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ONE

I turned my head and watched two teen-age
bikini types walking along the beach near the water. Some of the
younger studs were out playing the role already, and those two
little birds were getting some well-deserved attention. It was
still early for me, and I lay dozing and soaking up sunshine while
I waited for the big game to show up. I had almost decided to hit
the surf, figuring I'd be dried out before the hunting season
opened, when a warm rich voice spoke from somewhere to my
right.

“Don't move yet,” it said. “I haven't quite
finished.”

Now this isn't entirely new to me, so when I
looked toward the voice I wasn't particularly surprised to see a
woman sitting in the sand behind a big cardboard easel. It hid most
of her but I could see her face, beautiful and alive with
concentration in the morning sunlight. I saw a long-fingered hand
holding the easel. The easel rested on a pair of excellent knees,
and I could see one curving brown hip, bare except for a half-inch
strip of yellow bikini. In San Nicolas, if they've got it they let
the world know about it, bless 'em.

I studied what I could see of her while she
worked on the sketch. Her face said she was about my age, or a few
years this side of thirty. The hand didn't tell me much, so I
devoted some time to the hip. It was full and rounded; not fat, but
soft enough to let the narrow bikini sink into the smooth flesh. No
surfer would cut his hair as short as hers was. It was dark brown,
and I saw sun streaks in it, telling of a woman who loved the sun
enough to expose her hair—and that lush hip—to a lot of it.

She changed her position, frowning over the top
of the easel, and a long tapering thigh came into view. It was
deeply tanned, firmly rounded, and my interest grew accordingly.
She wasn't the usual lean bikini type, but that strip of yellow
cloth indicated a lot of confidence. I was eager to find out if it
was justified.

Suddenly she looked up and smiled at me. She
took off her dark glasses, and her face was lovely. She had big
wide-spaced dark eyes over high cheekbones, a rather short nose,
and a wide full-lipped mouth. Her chin and jaw were strong without
being heavy, and I could see the clean lines of her neck and
throat.

“It's finished,” she said in her rich voice.
“Would you like to see it?”

“I sure would,” I said earnestly. I couldn't
care less about art, although that automatically makes me a square
in San Nicolas. But to move that easel I could develop an
interest.

Maybe she understood. The smile turned into a
grin, and she stood up without any of the awkwardness you see so
often in big women. That damned easel still screened her while she
bent to brush the sand from her legs, and then she
straightened.

“You've been patient,” she said, and there was
laughter in her. “Now tell me, how do you like it?”

She moved the easel to one side, and I got the
impression she wasn't talking about the sketch. Whether she was or
not, I hardly glanced at it. I sat up and sucked in my breath. I
wouldn't say that my eyes bulged, but I sure wouldn't say they
didn't, either.

She was nearly six feet tall, and must have
weighed around one-fifty. Her hips and shoulders were broad, her
waist was narrow for her size, and she had a pair of breasts that
were clearly beyond the understanding of whoever designed that
bikini top. Set high and wide on her deep chest, they made the
yellow material look like a casual afterthought.

Her long legs and arms were beautifully shaped,
and when she moved, the muscles showed firm and smooth under her
sheath of woman's softness. Her belly had the faint swell I find
particularly appealing, and my eyes lingered on the deep navel
before moving on to her curving hips and full, solid thighs. The
bikini bottom was just adequate. It faithfully hugged the generous
mound it was designed to cover, and that was the extent of it.

She came as close to being naked as any woman I
ever saw who still had her tits and pussy covered. More or less.
She was the most sensual looking thing I ever saw in my life.

“Shall I turn around?” She had let the easel
fall, and was frankly laughing at me.

“It would be a real pleasure,” I told her.

She had a broad, softly muscled back, and the
snug waist was even more obvious from the rear. This side of the
bikini wasn't much bigger than the front, and it took me only a
moment to decide that I was looking at the prettiest ass in San
Nicolas.

She turned and eyed me thoughtfully. The dark
brown eyes went over me so thoroughly that I began to feel
uncomfortable. Abruptly she nodded, as if making up her mind about
something.

“You'll do perfectly,” she said, her face
serious. “How tall are you?”

“Six-four.” I was beginning to wonder about
her.

“Weight?”

“Two-thirty. If I'm not being too—”

“You're not waiting for anybody, are you?”

“Not now, no.”

“Got a couple of hours to spare me?”

“Big girl, I've got fifteen days.” I picked up
my blanket. “Your place, or...?”

“Up there.” She nodded toward the row of
apartment houses on the bluff overlooking the beach.

“Then let's go,” I said, glancing at the big
breasts and mentally licking my chops.

She laughed again, took my hand, and we walked
toward the long wooden stairway leading up the face of the
bluff.

I work out on a regular basis, and pride myself
on my physical condition. I keep my smoking and drinking to a
reasonable minimum, but she wasn't breathing a bit harder than I
was when we reached the top of those stairs. As we paused on the
boardwalk, a slim black-haired woman stepped out onto the balcony
above us.

“I was just heading over to your place,” she
said, leaning over the railing. “Betty's out somewhere, and I'm at
loose ends. Find what you were looking for?” Her smile was frankly
approving.

“I think so. I'll let you know later. Give us a
couple of hours and come on over.”

What the hell. Did they compare notes, I
wondered?

“He looks perfect for it.” Her tone was
reassuring.

The woman on the balcony was wearing white
slacks and an overloaded halter. The light breeze molded the slacks
to a fine pair of legs; she saw my gaze on them and her smile
widened.

“I'll see you later,” she said, staring down at
me—there was real promise in her tone.

The big woman led me up a concrete stairway to
a second floor apartment, and into it without using a key. That was
handy, because I'm damned if I know where she'd have carried
one.

“Come on,” she said, smiling and taking my hand
again. “I want to show you something before we get on with it.”

Now I'm a simple type myself, but this seemed
to be a hell of a casual approach. I shrugged and followed her
through a well-furnished living room, through a pair of open French
windows, and out onto a balcony overlooking the sea. A wood
partition screened the balcony from the neighbors at either end.
There was a pad on the deck, with a pack of smokes and a pair of
binoculars beside it.

“I was up here when I saw you,” she told me. “I
would have changed, but I was in a hurry for a closer look.” She
leaned the easel against the balcony railing. “I don't want you to
think I'm in the habit of going out on the beach half naked.”

I wondered what difference she thought it made
to me. I still held her hand; I took the other one when I turned to
look at her. And she was a whole lot more than half naked. My
regard didn't seem to annoy her in the least. She was closer now,
and looking down I could see daylight between her big breasts where
they held the cloth away from her body. They were little more than
half covered, and the obvious position of her nipples told me the
bikini top couldn't have been any lower without exposing more than
clear brown skin.

She was a luscious woman; I felt my cock
swelling in response to her nearness, and hoped the formalities
were about over. There was one more detail to be gotten out of the
way before I started on the bikini.

“My name's Joe Burke,” I said, and put my hands
on her hips. If she wanted to fuck in the sunshine, it was all
right with me.

She moved the smooth hips out of reach, and I
hoped she wasn't going to play it coy.

“How about that!” Her smile was dazzling. “My
name is Jo, too. Jo Cannon.”

“Yeah, well now that we've introduced
ourselves...”

I captured her hands again, but she freed one
of them and led me back into the house. It looked like we'd begin
on her bed after all. But she led me into the kitchen. I stayed
just far enough behind her to get the full benefit of that
beautiful swaying ass—and when I caught up with her she was
standing in front of the refrigerator.

“It's a little early,” she said hesitantly, and
I figured she was sending me a message. “Would you like a beer
anyway?”

She broke out a couple of those king-sized
cans, but before we'd more than started on them she took my hand
again.

“Bring your beer,” she said lightly, “it's time
I showed you something else.”

It sure was. I followed her through the living
room, my eyes on her swinging rump, and into a long hallway. We
passed a bathroom, and my gut tightened—but we passed the bedroom,
too, and I was thoroughly confused. She opened a door and we went
into a big room at the end of the hall.

I was far more interested in her than in the
room we had entered, and it took another of her amused smiles to
make me look around us... And locate the bed I hoped was waiting.
There was no bed.

We were in an artist's studio. There were a
couple of big easels on portable stands; there were several wooden
pedestals with clay busts on them, and a couple of full-length
figures—all apparently unfinished. Long windows with heavy drapes
nearly filled the wall facing the beach, and opposite them was a
platform raised a foot or so above the floor. Near the platform
were a couple of chairs with drapes of some kind hung over them,
and boxes of different sizes were stacked against the wall. A
rolling workbench held a rack of strange-looking tools. The room
was neat and clean, considering the amount of gear it housed.

I felt her watching me while I looked around,
and sensed the half-mocking smile that was on her face. I knew she
was waiting for me to say something, but if she expected
sophistication from me she was in for a disappointment. That's not
my style.

“This looks like a permanent set-up,” I said
finally.

“It is. I live here most of the year. I'm one
of the rare permanent residents.”

Now I noticed she was looking me over again.
She walked away a few steps and my attention was automatically
drawn to her all-but-naked rump. When she turned suddenly, it
easily adapted itself to her belly. She didn't seem to mind, or
even to notice. Her eyes were intent, and I felt the blood hot in
my face as they slowly went over me. She began to move around me,
and the situation got weirder by the moment.

“You're really wonderful,” she said
thoughtfully. “The muscular development is all I could ask for. And
the power of the arms and shoulders is especially appropriate. No,
Irish; stand still. I'm trying to get a good look at you. Yes, I knew you'd do, from the
moment I saw you walk onto the beach—through the glasses, I
mean—but close up you're even better.”

She completed her tour and stood in front of me
again, her eyes on the lastex bun-hugger I was wearing.

“Some of this will look too good to be true,
obviously—in bronze.” She seemed to be talking to herself while her
critical gaze continued over the rest of me. “The hell with it,”
she muttered. “If that's the way he's built, then that's exactly
what I want. I'll have to see, of course...”

Her words trailed off and she looked directly
into my eyes. “I'm a realist,” she said, as if that explained
everything.

“So am I,” I mumbled, but I doubted that we
were talking about the same thing. We weren't, as it turned
out.

She gave me an embarrassed smile, and I was
delighted to see a wave of color in her face that extended all the
way to the slopes of those incredible breasts.

“Damn!” she exclaimed with exasperation. “I
should have explained, but I thought... Well, it's obvious this has
never happened to you before. I'm a sculptor, Irish, and I want you
to pose for me. Will you?”

I guess she saw the surprise in my face. She
blushed again, turned to the rolling workbench, and fooled with
those funny looking tools for a few moments. When she spoke again
her voice was carefully impersonal.

“Just what were you expecting, Irish?” She was
a beautiful woman with a spectacular body, but enough is enough—and
besides, I had a hunch she was laughing at me.

“What the hell do you think I was
expecting?”

She turned then, and she wasn't laughing at
all, or even smiling. “I don't know whether I should feel
flattered, or insulted. Are you angry with me?”

I had been, but it evaporated quickly. “It
depends on what you decide, I guess.”

“Decide?” Her eyes looked doubtful.

“Whether you're insulted, or—”

Her relieved laughter interrupted me. “All
right; I'm not insulted. Will you pose for me?”

I hesitated. Posing for a lady sculptor wasn't
my idea of leave in San Nicolas, but my eyes went to those big
tits, dropped to the smooth belly and strong thighs, focused for an
instant on the lusty bulge in her bikini...

“It would—mean a great deal to me,” she said
softly, moving close. “It wouldn't take much of your time, and...
At least let me explain it to you—please?”

Well, I've said she was beautiful and smooth
and rounded—and it didn't cost anything to listen. But I thought I
should find out what she meant by a great deal. I put my hands on
her shoulders and drew her to me. The hands on my waist were
hesitant, and I thought there was fear in the sweet appealing
face—but there was all that warm velvet skin against me...

I got a handful of her thick hair, pulled her
head back, and kissed the full parted lips.

I saw her eyes widen with surprise, watched
them close, saw the long lashes against her cheeks. Then I felt her
lush body relaxing in my arms. Her mouth relaxed too. The soft lips
parted even further; her tongue responded to mine, and I felt a new
tension building in her. It wasn't until her hips pressed hard
against me that I realized I was caressing her ass. The warm flesh
quivered under my hand, and her thighs were shaking; my hand moved
over the curve of her hip, in to the taut waist, up over the
arching chest—but when it reached the fullness of her breast she
broke off the kiss with a gasp and leaned away, staring up at me
with frightened eyes.

They watched my face while I slipped the thin
strap off her shoulder, freed a big firm breast, and cupped it in
my hand. She didn't move when I brushed my fingers across her
nipple; she didn't try to escape the hard-on pressing against her
belly. But the fear was still in her, even when I felt the nipple
growing in my palm.

“Please,” she whispered. “Not now. Not—yet,
please.”

I couldn't figure it out. She'd responded to me
at first; I knew damned well she had. She had the face of a mature
woman, and she sure as hell had the body, but she was as scared as
a virgin on her first date. If she'd been teasing me I could have
understood it, but the fear in her eyes was very real.

The hand on her breast pushed her back against
the arm at her waist. I stroked the resilient flesh a moment
longer, bent my head and kissed the erect tip—lingered over it
while her thighs quivered and her breath sounded rough in her
throat—and then I carefully adjusted the yellow fabric and returned
the shoulder strap to its original position.

She stayed close when I let her go, and when I
rested my hands on her shoulders she lowered her head to my
chest.

“Thank you,” she said faintly.

“It was nothing.” I heard the irony in my
voice.

“Please. Be patient with me.” The soft belly
stirred against me when she looked up, and I got another surprise.
The smile was back, without the mockery, and her mouth looked moist
and heavy. Her hips were still close.

“That was sweet and flattering,” she murmured,
“and obviously—sincere.”

“It was sincere, all right.” My cock was still
trying to rip out the front of my bun-hugger.

“Now that we're friends,” she said, gently
disengaging herself, “I'd like an answer to my question.”

“What question is that?” A stiff prick isn't
conducive to clear thinking.

“Will you pose for me? I'm a sculptor,
remember?”

“Oh yeah, that. Shouldn't it be
sculptress?”

“No, and stop evading the issue. Will you? It
would mean—”

“Yeah, I know. A great deal. Sure I'll pose for
you, if it's that important.”

“It is,” she said fervently, and her eyes
gleamed.

“I know exactly the pose I want. Get up there
on the platform and I'll show you.”

She seemed happy and relaxed now, walking to a
corner cupboard with an arrogant swing to her hips. She returned
with an honest-to-God broadsword in her hands.

“Be careful of this,” she advised, her eyes
flickering to the subsiding bun-hugger. She handed the sword up to
me. “It's an exact replica, and every bit as deadly as the
original.”

Maybe it's my Irish blood that makes me admire
a good piece of cutlery. This one was a good four feet long, and
the double-edged blade was nearly three inches wide at the hilt. It
felt natural in my hands, almost as if it belonged there. She must
have been reading my mind.

“I had that made for you,” she said, and her
eyes were as bright as her smile. “I saw the original in a museum.
I'd had a project in mind; I knew what I wanted to symbolize, but I
hadn't the least idea of how I should go about it. Then I saw the
sword, and I knew. I had this copy made, but until today I've never
found a body worthy of it.”

This kind of talk is embarrassing, but I can
stand it. I don't spend all that time in the gym strictly for my
health, or lie on the boat deck in the sun because I need the
vitamin D. Getting a tan can be a problem for a working Bosun's
Mate, even with black hair like mine and the tough skin that
usually goes with it. I can get a good tan—I had one then—but it
takes some effort.

She took the sword from me and stood it on its
point about a foot in front of me.

“Put your right hand on the pommel,” she
directed, pointing to the round gizmo on the end of the handle.
“You're just resting now. You've had a hard day chopping up people.
Now put your left hand over the other. There... That's fine, Irish!
You're really something, aren't you! Get your feet farther
apart—yes—and hold your head up, as though you were looking out at
the horizon. Yes! That's perfect.”

Was it my imagination, or did her hand tremble
a little?

“That's the pose, Irish. Can you remember
it?”

Imagination, I guess; her voice was strong and
assured. She grinned up at me.

“Maybe we'll call it “The Gallowglass.'”

“The gallowglass used axes, Jo.”

“They did? Brutes. Well, we'll think of
something. Relax now, while I get ready. I've got an armature here
that's been waiting for two years.”

She pushed one of the pedestals into the center
of the room. She didn't seem to want my help so I stood watching
her, forgetting my feeling of awkwardness in the pleasure of seeing
her move.

There was a twisted wire framework mounted on
top of the pedestal, and she messed around with that for a few
minutes. Then she dragged a box from another cupboard, stood
looking into it for a moment with her back to me, and abruptly
leaned over it. I almost strangled while she pulled some rags out
of the box, threw them aside, and straightened up with something
heavy in her hands. She came back to the pedestal and slapped a big
hunk of clay down on it. She began to work the clay vigorously with
her hands, and when the tip of a bouncing tit threatened to escape,
it was all I could do to stay where I was.

She paused to grin at me. Her beautiful face
was flushed, and the soft waves of her short brown hair were in
tousled confusion. Her eyes were shining; the magnificent body was
posed with unconscious sensuality, and she was altogether
breathtaking. I think she saw something of what I was feeling,
because the friendly grin became a smile, and the eyes
softened.

“This will take a while,” she said softly. “I'm
going to make a smaller figure to begin with, but it will still
take a lot of clay. And I've got to fill in the armature. Why don't
you get us a beer—you know where it is—and please bring my
cigarettes.”

“Good thinking. One thing bothers me. You won't
use this sword in your final statue, will you?”

“No, but I've got a smaller one. It'll be just
half your size, or twice as big as this one. Won't that make my
measurements simple?”

“Then you didn't really need this one.”

“Oh yes I did,” she said positively. “I was
never so sure of it.”

When I got back with the beer I noticed she'd
adjusted the bikini top—but it could have been worse. She could
have gotten into one of those smock rigs that artists are supposed
to wear. And that would have been a shame.

At last she was ready, and recommended that I
get ready myself. She sounded breathless, but I knew pounding that
clay was work. I got set, with my hands on the pommel of that big
sword, gazing disdainfully over the hacked-up bodies of the
slain.

“Irish,” she said sternly, “you're not ready
yet.”

“I look ready to me.”

“Maybe you should have had a couple more
beers.” She stared at me for a long moment. “All right,” she said
finally; “that will do for now, I suppose. Yes, it's probably
better this way—for the moment. How long will you be here,
Irish?”

“About two weeks—and I could get an extension
of my leave.”

“Military?”

“Yes, Navy.”

“Hm-m.” Her hands were busy with the clay.
“You'll pose tomorrow, won't you?”

“Sure, Jo.”

“And the day after?”

“Sure.” I figured that by then I'd be moved in
with her.

“That's wonderful. You're all right now, in
that case. Later, of course...” Her voice trailed away and she
worked intently on the clay figure.

She stayed with it for most of the afternoon.
Periodically she'd stop, and I'd get down off the platform for a
smoke, and now and then, a beer. I didn't feel awkward any more,
and when she posed me facing her, I really enjoyed it. It gave me a
good opportunity to watch her work. She had strong well shaped
hands, and the most beautiful arms I ever saw. I'd never realized
how sensual-looking a woman's arms can be.

As the afternoon wore on she became tense and
irritable. The strain was evident in the long smooth muscles of her
thighs and hips, and her hands were losing their deftness. During
one of her breaks I saw them trembling as she lighted a
cigarette.

“Isn't that about enough for today?” I asked as
gently as I could.

“What's the matter, are you tired?” Her tone
was sharp, and I could sense the tension in her. Those superb legs
were quivering, and her belly was taut.

“I could stand here all day for the privilege
of watching you—but you're tired, Jo. Let's knock off.”

She threw herself into a chair with the long
legs stretched out in front of her. She puffed nervously on a
cigarette. I laid the sword on the platform and sat down beside
it.

“Isn't it going well, Jo?”

“It's going even better than I'd hoped. I've
never done such good work.”

She extended those lovely arms and stared at
her stained hands. “I don't know what's the matter with me. Well,
maybe I do too.” She glanced quickly at me, and as quickly looked
away. “I'm just nervous. Sorry I snapped at you, Irish.”

“Forget it.”

“I guess we'll call it a day.”

“Yeah. It's going to be a long summer.”

She looked up at me, her eyes alert. “You will
be back tomorrow. You're not bored with this?”

“I'm not bored. What time, Jo?” I didn't really
think I'd need the Information.

“About eleven, I guess. Whenever it's
convenient. I can't tell you how much I appreciate—”

“Forget that too. I'm getting a kick out of
it.”

“Good. Say, I forgot to check the time. Shall
we call it four hours?”

“It didn't seem that long, but what difference
does it make?”

She looked hard at me and shook her head.
“You're too good to be true. I was thinking about the hourly... Oh
hell, let it go.”

“If this hourly crap means what I think it
does, you can stand easy. It's not your money I'm after.”

“Life models expect to get paid, Irish, and
paid well.”

“I'm getting paid. I'm sorry you felt this
needed discussion.”

She looked away from me and said quietly,
“You're wasting your time, Joe. I should tell you that.”

“It's my tune. I don't figure it's wasted.”

“You don't understand.” She turned back to me,
and her eyes looked straight into mine. “Even if I were inclined to
be—accommodating, I couldn't. I won't discuss it further with you,
but it's only fair...” Her voice grew faint; she leaned back in the
chair and closed her eyes.

“You're tired, baby. Why don't you crap out for
a couple of hours, and then I'll take you to chow. We'll have a
few—-”

“No. Irish. Not tonight. Not any night.”

“That sounds pretty definite.” And up until
then I actually thought I'd make out.

“I'm sorry, Joe.”

“So am I.”

She was still sitting there when I left. On the
way down the concrete steps I saw a skinny cat in flashy sport
clothes standing on the boardwalk. He watched me intently as I
passed him; when I looked back a moment later he was staring up at
Jo's windows.

To hell with him, I thought. To hell with her
too.

I started down the wooden stairway to the
beach, but a mocking voice halted me.

“Leaving already?” it asked.

I looked upward and saw the black-haired woman
watching me from her balcony. She had her head between two of the
railing supports.

“I'm lying down,” she explained. “Will you tell
Jo I went to sleep in the sun, and that's why I didn't come over?
You will be seeing her again—won't you?”

“I'm not planning on it.”

“Oh.” She thought about it for a moment.
“That's mean. The statue is very important to her. Did she get
started on it?”

“Yeah. Say, I'm getting a crick in my neck. Why
don't I come up there and we'll talk it over.”

She giggled. “I don't think you'd better. I've
been taking a sun bath.”

“I don't see what difference that makes.”

“You would if you were up here. I don't have
anything on. I'm naked. Are you serious about not seeing Jo
again?”

“Yeah. Put something on, if you think
it's—”

“I mean—you're not committed, or anything?”

“No, I'm not. Now about you being...”

“Naked? I always take my sunbath this way. And
I'm sure the neighbors are enjoying this conversation. You're free
this evening?”

“I'll come by about seven-thirty.” I couldn't
see her eyes behind the dark glasses, but the smile was very
promising.

“Seven-thirty is fine—but don't pick me up
here.
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