hymn to her advances.

      True’s other hand struggles with the zipper of my soaked pants. After a moment, her fingers squirm past my semi-dry underwear. Seconds later, her fingers discover my patch. She sticks one up my pussy. My beetle’s bonnet wets the rest of my underpants.

      I lean back and try to keep control of the fucking bike. In ecstasy, my eyes almost close and then I remember I’m the pilot. Jesus. My helmeted head bumps hers and I restrain a laugh because I’m almost to another orgasm. I grit my teeth.

      True’s fingers diddle my clitoris. I’m soaked all over. This is incredibly hot, flying down the highway on my Virago, handgun, G-men not far behind, certain death around the corner, and my lover’s fingers tapping my love button. Heaven for a girl like me.

      Waves of orgasm overcome my awareness and I almost lose control of the bike.

      After the waves relent, I take a breath. Orgasm number six, but who’s counting. I glance back over my shoulder and True smiles that indelible smile. I look back over her shoulder and see the city shrinking as the rain pelts my face.

      Portland bored me anyway.
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      After two or three more orgasms, several hours of soaked travel, and many miles of dangerous terrain, we make it to Utah. It seems like we’ve put enough distance between us and the G-men. I look at the gas gauge. Almost empty again. We need to stop.

      “Are they following?” I ask over the roar of the cycle.

      “I don’t think so. I've seen nobody behind us for a while,” True replies.

      “We need to stop and fill up.” I flick the gauge. It’s running empty.

      She says something but the wind steals her voice.

      “What?” I ask.

      “Is that a good idea?” She repeats louder.

      “It doesn’t matter if it is or it isn’t. We’re almost out. Next exit we need to stop.”

      “Maybe we can trick them and have them pass us by—stay incognito in a hotel.”

      “Yeah, we can’t ride forever without stopping. We need to rest and the bike won’t last very long without some downtime.” I eye hotel signs as we exit the highway.

      After a few moments of silence, I say, “We need something empty with no busybodies.”

      We stop at a Podunk convenience store and I buy hair clippers and peroxide. I exit the store and True says, “What did you buy?”

      “We need to change our appearance. You’re going full atomic blonde and I’m shaving my head.”

      She rolls her eyes and mouths an “oh no” as I start up the Virago. I turn the bike around and we head over to a hotel. We park the bike around back of the hotel next door and rent a room. The place is seedy enough that we can pay cash. I use a fake name: Audrey Peabody.

      We change our look, shower, and eat a few donuts from the convenience store. I study my shorn locks on the floor. They’ll grow back. I turn to True. Her hair is flaming blonde, and she looks adorable. But I probably look like a fucking inmate. After licky-licky we drift off to sleep. After a few hours of shut eye, I wake her up stating, “We should take turns sleeping and watching the window for G-men. It was stupid to fall asleep in the first place without a lookout.”

      We take turns sleeping until midday.

      After a lunch of potato chips and bean dip, I say, “I recommend we stick around here until sundown and ride through the night. Maybe they already passed us and we can take the back roads.”

      By dusk, we’re sticking to the two-lane highways that spider through the countryside. The roads become dark with nary a traveler and it’s scary. Occasionally, we see wildlife crossing the road. By midnight we end up stopping somewhere near Salt Lake City for a much needed break.

      “Let’s stop there. I need a drink,” I say as I point to a honky-tonk bar with a loud neon sign proclaiming “Lucky’s Place.”

      We’ll see about that. We could use some luck. I park the Virago at a fast food joint across the street and we cautiously head towards the roadhouse. I take the piece out of my waistband and double check for a round in the chamber. Yep. I shove it back down the back of my pants. I guess we’re ready.

      As we approach the honky-tonk, I hear classic rock music and laughter. The Salt Lake Desert wind flows through my brush-cut. It feels good, but it’s always weird getting used to a new haircut. This is probably a mistake. We should keep moving, but part of me—the dangerous part—likes flirting with disaster. We enter the bar.

      Eight heads turn our way. One female bartender. Two men at the bar. Three folks drinking at a table in the corner. Two guys playing pool. No G-men. Good.

      The place is a standard honky-tonk: wood paneling, plaid shirts, and broken dreams. We approach the bar. As she eyes my buzz-cut, the grizzled woman behind the bar says, “Welcome to God’s country, ladies.”

      She probably thinks we’re lesbians by our appearance. Nope bisexual, honey. These newfangled city gals run both ways.

      “Howdy partner, we’ve been traveling far and need to wet our whistles. We’ll take two whiskeys straight-up,” I say in a deadpan voice devoid of a cowboy accent. Ignoring her judgmental appraisal of our style, I add, “Giddy up.”

      Her disapproving look says it all. She doesn’t like my kind.

      I hand her the dough and we move away from the bar and over to the corner near the jukebox. It’s playing some Kansas tune. I ignore the classic rock and survey the crowd. They look harmless enough, except for the two playing pool who are out of place. They return my gaze.

      I approach the record machine. Pop in four quarters. Select a tune.

      True buys two more Jacks. We plop down on a couch. The men at the pool table continue to take an interest in us.

      After a few moments, they gather their nerve. They approach with shots. My pick from the juke finally plays. It’s “Take My Breath Away” by Berlin and I love this song for many reasons.

      “Hello, ladies. What brings you to Salt Lake City?” The shorter man with a flannel shirt and large belt buckle says trying to act taller and sexier than God gave him the right to ask.

      Already too many questions. This is dangerous.

      True blurts out, “We’re—”

      “—on a road trip,” I interrupt.

      “Oh, that sounds fun. Where you headed?” The taller man with a beard says. He clearly has more sexual command. I take an immediate liking to him. Not a Mark, but maybe a Dave.

      “We’re heading to Texas,” I lie.

      “The Alamo?” Shorty says.

      “No, just visiting family,” I lie again.

      “My name is David, but you can call me Dave. My friend here goes by Tyke,” the tall one says.

      I laugh inside. Of course, his name is Dave. It had to be.

      “You’re not very handsome. Are you, Dave?” I say to him. Guys like this sort of thing. Play hard to get. But despite my obvious attraction to him, we need to get rid of them.

      “I try to be,” he replies with a flirty smile.

      “I collect creepy smiles. And yours takes the cake,” I say with an edge.

      He flirts back with, “I collect girls in crewcuts too.”

      Well, that sounds weird, like Ted Bundy strange.

      “Are you some kind of Lothario?” I say hoping to make him feel stupid.

      My ploy backfires. He says, “No, I’m not a seducer of women. But I do appreciate Miguel de Cervantes.”

      My mouth drops. I thought he’d be a brainless redneck. He knows of “The Impertinent Curiosity,” a story within Don Quixote. Hmmm. Maybe, he’s a not a psycho after all. David the Bibliophile. This could be interesting.

      As if reading my mind, he says, “Hey, we’re not rednecks. We’re heading to Seattle for business. Don’t worry. We’re harmless. I don’t keep heads in my refrigerator if that’s what you’re thinking.”

      He smiles innocently. But I know nobody is harmless.

      I take one of the shots and then hand the second to True. It looks like I’ve committed us to whatever this is going to become. If this guy tries to put my head in his freezer, he’s in for a rude awakening.

      By the time we’ve had a few more drinks, I’m slow dancing cheek to cheek with this turkey. We’ve been putting quarter after quarter in the jukebox. As we get sloppier, the songs get sillier and sillier. The current choice is Celine Dion’s “My Heart Will Go On.”

      Our chemistry increases as we dance. We sway back and forth slowly. His hand upon my lower back slides down above the curve of my ass. He pauses waiting to see if that’s all right. I maneuver my lips closer to his. I wait for him to make another move. Our breathing matches. I press my breasts into his body. His hand goes lower on my ass. He turns his head slightly and our lips meet. At first, we wait. Lips pressed together. Dancing to and fro. Then, he pushes his tongue into my mouth and we kiss aggressively. His pecker gets hard as we kiss. From the pressure against my body, his dick seems more than adequate to handle me. But I pull away and head over to the bar for more drinks. I’m not that easy.

      After many more cocktails and two hours of conversation the bar proclaims last call.

      There’s a moment of hesitation. I glance at True. She has her legs draped over Shorty and they’re making out. This could be a real big mistake or one hell of a night.

      What should we do?

      David comes from behind and wraps his arm around my tummy.

      “Do you have a room?” David the Bibliophile whispers into my ear bluntly.

      “We don’t,” I lie.

      “Well, you're welcome to hang out with us. We’ll grab beers and head to our hotel.”

      I know what he’s implying. Sounds fun. If they’re G-men, we’re finished. If they’re not, we might be in for some debauchery.

      I weigh the options.

      Fuck it.

      We stumble out of the bar, bribe the 7-Eleven attendant to sell us beer after hours, and head to their hotel.

      David fumbles with the lock. I study True. She’s devouring Shorty like he’s dinner. They grope. Half of their clothes are already off. She breaks away and smiles at me. I guess we’re going for it.

      We enter the room and I say, “Wow! What a humongous bed. How many can you fit on that barge?”
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      Two hours have come and gone since we left the bar.

      Empty beer cans litter the floor. A few of David’s roaches and some of my lipstick covered cigarette butts make a stack in the ashtray. The air has become tense with sexual energy and possibilities.

      “You’d make a good cop,” I say to David.

      “I assume that’s an insult, not a compliment,” David the Bibliophile says with a smile that tells me I’m right. He fidgets with a bent bottle cap and adds, “By the way, you still haven’t told me your name.”

      I guess it’s harmless. These guys are not G-men, but I lie anyway. I say, “My name is Audrey.”

      “Audrey. That’s a nice name.”

      “No, it’s not. It’s pretentious and snotty,” I say as I grab the bottle cap from him and toss it behind the bed adding, “You can call me something else if you like.”

      “Like what?”

      “Beautiful.”

      “Audrey is fine.”

      I snicker. Touché. He can hold his own.

      I look at True and the guy she’s kissing. David said his name is Tyke but I refuse to call him that idiotic name. I prefer Shorty. True and Shorty have taken most of their clothes off. Shorty hasn’t surrendered his tartan boxers. True’s panties remain intact but her bra is long gone. I’m still clothed. Ditto for David.

      True pulls away from Shorty’s lips and exclaims with gusto, “Are you guys coming to bed or what? Plenty of room.”

      I glance at her and then David. He shrugs. We untangle ourselves from our outer clothes. Shorty looks pleased. I’m sure I look worried. True is young. She doesn’t understand that this seemingly harmless situation can lead to mess: emotional, physical, spiritual. Oh well. I guess everyone has to learn the hard way and I’m too far gone to care that much either way.

      David and I collapse onto the bed and the party begins.

      I take charge by removing my bra and panties. True and Shorty look relieved. David seems calm.

      I kiss David long and hard as he removes his jockey shorts. I reach for Shorty’s “shorty.” He’s harder than a diamond and ready to explode.

      True caresses my behind. I move between them all. I become the center of the wheel. They surround me like hyenas circling prey and they lick my tits and pelvis. I bask in the attention. My hand strokes Shorty’s cock. I open my legs inviting them to taste. True takes the initiative. She buries herself into familiar territory. A moan escapes my mouth as her tongue lathers my slit. The guys seem impressed. Each of them suckle a nipple.

      Vigorously, I jack off Shorty while I reach for David’s more impressive member. Shorty lets out a tiny yelp and sprays liquid over the bed to the floor. He’s finished, for now anyway. I lean across the bed and engulf David’s glorious rod. His cock stands magnificent enough, but not quite a masterpiece. I’ve only seen one of two of those in my time, but his is just fine. Shorty eats out True while she attempts to lick me into next Tuesday. We become a lovemaking wheel.

      After a short time of oral exchange, I say, “I want to fuck. Who’s going to fuck me?”

      In unison, the two men come up from their work and say, “I will.”

      We laugh a second until they realize I’m not joking. It’s time to please me. I climb atop Shorty with my back toward him. I lean back and my hair brushes his face. I reach down and see if his cock has recovered to full mast. True moves from my pussy to lick my ass, to lubricate the entryway. She knows what I want. She always knows. I love it when she does that. She pulls away. Shorty enters my backside with a slight nudge. I take his cock with no problem. Thank God, he’s on the small side, if it were David’s dick this might be a challenge.

      He pumps my ass as best he can. After Shorty works my tail for a bit, David takes his position straddling me. He stares into my eyes looking for something. He thrusts once quickly, then two times, and a third thrust. I’m fulfilled. Two cocks. Double penetration. Delightful. No feeling like it.

      We fuck for what seems like several minutes. My panting fills the room as they piston my ass and vagina. True straddles my face and I devour her cunt. All three love it and so do I.

      After a few more minutes of double penetration I come. I see stars, flashes of color, and everything else in God’s good creation. Shortly after my orgasm, I bring True to her peak. She screams out in ecstasy.

      We collapse into a pile as the men pull out of me.

      After a few moments of gathering my wits, I whisper, “True. Are you ready for the ride of your life?”

      She takes over and lets the two men enter her. I marvel at her eagerness. I plop down in a chair, light a cigarette and watch them make her howl. I study David. He’s handsome. It’s too bad we’re on the run.

      They thrust against her tiny body. Her cocoa skin looks so beautiful against their whiteness.

      I rub my clit as I watch them. True and I make eye contact. I come hard as I watch her eyes in bliss. True comes loudly. They pull out and spray seed over her ass. It’s a nice show. It’s no surprise that I enjoy watching. I’m a stripper and all exhibitionists become secret voyeurs.

      They clean up and roll over. Spent. David jumps from the bed. He rummages through his clothes searching for a cigarette. The room fills with silence. True dozes far gone in post-orgasmic slumber. I glance at Shorty and our eyes meet.

      He looks away. Something’s wrong.

      Why is he suddenly nervous?

      I look for my gun. It’s hidden below my purse. But it’s five feet away on the other chair.

      David continues to rummage through his clothes. Too long. This is wrong.

      I lunge for my Smith & Wesson. Everything else happens at once. David whirls around with a Luger pointed at me. Shorty grabs True and puts her in a headlock. She screams.

      I say, “If you hurt her, neither douche bag will leave this room alive.”

      David says, “Easy Doug.”

      I say with contempt, “I suppose your name isn’t David?”

      “No. It isn’t. Where’s Wilder?”

      “Wilder? What’s that?” My eyes dart back and forth, from this bastard to my best friend. How could I be so stupid?

      “Don’t play dumb. You know who I’m talking about Miss Valentine. Tell us what we want to know and Miss Thompson won’t get hurt.”

      They know our names. Great.

      I sigh. Must I do everything the hard way?

      I scream, “GO TO HELL YOU MOTHERFUCKERS!”

      I fire the gun.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            To Be Continued

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Anonymous

          

        

      

    

    
      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Volume 2

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Volume 3

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Volume 4

      Vicky Valentine’s Erotic Adventures: Dalisay’s Wish

      My Cuckold Wife #1: The Classified Ad

      My Cuckold Wife #2: Three to Tango

      My Cuckold Wife #3: The Raw Deal

      Erotica by Christopher of Detroit

      The Erotic Tales of Bucephalus

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Reviews

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks for reading. As an independent publisher, reviews are important for my work. If you enjoyed this book, or if there are ways you think it can be improved, please leave a review.
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