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I

He was a short strongly-built young man with
curly black hair through which he pushed a hand as he swung his
legs out of bed and looked discontentedly over to where she cleaned
her teeth and spat into the chipped hotel basin.

“Your ass wiggles,” he said sourly. “It shifts
with each spit.”

She rinsed her mouth and let the cloudy water
fall out of her mouth in a long dribble.

“You prefer them not to? You like a still
ass?”

“You know what I like,” he said.

Her pink morning lips went loose and
actressy.

“Non,” she said, “dis-moi, cheri. Dis-moi des
cochonneries.”

“Stuff it,” he said.

He got up, shuffled into sandals and took her
place at the basin. His thick brows hunched back at him in the
flecked mirror. He had a good growth of beard that hollowed his
cheeks. His fingers reached down and turned on the tap marked
chaude, a joke he scrupulously observed, waiting for the cold
water.

To help him, she came up behind him and put a
soft hand between his bare legs.

“No,” he said. “Wash. You wash, I wash. And I
am hungry.”

Her left hand where it was, mildly preoccupied,
and put her chin on his shoulder. In the mirror he watched her
mouth moving.

“It's a pity,” she said, “such a pity. We have
no money.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “Again?”

“No,” she said, “not again. It has been like
that for thirty days, remember? I should have married a provider. A
man altogether taller, older, with a brain and things.”

She reflected a little.

“Wrong,” she said. “The things you have.”

He threw down the soap and, turning, wiped his
slimy hands over her breasts.

“All right,” he said. “Where will you have it?
The ear, the navel, between the toes, over, under, in my lady's
chamber?”

Her long tawny eyes went warm.

“Like dogs,” she said. “Woof.”

Viney was twenty-six, Martha twenty. They had
been living together in their small high room on Rue Princesse for
two years. It was all very romantic. Like a story-book. Don't we
just envy you, though, said friends passing through, doing Europe
in creamy Cadillacs, shaking their heads in nostalgia, loving, just
loving the caked spaghetti Viney and Martha cooked for them over a
rechaud. They became quite a thing for friends, in fact.

For the first six months they were quite a
thing for themselves. After all, here they were, in Europe at last,
and not only Europe, but Paris. They were young, so what did they
want with money? Just a little eyrie hung over the picturesque
rooftops, a glass of wine and thou. Well, they had their view over
the rooftops, on good days, when they got their daily half-hour of
sun and they thought to look out of the one thin window: at first
they even had their glass of wine and that made a nice change, the
real thing after Californian grape-juice at a dollar a crack.
Martha had taste and the posters she stole for the walls and the
hard red bottle glowing on the simple table made a nice still life.
Besides, the wine out of the bottle cheered them up no end. Getting
a little drunk was so cheap and wine didn't give you a hangover.
Well, not a real one. Not often.

They'd brought a couple of thousand dollars
with them. Mr. Gaynor, Viney's prosperous father, had been good for
that. After a shotgun wedding he'd thought himself lucky at the
price, getting rid of a worthless son and heavy new daughter-in-law
at the cost of a signature. It was only well after they'd left,
second-class on the Ryndam, that he found out the pregnancy was a
pillow and the shotgun had been aiming at him. He should have given
his son more credit: why, wasn't he his father's spring and
shoot?

Two thousand dollars and, in francs, on the
black market, they looked better still. Hand in hand, itching for a
bed, Viney and Martha went room-hunting on the Left Bank. And they
found it, a perfect little gem, as squalid as Martha's romantic
heart could have wished, a dark box on the sixth floor with rose
and shit wallpaper and a leaky bidet. All theirs for eight thousand
a month, a give-away. Say twenty-bucks. They could live there for
two years, a lifetime.

Only they got hungry. But, of course, jobs,
jobs, they had plenty of talent, they even spoke French, slightly:
no, they could safely throw their money around a bit. Money
attracted money and it didn't do to starve or cut down on the
laundry. In some things, they were fastidious. Particularly
Martha.

Martha was eighteen, when they arrived. She was
medium height, only an inch or so shorter than Viney. She had the
kind of legs that look chubby and biteable in slippers, arched and
sexy in black stockings on high heels. Martha was mutable enough to
wear both. Her hair had its changes, too. Basically it was long and
whiskey-colored, that pale glowing shade, and, really free, curled
quickly at the tips into the crevice of her behind. But she wore it
for the street all ways, though mostly in a massed chignon that men
wanted to undo. Few men had. To plunge further into her past: she
had ripened early. At fourteen, in High School, there had been boys
in poppa's car to play with her, thrusting clumsy fingers around
her, pushing dry lips of excitement against hers, wet and long.
Something held her in, though. At the climax of the crewcut boy's
desire, when her head swam with an abandon she wanted, there was
always something that said, there is time, wait for the next,
you've got them running. She would break for her lipstick, make up
a red new mouth, force them to drive her angrily home.

Until Viney, that is. Viney put his long thing
into her the first time they dated, she never knew how. And,
afterwards, she never asked why.

His long thing. Long and thick. Oh, how she got
to depend on it. She wasn't a stupid girl, got good grades still,
but all her learning, the theories and dates and formulae she
tucked away came to seem like so many proofs of his penis.

So, when he said, this will not do, one day,
when he said, licking her nose, we're leaving, I'll marry you,
we're running away, what could she do but say, yes, and, do it now
please, meaning run away yes and do it now please both.



When they got up again, this time from the
floor where she had been crouching, bottom-up, they really felt
hungry.

“You never know,” she said. “If we went to the
Royal, we might see Bertie. He'd stand us a couple of coffees.”

“I want eggs,” he said. “Food, steaming and
live-looking, ham, beef, pieces of animal, hot and cooked.”

She tried to laugh.

“Let's try, anyway,” she said. “What have we
got to lose?”

It was ten when they got there. As they went in
through the swingdoors, Viney grunted with satisfaction. A tall
ugly man leant dreamily against the zinc, chewing a dunked
croissant.

“Bertie breakfasts,” he said. “Forward. I wish
I didn't loathe his metaphysic guts.”

The tall man waved a soft hand at them.
“H-h-hallo,” he said. “Thi-i-is is a s-s-surprise. How's life?”

Martha smiled sweetly. “Fine,” she said on a
low happy note. “Okay,” said Viney, wondering how they would manage
it.

He chanced it and, putting an elbow down beside
Bertie's, ordered two cremes and croissants.

Bertie worked for the British Council and liked
to slum. One never knew with the cultured employed. Martha moved to
his other side so Viney received his back. That's the spirit, he
thought. His stomach turned over as he looked at the papery brown
croissants. He would say he'd left his wallet at home. To hell with
what he'd say: he'd eat first. Thank Christ Martha could find the
energy to speak to the English moron.

Martha was using her eyes. She was surprised at
herself. She had two aches, one in her stomach and one (it amazed
her) around her loins. What happened? she thought. It was all
there, hard as ever, God knows I came. Perhaps he needs meat.
Perhaps I need meat. Bertie has eyes like a tired monkey, circled
with pink skin. They are looking at me very attentively.

Their coffee was slid onto the counter. Viney
grabbed his while she sipped hers, looking up under long dark
lashes at Bertie. She thought of a dirty thought. Bertie is
manifestly a prick: that is why he stammers: all pricks
stammer.

When they had finished eating, Bertie suddenly
broke into clear coherent speech.

“You look hungry,” he said. “I don't believe
you eat enough. Man cannot live on love alone.”

No trouble with a single consonant, it came
right out.

But he stopped at that. It had been promising,
but he didn't elaborate.

Viney made a decision.

“Bertie,” he said, “can you. . .?”

“No,” said Bertie, “I can't. Why should I? I
work for my money; Look, we've been through this before. I don't
1-1-like working any m-m-more than you do. It's a hard life,
chum.”

Viney's wife pouted delicately. Her mouth
glistened like a darkened room with reflected lights playing around
the sleeping furniture.

“I must go and pee,” she said. “You gentlemen
will excuse me?”

Her hand brushed Bertie's as she turned to go.
They all saw it. It was quite deliberate. Then she went tap-tapping
down the stairs.

There was a moment while Viney plucked a pile
of crumbs from his saucer and swallowed them with a dry throat.
Then Bertie went pale and followed Martha down the stairs.

He went up to the woman in shiny black silk who
sat over a basket of cigarettes, Cerberus of the two doors, Hommes
and Dames. Without a word, he looked around him, took from his
wallet a five thousand franc note, handed it to the lady, and
passed through to where Viney's wife was smiling at him as she
pretended to fix her hair in the mirror.

“Quickly,” she said.

The three cabinets were mercifully unoccupied.
Few shit away from home at ten on a Sunday morning. They found
themselves in the end one.

When she had undone his flies and it prodded
into her curling palm, she was surprised to find it was bigger than
Viney's, and surprised even more to find he was pleasantly
surprised.

They acted without speaking. She stepped out of
her drawers like a tentative cat, not wanting them to stain on the
wet marbled floor. Then she motioned him to squat across the seat.
How well her mind was working! Lightheaded from lack of food? This
is the first time I've been fucked by another man, she thought as
she sat down onto the taut head of his cock. It filled her like a
flesh-gloved fist. I don't even like him, she thought. Look at his
monkey-eyes.

Oh, but no, they drew her. She did like them,
she adored it, she had to, she kissed his thin lips as she shifted
up and down on him. I'll tear the hot sperm out of him. And I'll
make him pay for the pleasure he gives me. Don't let him see it,
then, you fool, she said to herself in a daze. Ouch, the soft hard
push of it, swelling and jabbing. God, how I like this.



The first thing Viney did as they came together
up the stairs was smile. After all, wasn't this what he'd wanted?
She knew all about the easy way out of their difficulties. They'd
hedged around it for weeks now.

She's painted her mouth again, it looks very
fresh and glittering. Or did they kiss? Or did they in fact do
anything? Bertie's just the sort of man would have constipation.
They've been gone twenty minutes, all things are possible.

She came shyly up to him, slipped her warm arm
through his.

“Darling,” she said, “we've just had a lovely
fuck. And look. Bertie's given me ten thousand. I think that makes
me a whore.”

Before there was time for more words, the lank
Englishman, color on his cheekbones, ordered three double
fines.

Viney pushed his fists down into the
tobacco-strewn pockets of his coat.

When his voice came out, he was surprised at
it. So calm and amused.

“Let's drink to it,” he said. “Good for you.
That makes me your maq. A new relationship at last.”

“Yes,” she said, “we'll have something to talk
about again. And it does make a nice change.”

“You're vile.”

They looked round in astonishment at Bertie,
who was holding his head weakly in both hands. His face was working
unpleasantly. Was that my lover? Martha thought. He looks as if he
wants to be sick. She had never felt better in her life.

“How can you just stand there and talk about
it? Do you realize what just happened?”

He pushed his long horsey face close to
Viney's.

“Yes, yes,” said her husband impatiently.
“Cheers.” And he drank off his brandy. An idea occurred to him.

“How much money does he have left?”

Martha smoothed the rusty ropes of her hair and
her lips broke open on a whore's smile, a smile of complicity.

“Darling,” she said. “I don't know. Why don't
you ask him?”

They could talk like this, because Bertie had
his hands now over his ears and was crooning softly to himself.
Anyway, it didn't matter if he heard.

Viney bent over and whispered something in her
ear. She nodded slowly.

“Bertie,” he said. “Drinks are on us. This is
going to be a great day.”



The brandy sang round in Viney's head as he
locked the door of their room. It was the word maq that had
suggested their present situation to him. A maq, the mackerel or
pimp of Paris, keeps control over his woman partly by never
allowing her to spend the night with a customer. What Martha had
done with Bertie had to be re-done under his auspices. He would be
ringmaster, crack the whip that joined and unjoined them: and
they'd milk Bertie for every sou he'd got in the process. Martha
had come glowing up the stairs by Bertie's side. That had been the
moment of danger. Well, if necessary, other men could make her glow
from time to time, but the glow would always be that of the fire
she kept for him, Viney.

She was soothing Bertie like an experienced
whore.

The sweater she wore had a thin row of buttons
down the 'back. It was a very simple black wool sweater that showed
the firm surge of her breasts. She had always liked clothes that
showed her body.

Bertie had had four cognacs, they all had, it
was now half past eleven on a sunny morning, and he swayed about
the back of her sweater like a steamy adolescent.

Suddenly all the buttons were undone and the
sweater fell off.

Her breasts shocked, springing so whitely into
view in the small room. A beautiful pair, thought Viney, they
always arouse me. But, for the moment, they were not his to
handle.

They were Bertie's. She turned and, pulling the
Englishman's head down, kissed him long and sexily. Viney could see
the little muscles shifting in her cheeks as her thin pink tongue
explored his mouth. Bertie's hands moved up and grabbed a breast
each. He had short grubby nailed hands that plucked and stroked
sluggishly.

Martha broke free, panting, and even Viney
could see that she was beginning to get excited herself. It doesn't
matter, go ahead, he said to himself grimly, poppa's here.

“Suck my nipples,” she said.

He agreed to give us another twenty thousand
and I've got ten of it in my pocket now. Viney found he couldn't
stop talking to himself. Twenty thousand and I've already got ten
of it. Ten in the Royal. Thirty altogether.

He saw blood spring into a bite Bertie's teeth
had made on the swelling undersurface of his wife's right breast.
She didn't make a sound.

Then Bertie let his wife go and brought up his
head like a dog surfacing, his eyes goggling. He looked unseeingly
over at Viney, who sat on a table by the window, swinging his legs
and counting.

Martha's hands had gone wild and were chasing
each other round Bertie's clothes. He was dressed, as always,
respectably, like a club Englishman. He shrugged off the neat grey
coat himself, wrenched at the striped club tie. But she was
concentrating on essentials.

There is a little run of blood from her tit on
his shirt, thought Viney, mesmerized. Shall we have to wash it out?
Is that part of the service? He tried to forget his own body.

There was a big bulge at the front of Bertie's
also grey trousers. Martha's slim fingers were picking the flies
open neatly, pulling down his white slip. The man's cock dandled
stiffly in front of him. He made as if to bend down and untie his
shining Oxford shoes, but Martha forestalled him, her eyes
shining.

As she finished slipping off his shoes and
straightened up, she found herself on her knees, openmouthed before
his blushing stem. Of course, thought Viney, what could be more
natural? it is like a play—watching it advance towards the soft
opening pulps of her deep red mouth. It seemed for a second as if
she really wanted to swallow it. Bertie thrust convulsively, as if
he too wanted to be swallowed utterly, kept there. Then she drew
her flushed face back off it, her lips coming wetly together from a
lipsticked o as they left it. But she wasn't going to desert it
like that. She would string him up to more than he had ever
managed, make it grow and grow.

Her mouth closed over the cobra head again,
slithered back, advanced, slithered back again. It happened
extremely slowly. Bertie had a clumsy hand in her bunched hair and
it was coming free from its bonds, till, just as she pulled her
lips back from the whole length of him and stood giddily up, it
curled and cascaded in a yellow brown rush down to her
buttocks.

“Wait!” she said. “My skirt.”

She wouldn't allow his gauche hands, she was
suddenly in a great hurry, stepping out of the tight heavy
material, leaving him only to tear off the transparent triangle
that held in her bushy sex.

Viney slipped off the table and went over to
look out of the window. Two or three colored cars nosed cautiously'
down the narrow street. A pretty girl in blue jeans idled along, a
black head and a hand with a filet full of shopping, no more. He
heard them move over to the wide divan bed and, by the time he
turned round again, impelled by the noises, Martha lay flat on her
back, legs spread splittingly apart, and Bertie was fucking her
hard.

Thirty thousand francs, he said to himself. Why
don't I just pull up a Simenon and have a nice read? Perhaps there
is something on the radio? Then he went unsteadily over to the bed
and looked down into his wife's twisting and rolling eyes. He saw
the whole point then, and then only, what she was and what it was
all about. Quietly he undressed himself and stood there, waiting.
He stood there like a pointer, pointing at the bucking pair of
them.

She always made noises like that. Sucking
contented noises, then husky cries and admonitions, a kind of
commentary on her pleasure. He had never heard them so clearly.

Bertie was treating her roughly. He had shoved
her legs up round his neck and her weight lay heavily on her
shoulders. His hands were holding her breasts so hard that his
fingers were almost buried in their flesh.

“Oh, come,” she
shouted, her voice thick and unnatural.

And she jerked once and then again and again,
uncontrollably. Viney couldn't take his eyes off her. A second or
two later, the Englishman's long ribbed body collapsed and stayed
on her while he poured free. It didn't take long and, when his body
was quite still again, he levered himself up and went to pee in the
basin.

But Martha didn't move, didn't move, that is,
beyond a further convulsion as he came out of her, when she too
relapsed into shut-eyed flushed peace. Viney looked down at his
swollen sex. It seemed to be throbbing so much that he fancied pale
concentric rings of blood floating away from it, out into the room.
Then he looked down at the glistening hairs and slit of his
wife.

First he stooped and, bringing back his hand,
smacked her hard across the face, to wake her up a little. Her eyes
shot open and her mouth shivered. Tears welled gently at the
corners of her eyes. They have a strange light, thought Viney,
perhaps she will even enjoy this. But he didn't wait to find
out.

Her legs were just coming together again as he
forced them wide apart. He went down on her and slammed himself in
as if he were trying to wound her.

“Oh, no,” she cried, her head shifted from side
to side. “I can't. Wait, darling. Oh, please, wait.” She began
sobbing brokenly. “It's too much. Darling. Darling. Oh, don't.” Her
voice rose sharply and he raised his hand and caught her another
crack across her whimpering mouth. He had a moment of coolness.

“You'll be amazed,” he said, “astonished what
you can take.”

This is the first time we've done it without
her wanting it as well. She'll learn. Then he was master by anger
and lust. Her tearstained face swam beneath him. Her thighs and
breasts seemed richer, larger, but he too seemed bigger so that the
rubbery moistened lunges of his cock went deeper and further than
ever before. What she felt was of no interest. He was using her for
his own purposes. To burst a swelling.

It was incredibly enjoyable and he wanted,
somewhere in his head, to protract it. He found he had withdrawn
and was offering it to her to lick. She was slow to understand and
he hit her again. Then her mouth closed convulsively over it and he
watched in fascination, half-kneeling on her breasts, as her pained
oval lips mumbled him obediently. He felt himself too near and took
it out.

“Thank you,” he said. “Now open the legs
again.”

She was beyond tears.

“You like it,” he said, “don't you?”

When he finally abandoned her, it was trickling
sluggishly out from between her thighs, hers and his and the
Englishman's. She was kissing him helplessly, thanking him, loving
him.

He returned her kisses tenderly and got up.

“I didn't realize that was part of the
bargain,” said a voice.

Bertie was standing a couple of feet from the
bed,-staring in front of him as at a surrealist painting he could
never hope to understand. He looked extremely gentlemanly and
hopeless, thought Viney. Having just stamped out Bertie's tracks,
he felt a certain tenderness towards the Englishman too. It wasn't
everyone that could preserve such an air without a stitch or
shoulder-pad to support it. He realized that much of Bertie's
distinction lay in the new erection he was carrying. He excited me
and I excited him, fair enough.

“Would you like to go next?” he said
politely.

Bertie hesitated a second and then a genuinely
understanding smile broke over his face.

“You are very kind,” he said. “But...” He
gestured delicately towards the snailtracked whorl of hair and skin
that rose and fell on the bed.

“You are right,” said Viney. “We'll have her
wash. She seems full up. Though....”

“Oh, as you like,” said Bertie, not to be
outdone. “I'm sure we shall manage very well as things are. A help,
if anything.” He continued, his smile.

“And it might be interesting to see how
much...” said Viney.

“Yes,” said Bertie. “Good. Martha, my dear,
will you move over onto your side? I'm sure you must be quite
breathless.”

She tried to move from the bed in her outrage,
but they were too quick for her.

“Darling,” said Viney, “sugar, do as he says.
I'll make it up to you after.”

Bertie made to hit her, but he wouldn't have
that.

“No, old man,” he said,”you can't buy
everything.” He restrained Bertie's hand and tsktsked. “She's only
doing it to excite. Aren't you, dear?”

He thrashed her buttocks with the back of his
hand till she agreed. She lay now quite passively, the long curving
line of her body turned towards them. Bertie made her pull her legs
up towards her chin, so that she lay like a foetus. Before he laid
himself down beside her, he turned apologetically to Viney.

“Of course, this is the lazy man's way.”

Then he was thrusting up at her from the back.
The penetration's better like that, thought Viney. One of my
favorites. She likes it, but you have to play with your hand at the
same time, otherwise you miss the lovely clitoris. Still this is
the fifth time for her today, quite a busy morning. Bertie's being
very slow about this one. He's taking it a long way out each time.
And he's paying for it, what a stupid bastard. He felt a fraternal
contempt. God, but she has a pretty body. Funny to think I was
getting bored with it.

Well, she's not going to have an orgasm this
time, that's certain. She's started whimper ing again. Wonder if
it's hurting, shouldn't do, she's well oiled. She'll be full as a
Chianti bottle after this. He's a hog with tits, that man.
Englishman, Oedipus complex. Back to the womb. Well, man, he's
digging back the shortest way. He just can't stop grappling them,
can he? She's getting some nasty bruises. The bite's bleeding again
a bit. And on and on he goes. A nice slow fuck. Very relaxed. Ah,
his spine's tightening.

Then Martha began to move as well. Neither of
the men was expecting it. But, as if dragged, her bottom began to
move backwards, an inch forwards, back again. She was pushing him
deeper into her and gradually her rhythm quickened and Viney could
hear how heavy her breathing was. Then she tried to turn over onto
her front and Bertie went with her. She had now his full weight on
her sinuous back.

“Let me get on my knees.” It came out
strangled, but there was no doubt about what she'd said.

It was dripping down from her as she crouched
with the man's pole wedged in her from behind. They both began to
move like a lubricated machine. A momentary sag, his hands came
round her hips and held her steady, a stab, a sag of the white hips
and abdomen, then the sluicing of his plunge. Bertie couldn't hold
himself back any longer. He whipped at her in a fury and then came
in a series of gasps and strong movements of his loins. But she
couldn't let him go.

“Leave it there, oh, god, leave it in me.”

She worked against time, dreading his
shrinking. And she did it. There was a sudden high wail of
pleasure, her torso shook and shook, and she subsided heavily on
the overworked bed. He slid out of her as she dropped.

Bertie had an appointment, he thanked god not
with a woman, and left as soon as he was dressed. They arranged to
meet in a couple of days' time. He spoke vaguely of more money
then. Viney felt very content with the morning's work. He had made
Martha get up to kiss Bertie goodbye, believing in these small
sentimentalities. Bertie had taken the opportunity of a last feel
at her breasts which looked swollen under his hands. She could no
longer smile or pretend, but stood there limply., letting herself
be handled. When Viney had [...]
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