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ONE

FRIEDA slept. Naked. Moaning gently in her
slumber as one arm fell restlessly across the deep cushion of her
breasts, her nostrils twitching daintily at the perfumed air rising
from the amber-tinged skin of her own body.

Frieda slept...

Downstairs and throughout the rest of the
enormous house there was no scent of perfume. Other odors—less
fragrant—permeated the sterile halls of the Raymond Nursing Home.
Odors of rubbing alcohol and formaldehyde. Hospital smells. Even
the fresh-cut flowers seemed to wither in their vases and stop
breathing under the vigilant eye of Agatha Raymond as she made her
supervisory rounds. Stiff-starched and immaculate in her white
uniform, Agatha herself gave off no whiff of femininity—three
showers a day left her with only the unpleasant but appropriate
aroma of carbolic and naphtha. The Raymond Nursing Home was
definitely no place for perfumes and such. At least not for the
resident staff.

Nevertheless, in her tiny room in the nurses'
quarters, Frieda Helm lay drenched in sweet scent. And there was a
lot of territory to drench—Frieda's tawny-fleshed form spanned
almost a full six feet and was lushly proportioned to match its
length. The skin was sleek with unguents and ointments that even in
the dim glow of the night lamp gave it the patina of perfection.
Fingernails and toenails—lacquered scarlet despite Agatha's
prohibitive ruling —glistened like precious jewels as superbly
contoured limbs moved about languorously in the night breeze from
the screened window. Golden hair, long and silky, tumbled in
provocative profusion, a few locks falling over the great breasts
that even in repose appeared to be tense and rising with each
breath in some strange kind of sensual expectancy.

Rut the expectancy was not so strange...

A tiny noise sounded from the door, more a
hushed scratching than a knock. And then a whisper—“Frieda?”

“Hmm?” The big body stirred.

Again the voice. “Frieda?” Soft and just a bit
querulous, but unmistakably feminine. Its me— Shirley...”

The big body on the bed came to life in
anticipation, every mound and hollow gladly shedding the luxury of
sleep. “Come in, honey. The door's open.”

Shirley Curtis entered and stood stock still.
Even the stiffness of her nurse's garb could not quite conceal the
bursting bloom of her youthful figure. “You're—you're naked,” she
gasped.

“Uh-huh. So I am.”

Shirley sniffed. “Golly, the place reeks of
perfume. But it's nice, though.” She fidgeted, unable to tear her
gaze away from the languidly sprawled nude flesh. “Anyway, I came
to wake you. You're due to go on duty soon.”

“Yeah, I guess so.” Frieda's eyes drifted to
the bedside clock. “Hey, isn't this a little early?. About
three-quarters of an hour early, I should say.”

“Well, I...” Shirley looked embarrassed. “I
thought I'd just hang around and chat while you got ready.”

“Chat, huh?”

“Yes, of course. But if you don't want...”

“Come here, kid.”

“Frieda, what—”

“Come here!” Frieda
shot an arm out. The girl's body, paralyzed by the suddenness of
the gesture, fell to the bed. “Don't act coy with me, Shirley. I
know what you came here for.”

“Please... I...”

The nurse's cap dropped to the floor. Frieda's
fingers pushed the protesting lips close to her bosom.

“Getting tired of old Agatha—right, kid? Hell,
I don't blame you—I'll bet it's a lousy kind of loving that
dried-up old bag gives you. Here, take them— kiss, kiss! Yes, that's good. Better than old Aggie, isn't
it?”

“I—I don't know. She never lets me kiss her or
touch her. It's always the other way around. She does it to
me.”

“Why, you poor kid. You mean you've never
really—” Frieda snorted. “No wonder you came knocking at my door
early tonight. And no wonder I was naked and perfumed and ready for
you. You knew, didn't you, Shirley? You knew I wanted you...”

“Yes... I knew.”

“Here, then. We don't have much time.”

“But my—my uniform. Don't you want...”

“Forget it, kid. It's the other way around
tonight. Not like old Aggie. I'm naked—what more do you need? Naked
and perfumed. You like my perfume, baby?”

“Yes... oh yes...”

“Smell it. Here. Uh-huh, between my breasts.
Relax, honey, relax. You know how—it's what you've been thinking of
every time we looked at each other. And every time you went to bed
with old Agatha. This. Isn't this what you
thought of?”

“Frieda... Frieda...”

“No, don't talk. I just want to feel you. That
nice warm mouth. Oooh, you do know how.
Yes, you darling... uh-huh—oh yes, I put perfume there too. Waiting for you. Waiting for you to tap
on my door like a pretty little white mouse and...”

But there was no tap. And no pretty little
white mouse. Only Agatha Raymond, dark and foreboding, bursting
through the door at the world's most inopportune moment. “Aha! So
this is what goes on behind my back!” Shirley hid her face in her
hands. She moved away from Frieda and cowered at the foot of the
bed, shuddering in stark panic at the supervisor's wrath. Arrogant,
even in this instant of crisis, Frieda made no attempt to cover her
nudity. Deliberately, in a motion that was almost insolent, she
placed her hands behind her head in supine indolence and leaned
back. The posture threw her massive breasts into bold relief, the
still-aroused peaks jutting out like small magnets for Agatha
Raymond's eyes.

“All is discovered,” Frieda murmured
sarcastically.

“Miss Helm, have the decency to cover yourself
up.” Agatha licked her lips nervously. “And as for you, young
lady,”—she turned her ire upon the quailing Shirley—“I'll take care
of you later. Go to my room and wait for me there.”

“Yes, Agatha.” Head bowed, the young nurse rose
from the bed and slunk out the door.

Frieda chuckled. “Poor kid. She sure needs
taking care of. You barged in at the wrong time.”

“There's no use trying to brazen it out. You're
through here, Miss Helm. As of this moment. I'll expect you to be
out of this place by tomorrow, bag and baggage.

“Okay. Don't make such a production out of it,
Aggie. You can still have your cake and eat it. All I did was
nibble off some of the frosting.”

“Shut up, you—you...”

“Bitch?' Frieda drawled. “Now there's a nice
name for me. Because that's exactly what I am, you know. Bitch
enough to get what I want. And before I leave I'm going to want a
nice fat letter of recommendation. Any objections?”

“You... you...” Agatha sputtered like a fuse
about to detonate a lethal bomb.

“Take it easy—you'll live longer. I know what I
am—you don't have to think up any new names. More to the point,
though, I know what you are.” Frieda's tone
was abruptly harsh. “And I'm sure you wouldn't care to have it
advertised.”

“Are you threatening me, Miss Helm?”

“Oh, come off it, you old bag. Damn right I'm
threatening you. You want to fire me—okay. But unless you're
looking for trouble, we'll do it my way. A letter of
recommendation. You wouldn't want the world to find out what a
lady-loving old butch you really are, would
you?”

Agatha Raymond's bony frame stiffened and then
seemed to crumple. “All right,” she said at last. “You win. I'll
write your letter. But I still want you out of here by
tomorrow.”

“With pleasure. This cruddy joint of yours was
beginning to bore me, anyway. You can have your little Shirley back
again—uncontaminated. Personally, I've got other fish to fry.
There's a job open in Enderbury that sounds good to me.”

“Enderbury? Near Central City?”

“Yeah. My home town, you know. Don't worry—
it's over a hundred miles away. I won't be around to cut in on your
lovelife. The kid is all yours—to have and to hold. You've got my
blessings. All I want is that letter to Enderbury.”

“But there's no hospital or nursing home
in—”

“It's a private-type job. Family named Grover—
they're the people who own the Enderbury Mills— real big wheels.
It's just the kind of set-up I've been looking for. I'll want two
copies of that letter. One to the Grovers and one to their family
doctor. I'll give you the addresses tomorrow. Okay?”

Agatha Raymond shrugged. “You'll have your
letters. And then I never want to hear—”

“Oh, cut it, will you? If you want to sound off
do it to Shirley, not me. As long as I'm not working tonight, I may
as well catch up on my shut-eye. Close the door on your way
out.”

Cords of anger distended the supervisor's
throat.

Calmly, Frieda let her eyelids droop and heard
the door slam as Agatha Raymond huffed away. Then, as if nothing
had occurred to cause this major upheaval in her existence, she
rolled into a comfortable position and dropped off to sleep. But
the expectancy was still there, the same sensual expectancy she had
known before. In her last moment of consciousness she was positive,
somehow, that her night's slumber would again be disturbed.
Pleasantly so...

Hours passed. Patients wheezed and complained.
Annoyed attendants did as little as they could to keep the house
peaceful. Flowers wilted in the hygienic atmosphere. Garbage cans
rattled as the handyman did his nightly disposal-chores.

While in the sweet-scented room Frieda Helm
dozed contentedly, a smile of anticipation curving her voluptuous
mouth. Until—somewhere about four o'clock in the morning—the door
opened silently and the little white mouse crept in once again.

Frieda awoke with a start. “Hmm? Oh, it's
you.”

“I—I had to come back.”

“Sure, kid. I figured you would. How's old
Aggie doing? Did you get her calmed down all right?”

“Uh-huh. She's exhausted. Out like a
light.”

Frieda grinned. “I'll bet.”

“Well, you know how it is...” A blush tinged
Shirley's cheeks. “She raved and ranted for a while. Told me you
were leaving tomorrow for some kind of job in Enderbury. You should
have seen her— she was so jealous she was practically frothing at
the mouth. But I cried a little and after that, well...”

“Spare me the details, baby. Somehow I just
don't find the thought of Aggie Raymond making love very
appealing.”

“Oh, she's really not bad, Frieda. All in all,
she's been pretty good to me—especially about money. I'm just out
of training, you know, and this nursing-home deal is a nice break
for me.”

“I understand, kid. You don't have to explain
it to me. Hell, when I was your age I did the same thing myself. Or
practically the same, anyway. There was this old devil of a doctor
with a beard like the Smith Brothers and he—” Frieda erupted in a
chuckle brought on by the memory. “But what the hell, Shirley, you
didn't wear Aggie out and sneak back here just to hear me tell
stories. What did you come for?”

“I—I wanted to say good-by...”

“Good-by? Is that all?” Frieda looped an arm
around Shirley's neck. “Here, honey. I'm still naked.”

“Uh-huh.”

“And perfumed.”

“Yes. Oh yes...”

“Let's see now. What were you doing when we
were so rudely interrupted. Remember?” The big body contorted and
then after a moment went limp again. A rapture-laden sigh sounded.
“Ah yes, you do remember...”

TWO

WHEN Frieda Helm was nine years old she was
introduced to the mysterious vagaries of sex by the elderly
gentleman who operated the corner grocery store. His name was
Andy—she had never heard him called anything else—and his shop was
reputed to have the best candy showcase in that part of town. This
was no criterion, of course, considering the fact that the Helms
resided in the most poverty-stricken section of Enderbury—but for
Frieda it was plenty. Penny candy and bubble gum are great luxuries
in the lives of little girls who have no pennies to spend. And in
those days, in the aftermath of something known vaguely as “the
depression,” the huge cylindrical stacks of the Enderbury Mills had
not yet returned to belching smoke and gladdening the hearts of its
laborers with the fine redolence of dollar bills.

Frieda was poor. And in her juvenile mind the
showcase of Andy's store was wondrous to behold. Lollipops and
licorice sticks abounded; Mary Janes and Baby Ruths and Milky Ways
gleamed bright and fresh in their multicolored wrappers—all
alluringly visible but alas, sadly unattainable behind the thick
wall of plate glass. Papa Helm was hard put to foot the bill for
bread and milk, much less the toothsome delicacies that drew
Frieda's wistful gaze every time she was sent to the grocery. Such
temptations were not for the likes of children whose parents were
still among the ranks of the depression-damned unemployed.

Until Andy took notice of her.

Why he took notice is
of no consequence. In this modern age of the analyst's couch, pudgy
Andy with the red face and sweaty palms would be fairly easy to
categorize. But in those times Freud had not yet become a household
word in Enderbury. Suffice to say that Andy did take notice...

“Yes, dearie?” Andy called all little girls
“dearie” —but on this day it seemed to have special
significance.

“A quart of milk, please. And mama says is it
all right if she pays you later?”

“Well, now...” But Andy was already taking
notice and the sweat glands were acting up. The bottle of milk
almost slipped out of his moist hand. “And what else, dearie?”

“That's all, thank you.”

The childish eyes, big and gray and wide-set,
were fixed longingly upon the glass-enclosed treasures. And Andy,
for unknown reasons, could not stem his generosity.

“Want some candy, dearie?”

Frieda grew wary. Not of Andy's perspiring
palms, of course—she had no knowledge of such things. No, it was
obvious to her untutored but shrewd mind that the storekeeper was
trying to make a sale. And mama would blister her backside if the
bill for the milk were to swell out of proportion.

“Candy? No, thank you, Andy.”

“Sure you do, dearie. And it's free.”

“Free?” No, it couldn't be. Such an event had
never cropped up in the threadbare existence of nine-year-old
Frieda Helm. But the possibility was worth further exploration.
“You mean you're going to give me some
candy?”

“That's right. One piece.” Andy glanced toward
the front window. A light mist was in the air, and
business—luckily—was bad. Frieda had been his only customer in more
than a half hour. “Come on back here and reach in and pick it out
yourself. Only it's a secret—just between you and me. Don't tell
your mother. Understand?”

Frieda did not quite understand. But mama was
usually too busy fighting with papa, anyway. Besides, secrets were
fun. Especially if they led to candy.

She scampered around behind the counter as Andy
slid the back of the showcase open.

“Take your time, dearie.” Andy moved up close
behind her, squeezing into the narrow space. He reached over her
shoulder to make a sweeping gesture toward his wares. “You can only
have one, so be sure it's something you like.”

Frieda peered back up at him for a moment. He
sounded so funny—kind of like he was choking. And his face was even
redder than before. But it did not matter, not with this great
treasure-house of goodies to choose from.

But now she felt funny.
Nice—but in kind of a funny way. Andy was leaning over her and
rubbing against her. And his hand wasn't pointing to the candy any
more. It kept moving around and touching her here and there—almost
as if he couldn't keep it still. But it wasn't really hurting her, of course. And after all, she was
getting a free candy bar, wasn't she?

Yes, in a way, it was kind of nice...

But mama was waiting for the milk and if she
didn't get home right away it would get warm and turn sour, maybe,
and then mama would want to know why she had taken so long and who
she had stopped to play with on the way home.

“I'll take this one.”

“Uh-huh. You sure now?” The hand just kept on
moving and moving. “Maybe you'd rather have...”

“Please, Andy, this one. I have to go now.”

“Uh-huh.” Reluctantly. “Okay, go ahead. But
it's a secret, remember? Our secret. Don't tell anybody about it
and the next time you come in, you can have more. A real
secret—remember?”

Frieda remembered...

And after that, whenever she was sent to the
grocery the result was the same. No, not exactly the same—as Andy's
hands grew more inquisitive, Frieda's tastes grew more acquisitive.
Two pieces of candy was her demand now. But
the fat fingers had worked their way under her panties, and had she
asked for a dozen Andy would have willingly given in.

Frieda learned. Her body was a useful object.
And as it developed it became even more so, especially since its
development was a thing nothing short of miraculous. Frieda Helm's
breast [...]
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