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Meanwhile, Back at the Sex Farm





Chapter I


I knew that I should leave that place now and go somewhere else, because it wasn't any good that night. The trouble was that it wouldn't be any better anyplace else, and I knew that too, but I didn't want to stay there any longer. Part of it was that I was getting a little drunk and drunks always depress me; and part of it was that I wasn't getting anywhere near drunk enough. The real trouble was not the people and not the talk, although god knows they were both pretty bad that night, but just that I was seeing too much sense in everything. I was beginning to wonder again what in hell had happened to my life when I wasn't looking, and where everything had gone. It was one of those panicky moods that used to send me back to my room and my typewriter to put a few eternal verities on paper, as though if I didn't get it said I might forget it, but I had found out that when I did that I was usually too drunk to write, and when I read it over the next day it never was what I had wanted it to be. After I had tried that a few times I didn't do it any more, and every time now that somebody tells me that so-and-so does his best work when he is drunk I can be damned certain that so-and-so isn't worth reading. Trying to write when you are drunk is like climbing into bed with a cunt when you are too drunk to get a hard on; if anything at all happens in either case you are lucky, and if you end up with something pretty good you always know that if you hadn't been drunk it would have been better. So I knew that I wasn't going back to my room to work. I was just going there because there wasn't any better place to be.
Uncle Gino was at the bar when I went through on my way out of his place, and he said hello to me the way he always did when I was going out. He never spoke to anybody when they came in, but when they were going out he seemed to notice them for the first time, and if you weren't on to the trick you stopped and talked to him, and because he talked to you over the bar you usually bought at least one more drink. I don't know how many extra drinks he sold in a night that way, but he must have sold some, because he never gave up that trick so far as I know. None of the regular trade paid any attention to him, of course, and I went on through the bar without stopping and went out to the street.
It was raining worse than it had been earlier in the evening, and I stopped by the doorway to turn up my coat collar. Then I saw her standing there. It was Ruth, and she looked as though she had been standing there for hours.
“Toby threw me out,” she said.
“Get the hell out of here. I'm not having any,” I said.
“It's for good this time. He locked me out and won't even let me in to get a toothbrush.”
“I don't know anything about it. I don't want to know anything. To hell with it. You knew about Toby when you went with him. I don't want to hear your hard-luck story.”
It was raining so hard that the water was running off my hat in a stream. Water was dripping down the back of my neck too, and when I pulled my collar closer it was clammy on my skin. I looked at Ruth standing there in that puddle, and I wondered how long she had been there waiting for me to come out of Uncle's.
“I haven't got any money,” she told me. There isn't any place I can go.”
I stepped back in the doorway where there was some light, but all I had left was about forty-five cents in change. Poppa wouldn't cash a check, either.
“To hell with you then,” Ruth said.
She started to go off down the street. I looked after her for a minute, and then I followed her.
“You'll have to go someplace else tomorrow,” I said. “I don't want you around my place longer than that.”
I had a feeling that I was doing something very foolish to let her stay there even for the night, and if I had waited there in the doorway a while longer I probably wouldn't have gone after her that way, and the whole thing would have been finished and over with, the way it should have been when she left me to live with the fairy, but now that I had told her she could stay that night I couldn't change my mind. We walked over to the street car line, and once on the way she put her arm in mine the way she had always done, but she took it off almost at once. We didn't say anything, not then nor while we were waiting for the trolley. When the car finally came we got a seat near the back and Ruth tried to look out of the window and I read the car ads until we got to my comer.
The landlady had put up some clean curtains for me; except for that, the two rooms were just about the same as they had been when Ruth had been there. She took the newspaper that I hadn't read yet and spread it on the floor in the corner and hung her coat so it would drip on it, and it was all just like it used to be. All but us.
I never have more than one pair of bedroom slippers at a time, but I had some old tennis shoes that I could wear, so I gave the slippers to Ruth and handed her the robe out of the closet. She put it over her arm and touched it with her fingers.
“That was the color I wanted to get you,” she said, “but I never got around to it. Did you buy it?”
I told her yes, but I didn't tell her it was because it was the one she had pointed out to me in the window one day. She lifted the robe to her nose and smelled of it.
“It smells like you,” she said.
“For god's sake, cut out the act and change your clothes,” I said.
I sat down on the chair and pulled off my wet shoes and socks. Ruth picked up my shoes and went to the closet with them. She found the shoe trees she had bought me once.
“They're just where they were when I left,” she said. “I knew that you wouldn't use them if someone didn't make you.”
“There's some stuff of yours on a shelf in there. I put it away in a box. You can take it with you tomorrow.”
Ruth watched me as I undressed and put on the extra robe. I was trying to be casual about it, but I kept remembering that she didn't come and touch me and interfere. I was conscious of my prick dangling down there, and I was conscious of my hairiness, and I put on the robe as quickly as I could. Ruth didn't say anything. She just watched me, and when I had the robe on and went to the closet to hang up my things she started to take her own clothes off. They were very wet, and everything clung to her so even when she had her slip on I could see almost every line of her body. I gave her a towel, and I should have gotten out of the room while I was still able to control what I was doing, but for some reason I didn't. I stayed and watched her rubbing her skin pink.
She looked just the same; her body seemingly slim, but with wide hips and heavy tits that jiggled with her ass when she walked or when she moved suddenly; her belly dark with a streak of hair down through the center of it. I looked at her cunt and the black froth of hair that grew around it. She was just the same, all as I remembered her. She looked up and saw me looking at her.
“Do you remember the first time I was here?”
“Yes,” I said.
“I wasn't a bit afraid. I was a virgin, too. But it was only afterward I was afraid. After you had fucked me and I forgot what it was going to do for my poetry and my soul and found out what a prick meant. Then, after a while, I was not afraid any more. And now I'm afraid again.”
There didn't seem to be any answer. Perhaps she didn't expect any. She lifted the towel above her head to dry her hair, and the movement pulled her tits up, making them flatter. They were colored from being rubbed with the towel, and the nipples stood out sharp and straight. She flung her hair back over her shoulders with a quick motion of her head, and then she hung up the towel. She stood in front of the bureau combing her hair with my comb, and I could remember a hundred times before when it had been just like that, with the two of us there, and everything almost the same as it was just then. She hadn't been away very long. Two months. Two thousand years.
“Bill,” Ruth said, 'let's go to bed now.”
“I'll need one of the blankets. I can use the pillows on the couch,” I said.
“You're acting like-Do you have to be such a prick to me?”
“I know. I'm acting like a child. Let's not fight about it. I don't feel like fighting about anything.”
“I didn't expect punishment from you.”
“I have the clap,” I said.
“If it were really that…” Ruth said. She came to the bed where I was sitting and sat down alongside me. She put her hand on my thigh and sat there with her legs crossed at the ankles and looked at me. “Let's not be silly, Bill. I want you to fuck me.”
Her legs were flattened and spread at the thighs, and the whole side of her body felt warm even through the robe I had on. I looked at her belly and the spreading hair that ran to a sharp V between her legs. A few scattering black hairs were on the inner sides of her thighs, and you could find them almost halfway to her knees. My guts burned, I wanted so much to screw her, and I couldn't kid even myself about that. I remembered Toby, the pansy, and I wondered what it had been like with them; if he had fucked her if he had even tried to fuck her, or what had happened. When I thought of that and thought of all she had been wasting on that crummy fake, I wanted more than before to fuck her myself. It might have been because he was a pansy, and it might have been because he was a fake; whichever it was, when she went off with him it had left me feeling the way you feel when music you like is stopped right in the middle. If something isn't done about it you don't feel right for a long time.
Ruth was moving her hand up and down on my leg, spreading her fingers and closing them on the muscles. I was getting a hard on, and she could see it, but she didn't try to put her hands either on my prick or under my robe. And after a minute she stopped touching my leg and lay back on the bed with her own legs apart just a little and her hands held up by her shoulders with the palms up. I sat and looked at her. I looked at her teats falling, each one, to the side and outward, and I looked at her armpits that she never shaved, and I looked up between her legs, at her cunt. I stood up and I took off the robe.
My prick wasn't hard yet. It stood out in front of me looking angry and big, but it still had a long way to go. Ruth looked at it and at me, and she put one hand out for it. I climbed across the bed, and when I got close enough her hand touched it. I sat leaning on one hand and Ruth just touched my prick. We both watched her hand moving over it and under it, and while we watched it lifted up until it was erect.
It had been a long time ago when I had taken Ruth to that room and given her the first jazzing she'd had, and a lot of things had happened since then. She had learned almost everything there is to know, and since she had been with Toby I supposed that she had learned even more than that. For a while, when I had first known her, she had fucked for Art's sweet sake, or something like that, but it hadn't taken her long to find that you can fuck just for what is in it, and she was better after that. Everybody I knew who had ever fucked her said that she was a hot lay, and what was better, an easy lay, so I decided at last that she was just a natural, and I didn't have to listen to her quoting Eliot so much after that when I was trying to get her legs apart. And even if she let every man she knew jazz her once in a while there was something that made it pretty good to be together, and when we finally got that straightened out everything had been all right with us until this affair of Toby.
I watched Ruth's face now while she played around my cock. From the way she was looking at it I knew that it would be in her mouth in a minute. The first time I had jazzed her she wouldn't suck my prick, and it had taken me several days to get her to do more than just hold it in her mouth while I shoved it back and forth. Then, when she did start to suck it the first time, she had been so worried that I might shoot it in her mouth that it wasn't as much fun as it should have been. But I was careful about that, and once she decided that she liked it there wasn't any stopping point. Then one night she had come home with her change purse full of half dollars and the knees of her stockings dirty. She didn't have any reason for it but boredom, but she had gone along the streets like a whore and propositioned every man she came across, if she liked one it was easy for her to get them to walk down an alley with her. She had even gotten a big Irish cop she came across, too, and that was the part of the story that seemed most amazing to me, because he didn't threaten to run her in if she didn't give it to him for nothing, but paid his fifty cents just like everybody else. The way she told it it was very funny, and when she told it you could really almost see the cop standing with the front of his uniform trousers unbuttoned and Ruth on her knees in the dirt of the alley, leaning against his legs with her mouth closed over the end of his cock, and I always thought that someday I would put that into a story, if I could ever find the right story for it.
The end of my prick was oozing, like clear, white blood spilling from a cut. Ruth had the stuff on her hands, and she was rubbing it onto my prick and onto my balls and then onto her own belly. Every time that she squeezed my prick some more of it spilled out, and there was always some left. She rolled close to me and put her face down on my thigh, and then when she squeezed my prick the stuff dripped down her face. It ran along her cheek, and she turned her head to make it run to the corner of her mouth. Her tongue shot out after it.
“I'm awfully glad you're normal, Bill,” she said. “I never thought of that when I was with you, but being with Toby scared me.”
“A little home in the country,” I said. “Maybe we could raise chickens and have a patch of radishes.”
“I want you to know about something, Bill. He couldn't fuck me, and he wouldn't let me have anybody else that I did want. All I could do-do you want me to tell you about it?”
“This is a hell of a time to talk about your little fag. Why don't you go back to him? Go right now.”
“I'm not going back with him. I'll think of something else to do tomorrow.”
“Balls.”
“I had to dress up like a man, and then he did something to me. I didn't even feel like a woman. It wasn't the same. It wasn't at all like when you jazz me.”
“My god, do we have to talk about that now?”
Ruth looked up from under my prick. She sat up then, and shrugged me away when I tried to push her down on her back.
“Wouldn't it be the same if I stayed with you now? Would anything be changed from what it was before I went with him? Would it?”
“It's just that I've never had anybody run out on me to live with a damned fag,” I said. “I've become a sort of a bad joke to myself.”
Ruth lay down again the way she had been, and she held my prick in her two hands and petted it. She rubbed her nose along the side of it and put the end of it up against her nostrils, smearing them with its wetness.
“My nose is shiny,” she said.
She wrinkled her nose and looked cross-eyed down at the tip of it and tried to touch it with her tongue. She rubbed the stuff off on her arm, and then she lay there and rubbed her mouth with the end of my prick until her lips had the stuff on them too. She did it carefully, using my cock like a lipstick, and painting her mouth all over with it.
“Did you ever see a man do that?” she asked. “It's awful. I hope you never have to see it. You'd want to hit somebody if you did.”
“I never hit anybody any more,” I said. “I don't want to see it, though. Did Toby have his boy friends in?”
“They were there all of the time. It seemed as though it were all of the time. I thought it would be fun to watch, but it wasn't, and I had to dress up like a man and be part of it. It wasn't fun.”
“I thought he wouldn't let you have anyone else,” I said. “Wasn't that what you said?”
“He wouldn't let me go out with anybody who could fuck. Only those damn fairies. They aren't people like anybody else. They're something apart from everything and everybody in the world.”
Ruth rubbed my prick from one side to the other over her mouth. She pushed it up by her nose and brushed it with her eyelashes, brushing the end by fluttering her eyelids.
“You don't sound very sympathetic to them,” I said. “That's just the way they are, like people being white or black. You like niggers, don't you?”
“That isn't good logic. I can't get used to hearing you call them niggers, either. If you like them so much, why don't you call them black people?”
“You wouldn't understand that. That isn't good logic either. And I don't like them so much. I just like them better than whites. I'm not exactly a negrophile.”
“Then I'm not exactly unsympathetic to Toby's friends. I don't like them, but one night when Toby came home after a truck driver had beaten him up I felt awful. I thought I loved him that night, just because of that.”
She had gotten a loose lash into her eye, and she stopped to work it out. When she had it out she began again to touch her lips with my prick, but her lips were open more, and the end rubbed on the inside of them, and against her teeth. She took her hands away and held my cock with her mouth. She put her fists on my belly, with her fingers curled under, and then worked them the way a tom-cat works his claws when he has a she under him. She wiggled her lips; then she put her tongue under the end of my prick and pushed upward. It felt good for a minute, but then it was like being caught in a slicing machine. I yanked my cock away from her mouth, and the dent marks of her teeth were there on the end.
“What the hell are you trying to do?” I said. “Is that something Toby's friends do?”
She licked the marks, and then she kissed them. She took the end in her mouth again and made her lips very wet and moved it around in them.
“I forgot,” she said. “It's because your prick is so much more like a prick. Those others didn't seem real.”
She was sitting up again, but when I pushed her back she went down. She held my cock in her hands and then put it in her mouth and then held it in her hands again.
“Is that what you did?” I asked her. “Did you go down on all of Toby's fag friends?”
She nodded her head, and she looked as though she thought I might be going to hit her.
“They thought it would be fun to jazz just for the novelty, but it didn't work with them. After they tried it once they weren't interested in that, but they wanted me to suck them off. Some of them couldn't even get a hard on when I did that. Like Toby: if I had my clothes off and looked like a woman he couldn't do anything.”
“Stop talking about Toby. Jesus Christ, you make me sick,” I said.
She knelt on the bed and took my cock in her mouth, this time all of it, and not just the end, and I watched her sucking it. She pulled my hair with her fingers, and she pulled the skin of my scrotum, and she moved her head up and down while she was sucking. Sometimes she took it out of her mouth and put the end against her face, and it kept getting redder and redder until it was almost blue. Her tits hung down with the tips like big drops of blood ready to drip from them. I put my hands under them and slid them up and down; the nipples were smooth sliding on the palms of my hands, and Ruth sucked harder when I did that to them. I couldn't get it out of my mind, the thought that probably as late as that afternoon she had been going down on a bunch of pansies.
“What in hell did they do that you could stay with Toby for so long? Do they give honey when you suck them off?” I said.
“Do you want to know?”
“No,” I said. “I want to shoot in your damn little cock sucking mouth.”
I put my legs around her and I dragged her down and held her head. Then I shot, all of it, until she was choking and sucking and swallowing all at the same time. When it was over she was gasping for breath.
I got up and got a glass of water. Now that what I had had to drink at Uncle's was wearing off I was thirsty and I was hungry, and the water was too warm, no matter how long I let it run. I took a glass of water back to the bedroom for Ruth. She was lying with her head in the pillows, and at first I thought that she was crying.
“Do you want to go out and have something to eat after a while?” I asked her.
“I'd never be hungry enough to put those wet clothes on,” she said. “You go. I'll stay here.”
I looked out of the window at the rain pouring into the street and running black along the curbs, and I decided that I wasn't hungry enough to go out into that. I sat on the bed and Ruth moved over to let me lie down next to her. When I did she held my prick in one hand and started to talk to me.
“I found out something about Toby,” she said. “You know those caricatures he does on tablecloths and at parties? I found out that he practices them first, and if you want him to do one he hasn't practiced he can't do it.”
“Shut up about Toby. I'm sorry I acted that way.”
“That was all right,” she said. “But will you be able to get another one so we can jazz?”
“Don't you ever think of anything else?”
“I do afterward, but right now I can't.”
I rolled onto her. My legs were between hers, and she was still holding my prick. She put it against her cunt. It wasn't hard at all, but it felt good to have her hold it there and rub it in her hair.
“You don't care about my cunt,” she said. “And if I wanted you to play with my tits you'd want to do something else.”
I left her tits alone and put my fingers down with hers. Everything was wet down there, and her cunt was hot.
“You have a good cunt. You have everything good, but I'm not to be jazzed. I've been that way for two months.”
“You're being maudlin,” she said, “and I don't believe you, either.”
“It wasn't the same,” I said.
“Poor darling,” she said, “have you been going with whores again? Won't you ever learn that it isn't any good that way? I'd rather have you jerk off than go with whores.”
“I haven't been going with whores. I went to bed with the same ones I went to bed with when you were here. Oh, yes: and one new one. But it wasn't the same.”
“Your cock is getting bigger. Is it because you're thinking about the new one? Who is she? Do I know her?”
“I wasn't thinking about her, and I don't know who she was. I only saw her once. I went to see Stanley and she was there with him. I don't think he knows who she is, but I'll ask him next time I see him, if you think I ought to.”
My prick continued to get hard, and when it was straight Ruth pushed my fingers away from her cunt and put the end of my prick where I had had two of them. I poked it up into her and started to jazz her.
“If you hadn't told me I might have believed you,” she said. “About the two months. You act as though it might have been that way.”
I pulled my cock out of her and it was straight up, and red and big. She grabbed it and held it for a minute and then I speared her again and she said 'oh' and closed her eyes, not exactly smiling, but showing her teeth; and I wondered how many times before this that had happened. It was all familiar, but I couldn't remember any one time that it had been just like that.
“My mother wanted me to be a lady,” she said, “and now look at me. I spend most of my time looking at somebody's ceiling. Do you think there's really any future in this?”
“The future almost caught up with me that time. If you're going to talk I won't bother to wait for you again.”
“If you shoot before I'm ready I'll cut your heart out… But a man who would do that wouldn't have any heart, would he?… Then I'd cut your balls off.”
“I'm not appreciating you,” I said.
Ruth got her feet in between my knees and yanked herself against me.
“Your god damn balls don't have anything in them anyway. You don't appreciate brilliant conversation and you don't appreciate a good jazzing. What are you good for? Don't tell me you're a writer?”
“Balls on this,” I said. “I'm going in on the couch and get some sleep.”
“I'll show you how I can really hump, then. Bury it. That's right. Don't look so funny: it isn't going to come out my ears.”
“Something is liable to come out of your ears when I shoot. It has to go someplace.”
“My belly's big enough to hold it. You can't fill it up. There isn't enough jism in the world to fill my belly tonight.”
“I'll fill it with cock.”
“One cock couldn't do that, either. Three might; three if they were big ones.”
“You never had three in you. Not all in your cunt at once.”
“I've had two,” she said. “You've seen me do that yourself.”
“I suppose you're proud of that. That's a hell of a thing to be proud of.”
She wormed her belly over mine and shook her tits in my face.
“I was respectably inhibited until you got me,” she said. “Everything I am today I owe to my good friend Bill and total abstinence from abstinence.”
I ploughed her, liking the hotness between her legs, and the feel of her legs holding me. I gave her everything, wishing it could be like that forever, but knowing that every time I shot my prick forward I was that much closer to ending it; there was no keeping still and no slowing it down; I had to keep moving, and I had to jazz her. She rubbed my sides and pulled my hair, and none of it was a fake and none of it was part of a show.
“You won't have to wait for me,” she said. “Don't bother with that. I'm going to beat you this time. There's something inside me that you're touching and if you do it just once more time it's going to happen.”
When I did it that one more time it happened to both of us, but it happened to Ruth first. I knew how she acted, and I was ready for her when she tried to fight me off, and I jazzed her and held her until she was limp and I had shot everything I had into her.
She must have been standing outside of Uncle's for a long time, because as soon as it was over she started to doze. She was so tired that I didn't try to talk to her any more that night. I helped her to get into bed, and when I got in with her I felt a lot better than I had felt since she had gone away.

Ruth was up before I was. It had always been like that; no matter how tired we were it was Ruth who got up first, and she usually had a breakfast ready by the time I got into my clothes. I was not so sleepy that morning, but I didn't get up right away. I lay in bed and watched her dress, and then I waited and watched her moving around and getting the coffee started.
“It's a good thing you don't work like other people,” Ruth said. “It would kill you to have to be someplace on time every morning.”
“I have a good idea,” I said. “Let's fuck.”
Ruth said it was too early in the morning, and she never felt like that in the morning. When I got out of bed she lifted her dress and stood still while I felt of her ass and her legs and her cunt, but I couldn't get any sympathy with the condition of my cock. She knew it was hard because I had to piss.
“I'll go over to Toby's and get your stuff,” I said when we were eating.
“That won't be pleasant,” Ruth said. “You'll feel funny about it and you'll probably want to hit him. Promise me you won't hit him!”
“Oh shit!” I said. “Come here and let me see you sit on this rail I've got.”
She came over to my side of the table, but she didn't do as I suggested. She went down on the floor and opened my pants and put the thing in her mouth.
“It tastes fishy. Why don't you wash it?”
“Because I knew you'd want to go down on it. And I'm a lazy son of a bitch.”
“That's dirty. You don't know how to treat a lady.”
“Don't I!”
She snapped it up and licked the end, and then she licked my balls. She was holding my balls in her mouth and pretending to chew them, and neither of us heard the superintendent when he walked in to collect the trash until he had closed the door. She couldn't get up quickly enough not to be seen, but he didn't seem to notice us at all. He was a half-witted Portuguese who never seemed to notice anything, and if I didn't watch him on his errand, he was liable to carry off whatever he could slip into his pockets. Ruth stood making faces at him behind his back until he went out.
“I wish you'd put the trash outside, Bill,” she said. “He gives me the creeps.”
“Women are funny. If he had noticed what you were doing you'd have been mad. Or perhaps you wouldn't. It's probably because he doesn't pay any attention to you that you don't like him.”
“I don't think he knows what a woman is for. I'm going to find out some day.”
“You have the most marvelous taste.”
She went into the bedroom then. I thought of waiting there until the mail came, because I was expecting a check, but while I was finishing my last cup of coffee I decided to see Toby before he had a chance to get out.
It was a good morning, and I walked part of the way before I caught a cab, so I was a little bit later in getting to Toby's place than I had wanted to be. But he hadn't gone out yet. He came to the door in a fancy smoking jacket and a church warden pipe hanging out of the corner of his mouth, all of it looking arty as all hell. He had grown a Van Dyke since I had seen him last.
“Hello Bill. Did Ruth send you?” he said.
I answered the first part of that and walked in. He had something set up on an easel in one corner but I didn't pay much attention to it. Toby was in a great hurry to finish something whenever you saw him, and he had something like that in his place every time I went there, but I never saw it after it was finished, and I never knew anybody who had seen anything of his that was finished.
He gave me a drink of sherry that was pretty good sherry, and then because we both knew why I was there he got a couple of bags and all of Ruth's things that he could find. All of what she had wasn't enough to fill the bags; I knew that because I had done all of this before. When she wanted to be someplace else she just packed the two bags and that was all there was to be done. When the bags had been moved she would have moved and get her mail at the new place. Then one day she would come back and I would go after the bags again, or if I didn't go after them it would be whoever was taking her next. But she always came back to me after she had been away for a while.
Toby tried to help me with the packing, but he didn't have any more idea of packing than Ruth had, and so when he had put several things in the bags and I had taken them out and put them in right he went and sat down and smoked his pipe.
“It couldn't have worked out. Ruthie and I, I mean,” Toby said.
“The Van Dyke looks silly,” I said.
Toby stroked his chin, and he looked at himself in the glass of a picture that was on the table, frowning, and holding his head on one side.
“It has its advantages,” he said.
He smiled that horrible smile that I had been afraid of seeing ever since I had known Toby. I had more or less expected that he would do it someday, but I had known him so long without ever having seen it that I had come to believe that he had enough sense to leave his friends, or the people he thought were his friends, alone.
“I like you, Billy,” he said. “I like you a great deal.”
I threw the rest of the things into the bags and snapped them shut. Toby had poured some more sherry into my glass, so I had to stay long enough to drink that, but as soon as I had finished it I took the bags and left. I was sorry that he had done that, because I was afraid that he would try it again now.
At the corner I got a taxi, and I started back to my place. But after I had gone a few blocks I saw somebody I thought looked familiar. I had the driver slow down, and it was Paul. He came over to the taxi and where had I been and how the hell was I? So I got out and sent the taxi on with the bags and Paul and I went down the street to have a drink.
Paul was playing a five-a-week gig at some place uptown, so he was in better shape than he was the last time I had seen him. The band wasn't union, but they were doing all right, and he had some money in his pockets and he was wearing a clean shirt. He told me all about it over his gin, and he was sorry to hear that I wasn't playing around any more.
I stuck to the sherry. Paul could drink an enormous amount of gin, though, and when we left the bar we were both feeling about the same. He kept talking about a new record Miles had just made, and he talked about it so much that we went down to the Music Shop to buy it, and before we got out of there I had bought more records than I could afford. Then Paul wanted me to go home with him and listen to a couple of old Coltrane records he had picked up some place.
I had never known before where Paul lived, but it was where I had expected: in an old tenement down in the heart of town. It was pretty shabby on the outside and next to an old factory. In between there was an alley and the whole length of it smelled of piss. Paul's side of it wasn't so bad as the side next to the factory. He said that a lot of winos used the place as a sort of urinal and that in the middle of the summer it was worse. I didn't notice the smell after the first few minutes, and I suppose that the people who lived there got used to it the same way you would get used to the view from a Swiss chalet and didn't notice it at all.
Paul played his Coltrane records for me, and then we played the records I had just bought, and he got a pint bottle of gin from someplace, but I still knew enough not to mix it with the sherry, so he did all of the drinking that was done. He began to show it pretty much, and he wanted to lie down; so he lay down on the couch with the bottle and the glass on the floor beside him and rolled his eyes at the music while I played the records, and then there was a girl in the room.
“My little sister, Patty,” Paul said. “Patty this is my friend, Bill.”
The girl must have been his half-sister. She was a lot lighter than Paul, and they didn't look very much alike. Paul had close, kinky hair and a flat nose and thick lips, and the girl wasn't like that. She said something to me that I didn't get because of the music, and she picked up the gin bottle, but after she had smelled of it she changed her mind about wanting a drink. She sat down and listened to the records, and Paul talked for a while and then he fell asleep.
There's only one reason why it's called jazz music, despite all the stories they have about itinerant river musicians called jabbo or jass, and even the people who don't know what it's all about can sometimes guess that. I don't suppose they could ever have gotten away with calling it fuck music, but anybody who doesn't know what jazz music is about is socially, more than musically, ignorant. For that matter, as long as we're on the subject, when I was a kid out in Chicago a shag wasn't exactly a dance.
I was speaking of Paul's sister. She sat listening to the music with me, and sometimes I would change the records and sometimes she would, and then she asked me if I would like to dance. I don't dance well, but I said I would like to dance with her. We put on a record that we didn't particularly want to listen to and we danced through that side and the other side of it. Patty danced up close to me, rubbing her belly against me and sliding one of her legs between mine, and when she moved up with my leg between hers she would do a step that squeezed my thigh and rubbed her pussy against me. I was holding her with my hand low on her ass, and I could feel her muscles working there when she socked it up to me. When the second side of the record was finished I had my hand on her ass and was feeling it, and she was rubbing around and feeling my prick with her belly. Paul woke up and flapped one hand at us like a flipper and grinned with all his teeth. He poured himself about half a tumbler of gin and drank it and then fell asleep again.
I pulled Patty onto one of the chairs with me and commenced feeling her up, and she was willing enough. She got her hand into my pants and slid it around until she got my cock in it and she started to jerk me off. The trouble with that was that it was back seat stuff, and not very damn comfortable with all her weight forward on my knees. I looked at Paul on the couch, and Patty looked at him and called him. He didn't make a move, and even when she got up and shook him he only groaned a little, so we knew he was happy and wouldn't wake up for a long time, and Patty and I went upstairs.
“Didn't I see you out at the Owl Club once?” I asked.
Patty had her dress and her slip off, and she was dancing a shuffle step wearing just her pants and her slippers. The pants were white, and she looked darker in them than she did when she had the dress on, and she looked darker when she wasn't in the same room with Paul because he was almost black.
“I used to be in the show up there,” she said, “but I never saw you.”
“I've seen you. I know you better with your clothes off.”
“You never saw me like this at the Owl. The cops made us put on pasties after the first night,” she said.
She shuffled up close to me and practically threw it in my face. I pulled her pants down and then she backed over to the bed and took them off. Her legs were round and smooth-brown, and she had a small scar on one thigh where she had been vaccinated.
“That was a hell of a job at the Owl,” she said. “Nine to three every night and then another hour while the boss chased me around his office. I never had enough sleep.”
“Is anybody liable to walk in on us?”
“Not a chance,” she said.
Just the same, I locked the door before I got onto the bed with her.
“You sure are a worryin' man,” she said. “I don't see how a man can be hot and worry at the same time.”
“He can't; that's why I locked the door.”
“Nigger gets hot and he doesn't have any worries. You get worried and you can't get hot. Funny world,” Patty said.
“Shove that stuff,” I said, “or I'll shove this.”
Patty looked at my prick and then grabbed it.
She fell on top of it, jerking me off and pushing her pussy against my balls, and she tied my legs up with hers and squeezed them. I clawed for her cunt and got one finger into it.
“You got a girl friend?” Patty asked. “A regular girl friend that you fuck all the time?”
“I've got one that fucks everybody all the time.”
“That's too bad,” Patty said. “I thought you might come around and see me sometimes.”
“For god's sake, are you always like this? You're getting ahead of yourself.”
“I don't need ten days free trial to tell a man that can fuck. The way you go after what's down there is all I need to know about you.”
I pushed her off of me and I held her up to me and felt of her with my whole body. I took her tits and shook them, and they were smaller than Ruth's but they felt good to my hands. Patty was more restless than Ruth; she couldn't be still while I was feeling of her, and she put her own fingers in her cunt when I took mine away from there.
“Your jelly roll is going to be stale,” she said. “We will both be old and gray if you don't put it to work pretty damn soon.”
“Freshen it up a little. I jazz better after I'm Frenched anyway.”
“I don't French,” Patty said.
“The hell you don't. Maybe you didn't yesterday, but you do today. Wrap your mouth over it.”
She opened her mouth when I got my prick close enough to it, and there wasn't any more play about her not doing it. She sucked it hard and she chewed it hard, and I almost gave her a shot before I knew it, because her tongue and the inside of her mouth was rougher than Ruth's. I didn't know whether to shoot while she was sucking my cock or whether I wanted to wait until I was jazzing her, but she took care of that by stopping in a minute and lying back with her legs open. I was so near to shooting that I had to wait a few minutes before I got on her, and she lay with her cunt toward me and petted it and worked it open and shut with her fingers until I was sure that she was going to make herself come before I ever got my cock in her.
“My boss up at the Owl used to give me five dollars when I Frenched him,” she said. “Then he got tight and wanted me to do it again so that I could keep the job. Oh that was a hell of a job up at the Owl.”
“If you sucked him off the way you were working on me he got his money's worth. You don't know how close you came to having a mouthful of jism shot down your throat.”
“He got his money's worth, all right. I think the son of a bitch shoved cotton up his cock so he couldn't shoot. Maybe he thought I should be paid by the hour for blowing him. He took longer to shoot than anybody I ever Frenched. And when he couldn't hold it any longer he'd try to choke me with it. That was a hell of a job up there.”
I couldn't lie and watch her jerk herself off any longer. I slid up on her and she held her cunt open and socked my cock into her so hard that I thought I heard one of the bedsprings snap. Her cunt was like her mouth, rough and hot and big, and when she got a taste of my prick in it she laughed in a way that white people never laugh, or maybe can't laugh anymore.
“You're not as white as your skin,” I said.
“One of my grandfathers was Spanish, and I think my father was Irish,” Patty said. “But when I fuck I'm all nigger.”
I bucked up and down on her, but she said I was going too fast for her, so I slowed down taking it easy and reaching for the top of her belly when I shinnied in. After I had jazzed until it was almost as though somebody had left a valve open inside of her, and we made a sound like a piston working in oil.
“My god, you're good cunt,” I said. “God, but you're hot jazzing.”
I meant it, too. That lazy way she had of drawing herself up and heaving her brown belly had my prick boiling, and I was glad I had seen Paul that morning. I hadn't even known he had a sister, let alone a cunt like Patty.
“I had to practice to get good. I wasn't much good the first couple of times I was jazzed,” she said.
“You must have practiced awfully fast,” I said. “You aren't old enough to have been practicing very long.”
“I'm old enough to remember the parties Snub-nose Jones used to throw,” she said.
Snub-nose had been in Atlanta seven years then, almost eight, and it seemed longer than that.
“You must have been just a kid.”
“I wasn't much more than that. I was part of a show he hired for one of his parties, and his boys put the boots to me in one of the bedrooms. I was so damned scared I was afraid to say anything about it. I'd like to see them try it now.”
“And you hadn't been jazzed before?”
“Sure I'd been jazzed before, but not the way they did it. I guess it must have been their idea of fun.”
“Anyway you're good cunt,” I said. “Look at what you've done to my prick.”
I took my cock out of her and showed it to her, and she said she liked to look at it, but she liked to be jazzed better. I speared her again, and I had just started to jazz her when I shot. Patty felt the jism in her cunt, I suppose, and she couldn't have helped feeling the throbs, and she socked it in as far as she could make it go and then wiggled her ass. I held on, and I fucked her until I just couldn't fuck any longer, and just at the last minute she came.
I was sweating when it was over, and so was Patty. Her skin was shiny and between her legs was really wet. She asked me if I wanted to jazz her again, and I did, but I thought I ought to get back to my place and see if the check I was expecting had come and if Ruth was still there or moved someplace else by now, and I said I had some things to do. Patty said to call her up any time I wanted another jazzing, and I said I would and the next time we'd see how good she was at a couple of other things, and I went downstairs where Paul was still sleeping and I got my records and went out.
I felt pretty good on the way back to the place, except that the sherry had left a slight headache, but when I got there I didn't feel so good any more, because Toby was going out of my place just as I arrived. I didn't ask him to come back in, and I didn't spend any time talking to him.
“What the hell was he doing here?” I asked Ruth. “I don't like that bastard coming here.”
“He had a letter for me. From my father. That's important enough for him to come here, isn't it?”
“I don't care what it is; I don't like him around. What about the letter?”
“I haven't opened it yet. What will you bet? What will you offer me for it?”
“If there's one for me I'll trade even.”
Ruth wouldn't trade, so I took the letter that had come for me and she took hers and we sat on the couch to open them. I knew what was in mine, but I wanted to be sure that it was right, so I took it out and waved it under Ruth's nose.
“I should have traded,” she said.
But when she opened her letter it was a check for four hundred and fifty dollars. That made seven and a quarter; not bad for a morning's mail.
“We're rich,” Ruth said. “We're filthy rich! What are we going to do with it all?”
“You'd better read the letter. Maybe there's a catch to it.”


Ruth had never seen her father. There wasn't really any way of knowing that the checks that sometimes came were from her father and not from some nice old man who had taken her name from the telephone book and decided to pretend he was her father. When her mother was alive she had never heard from him, and everyone had assumed that he had died sometime after he got tired of being married and left the family. But about a year after her mother had died the first of the letters had come, and there was a check in it for two hundred dollars, and the letters had come more or less frequently after that. Sometimes there would be a check for fifty dollars in it, and they had run as high as five hundred. The letters seldom came from the same place twice, and it was never clear just what business the man was supposed to be in. He was forever writing that in a few months he hoped to be able to see her, but he never showed up, and Ruth had come to take the whole thing more or less for granted. She didn't mind having a little mystery in her life; especially when it was such a profitable mystery.
“He says he's coming to visit me,” Ruth said when she finished the letter.
“We've heard that one before. What are we going to do with the money?”
“We could get drunk.”
“You can't get that drunk.”
“We could rent a place in the country and rest.”
“Oh god, no! I tried that once. It's all snakes and mosquitoes and spiders.”
We talked about what we were going to do with the money, and I decided that the first thing I was going to do was to take fifty dollars and go and buy some of the books I wanted. Ruth wanted to go out to the bank with me, but she had to dress first, so I went in the bedroom and watched her change her clothes.
“What did you do this morning?” Ruth asked.
“I met a friend of mine when I was coming back from Toby's. We bought these records and then I went home with him and laid his sister.”
“That must have been fun. Did he lay her too?”
“Not while I was there. He fell asleep. I don't believe she was his full sister, anyway, so he probably lays her when he gets a chance.”
“Wouldn't he jazz her if she was his full sister? Is it less incestuous the way it is?”
“I don't believe he bothers to think about that. He never mentioned it.”
“He must be a very good friend if he takes you home to give you his sister. Don't I know him at all?'
“I haven't seen him in a long time, and we didn't go there to see the girl. We went there to play some records, and the rest was accidental.”
“Incidental, with you. Was she very pretty?”
“She was prettier after she'd been laid. She was brown. She was brown all over.”
“Is that a joke? If it is I don't understand it very well, I'm afraid.”
Ruth had all of her clothes off, and she walked across the room and slid down on the floor in front of me.
“Let me see your cock,” she said.
“It's just the same as it was this morning.”
“Show me your cock, you bastard.”
She pulled at the front of my pants.
“If you don't get up off your knees I'll do more than show it to you. I'll stuff it down your throat,” I said.
“I've gone down on better men than you.”
“You've sucked off a bunch of fairies. I don't know any other girl who has done that. How many of his friends did Toby make you French?”
“I didn't keep track of that. I don't have a dirty mind like you have. Did your little black girl go down on you this morning?”
“She was brown, not black.”
“She didn't do it after you jazzed her, anyway. I can smell her cunt all over you. Your cock reeks of it.”
She had my prick in her hands and she was sniffing it and touching the end of it with her tongue and making faces when she tasted it.
“You're not going to let a little cunt taste bother you, are you?” I said. “Not when you're always so anxious to get my heat under your ass. If you had a good dose of cunt some time you wouldn't be so squeamish about finding it on a prick.”
“It's always on your prick. You taste of cunt more often than anybody I ever sucked off.”
“I think you really like it when it tastes like that, or you wouldn't talk so much about it. Why don't you get a girl and French her? You haven't tried that yet.”
“I'll suck your god damned cock!” she said.
She stuck it into her mouth and pulled on it. She sucked it so hard that the end of it hurt. Then she held it in her fist and licked it and jerked me off and rubbed the end of it on her mouth.
“Maybe I will get a girl and go down on her,” she said. “Why not? Why don't you take me to see that girl this afternoon? She tastes good. She tastes better than a lot of other cunts your prick has been in. Her brother could jazz me too. That's another thing I haven't tried; I haven't been laid by a black man. I'll tell you something else, too. If you had come home fifteen minutes earlier you'd have found me trying to suck off Toby again! He couldn't even get a hard on, but I wanted to suck off somebody, and I Frenched him anyway, and I offered to suck his ass-”
I stuck it into her mouth again to keep her from talking, because I didn't want to hear anymore about Toby. I was getting god damn sick of Toby; hearing about him and having anything to do with him was nothing but a pain in the ass, and it was too easy to imagine her doing the things she was talking about. I kept my prick in her mouth and made her suck it until I thought I was going to shoot, and then I yanked it away from her.
“Go on and shoot if you want to. Don't mind about me; you can't stop now,” Ruth said.
“The hell I can't.” I stood up and shoved my prick back in my pants. I almost shot anyway, and I would have if she had managed to hold onto it a couple of seconds longer.
“Get your clothes on and let's get the hell out of here,” I said.
I went into the front room and smoked a butt and played Louis Armstrong's “Gut Bucket Blues” and the first movement of Koussevitzky's recording of Sibelius' Second, and then Ruth came out all dressed up and we went out.
There was all kinds of shit at the bank when we tried to cash the checks, but I found a teller who knew me and we walked out with more money than we had had in a long time. Ruth wanted to eat at Uncle's so she could flash one of the century notes on him, but I said to hell with that and we went to a place where the food was decent. Ruth talked about going to the country on our money, and the way she told about it was better than anything I have ever heard about the country, and I finally began to almost believe that it would be the way she said it was. There was a lot of talk about drinking milk and sleeping late in the morning, and I liked that, and there was some more about taking a typewriter and me doing some work and I wasn't so sure about that part, but most of it sounded pretty good, and I didn't see why we shouldn't try it.
The place will probably be full of nice little farm girls who don't know anything,” Ruth said. “I hear that they are awfully easy to lay. It's all the nice fresh air and the eggs they eat. It makes them healthy, and being healthy makes them easy to get.”
She was giving the country a real build-up, and I said finally that it was all right with me if we tried it, but I wasn't going to come back with the Great American Novel all nicely typed and tied with blue ribbon. We decided that we would figure it all out later, and we went out to get the books I wanted.
There was only one fellow in the book store, and as soon as we walked in I noticed that Ruth was interested in him. He was all right, I guess, but I wished to hell she wouldn't do that when she was with me. She started to talk to him about some book and she got him back of one of the counters, and I knew then that she was getting the poor bastard so hot that he could hardly hold himself. I changed my mind about buying the books just then, and after I had picked out a couple I paid for them and we went out. I was sore about that business, and I didn't try to hide it when we were outside of the place.
“Jesus, you're a bitch! Can't you even give me a chance to buy some books?” I said.
“Oh Bill, you should have seen his face when I moved up against him behind the counter! He kept looking at you, and he was afraid you'd notice, but he couldn't keep himself from getting a hard on.”
“You don't understand anything. Sometimes I believe you don't feel anything either. Do you think I can go back there and buy books now?”
“He's a perfectly nice boy. He'd never remember you anyway, because they have a lot of trade at that place.”
“Sure,” I said. “And every man who comes in brings along a woman who gives the clerks a free feel. My god, you're sloppy.”
“It's all right for you to say that; you had a fuck already today. And what the lousy hell have I had? Toby.”
“If you mention him again I'll slam you,” I said. “I don't want to hear that nancy's name.”
We were passing Uncle's, and Ruth took my arm and we went in. We had our drinks at a table, and Ruth moved her chair around by mine and commenced to feel for my prick.
“Damn it,” I said, “if you don't stop I'll throw you on the bar with the other tidbits.”
“I'll have to suggest something like that to Uncle. A slice of bologna and a slice of ass. With the clientele he's got that would be a knock-out.”
“You're going to have us thrown out of here again. Uncle doesn't like to have you around since the time you came in here with just your coat.”
“I'll spit in Uncle's ravioli if he gets tough with me. I'll do worse than that. Bill, for god's sake, will you take me someplace and throw a fuck into me? I think I'm going crazy.”
“No,” I said. “I'm going to buy some books.” I stood up: “By myself.”
“If you don't fuck me. I'll go back there and ask the book clerk to do it. I mean it.”
“Now you've done it. I knew it. Here comes Uncle.”
Uncle lumbered like a bear on his sore feet.
“Something's wrong?” he asked. “The drinks ain't no good, maybe?”
“Everything's all right. Everything's fine.”
Ruth took one of the hundred dollar bills from her purse and gave it to him. He crumpled it up in his hand and smelled the drinks and then went back to the bar. He was standing at the cash drawer looking at the bill when we started out.
“Is this real?” he said.
“Of course it's real,” Ruth said. “See the threads in it?”
“Then I can't change it.”
“I guess this drink is on you then,” said Ruth.
She folded the bill and put it in her purse and we walked out of Uncle's place. That was the first free drink I'd ever had in there, and now that I saw how easy it was I thought I would try to do it more often.
“What are you going to do now?” I asked Ruth.
“I'm sorry I goosed the cook, or whatever it is I've done,” Ruth said. “Do you still want to take me to the country with you, Bill?”
“I guess so. I'm stoical, like the Indians.”
“Then let's do it right now. Let's fix it so we can go tomorrow. Do you know how you go to the country? All I know is that you take a bus.”
“I think Charlie Hodges went to the country once,” I said. “He ought to be home right now, too. I'll call him.”
We went into a cigar store, and Charlie was home and said to come up. He said he knew all about the country and even knew of a farm house we could get. I hung up and waited to see if my money would come back, but it didn't, and I went out and told Ruth what Charlie had said. There was a taxi stand at the corner, and because we had money now we started for that instead of the street car stop.
“We're going to the country! The CUNT-ery!” Ruth sang.
She started to skip, and I ran after her.



Chapter II


Well-Charlie and Ruth had known each other for a long time and they got along all right now. They hadn't gotten along so well at first because Charlie wanted to take her apart and put her back together the way he thought she ought to be. When he forgot that idea they got along pretty well.
We sat around in his place and he told us about the old farm house he had lived in one summer. It sounded all right, and he said that he could wire to the people who owned it and if it was to be had we could probably go up in a couple of days. Ruth didn't want to wait that long.
“It won't be a good idea in a couple of days,” she said.
Charlie said that he supposed he could telephone, and fix it up, so we had him do that. Then, while he was on the phone the doorbell rang and I answered it. I didn't know the fellow who walked in, but Charlie waved at him and he sat down and poured himself a drink. Ruth was in the bathroom just then, and she didn't come out until Charlie had finished talking to the people who owned the farm.
“It's all right,” Charlie said when he clicked the receiver down. “You can go up tomorrow if you want to.”
“Introduce me to the girl,” said the fellow who had just come in. “I want to talk to her.”
Charlie said the words and mixed another shakerful of drinks. “If we're going up there tomorrow we'd better get back to the house and get things ready,” I said.
But Ruth didn't want to go then. The new fellow was talking to her about Henry Miller, and they both had a great deal to say about Henry Miller, and I saw that we weren't going to leave yet.
“Did you know that he was a tailor before he went to Paris?” the fellow said to me.
I said yes, I knew that he had been a tailor, but did anybody know if he had been a good tailor? The fellow didn't seem to think that was important, and he acted as though he thought I was being funny, so when Charlie went out to the kitchen for more ice cubes I went too.
“What the hell?” I asked Charlie.
“He's all right,” Charlie said. “You just have to get used to him.”
“Not me,” I said. “I've gotten over that business of getting used to people.”
We broke the ice up and went back to the other room, and Ruth was sitting on the couch in a way that gave everybody a fine view of what she had to show. I gave her the last drink in the shaker.
“Why don't you change into something more comfortable?” I asked her. She moved her legs and fixed her dress.
Charlie's friend didn't look so good, and he didn't say much after that. I felt a little sorry for him. After all, you can't blame a man for trying. Or so they tell me.
“Listen to this,” said Charlie. “I just found it: 'Look at this pretty girl, for instance… her little head, her beautiful throat, her charmingly rounded form and all the rest. In what corner of her person could a grain of virtue find lodgement? There is no room, all is so firm, so full of sap, plump and well filled. Virtue, like the raven, lives among the ruins. It is to be found in the lines and wrinkles of the body.'“ He closed the book and put it back on the shelf.
“Who is that?” Charlie's friend asked.
“Anatole France,” I told him. “He lived in France too, but I don't believe that he was ever a tailor.”
“What odd friends you have, Charlie,” the fellow said. “Can I have another drink now?”
“You're all right,” Charlie said. “He's just trying to get your goat. Ruth, let's see if you have any wrinkles where a grain of virtue might find lodgement.”
“You know all about my wrinkles,” Ruth said. “Bill, I think we ought to go. Grandma's eyes are getting big.”
We finished our drinks and said thanks to Charlie about the farm and good-bye to his friend and then we left. It was still early and there was only a little packing to do, so we walked down to a movie.
“He wasn't a bad guy, Charlie's friend,” I said. “He just needs to be put back and cooked a little longer.”
“I could have forgotten that if you had left me alone with him for a little while longer. Why didn't you fellows go out for cigarettes or something? He would have been good.”
“If you feel like that you can still go back. You can let Charlie point out the lines and wrinkles for him.”
“I don't want to go back now. I just felt like that for a minute. That's why I was sitting that way when you came back from the kitchen. Could he see it all right?”
“Yes, god damn it, he could see it!! Why didn't you lie down on the floor and wave your legs at him?”
“I probably would have if you and Charlie hadn't been there. I wasn't going to make it a free-for-all. I hadn't had enough to drink to do that.”
“Christ, you're getting moral,” I said.
“I had him going, Bill. He knew I was showing him my cunt on purpose, but he was afraid to do anything about it. You should have seen him squirming around before you and Charlie came back!”
“You're going to do something like that just one time too often,” I said. “One of these days a man is going to give you what you deserve for tricks like that.”
“It wasn't a trick. I was ready to spread my legs, but I couldn't do it when you were around.”
A girl was standing on the corner and the wind blew her dress very high. She clutched it close to herself and turned her back to the wind. Ruth grabbed my arm.
“Why doesn't the wind ever do that to my dress?” she said. “Wasn't she pretty, Bill?”
“I couldn't see that far,” I said.
“I'll bet you'd like to walk up and get your prick against her little bare ass,” she said.
“She was wearing pants. I could see far enough to tell that.”
“I wonder what she's like? Don't you ever wonder about people you see? Don't you ever wonder when you see a girl if she's hot and how many men she's jazzed and if she goes down on them all? Things like that bother me.”
“Why the hell don't you ask her?” I said. “If it bothers you so much, find out about it.”
“I suppose you think I won't do it.”
I tried to stop her, but she walked up to the girl. She touched her arm and the girl turned around quickly.
“I beg your pardon,” Ruth said, “but I'd like to know if you French.”
The girl looked closely at Ruth's face. She smiled without comprehension.
“Do you like to suck cocks?” Ruth said.
The girl made an ugly noise in her throat. She smiled and shook her head and reached into her purse for a pad of paper and a pencil. Ruth took the pencil and the pad and then she wrote a question about a street. The girl pointed in the direction we were walking and held up four fingers. Ruth smiled and said thank you with her lips and then we walked away.
“I'm sorry about that. I feel awful,” she said.
“You don't have to whisper,” I said. “She can't hear you. What are you sorry about?”
“She looked so nice with the wind blowing her dress. And then she's like that. It isn't right.”
“Not being able to talk doesn't make her any less nice. And it probably makes her a better fuck.”
“I want to get drunk,” Ruth said. “I want to get drunk as hell and be jazzed.”
“We're going to the movies,” I said.
In the theatre Ruth was quiet for a long time, and I was really surprised when she slid her hand through the arm of my seat and began to feel around my pants. When she got my prick in her fist she just hung onto it, and first it got hard and then it got soft again, and she just held it like that until the picture was over.
There were two busses a day to where we wanted to go, but one of them left at eight-thirty in the morning, which is a hell of a time to start for any place. The other one left at three in the morning and made the trip in four hours, so we decided to take that.
Ruth's things hadn't been unpacked. I put a few of my own things in a bag and sent the three bags to the bus station and then we tried to decide what to do with the evening that we still had ahead of us. Ruth counted on her fingers some of the places where we could go, including one place where I had never been, but where they had, according to Ruth, a peep-show circus that covered about everything you could think of. She said that even the rooms with the regular customers had peep-holes. A hell of a whore house, I thought. I told her that I didn't feel like going to that kind of a place that night. If we were going out I wanted to go someplace where the entertainment wasn't so damned exotic. I really wasn't anxious to go out at all, especially if it meant going somewhere to drink, because when I thought back and counted them I realized that I had already taken a good many drinks that day. I have to watch that. If I'm not careful I find myself taking in a great quantity of alcohol without ever getting really drunk, and I don't like that at all because I have a lot of things I want to get finished before I die.
“Do we have to go out?” I said.
“I want to go out.”
She wanted to go out. I looked around the place to be certain that all the windows were closed and everything was the way it ought to be.
The food at the place Ruth picked out for dinner wasn't as good as the name of the place. The chairs were leather and chromium and the walls were covered with murals that didn't mean anything. There was a four piece outfit playing salon music, and that got on my nerves. It didn't help any to remember that Joe Marshal, who had done those murals, had been a pretty good friend of mine. He had been living on nickels for about a year when he got a chance to do that job, and he didn't want to take it then, but everybody told him not to be an asshole and that it wouldn't kill him. Of course it wasn't anybody's fault, but when those things were finished Joe was around town drunk for a couple of days and then, the next thing we heard about him was that he had fallen on a picket fence and driven a picket into his mouth and that was the last we heard of Joe Marshal.
I messed the food around in my plate. Ruth kicked my shin.
“That man over there,” she said.
“What about him? He looks like a stuffed shirt.”
“I know him,” she said. “He's a doctor.”
“If you know him don't tell me about him.
All I need to know about somebody is that you know them.”
“He has some pictures of me. They're not very nice pictures. He took them at a party.”
I put down my fork.
“Will you talk to him about them?” she asked.
“Sure,” I said.
“What do you say about pictures like that?”
“I mean, will you try to get them.”
“By pretending to be your husband, perhaps? 'Sir, I'll trouble you for those photographs of my wife's moment of indiscretion.' I don't think so.”
“Please, Bill, try to get them,” she said. “You're a lot bigger than he is. You can probably get them without any trouble.”
“How many of them are there?” I asked.
“I don't know. He'll know, and if it's done right I don't think he'll keep any back. I'll go powder my nose to make it easier for you.”
She disappeared. I just sat there at the table until she came back.
“He wants to talk to you,” I said.
Ruth walked to the table and the man stood up, smiling, and she sat down there. I forked my food around and thought of what a guy Joe Marshal had been. Pretty soon Ruth was back.
“You didn't talk to him at all,” she said.
“I didn't have to talk to him to know that he wouldn't just hand them over.”
“He wants us to go up to his house now and he'll give them to me.”
“Us? What the hell do you mean, us?”
“If you're not going to finish your dinner we can go up right away.”
I took the check and Ruth and I went to the man's table and she said my name and his name. We went out of that place, then, the three of us, and got into a taxicab.
“Wait a minute,” I said.
I got out of the cab and went into the place next to the restaurant and bought a pack of cigarettes. They were still there when I came out, and that surprised me some. I got in the cab and we started off.
“Did you say you wanted to be dropped off at Uncle's?” Ruth asked me.
I looked at her. “Yes,” I said. “Yes, drop me there.”
The cab stopped after not very long.
“I'll be back in time to get the bus,” Ruth said.
“That's fine,” I said. “You'll be back in time to get the bus.”
I didn't go into Uncle's when they went on. Nobody was in Uncle's that early in the evening. I hadn't done any bowling in a long time, so I went down the street and went into a place and bowled until it was late enough to go someplace else.
I was back in Uncle's when Ruth got there. It was after two when she got there, and I had begun to wonder whether she would get there at all. She was drunk when she came in, and she was carrying a big bunch of roses.
“Look what he gave me to have on our trip, Bill.”
“I don't suppose you remember what you went up to get, do you?” I said.
She had an envelope in her purse, and the negatives and some prints were there.
“I don't think he kept even a single print,” Ruth said. “And you'd never guess where he had them. Guess, Bill.”
“Oh, he had them shoved up his ass, I suppose.”
“He had them in a file. He must have hundreds of pictures like these. It's sort of a hobby. Don't you think this one is a good likeness?”
It was a picture of Ruth and two men. One of them seemed to have most of his hand in her cunt and she was holding his prick. The other one was sitting on the other side of her and she had her face turned to that side and his cock was in her mouth.
“I thought I remembered all about that night,” Ruth said, “but I don't remember about those two men. I must have liked them though. Here's one of me I wouldn't recognize at all, but it was in the file and he said it was me.”
“It doesn't matter that you were supposed to be with me tonight,” I said. “You couldn't have found him any other night, could you?”
“I had to get them back.”
“And I wanted to be dropped at Uncle's. Balls.”
“Anyway, I won't see him again.”
“You were there long enough so that I should imagine you wouldn't have to see him again. Why didn't you just give him what he wanted and get out?”
“There might have been something I wanted too. You keep forgetting that I've been ready for it all day and haven't gotten any.”
“You got it from him, though, didn't you?”
“You can't be sore about that.”
“I can be sore about hanging around all night with nothing to do while you were up there being screwed.”
“We'll have to hurry to get the bus,” she said. “It will be nice in the country.”
“Oh Christ, yes,” I said. “Everything will be dandy in the country.”
On the bus, after we got out of the city, she wanted to go down on me. It was dark in the bus and we were in the back where no one would have seen us, and she asked me several times and tried to get me by lifting her dress and putting my hand on her cunt. I wouldn't let her, and after a while she fell asleep and the flowers dropped to the floor. I put them back on her lap and she woke up long enough to smile at me. Then there was no sound but the noise of the bus and the coughing of the old man who sat up front.



Chapter III


The farm was about five miles out of the town where the bus stopped, and the man who owned it ran a small store there. He closed the store to drive us to the farm, and on the way out there I began to wonder how we were going to get around, and I asked him about that. He said that his brother-in-law had a car that he would probably rent because he had just broken his leg and couldn't drive it. He said that it wouldn't cost us very much, and if his brother-in-law wanted to rent it he would bring it over to the farm later in the day. Then he asked us if we would want a girl around the place. That was another thing I hadn't thought about. Ruth said that we could tell about that better when we had seen the place. As soon as we got in sight of the house she said yes. It was an awfully big place.
We looked the house over, and after the man had shown us around and showed us where everything was he drove away, and there Ruth and I were, alone in the country. It was very quiet when the man had gone. I thought that it would be a good idea for me to get some sleep, and Ruth said that she could use some more sleep too. We picked out one of the bedrooms and unpacked our bags and got the bed ready. Then I sat down to smoke a butt and watch Ruth undress.
“You take off your clothes like someone doing a strip tease,” I told her.
“That's funny. That's what my friend said last night. He didn't say it just that way, but that's what he meant.
She stopped and stood facing me, wearing only her stockings. My eyes ran up and down her and then got stuck at her cunt.
“Then you can forget that I said it,” I said. “Come on over here. I want to feel of you.”
She came to me, mincing on her toes. Then she stood in front of me and I put my hand out and touched her belly. I patted her belly and slid my hand over the curve of her hip and along her thigh.
“You're all right,” I said. “You're a nice girl, aren't you?”
Her leg was warm, and the flesh was firm. I slid my hand between her thighs and worked it up and down, back and forth between her knees and her cunt. Ruth's knees sagged a little, and her breath began to be faster. She pressed against me.
“You didn't think so last night,” she said.
“You weren't being a very good girl last night. In fact you were a damned nasty bitch. All day.”
“I didn't mean to do that last night. But when we were in the taxi waiting for you to get the cigarettes he started to feel me up. And I was hot. You know I had been hot all day. And when he put my hand on his prick he had a hard on and it made me want to be screwed. You know how it is.”
“You're that way all the time. You're that way right now, damn you,” I said.
Her knees sagged more and more, and she was swaying. I knuckled into her cunt and put my other hand on her ass. I held her like that and pushed against her cunt with the back of my hand. She twisted against me.
“I'd have jazzed any of them,” she said. “The fellow in the book store or the one at Charlie's. It doesn't make any difference who fucks me when I'm like that, as long as he has a prick. I should have been a whore instead of a poet, Bill. Do the girls who do anything at all-everything-make more than the girls who just screw?”
“They do for a while. And I think it's better to be a whore than a poet. You meet a better class of people.”
I took my hand away from her. She stood with her knees bent as though she might topple onto me in a minute. I started to take my clothes off, and she sat heavily on the bed. She sat with her knees spread apart and rubbed her thighs with her palms, rocking back and forth.
“Whores have a reason for being what they are, so there must be a reason for the way I am. I don't know any woman who thinks so much about fucking as I do,” she said.
She looked at my cock and my legs and my belly. My cock stood out like a big red thumb. She took one hand from her thigh and put it on mine and rubbed me the way she was rubbing herself. Both of her hands went up, until the sound of her fingers in our hair was like the sound of fine cloth being torn slowly. Her fingers touched her cunt, and then she grabbed my prick and shoved a couple of her fingers into her cunt.
“Jazzing is all I think about,” she said. “If I meet a man the first thing I think about is what it would be like to have him to screw. I try to imagine what his prick would look like, and I think of myself going down on him. I see men on the street and I have all kinds of crazy ideas about asking them to step into a doorway with me or to take me home with them. And in restaurants or on the street cars I'll see a man and then I'll sit so that he can see under my dress. I don't wear pants most of the time, and that's the reason-so that I can have men look at my cunt. And when I'm sitting like that someplace I seem to be on fire all through my body, and I can feel my heart pounding somewhere in my stomach. There must be a reason for those things.”
I pushed her backward and then I pulled her hand away from her cunt and put my own hand there. I stabbed two fingers into her cunt and moved them around between the lips. Ruth patted my cock. I looked at myself, and the end of it was like a big, shiny cherry that was splitting ripe, with the juice coming out of it.
“He Frenched me last night,” Ruth said. “I would have been back with you sooner, but when he started to do that I had to stay. I wish I had a picture of him with his face glued to my cunt. It wouldn't hurt him to worry a little too.”
While she was talking Ruth had wrapped her hand over my balls. When she wiggled against me the end of my prick rubbed her belly. I stopped feeling her cunt with my fingers and tried to feel it with my prick. The hair felt good on my cock, and the wet, smooth parts of her cunt felt even better. Ruth held my balls against her pussy and wormed herself around, and I finally knew that I had to make up my mind about what was going to be done next or I would just shoot on her belly without much of anything having happened. I yanked her into the center of the bed and kicked her legs open and rolled onto her. I was all ready to spear her, and she was lying open and I could have sunk my prick with one shot. Ruth pulled my head down to hers.
“Let's French each other.”
I pushed the end of my cock against her cunt and got the lips open enough to take it.
“You don't have to whisper. This is the country.
“I want to suck your cock! I want to suck your cock!” she shouted. “Put it in my mouth!”
“That's the idea. Get rid of those old inhibitions. Try it again.”
“I'm a cocksucker! Cocksucker! Cock-sucker!”
I continued to rub my prick in her cunt until I had it wet. I lay on my back on the bed then and offered it to her. She dove for it and sank her teeth into it and then she swung herself around and threw her cunt in my face. I dragged her up to me and stuck my mouth onto her pussy and closed my eyes. Her legs tightened and I reached with my tongue.
Ruth was still holding my prick in her hands, but there wasn't much of it left for her to hang onto because she had most of it in her mouth. She was grinding her teeth back and forth in a sawing motion, and her tongue was skimming around as crazily as a water bug.
“Just a minute,” she said suddenly.
She left the bed and went to the bureau and emptied her purse on it. She came back with a lipstick. Then she held my prick with one hand and painted the end of it with the lipstick until it was crimson. She held it and looked at it and laughed. Her mouth was wet from holding my prick.
“I guess I'll make all of it red,” she said.
“The hell you will.” I took the lipstick from her and tipped her over and went to work on her with it. I marked her cunt and her nipples and her navel. Just for the hell of it I printed: MINE, on her belly.
“Write CUNT on me,” Ruth said.
“Balls,” I said.
“All right. That too.”
I tossed the lipstick away and made a grab for her. I got her down and shoved the end of my cock against her mouth until her mouth was smeared with the lipstick and wet with the stuff that was coming out of my cock. Smeared like that it made her mouth look bigger, and slack. I shoved my prick and watched her suck it.
“I ought to make you lick all of that stuff off,” I said. “Haven't you ever heard of the awful things they put in cosmetics?”
She held my cock and worked on the end.
“It doesn't come off very easily. But I'll try to get it off if you don't like it.”
I rubbed my cock on her face. So little of the color came off that I could hardly see the streak.
“It must be permanent,” I said.
“They have to make it that way. Think what would happen in the summer when men wear white pants, if they didn't make it that way.”
“It comes off on cigarettes. I've seen it on white pants too.”
“Only when it's first put on. Do you think any dry cleaner would make an arrangement with me to use a lipstick that comes off?”
“You're not as much of a bitch as you pretend. You just talk a good game.”
She tried jerking me off while she licked my balls. Then she licked my prick and rubbed it back and forth over her mouth, and she was just going to suck it when I took it away from her. She threw her legs back over herself when I turned her onto her back, and she looked at me from between her knees.
“I forgot something,” I said.
I picked up the lipstick and I ran it around and around her ass hole while she stayed that way. She juggled her ass and jazzed up to me to make the end of the lipstick run into her ass hole.
“You should have done just the inside of me,” she said. I'll bet a man would be surprised to take his prick out of that and find that it had turned red. He would have been surprised last night.”
“Christ,” I said, “do you have to tell me everything you do?”
“I have to tell somebody.”
“Yes,” I said. “I suppose you do have to tell somebody.”
“I'm going to use make-up like this all the time,” Ruth said. “From now on before I go out you'll find me making my cunt pretty too. If I'm going to continue to show it to people I think I ought to, don't you?”
I didn't answer her because I had my mouth on her cunt and my tongue digging into it. The lipstick had a sweet, perfumed taste that I didn't like very much, but I didn't notice it after a couple of minutes. Lying there holding her legs back and kissing and sucking her I didn't notice much of anything but her cunt in a little while. She put her arms around her hips and held her cunt open, and she moved it with her fingers all the time that I was Frenching her.
“I think you like to go down on a cunt as much as I like to suck off a prick,” she said. “You wiggle your tongue around as though it was a good feeling to have my hair around it. I wish I knew what it was that you like so much about Frenching me.
I stabbed her a few more times and then I let her stretch her legs out and I lay with my head on her belly and licked her pussy. She was still jerking herself off.
“You know what it is,” I said. “You'd go down on it yourself if you could reach it. You love your cunt so much that you jerk yourself off even when I'm Frenching you.”
“Your mouth is covered with lipstick.”
“Damn it, take your hands away from it,” I said. If your cunt interests you so much why the hell don't you go to bed with girls?”
“There's one coming this afternoon. Maybe I will take her to bed. You can have the other bedroom.”
“She'll have adenoids and bad teeth.”
I grabbed her and began to French her again and I felt her stiffening. She jazzed around and bounced her cunt into my face in a way that she did when she was going to come.
“You can look through the keyhole and watch me Frenching her,” Ruth said. “You can stand there and jerk off.”
“I'll jerk off into your mouth,” I said. “I'll give you something to think about besides cunt.”
I ducked my head up and down and licked and then I stuck my mouth to her and sucked as hard as I could without sucking her inside out. She fought me when she came, but I held her and Frenched her until it was over. She tried to push me away with her hands and with her feet, and she kicked and twisted, but I kept at her. After a minute she stopped fighting and I stopped sucking her.
“Now get down on me,” I said.
She didn't move fast enough so I pushed her back on her ass and went after her. I socked my prick into her mouth and made her suck it and then I pulled it out and made her lick my balls. She really liked to have me give it to her that way, but anyone seeing us might have thought that I was trying to kill her, or at least was liable to kill her if she didn't come across the way I wanted her to. I made her suck my balls, and then I turned around and shoved my ass in her face.
Sometimes she pretended that she didn't want to suck my ass and sometimes she was so hot about it that when she got started I could hardly make her stop again. I didn't take time to find out how she was then. I sat back and slammed my ass on her face.
“Suck my ass or I'll smother you with it,” I said. “You're not playing with Toby now.”
She licked it and she grabbed my cock and started to jerk me off. She was trying to say something, and I stopped pushing my ass in her face.
“Wouldn't make that mistake,” she said. “Toby never had anything like that.”
She hung onto my cock and jerked me off. I rubbed my ass on her mouth again.
“I'd rather suck your prick,” she said. “I don't want anything to be wasted.”
I jerked around and gave her my prick, and just then I shot. Some of the jism struck her on the hand, but all the rest of it went into her mouth. She held that hand away from herself and tried to keep it from running off onto the bed. She kept working on my prick and I kept shooting.
Afterward I got up to get Ruth a cigarette and I got a handkerchief for her. She didn't use the handkerchief until she had sucked the jism from her hand and from between her fingers. She lay on her back with the ashtray on her belly and smoked. I watched her smoking, and pretty soon I fell asleep. I was tired and I dreamed about walking up a mountain that had no summit.

A car in the driveway woke us up. I got up and looked out of the window. It was an old Ford, and it was in pretty bad shape. While I was looking at it the car stopped and a man got out and then a girl got out. I called down that I would see them in a minute, and Ruth and I got some clothes on and went down.
The car was the one that our landlord had been talking about, and I didn't think much of it, but the girl was all right. She was nervous, and she acted awkward, but she was pretty. She had one small bag in the car and she took it and followed Ruth into the house while the fellow who had brought the car showed me how to start it and all the various tricks it had. It had plenty of tricks. “What about the girl?” I said. “How?” he said.
“Never mind,” I said. “I'll find out.” He wanted to stay around and talk, but when he found out that I didn't know anything to speak of he started down to the cross road to get a ride back with the mailman. I drove the car into the barn and went into the house.
There were a few letters I wanted to write, so I did that while Ruth and the girl went around the house cleaning things up. One of the letters was to a girl I had fucked when I was in high school. She had read the book of short stories I got out last fall and she wanted fifty dollars in a hurry. The letter I wrote to her was one of the best letters I ever wrote to anybody, and I got so interested in it that by the time I got it finished it was time to have dinner.
After we ate Ruth and I walked around the place until the sun was going down. It was pretty, but I didn't feel so good to see that. It made me feel the same way that I used to feel about it when I was a kid, and I wasn't so sure about this being in the country. While we were walking back to the house the frogs started up down at the pond and the bats began dodging around in the dusk. When we went into the house the girl was listening to the radio, and she looked as though she wished she could be someplace else too.
“Are you lonesome, Jane?” Ruth asked her.
The girl stood up. She had never worked for anybody before and she didn't know how she should act. I didn't know how she should act myself.
“A little bit,” she said.
“For god's sake, what do people do around here for entertainment?” I asked.
“That one's easy,” said Ruth. “Look at the size of the families they raise.”
“They must do something else.”
The girl said that there were movies in a town about fifteen miles away.
“Do you know anything about that car?” I said. “Can it be trusted to go fifteen miles?”
Jane said she thought so.
“Get your things,” I said to Ruth. “We're going to go to the movies and have a big night.”
“You too, Jane,” Ruth said.
I went out and backed the car out of the barn. Ruth came out and got into the car.
“I might as well take my letters,” I said.
I took the letters from the desk, and I went upstairs to get stamps. The door to the bedroom Ruth and I had taken was open, and the girl was in the room. She hadn't heard me. I thought at first that she was stealing something, and I felt uncomfortable. But she was just standing there looking at something. In a minute I realized that she was looking at the pictures of Ruth, and I watched her. She didn't do anything. All she did was look at them, studying each one a long time before she put it down and took up another one.
I went back downstairs and out to the car with my letters. Ruth looked at me.
“What's keeping Jane?” she said.
I leaned on the horn, and the girl hurried out of the house. She started to get into the back seat, but Ruth held open the front door.
“It's going to be chilly,” Ruth said. “We have a blanket up here.”
The girl was very quiet, and she kept looking at Ruth while she edged in beside her. I felt like throwing her out of the car. Then I felt like throwing them both out of the car. I was sore about something, but I couldn't put my finger on just what made me feel that way.
With the blanket on her lap Ruth got her hand into my pants almost before the car was on the road. I wondered what her other hand was doing, but it wasn't running under the girl's dress the way I half expected it to be doing. I saw it moving under the blanket when she hitched her own dress up. And that was the way we drove to the movies.
The first thing I saw in the town, and the only thing about it that I really liked, was the state liquor store. There were a lot of things in there that I wanted, but I was afraid about leaving much in the car. I finally bought two bottles of Scotch whiskey and a quart of apple brandy, and I put those under the seat of the car. I mailed my letters and then we picked out one of the two movies in the town and went in.
I had seen the picture before, but it's a pretty good picture and I didn't mind seeing it over. Jane liked it a lot. She happened to be sitting between Ruth and me, and once during the comedy she grabbed my hand as though she had forgotten who she was with. When the picture was over I asked her how she liked it. She looked at me as though she didn't quite understand what I had said. The idea of people not liking a movie had never occurred to her, I suppose.
Some of the people who had been to the movie house were going into a little restaurant across the street when they came out, and I thought we had better follow their example because I wanted to get this done right. We went in and had sandwiches and coffee.
“This makes five times I've been in here,” Jane said.
That was all she said. “That's fine,” I said.
I thought that the girl would fall asleep on the way home but she didn't. She sat up very straight and looked at the road in the yellow light of the headlights.
When we got to the house and I had put the car away I turned on the radio to see if I could get some jazz. The radio was not very good and I could get the station that it was supposed to be on so faintly that it couldn't be appreciated, so I turned on the local country station. Jane went into her room and Ruth came into the room carrying a tray with three drinks on it.
“I don't know how to treat the girl,” she said. “I never had a girl working for me.”
Ruth mixed pretty good drinks. I tasted mine. She had used the brandy.
“You can ask her,” I said. “She might not take it, I suppose.”
Jane came back then, and she said thank you and took the drink and sat down.
“That's liquor, you know,” Ruth said.
“It tastes good,” Jane said.
She might have been drinking lemonade. When she saw that we still had most of our drinks she held her hand around the glass to hide it and pretended that she still had some.
“I'll have another,” I said.
I went to the kitchen with Ruth.
“Shall we get her tight?” Ruth said. “You could jazz her if we got her tight. She's really pretty, and she'd be prettier if you got those awful clothes off her.”
“Balls. We have to live with her.”
Ruth pushed her ass against me.
“I'd rather you laid me anyway,” she said.
She made the third drink with little brandy, but I took the bottle and put some more into the glass.
“If you're going to give her a drink, give her a real drink. But I think two are all she can take.”
I must have put more brandy in that drink than I thought. The girl drank that one slower, and she started tapping her hand on the chair with the music. She had no more sense of rhythm than most women, and she was off the beat most of the time.
“Could I have another?” she asked when the drink was gone. “I'd like another.”
Did she want another, Ruth asked. Ruth told her that it was pretty strong stuff.
“I'd like another.”
“It might do things to you.”
“For Christ's sake, give her a drink,” I said. “And shall I get your knitting?”
“I'll give her a goddamned drink!”
“Is she mad, or something?” Jane said.
“No,” I said. “She talks that way late at night sometimes.”
The drink Ruth brought back for the girl was strong; I could see that just by looking at it, because it was dark. Ruth gave it to her and we both watched her drink it. I was waiting for the girl to fall out of the chair.
“I guess I'll go to bed now.” Jane stood up, but she sat down again. “My leg has gone to sleep.”
“Which one?” I said.
She stretched her legs out in front of her and looked at them. She moved her feet; just her feet. She hit her feet on the floor.
“Both of them,” she said.
Ruth sat on the edge of my chair.
“Go after her,” she said to me. “Now's your chance if you're going to jazz her.”
“I think I want to lie down,” the girl said.
She managed to get to the couch and fall onto it. She lay on her stomach with one leg off the couch. Her dress was pulled up on that side. Her stocking was rolled above her knee and her thigh was bare almost to her hip.
“Try it,” said Ruth, “and if she fights too much you can give her another drink. She'd pass out with another one. Why don't you go on and fuck her, Bill?”
“For Christ's sake, be quiet,” I said.
The girl started to slip from the couch and then pulled herself back onto it. Ruth crossed her legs and pulled her own dress up on her thighs.
“How can you sit there when she's lying there that way? She's too far gone to mind,” Ruth said. “Pull her dress up and make her wiggle! I dare you to fuck her!”
“I must be drunk,” Jane said.
She giggled. Ruth slid off the arm of the chair and ripped open my fly. She stuck her hand in and grabbed my prick.
“Why don't you jazz her, you bastard? Don't say you don't want to: Look at the hard on you've got. I'll put the damn thing in myself!”
Jane said something into the pillows of the couch. I stood up. Ruth looked at me.
“I knew you would,” she said. “Give her the works, Bill. Rip off her pants and slam it into her! Jazz the jelly out of her!”
I put my hand on Ruth's face and pushed her on her ass. I didn't push her hard. I just toppled her over, and then I went past her into the kitchen.
She was still sitting on the floor when I got back with the two water tumblers that held straight brandy, and she was shaking her head as though she couldn't believe what had happened. I offered her one of the glasses.
“You can go to hell,” she said.
But she took the glass and gulped down part of the brandy.
“That's fine brandy,” she said.
She hunched back against the wall and sat there with her knees up and her dress around her waist. I looked over at the girl.
“She shouldn't stay there, I suppose.”
“You told me to give her that drink. And you can't blame me for thinking you wanted to fuck her. You can worry about her now.”
I shook Jane's shoulder and she sat up very suddenly. She clutched my arm to steady herself.
“You'd better go to bed,” I said.
I helped her up and walked behind her to her room next to the kitchen. Ruth came after us with the two tumblers of brandy.
“I'll go along as chaperone,” she said.
Jane undressed automatically, not seeming to notice that we were there, keeping her eyes closed most of the time. She seemed to be able to balance better with her eyes closed, and she looked very pretty and helpless. At her cunt there was a knot of small, black curls, and there were hairs like fine threads around her nipples. When she lifted her legs to take off her stockings, her cunt split open like a red, hairy pea-pod. I turned to Ruth for one of the glasses, because I needed a drink badly about then, and Ruth was staring at Jane's cunt. Then she looked at me.
“Change your mind,” she said. “Now that she has her clothes off it would be easy. Why don't you take her?”
Most of the brandy was gone from the glass she gave me, and the one she was drinking from was still almost full. The girl pushed her head through the top of a pink nightgown and jack-knifed under the covers.
“Come on,” I said. I switched off the light and Ruth and I went upstairs to our room.
“If she were a boy she wouldn't be down there alone,” Ruth said. “I wish she were a boy just that old. I'd give him something to make his fuzz grow.”
She killed the drink and set the glass on the floor beside the bed, and then she lay back and stroked her tits and her belly. She kicked the covers down to her knees and teased herself a while before she put her fingers on her cunt. I remembered many times before when she had done that. It was all familiar. I stood by the window and, standing there, I remembered a lot of things.
“I'd like a boy with a pink little prick to jazz me,” she said. “I'd take him down by the woods where we walked today. And when we came back he'd have something to boast to other boys about! But they wouldn't believe him. Do you know what I'd do? I'd treat him as though he were a man who had driven me wild. I'd tear off my clothes and fling myself in front of him, and he'd never know how awkward he was. What would happen to a boy if I did that, Bill? How would he be when he grew up?”
“He'd be scared into being another Toby,” I said. “He'd piss in his pants as soon as you started.”
I had forgotten how many noises there were in the country at night, and I stood listening to them, trying to pick them apart and know what each one was. There were some that I recognized, and there were a great many more that I could not understand. I tried to give each sound an identity: I would pick one out and try to picture the little green frog puffing out his throat to make it, or I would imagine a black cricket creeping in the grass and sawing with his legs. But when I did that the sound was no longer the way it had been. That is one reason why I do not like to go to public concerts, for when I see a perspiring man scraping a violin the music loses something for me. And the pained, intent faces of the audience at the concert make me want to scream. That is why I stay at home and listen to concerts on the radio, but with jazz it is different. It does not matter if the man who plays it is a ridiculous caricature in an unpressed tuxedo, because it is his own music, and when he hears something in his head that is very beautiful and plays it he is much closer to Beethoven than he is to the man who plays Beethoven's music in a concert hall.
I was thinking of these things, and I did not hear Ruth call me until she called me the second time, and then I turned away from the window.
“Don't you want to jazz me either?”
I walked to the bed and put one knee on it and dragged my cock across her face. She pulled me onto the bed, and I saw that she was about as drunk as she ever got. I grabbed her tits and shook them and I felt for her cunt. Even with the light out I could read the letters M-I-N-E on her belly, and her nipples were very dark. Because of the way she was holding my prick I could not see if the end of it was as dark as her nipples.
I heard a nasal voice speak downstairs.
“I forgot to turn off the radio,” I said.
I put on my robe and left Ruth on the bed and went downstairs and turned it off. I stood there in the room, in the dark, and I heard a dog bark someplace. I waited there a long time, and then I walked to Jane's room.
She was asleep. I found the tumbler I had left there on the bureau and I sat down on the chair drinking what was left of it and I watched the girl. My mind wandered back to that moment when I had stood in the doorway of the room upstairs and watched her looking at the pictures of Ruth, and I wished that I had been able to know what was in her head when she said 'oh' the way she had.
I pushed back the covers on the bed and stood over the girl. The nightgown was up to her belly, and she was lying on her back. I dropped the robe off and stood naked, looking at her. My prick stood out like an arm. I looked at myself and at the girl.
I was careful not to touch her when I lay down, and then I lay stiffly there beside her with my cock sticking up, and I did not move or touch her for a long time.
In her sleep the girl stirred and rolled against me, her thigh against mine, her belly against my hip. I touched her arm, and when she did not move again I covered our bodies and faced her. I touched her tits, her legs, and her belly. Bit by bit I felt for her pussy, until I finally rested my fingers on it. I petted the prickling hair and gradually worked my hand between her thighs. Each movement that I made seemed to take hours, and when I gained something I waited a long time before I went further.
The girl moved when my hand touched her cunt, but she did not wake up.
My heart was so noisy that the sound of it filled the room.
My heart pounding.
The girl stirring.
A dog barking somewhere, and the sound of the bed each time that I moved.
I held my prick against her belly. Then I took her wrist with my thumb and finger and I lifted it carefully and put her hand on my balls. Her hand lay on my balls with no more life than a leaf. The blood in my prick seemed to pound on her wrist. Her cunt, twitching suddenly in my fingers, startled me so that I almost cried out.
I lifted her hand again and laid it on my prick. I closed her fingers, but they fell open and would not stay tight around it. Then I held them in my hand and squeezed them.
I moved her hand up and down, and for a moment I felt her fingers closing, but when I stopped moving her hand they fell open again.
I took my hand from between her thighs and slid my prick in where it had been. For a long time we were together that way, my prick just resting against her hot cunt, and our bellies pressed softly together.
When she moved again I slid away from her, and then I got out of the bed. I covered her shoulders, and then I took the glass from the bureau and put it in the kitchen.
Ruth was asleep when I went up to our room. I crawled quietly into bed and worked her very slowly. When she was awake I fucked her.



Chapter IV


Jane was very quiet when we went down to breakfast in the morning.
“How do you feel today?” Ruth asked her.
“All right, I guess,” she said. “I'm sorry if I did something wrong last night, Mrs. March. I never drank anything before except a glass of wine once.”
Ruth said that was all right, but she told her that it wouldn't be a good thing to talk about. I asked her if she remembered going to bed. The last thing she remembered was being on the couch.
“I thought you had to put me to bed,” she said to Ruth. “I felt awful about that.”
“No,” Ruth said. “You went to bed.”
The girl brightened up then. She went to the kitchen for another glass of water and we ate breakfast, and there was milk and there were eggs, just as Ruth had said there would be. So that part of it was what I expected. I drank several glasses of the milk.
“I have an idea bothering me again,” Ruth told me. “I think I'll work today. What are you going to do?”
I didn't have anything to do, so after breakfast I went for a walk. I walked down the road and saw a little green snake and then I walked back to the house. When I walked into the driveway I heard someone in the barn trying to start the car. It was Jane. She had a list of things Ruth wanted from the store.
I got behind the wheel, and after I had worked on it for a while the engine came to life.
“I haven't anything to do,” I said. “I might as well drive you to the store.”
Perhaps I expected that the girl would say something or do something while we were driving those five miles. What she really did was to point out places and things that she thought might interest me. They didn't, and what she had to say was so unimportant that I can't remember it. I didn't mind that. I've never criticized a woman for keeping quiet about what she knew.
There was a little library in the town, and while Jane was in the store I went in there and looked around. I finally found something of Blake's that I liked, and I took that. The man who had charge of the library showed me the card that was in the book. It had been out once eight years before, and then it had been out six times in the last month.
“That's the way it goes,” he said. “It's funny, isn't it? It's always like that.”
I told him that it was funny and then I went back to the car. Jane said that she liked to drive, so I let her drive us home.
In the afternoon Ruth was tired of working, and she decided that she would like to go swimming. She asked Jane if the pond on the farm was deep enough to swim in, and Jane said that it wasn't but that there were some places along the creek where people went swimming.
“You'll have to go with us to show us where,” Ruth said.
She and I had suits with us, but Jane didn't have any. I said that we could buy one, but Ruth suggested that we look around the house first, so we did that, and we finally did find a suit in with some old clothes in a closet. Moths had been in it, and some of the holes were pretty big, but Jane said that she thought she could wear it. We told her to try it on, and we went into our room and put on our suits and our clothes over them.
The suit was too small for the girl. It had evidently been used by a small girl, and there was no room in it for a pair of tits like Jane had. It hugged flat to her belly, and the legs were cut so high that her ass seemed bare. There was one big hole squarely over her pussy, and Jane must not have noticed that. Her hair stuck out of it in a tuft, like a brush. We told her she looked fine in it. She did.
We drove through a lane and into a pasture to get to the creek, and I almost put the car into the creek because the brakes weren't good. We stripped to our suits and Jane led us to a place which she said was one of the biggest holes in the creek. There was a flat rock to dive from, and it looked good.
Jane dove in first, spreading her legs as she took off. It wouldn't have been called a good dive, if you were interested in that sort of thing, but from in back of her it looked as good as any dive I've ever seen. Ruth saw the expression on my face.
“No violence,” she said. “If you try to rape her I'll scream. I'll scream first and then help you.”
She dove in then. She dove better, and the indecencies of her suit were more subtle. I followed her.
Ruth played a lot in the water. She liked to duck under and get beneath me, and there were many times when what she was doing became so obvious that I knew Jane saw what she was doing. The water was very still and clear in that hole, and Jane was under the water a lot of the time too. I caught on, finally. She was going under and watching Ruth fooling around with me.
I swam to shore when I found out what Jane was doing, and I lay in the sun on the diving rock. Ruth came up and lay beside me. Jane stayed in the water, surface-diving for stones which she threw up on the bank. When she dove she tossed her ass up and out of the water and then her legs followed her under. Every time that Jane went under, Ruth would take that minute to go after my cock.
“Why didn't you fuck her last night?” Ruth finally said.
Jane came up and threw a stone on the bank and then dove again.
“When you were gone so long last night I thought that was what you had gone to do. But when you woke me up and went after me that way I knew that you hadn't done it. Why?”
“Why don't you take her to bed yourself?” I said. “Jesus, you talk about her enough of the time.”
“I might do that little thing. I'm in just the right frame of mind to try something like that.”
She waited for Jane to go under again.
“While you were gone last night I thought about that. I remembered what her cunt looked like when she was taking off her stockings, and I tried to imagine myself going down on it. I wrote a pretty good Sapphic poem today on the strength of that. You ought to read it some time.”
Jane swam tiredly in to shore and came up beside us. She lay on her belly and rested her head in her hands. Ruth looked over her wet body, at her legs beaded with drops of water, and at the almost naked cheeks of her ass. She looked at me, licking her lips suggestively, and then she laughed. “We'd better get home,” she said.

There was a fight on that night, and I had already bet some money on it before we left the city, so I tuned it in to see what was going to happen to my money. Ruth broke out the Scotch. Jane didn't think that she ought to try any.
“This is something else,” Ruth said. “Just try it. But when you think you've had enough, stop drinking it.”
At first Jane thought it tasted salty, but she learned to like Scotch and soda very quickly.
The fight lasted a full fifteen rounds, and it was a good fight, so that I couldn't even guess who got the decision until the announcement, and then I was in fifty dollars. Ruth had been to the fights, and she was interested in this one from the bell. Jane didn't seem to be interested at first, but as it went along she got almost as excited as though she had been at ringside. When the fight was over I was surprised at the amount of liquor that was gone from the bottle.
“What are you going to do, get her into a strip poker game?” I asked Ruth when Jane was out of the room for a minute.
“I'm going to seduce her,” she said. “I'll have her down on her knees licking it before the night is over.”
Jane looked a little wobbly when she came back. She sat down and blinked her eyes several times.
“I think I've had enough,” she said.
Ruth had already made three more drinks, so Jane took one of them. I was sitting on the couch, and when Ruth brought me my drink she sat down too.
“I thought you were going to seduce her, not paralyze her,” I said. “Your tactics lack finesse.”
“I've been taken in by those tactics lots of times. I should have a dollar for every time.”
“You could be taken in by a Fourth of July speech,” I said. “Have you tried reading her your poetry yet?”
“Would it be all right if I put on my morning coat?” Jane asked. I have a new morning coat, but I didn't know if I should wear it while I was working.”
She was gone for a few minutes, and then she came back wearing the morning coat. It was blue, and she looked very good in blue.
“It looks very nice on you,” Ruth said. “But you don't need clothes to look nice. You looked lovely in that old bathing suit this afternoon.”
She looked at the under side of the thing while Jane stood in front of us, and she lifted it higher and higher.
“You have such nice straight legs,” Ruth said. “Hasn't she, Bill?”
I said yes, her legs were straight.
“It should be open a little more at the throat,” Ruth said. She tugged at the zipper, which seemed to stick, and suddenly Jane was standing with her morning coat open almost to her belly.
“But not quite that much,” I said.
Jane had covered her tits with her arms, and Ruth pulled the zipper up again.
“I wonder how I would look in it?” Ruth said. “Just turn your back a minute.”
“You're crazy,” I said. “Do you think that everybody in the whole damn world is a moron?”
“You want me to try it on, don't you Jane?”
“Yes,” Jane said.
I stood up and started to get a cigarette from the table. I heard the sound of the zipper and I stopped. I remember the clock ticking in that minute. I heard a smothered moan.
I turned. They were lying on the couch, the girl naked. Ruth was holding her in her arms.
“Yes,” Jane said. “Yes.”
She put her arms around Ruth and kissed her. Ruth pressed herself close to Jane, and she ran her hand down the girl's side and along her hip. She got up and the girl watched her come to me.
“What are you waiting for?” Ruth said.
“I don't know.”
“This time I'm going to get a taste of the cunt you fuck before you get into it,” she said.
Ruth came close, wiggling her ass, and while she was against me she ran her hand down the front of my pants.
“You'd have forgotten about the radio again tonight, wouldn't you?” she said. “But you'd have fucked her this time. Well, I want to see you do it.”
She took her clothes off and she went back to Jane with a fresh drink. The girl took the drink, but her eyes watched Ruth. She looked closely at Ruth's nipples and at the word I had written on Ruth's belly. The swim had made the words faint, but they could still be read. Ruth spread the girl's legs.
“Your cunt looks good enough to eat,” she said.
Jane wanted to close her legs, but Ruth held them open and touched her cunt. She pulled the lips and opened it and closed it several times.
“Let me have a bite of it,” Ruth said.
Jane shook her head and tried to keep Ruth from doing it, but Ruth dropped her face close to the girl's cunt. After she had kissed Jane's belly several times she kissed her thighs and at last she kissed her pussy.
“I'm beginning to see what you mean, Bill,” Ruth said.
Jane, when Ruth spoke to me, took half a dozen swallows of her drink and then set it away. She kept her eyes on Ruth, not taking them away for a second. She did not try to keep Ruth from putting her face down by her cunt the second time.
“I'm afraid of you,” she said.
Ruth had just started to lick Jane's thigh, and she pulled her head up so quickly that the tip of her tongue was still sticking from the corner of her mouth.
“But I thought that you liked me!”
“I do like you. But I saw some pictures of you, and I didn't like them.”
“Oh, those damn pictures!” said Ruth.
“You looked as though you might even kill somebody if they tried to keep you from what you were doing. And you look that way now.”
“You've had boys screw you, haven't you?” Ruth said.
“One boy. I let him do it because he took me to the movies, and then he went and told all the other boys about me.”
“If you didn't feel that you would kill anybody who made him stop fucking you, he didn't do it very well,” Ruth said.
“I'm afraid of you.”
Ruth patted Jane's belly and smoothed her face against Jane's thigh.
“Try not to be afraid just for a minute,” she said. “I'm afraid too, because I never went down on a girl before, and you could choke me with your legs, but I still want to do it. Don't be afraid. Open your legs.”
She licked Jane's thighs, and then she licked her hair. Jane tried to smile back at her, but the smile was not confident. Ruth kissed the girl's hair and then her mouth sank between the girl's thighs. Jane's legs tightened, and she looked afraid, but when Ruth smiled at her she opened her legs again.
Ruth's mouth was wet and very red.
“I never tasted a cunt as nice as yours,” she said. “I've tasted a lot of cunts when I've Frenched men who have been laying some girl just before that, but none of them were this good.”
Her tongue dove into Jane's cunt again.
“I've drunk too much,” Jane said.
Ruth dragged her partly off the couch, and fell awkwardly to the floor. Half falling herself, Jane arched back and opened her legs, giving her cunt and her belly to Ruth.
The radio played wildly.
“I've drunk too much,” said Jane.
With her arms holding the girl so hard that the flesh of the girl's thighs puffed out around them, Ruth clung to Jane, and she was after her as though she had always done it, and you would have guessed only if you knew her as well as I did that Ruth had never gone down on a woman before. She fought to get her mouth into Jane's cunt, and Jane slid over the edge of the couch until she lost her balance and fell over on Ruth on the floor.
I had seen women French other women, but I hadn't seen Ruth even touch a woman before, and I was kind of surprised at the way she acted. But I was more surprised at Jane and at the matter of fact way she had of accepting what was going on. I would have been less surprised if she had screamed or fainted or at least begun to cry when Ruth went after her on the couch. I couldn't understand her being like that.
Out of the tangle of arms and legs Ruth snaked up and rubbed her face against Jane's.
Deuces, said the radio, were new ten cent cigars designed to give the utmost in smoking enjoyment at a reasonable cost. I was going to turn the radio off, but a band started to play. It wasn't a good band, but it was better than no band.
“Every night,” said Ruth, “as long as we're here, I'm going to French you.”
“Yes,” said Jane.
Ruth rubbed her cunty face on the girl's mouth. Wenching around the way I have, nothing that people do in bed surprises me, but when Ruth did that, for some reason I thought of a dumb musician I once knew in New Orleans who told me about how he took out a girl one night, and she told him she wanted to suck him off. So he said O.K. and she sucked him off. 'So then I punched her in the mouth,' he told me. 'After she sucked you off?' I asked him. So he said sure; so I asked him why. 'Oh, for being a cock-sucker'; he said.
“We'll teach each other to French,” Ruth said.
“I've drunk too much.”
When Ruth lay with her cunt by Jane's face, Jane just looked at it.
“Even your toes,” Ruth said.
She licked Jane's toes, and then she put them in her mouth, one and then the others, until she had sucked all ten of them, and she hugged the girl's feet to her face. Jane looked at her cunt, but she did nothing until Ruth drew her fingers to it. She pressed her fingers in it and put her head on Ruth's thigh. Ruth touched Jane's cunt and licked it.
“Touch mine with your tongue. We'll teach each other,” Ruth said.
I remembered the little snake I had seen. His tongue had flicked out quick and ruby-red, and Jane flicked her tongue out like that. Ruth got to her feet.
Ruth stood queening. Jane, on her knees, swayed forward, and her head rested on Ruth's thighs.
“French me,” Ruth said.
The girl threw her head back and sucked.
“My little drunken Sapphic flute girl,” Ruth said. “I shall give her a mirror of burnished copper, and a carved olive box of trinkets.”
She looked triumphantly at me.
“I'll let you wear my new morning coat,” Jane said to Ruth.
“Do you remember something Catullus wrote about some Roman soldiers who came and killed the lover of a flute girl and then fucked her?” Ruth asked me.
“I remember it,” I said.
“They told her she must learn to play a new flute and then made her go down on them.”
“I said I remembered it.”
“You don't have to snap at me. Bill, give my little flute girl a new flute to play.”
Jane did not turn her head away when she saw me coming toward her. But she was unsteady by herself, and she caught herself with her hands to keep from falling to the floor when Ruth went away from her. She started to crawl to the couch.
“She wants another drink,” Ruth said.
“I've drunk too much,” said Jane.
I lifted her and then changed my mind and set her down again. Ruth sat on the floor with us and held my prick in her hands while I held Jane.
“Men have too much hair,” Jane said.
“Not too much,” said Ruth.
She combed her fingers through my hair and patted it down, and then she put her face down to it and flattened it with her tongue. Everything she did she did very slowly now, and she licked my hair and then my prick. Jane watched when she did, but she did not say anything, and she did not move in my arms.
“There doesn't seem to be so much when it's wet. It was just fluffy,” Ruth said.
I hugged Jane's tits against my chest, and they were tense and sharp-pointed, with nipples not so large as, but harder than Ruth's. When I moved back so that I could support myself on the couch I let Jane slip partly through my arms, and she lay with some of her weight on me and some of it on Ruth, and both of us made love to her. I was almost as interested in watching Ruth loving her up as I was in jazzing her myself, but I could not understand the strange way the girl had, and that annoyed me. Call it snobbery. If there was to be detachment, I wanted it to be my detachment. If anybody was making a social study, that was supposed to be me.
Ruth speared the girl with her fingers, and then I pushed my fingers into Jane's cunt. We took turns at jerking her off, and sometimes we did it together. It was very exciting, doing it together, and eventually Jane began to feel our excitement and be part of it herself.
“Hold your fingers this way,” Ruth said.
She showed Jane how to hold my prick when she jerked me off. Both of them held my prick, and I put one hand on Ruth's pussy and one on Jane's. They were sticking their fingers into each other's cunts, and it all began to seem badly mixed up.
“You mustn't be bashful about doing anything you want to do,” Ruth said.
“I'm not bashful,” Jane said.
She kept one hand around my prick and her other on Ruth's cunt.
“Go down on him. Put his cock in your mouth and suck it,” Ruth said.
Jane did nothing.
“Or I'll do it myself.”
Ruth stuck the end of my prick in her mouth. Her teeth knifed over it, and she sucked hard. Jane let go of my prick and Ruth stopped Frenching.
“There was something on the end of it,” Jane said. “It seemed to be coming out of it.”
“And it tasted good, like your cunt.”
Jane did nothing, and did not say anything.
“Why the hell won't you go down, you cunt?” Ruth said.
Jane looked at the hand that Ruth had yanked back to my cock and was cruising around it.
“Ever since we came here you've been watching him with that hungry calf look of yours, and now that I'm helping you to get what you want, you act this way! What's wrong with you?” Ruth shouted.
“Will you shut up?” I said.
Jane looked stubborn. Ruth chewed her under lip. Then she patted the girl's arm.
“All right,” said Jane.
“I'm silly,” Ruth said.
“All right.”
Ruth held Jane's head between her crooked arm and her body and held my cock in her other hand. The lipstick which Ruth had put on my cock was still there, making the end a lot redder than the girl's lips.
Jane's lips, which were slightly parted, did not open more nor close, and Ruth pushed her down until they touched my prick, but still they did not move one way or the other.
Ruth tapped my prick upon Jane's mouth, and she rubbed it from one corner to the other. I saw Jane's lips moisten first with the stuff that came from my cock and then with her saliva. The end of my prick pushed her lips back from her teeth.
Jane took the end in her mouth the way Ruth had done, but after a moment she took more of it. Her tongue moved slowly around my prick. She held my balls after Ruth put them into her hands, and slipped them about in my scrotum. Her eyes closed.
“If you shoot now I'll shoot you,” Ruth said. “What kind of an asshole do you think I am?” I asked.
“You have a delightfully refreshing sense of morality. Old New England stock, I suppose?”
She pushed Jane over and I turned on my side and kept giving it to the girl. Ruth got behind me and put her head between my legs. Jane jerked away. Ruth laughed.
“It's all right,” she said. “There's plenty of room for both of us, and you might as well see how it's done, because someday you may be glad to share a man with another girl.”
“Sure,” I said. “That's all right.” Jane waited to see what Ruth was going to do. Ruth licked the bottom side of my prick several times and then she grabbed my balls in her mouth.
“Don't mind her. She's like that a lot of the time,” I said.
Jane put my prick in her mouth again, but this time before she did that she wiped the stuff from the end of it with her tongue. Because she couldn't get at my balls any longer she put her hands around my prick and jerked me off, and I wondered if I would really be such an asshole if I shot then. “That's all,” Ruth said. “What the hell,” I said.
Ruth pulled Jane away from me and held her in her arms as though I might try to steal her. She looked good enough to steal.
“I didn't like that look in your eye. Fix the radio, will you?”
The station had signed off. I got up and hunted around the dial for another station. Then I made a drink for myself and sat down by the radio and watched Ruth with the girl. Ruth had Jane on her back, and she was kneeling over her with her hands pressing down her shoulders.
“You cocksucker,” she said. She put her face close to Jane's and laughed very hard.
“You cocksucker.”
She repeated it several times.
“Cut it out, for Christ's sake,” I said.
Jane looked straight at Ruth.
“You cocksucker,” Ruth said.
“God damn it!” I shouted.
“I'm not hurting her.”
Ruth patted the girl's cheek and then she bent over her with her ass turned toward me and kissed Jane from head to feet. She looked back at me.
“She's so soft,” she said. “It's funny.”
“Christ, it's hilarious,” I said.
The radio was fading and I turned it up and then down again. I got another station.
Ruth folded Jane in her arms and socked it up to her. She got her legs between the girl's and jazzed. She stopped after a couple of minutes, and they rubbed their pussies together. Jane started to say something, stopped, turned her head to one side, and Ruth bent close to her.
“What?” she said. “What did you say?”
The girl said something.
“Say it louder, I want him to hear it.”
The girl looked at me. What she said she said to me, very slowly and distinctly.
“May I French you again, Mrs. March?”
Ruth walked upward on her hands and knees and sat lightly on Jane's face and Jane twisted her head around to get her mouth on the part of Ruth's cunt that she wanted. Ruth slid her ass forward and backward and the girl sucked her, this time showing that she liked it.
“Would you like to have those pictures of me?” Ruth asked the girl.
Jane wiped her face with her hand and then licked all around her lips. She nodded.
“That's fine,” I said. “Is that why you had to have them back?”
“She'd like to have them. I'm not afraid of her having them, because it will only be a matter of time before her mother or someone finds them and burns them. And then, Jane, you'll probably get a thrashing. Do you want them that badly?”
“I'm too big to be thrashed,” Jane said. “I'm eighteen years old.”
Ruth sat cross-legged, with her hands at her cunt. She pinched up tufts of hair and squeezed drops of saliva and juice from them.
“I'll give you the pictures,” she said. “You can show them to your friends and tell them that you knew the woman who did all those dirty things, and never tell them that you did some of those dirty things yourself.”
“I wouldn't tell anybody that,” said Jane.
“Oh yes you would. It doesn't matter. I don't expect people to be anything but people.”
“I'd keep the pictures for myself.”
“Some boy will steal them from you someday. Don't be angry with the boy when that happens.”
“My god, cut out the cracker barrel philosophy,” I said. “Give them to her or don't give them to her, but stop lecturing.”
“Go fuck yourself.”
“I'll fuck you.”
“All right. Watch this, Jane. Anybody can look at pictures, but it isn't every day that you can watch people actually jazzing.”
She vaulted onto me when I was close enough, winding her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. I had my cock in her before we got to the couch. I dropped her back on it and went at her, socking it to her hard and not holding back at all, and I knew from the way she took it that she was ripe.
Jane sat in the middle of the floor watching us. When I looked at her she was smoking a cigarette, the first one that I had seen her smoke, and I hoped that it wasn't her first, because of all things that might have happened, for her to get sick then would have been the worst.
“It won't be long,” Ruth said. “God, what a cock you have!”
“Don't try to make it long. I'm going to jazz her too.”
“Toby kept asking me about your prick. When he tried to jazz me that was all he talked about.”
“I told you I didn't want to hear anymore about that bunch of nancies. Christ, stop talking about the ones that weren't any good and think about the one that is. You'll be in a pathological ward.”
“I'll be in heaven.”
I speared her so hard that my balls hurt, and I almost shot. I waited and did squares from two until the numbers got too big to remember.
“Oh,” said Ruth.
She seemed to be looking at Jane. I looked at the girl but didn't see anything. “Oh!”
She said it louder the second time, and when she began kicking at me I knew what it was. She got my prick out of her cunt, but I threw it back in and ducked my head under her arm to keep my face away from her nails.
“Give it everything you've got. You can make as much noise as you want to out here,” I said.
But she didn't make a sound, and in a minute her body relaxed. It was like feeling something die when what she felt went out of her. It was like holding a balloon and letting the air go out of it.
“If I start to smell funny in three days you'll know that that killed me,” Ruth said.
I eased her back on the couch and stood looking at Jane. The girl looked at my cock. Ruth caught my hand.
“It wouldn't be right to go to her stinking of another woman,” she said. “She's just a girl, and it might do something to her.”
“Yes, I noticed how careful you were not to injure her delicate sensibilities.”
“You're a man, and you can't feel what I mean. I'm going to French you before you jazz her.”
Ruth sucked my prick, making her mouth very wet and forcing the saliva around with her tongue. Then she smelled of me.
“I can't smell anything except just at first, but I guess it's all right,” she said.
I went to Jane, who had been watching all this, and I took her cigarette and threw it into an ashtray. She seemed to move away when I sat down on the floor with her.
“Don't you want me to jazz you?” I said.
She looked at Ruth, but Ruth didn't help any. Someone on the radio commercial laughed fiendishly and a gong was struck. Jane hugged her shoulders uneasily.
“Say something,” I said. “If you're afraid of me and say so I won't touch you.”
“Bull,” Ruth said.
“Keep out of this,” I said.
Jane looked at my prick and then she looked at her pussy. She looked at Ruth once more.
“Yes,” she said.
“My little sapphic flute girl,” Ruth said sadly. “Oh gone, and by the wind grieved, ghost come back again.'”
The girl's body was quick, and when I got her she grabbed my cock and put it between her open thighs. But as soon as the end pushed in she took her hands away from it and waited for me to do whatever was to be done next, and I liked that and I was very careful about putting it in.
It was all as good as it could have been, and it was really a lot better than I had expected it to be. I had thought that with Ruth there the girl might be tense, and not very good, but she was wonderful. She wasn't as clever as Ruth about a lot of it, but the very lack of cleverness helped to make it good. Her cunt was pretty small once I really got into it, and at first that bothered me a little, but when I had jazzed her a little while and her cunt softened up and got juiced up everything was just fine.
“This is better than the first time,” she said. “He hurt me, and we were afraid someone might come and find us.”
Ruth got off the couch and came over.
“I've never seen anything prettier,” she said. “And not every woman could say that at a time like this. I'm being very gallant.”
“Don't bother us,” I said.
That was when Jane laughed. She really laughed then, and I looked at Ruth in some surprise.
“She's going to be nice,” Ruth said. “Give her a little time and she'll be the kind who has men joining the Foreign Legion. She'll be the girl men think about when they're jazzing their wives.”
I pulled my prick out of Jane's cunt and wiped it on her belly. She put it back in.
“Wiggle your ass,” Ruth said. “Ummm! What do you like best about her, Bill?”
“Her tits.”
“Not her cunt?”
“You don't like or dislike a cunt. It's there. It's a face.”
“I see what you mean. She does have nice tits. Do you know that my tits were just like this when I was fourteen? And nobody ever got at them until you came along.”
“They're all right,” I said.
“What do you think about it, Jane?” Ruth said. “Aren't you glad that you tried the Scotch?”
“I like it,” Jane said. “I'm glad that I drank those drinks and that all this happened.”
“We'll make a slut of you,” Ruth said. “We'll impair your morals the way mine have been impaired. It's marvelous. Wait until he shoots and you get his jism in your belly, then you'll see.”
I shoved my prick all the way in, and while it was in I felt the girl's ass and pinched her cunt. I realized then how big my prick must seem to her.
“It's marvelous now,” said Jane. “You can do anything if it's all as marvelous as this.”
“I can see right now that we've started something,” Ruth said. “You're going to be like me. I practically stand on my head sometimes when I'm trying to get a man interested in jazzing me.”
I started to shoot, and when it happened I banged my cock in and let it go off as deep in Jane's cunt as I could. Jane looked startled, and she started to say something but found herself stuttering. She did not fight, like Ruth. She clung very close and said she loved me.
Afterward Ruth and I had to help her to bed and she was really asleep before we covered her.



Chapter V


It seemed funny to speak of Jane's “day off.” We certainly had never treated her like a maid, and after jazzing her it would have been more impossible than ever. But there it was; the next day was Jane's “day off” and Ruth insisted that she should take it.
“I'd just as soon stay right here,” Jane said. “I like to be where you are. I'm not lonesome the way I was the first night, and I don't have to go anyplace.”
But Ruth said that it would seem very strange if Jane stayed there on her day off, and of course she was right. I knew that the local gendarmerie might be narrow-minded about anything they found out, especially since we were from the city and I had brought a typewriter with me. I remembered that even old man Dreiser had been dragged into court for doing nothing worse than traveling with his secretary, and I couldn't even plead impotence, as he had.
I told Jane to use the car if she wanted to, but she said that wouldn't look good either. That's how things are done in the country.
“I'll call up a boy I know,” Jane said. “I've never had a good time with him, but if I tried to be nice to him I might have a good time.”
That sounded like a fine idea, so after breakfast she called the fellow, and he told her that he would be around in an hour and get her. He had to borrow a car first. Jane got dressed, and when she came out of her room the first thing that Ruth did was slip her hand under her dress. Jane smiled and stood very still, but Ruth scolded her.
“That's not the way to dress for a boy.”
She lifted the girl's dress and took her pants off. She patted Jane's fuzz and kissed it.
“Now don't be backward about showing it to him,” she said. “Tease him with it if you want to, but don't tease him too long.”
“You'd make a wonderful mother,” I said. “You're so understanding about these things. Jesus, the girl's almost as old as you are. She doesn't need help.”
The mailman's car stopped outside, and I went out to the box. Beside the papers and some advertising addressed to the “Boxholder” there was a letter from Charlie. He said that he had expressed a package that I would like, and that was all that was in the letter, so I got out the car and drove with Ruth to the store for some groceries and then to the railroad station. We talked about Jane.
“She's strange,” Ruth said. “She's all fucked up in her head, the way I used to be, but worse. When she gets over that she'll be a hot young bitch.”
“She was pretty good last night.”
“But she acted funny. I would have liked it better if she had raised hell. She was too quiet about it. She didn't even raise a blush.”
“It must be her metabolism,” I said. “Do you expect everybody to act the way you used to? Which reminds me, now that you've turned homo, how do you like it?”
“Don't call me a homo. If you have to call me something you can call me a cunt sucker, but I'm not anything like a homo.”
“Well, how do you like it?”
“I like it fine. I'm going to prey on innocent young girls. I'll haunt bath houses and beaches and lure them off to the bushes.”
“I wish I could be as sure as you are that you're just kidding,” I said.
“All right, I'll stop kidding. From now on you can expect anything, because I'm going to go to bed with women too. Now that I've been down on a cunt I can see that I've been missing something, and the first thing I want to do when we get back to the city is to have you take me to that black girl you were with the other day. She'd let me French her, wouldn't she? I could be nice to her.”
“I suppose so,” I said. “See here. Why do you want her, especially? Because she's brownskin?”
“I don't know. Because she was the last one you laid and the first one I thought of, I suppose. My friends are going to be surprised when they find me wanting to suck them.”
“You won't have any friends. Does Toby have any? People aren't usually friends after they've been to bed.”
“Bull. We're friends, aren't we?”
“I guess so.”
“I hope so. I think maybe you're the only friend I've got, Bill.”
“Turn it off,” I said.
Jane was gone when we got back to the house. I opened the package that Charlie had sent, and all it had was the proofs of some essays he was having published. There was a note that said I could correct them when I got bored with the country. I felt like throwing the damned things into the fire, but in the afternoon Ruth was working and I had nothing else to do so I got started on them and that was what I did all day. At about eleven that night Jane was not back, and Ruth and I went to bed early. We took a short one and went to sleep. I heard a car stop outside sometime later.

Jane had already eaten breakfast when we got downstairs. She was wearing her house coat, and the zipper was very low. She said that it was stuck there, and she came to me to have it fixed. I worked on it a while and couldn't do anything with it, but I enjoyed fooling around with her.
“Did you have a good time yesterday?” Ruth asked her. “Sit down and tell us about it.”
Jane sat down and poured a cup of coffee for herself.
“I had a good time and I had a bad time,” she said. “Did you have a good time?”
I don't imagine that a person runs into someone like Jane more than once in a lifetime. I know that I haven't met anyone else like her, and I haven't kept my eyes closed, either.
“Did he jazz you?” Jane asked Ruth.
“Yes,” said Ruth. “He jazzed me.”
I broke open the film over my fried egg. There was something vaguely unpleasant about the way it spilled over the plate, but I could not think of what it was that it reminded me of. It tasted all right.
“I was screwed too,” said Jane. “At night, just before he brought me home.”
Ruth nodded at her, and we both waited.
“He took me to the movies, and when we were there he began putting his hand on my legs. I let him get his hand up until he touched between them, and it was nice. Only it was tickly when he touched me where the hair is.”
“What else?” Ruth said. “Did you put your hand on him too? Did you feel of his cock then?”
“Let her tell it,” I said.
“No,” Jane said, “I didn't touch him, except to keep his hand away just at first. At first I wanted to keep him away, but he kept touching me and squeezing my leg, and then I let him put his hand all the way up, but I didn't touch him back. It was in the car, after the movie, that I put my hand on him. I was letting him feel of me as much as he wanted to, and I began to feel the way I did from the drinks the night before, and I even felt dizzy. And I began to think of his prick and the hair so close to me-so close that I could touch it if I wanted to-and before I knew it I had my hand over the place where it would be.”
“Before you knew it,” Ruth repeated. “And then he stopped the car.”
“Yes. He turned down a road that goes to one of the lumber camps and then he stopped the car and he lifted my dress up. Then he made me slip off the edge of the seat and spread my legs so that he could see my cunt better.”
“And you didn't want to, of course.”
“Oh, but I did want to! And I remembered about the pictures you gave me, and I had them in my purse, so I got them out and let him look at them, and while he was looking at them I unbuttoned all the buttons on his pants. I was hoping that he'd put my hand inside, but he didn't, so I put it in myself, and it was all hair and hot.”
“Did he steal the pictures?” Ruth asked.
“No. He handed them back to me when I took his prick out of his pants, and then he held me and tried to jazz me, but he couldn't do it on the seat, so we got out of the car and went behind a pile of logs and he did it there. He made me take his clothes off. And he made me say that I had gone out without wearing any pants just so that he could feel me up better and he made me say that I had been wanting to have him jazz me for a long time and that I'd just made up my mind to do it. And that part wasn't so, but I said it because he wanted me to.”
“You're getting along fine,” Ruth said. “Keep saying the right things that way and you'll have a nice fat scrap book to look at in your declining years.”
“Stop interrupting,” I said.
Jane drank some of her coffee. When she lifted her arm her coat came open in folds, and I leaned over and looked down at her tits, and Ruth slid her hand up over my leg and felt my prick. It was hard, and she nodded as much as to say that she had expected it to be like that. She wanted to take it out, but I pushed her hand away.
“He made me look at his prick and feel of it,” Jane said. “And when he had me looking at it he would try to push my head down suddenly and get my face against it, and he kept his finger in my cunt most of the time. Then he made me say that I had to have him fuck me or I would die, or something like that, and he made me say it over and over-and finally he did it. I made him shoot in me, and I did whatever you call it that girls do instead of jisming, and that was the nice part I said there was.”
“You're going to let him screw you again, aren't you?” Ruth said. “You can have him come here to the house some time and Bill and I will go out on those nights or be upstairs, and you can fuck in a better place than behind a log pile.”
“I don't know,” Jane said. “I thought that I would, but the part that wasn't so nice made me change my mind. That happened right out in front of the house, when he brought me home. He had my dress up and was feeling of me, and I thought that before I came in I would-well, I bent across him and put his prick in my mouth and sucked it. He jiggled up and down on the seat and kept pushing my head down, and then-”
“Go on,” Ruth said. “I know what happened, but tell us anyway.”
“It was an awful thing,” Jane said. “I couldn't get the taste out of my mouth until I got in the house and brushed my teeth, and even this morning I thought I could taste it.”
She drank some coffee very quickly, as though she were tasting the jism then and was trying to wash away the memory. Ruth watched her drink the coffee; watched her throat.
“Did you have to swallow it?”
It was a whisper.
Jane sat with her fists clenched on her breasts. Then she moved one hand away and picked at the tablecloth.
“He called me-what you called me,” she said. “He called me a cocksucker.”
“Did you have to swallow it?”
Jane looked down into her hands and then brought them slowly up to cover her face. Her head nodded like a mechanical thing that was not a part of her, stiffly, like the sprung head of some toy.
“Yes,” she whispered. “I had to swallow some of it.”



Chapter VI


The car slowed and stopped. It was a Buick. A man got out and read the name on the mail box and then walked up to the house.
I had been working upstairs by the window, and when I saw the man coming up the walk I started down. He was raising the knocker when I opened the door. He was no one I had ever seen, and the car had out of state plates. We stood in the doorway looking at each other.
He said his name.
It was Ruth's name.
“Come in,” I said.
I took him into the front room and we sat down. He looked around the room. “Are you her husband?” he said. “No.”
“Have a cigar,” he said.
I took the cigar and laid it on the table. I do not like cigars very much, and it is not very often that I really like the men who smoke them.
“I understand that you're a writer,” he said. “The people in the village mentioned it.”
“Yes,” I said. “What are you?”
He swore, and threw the cigar he had just lighted.
“Fine,” I said. “I can see that we are going to get along fine. I'd offer you a drink, but it's pretty nice Scotch, and I don't like it to be thrown away.”
I handed back the cigar he had just given me.
“Are you her father?” I said.
“Yes.”
“Have a drink.”
I put the bottle on the table where it would be handy for either of us if the going got too bad. We drank.
“You understand my position,” he said.
“I understand that it isn't everything that might be desired.”
“Perhaps I shouldn't have come,” he said.
“I think she'll be glad to see you.”
“Do you mean that?” he said. “Do you?”
“I guess so,” I said.
“Is she here with you now?”
“She's around someplace.”
“I suppose that I'm not in a position to tell you-improper-all that sort of thing-”.
“You certainly are not,” I said.
I was beginning to feel better toward him. He was acting the way I might have acted if I had been in the spot that he was in.
“Do you think that she will be glad to see me?” he said. “I haven't been much of a father, as you probably know all too goddamned well.”
“Well, you might have done better,” I said, “but I guess she'll want to see what you're like, if for no other reason than that you were such a stinker of an old man.”
“I won't stay a minute if she doesn't want me to. I'll let her think that I was just going through this way.”
“Weren't you?” I said.
“I'm trying to be reasonable about this,” he said. “It wasn't easy to come here.”
“Then why did you?” was what came to my mind, but I didn't say it, and I poured us both another Scotch. I looked at him and wondered what kind of a man he would be when you got to know him. I knew that he wasn't showing up well just then. And I kept wondering what his business was. He acted like someone who has been around and knows what it is all about.
I heard a door open.
“You still have time to be just another insurance man.”
He gave me a dirty look for that. Ruth and Jane came into the room together. He looked at them and then at me. I nodded toward Ruth.
“The tall one,” I said.
He and Ruth stood looking at each other. I knew that whatever he said now would sound silly as all hell, and it did.
“Ruth,” he said, “I am your father.”
She studied his face.
“Yes,” she said. “Yes, I guess you are my father. I'm glad to see you.”
Jane turned and walked out of the room. I remember that well: how she just turned and went out then. I picked up my drink and started to go.
“You don't have to go,” Ruth said. “I don't have anything to say to him that you can't hear. I don't have anything at all to say.”
“That's just the idea,” I said.
Jane was in the kitchen. I took her arm and led her to the door.
“Didn't she know her father?” she said.
“No.”
“I wouldn't want to have my father turn up like that, would you?”
“No, I wouldn't. My father has been dead for ten years.”
Jane and I went outside. To hell with the slow approach I thought. I wanted to lay the girl.
“Would you like to go out to the barn and climb into the hay loft with me and be fucked?” I asked her.
“I would like to do that,” she said.
I expected, while we were there in the barn, that we would hear the engine of the Buick start pretty soon, but that did not happen. And when it did not happen right away I stopped listening for it.
Jane rolled on the hay and lifted her dress and showed herself to me. First she pulled her dress up in front and showed me her smooth belly and the triangular cut of hair, and then she turned and pulled the back of her dress up. Her ass had a tiny mole on one cheek. I had not seen that before. I kissed it. She was very warm and very soft.
Because the hay pricked us we spread all of our clothes out and lay on them. Jane sat up after being in my arms for an instant, and she put her hand on my prick and held it while she was speaking.
“Mrs.-Ruth told me that I shouldn't feel the way I did about last night,” she said. “I mean what happened in the car. She said that men always shoot in her mouth when she sucks them, and that they like to have it done that way. Do they like very much to have it done that way?”
“Yes,” I said. “Very much.”
The girl smoothed my prick with the tips of her fingers and then she held it tighter. The tip commenced to flow.
“And she said that after a time or two a girl gets to like the taste and wants to do it that way as much as the man does, and that she can want to French a man as much as to be jazzed. Is that right?”
“I think it happens that way sometimes.”
Bending forward with her tits swinging free of her body she put her face to my cock. But at the last minute, just when it seemed about to be touched by her lips, she turned her head and slid it along her cheek and kissed me on my belly.
“It could have been because I did not expect it,” she said. “I hadn't thought that anything like that might happen, and that might be why I didn't like it, and if I knew that it was going to happen and was ready for it, then I might like it.”
She rolled my prick between her hand and her face.
“If you did it I might like it,” she said.
I turned to one side, turning her with me, and I kissed her belly and then I opened her legs and looked at what was between them. I plunged for her cunt and glued my mouth to it.
Jane said something, but I could not hear her clearly, for at that moment her legs were tight-pressed to my heart and into her cunt. I found it tight, and my tongue entered like a wedge, spreading it and slipping in. Her hair prickled my lips.
She opened her legs, and her cunt opened slightly with them, and I curved my tongue around it, through the shallow places and into the hot hole. Jane pushed me away.
“Stand up in front of me,” she said, “and tell me to French you. Tell me to obey-make me!”
When she stood up I stood up with her.
“Tell me to obey or you'll kill me,” she said.
“Get back on your knees,” I said. “My prick is going into your mouth.”
Jane hunched her shoulders and looked at my cock, and for a single moment I felt that it was too real with her, and that she felt too much the words she wanted me to say.
“Or else,” I added, “I'll add you to tomorrow's soup.”
“Say it again. Say it to me the way a man would say it to a woman he didn't really like but was screwing because she was afraid of him and had to do what he said.”
“Say, what is this?” I asked her.
She laughed, and she quickly dropped to her knees, then caught my cock and looked up at me.
“I was only fooling,” she said.
“You'd damn well better have been fooling.”
Jane touched my prick with her nose and then with her lips. It was good to feel her lips on my prick, and they were warm and moist. They were easy to go into, and I gave my cock to her as fast as she was willing to take it. I leaned against the wall of the barn and she knelt with her knees half buried in the hay and her toes out and the soles of her feet pink and wrinkled. When Jane pulled her mouth away again my prick was wet, and the redness of the tip was not because of lipstick.
“I can do it,” she said. “All that was wrong was that I was not expecting him to shoot, so if you tell me you're going to shoot I can take it and I won't mind a bit.”
“Do you want me to shoot in your mouth?”
“Yes,” she said. “Shoot in my mouth while I am sucking you. Please do it.”
“And will you promise to swallow it and keep sucking and not try to get away? Because it would spoil it if you didn't do it just that way.”
“I won't try to get away,” she said. “I'll suck it and swallow the stuff when you shoot.”
They have to learn some time. I have known some girls who could never learn to go down on a man and stay there until he had hauled his ashes, and then I have known some who took to it as naturally as they took to breathing, but all of them had to learn some time whether or not they were able to do it. I stuck my prick in Jane's mouth and hoped for the best.
She squeezed with her lips, and her tongue shot around in her mouth, over and under my cock. At the beginning she was sucking so lightly that I couldn't really be certain that she was sucking at all, because she seemed to think that my prick was very tender and might get hurt. But soon my prick was as hard as a steel bar, and she worked harder on it then. She became excited, too, and it was nice to feel her tear into it and know that she was feeling the things she showed and wasn't just playing to the stands.
Just to tease her I jerked my cock away from her. I dangled it in front of her mouth, and she opened her lips and reached for it with teeth bared, but I wouldn't let her have it. She didn't use her hands, but just followed it with her mouth, and she was furiously anxious to get it back. I pressed it against her throat like a stiletto.
“You can have it when you've kissed it,” I said. “But just kiss it, or I'll take it away from you again, and you won't get it back.”
Very meekly, and almost chastely, she put her lips on the end and gave it several little pecks. Then I thrust it into her mouth.
She sucked just the end of it. Her tongue went around and around, and then her head took up the same motion. I stopped her.
“You'll make yourself dizzy,” I said.
“I'm beginning to know more about it already,” she said. “You're going to shoot pretty soon, aren't you?”
I said yes, pretty soon.
“I knew it,” she said. “See, I'm getting smart about this! I'll make it nice for you.”
She held my prick in her two hands and made small circles, rubbed the end inside the ring of her lips. But I pushed it past that ring and jerked my hips. I was ready to give it to her, and I wanted to be sure that she was ready for it as much as I was, so I asked her if she still wanted me to shoot or if she wanted me to call it off.
She almost choked herself trying to show her willingness to do it right.
In a minute more I shot, and just as she said she was going to, she swallowed it. She made a queer gurgling noise and kept at it until I had to tell her to stop.
“That's all,” I said.
I threw myself down with her. She moved her tongue around her mouth and swallowed several times in succession, like someone with a hair caught in his throat. She looked down to where the car was and where the sun was pouring in the door. The sun was coming in the sides of the barn, through the joints and cracks, and light dust glinted in the strips of color.
“It stays in my mouth,” she said. “It will be gone in a minute.” I did not ask her if she liked it or not. I waited to see what she would tell me.
“If a girl goes down on men and swallows jism and likes to have them shoot in her mouth, does that make her any different from anybody else?” she said.
I didn't know what she was driving at. “Can men tell that a girl is like that if they see her walking down the street? Does it do anything to her to make her different?” I told her that it didn't.
“That boy last night tried to tell me that he knew just by looking at me that I was a cocksucker. I didn't think that there could be any way of telling, but he pretended that he could tell.”
That's bull,” I said. “All that a man can tell by looking at a woman is that he'd like to screw her or have her suck him off. The rest is all bullshit.”
Jane stopped swallowing and looked at my prick. It was small and red and wrinkled, and it clung between my thighs like something trying to hide, something that had a shame.
“Still, it's a nice thing to believe,” she said. “I think I might like to have all the men I passed know that I was a girl who sucked men off, and might suck them off too if they were very nice to me.
“If that's all you want, it shouldn't be hard to get it in this place. Nine-tenths of the male population in a ten mile radius ought to know by now that you were laid behind a log pile, felt up in the movies, and given a mouthful of prick in the car last night.”
“That's hateful-men who tell about a girl that way. But it would be nice if there was something in the way a girl walked after that was done to her — something proud, to let people know that she had done it.”
“I see,” I said. I had a hard time following her when she talked that way.
The swallows with yellow breasts flashed in and out of the barn, diving for the nests of hard mud and then zooming out to the fields again.
“I'm not ashamed of anything,” Jane said. “I'm proud. Isn't that the way to be?”
“Yes,” I said. “That's the way to be.”
“Every man in the world should be able to screw me,” she said. “Any man who liked me ought to be able to come to me and take me off with him. I think that's what a woman should be for.”
She leaned back on a joist and spread her legs. She patted her belly and made different sounds by patting herself and tightening her muscles, and then she pushed her fingers through her hair and touched her cunt.
“I used to do that a lot,” she said.
Her fingers dug for her cunt, and she raised her hips to show me how she had them stuck into her cunt and then she pulled them out.
“I won't have time to do that anymore,” she said, because it will always have a cock in it, and I won't ever be alone at night. I don't like to be alone at night. I'm still afraid of the dark.”
I put my fingers over her cunt, and then I poked one of them into it, and Jane slid down to make it easier for me to do. It was all like something that should have happened to me when I was a kid, and I knew that I was not going to forget that afternoon, whether I wanted to remember it later or not. And I didn't. I remember it all, everything, just as it was and just as it happened.
“I know it's not something I should ask,” she said, “but if Ruth knew that I was afraid to be alone at night do you think she would let me sleep somewhere in your room? I know it's an awful thing to ask.”
“What is it that you're afraid of?”
“I don't know. Forget that I said that. I didn't say it,” she said.
Ruth liked the girl enough to have slept in the bath tub and let her in bed with me. I knew that. She had told me often enough how much she liked her. I told Jane that we would fix it up some way.
“Why do you look like that?” Jane asked.
“I just lost a thousand years in the hay.”
Jane cocked her head to one side.
“I was ten thousand years old when we came in here,” I said. “Now it's only nine thousand.”
A man has to have something to believe in, and it might as well be something like Jane. I didn't try to explain that.
I dropped my head onto her lap. I kissed her thighs, her belly, and her cunt. I wormed my way between her legs and sought her cunt with my lips and tongue, and then I lay and licked her and sucked her until she became excited and flung herself over me.
“When you were doing that before I wished that it was your prick. But now I'm glad that it's your tongue. I thought that people Frenched pretending that a man's tongue was a prick and the woman's mouth a cunt, but there is more than that to having someone's mouth sucking and licking.”
I was glad to be down on her; as glad as I had ever been to have a cunt shoved in my face. I ravished her with my tongue and sucked her roughly.
“Oh, I wish that I could shoot like a man!” she cried. “I want to fill your mouth with something sudden and thick, like your jism, and know that it comes from me and watch you swallow it, make it part of you, like the jism you made is part of me now! I want something of me to be part of you.”
I jabbed my fingers into her cunt, and when I had shown them to her, shown her how they dripped, I put them into my mouth. I dove at her cunt again, and as my tongue shot in Jane scissored her legs around my head and squeezed until I felt myself smothering. My sight darkened, and the hay seemed to sink rapidly beneath me, falling away too fast for my body to follow, and in the buzzing that filled my ears I lost everything but the clear cry of her voice. I dangled in space, clinging to a thread of consciousness. Then the pressure was released, and I climbed back to the world.
Jane got to her knees and supported herself against a rafter. I knew that she did not realize how violent she had been. Now she was hardly able to stand, and when she took a step forward she tripped in the uneven hay and sprawled beside me. I pulled her soft body into my arms.
“I have to make supper,” she said at last.
I didn't want to let her go.
“To hell with supper. No one wants supper,” I said.
“Ruth's father will want some.”
“That bastard can wait.”
I had forgotten about him. I let Jane go, and letting her go made me very sore at Ruth's father, because if it hadn't been for him I could have stayed there with her all night. Just then I had forgotten that part of the money that Ruth and I were living on there had come from him, and it burnt me up to have him walking in on us that way.
Jane dressed quickly, and then she waited for me to dress. I was deliberately taking a long time to get my clothes on, but Jane waited. It reminded me of those people who risk their lives dashing across the street in front of traffic and then spend the few seconds they saved waiting for you to cross.
Jane looked in my pocket for my comb and combed the seeds and the broken straws out of my hair. We climbed out of the hayloft and went back to the house. The Buick was still standing out front. Most of the people I know who own Buicks are crooked politicians or proprietors of whore houses, and I wondered which of those Ruth's father was. I strolled down by the car, and when I saw the glass in one of the windows that was partly down I strolled back again. That glass was almost an inch thick, and they don't make it that way to keep the mosquitoes out or because it's any easier to see through.
I went into the house, and Ruth was in the front room with her father and when I entered the room he was lighting a cigar.
“Bill,” Ruth said, “I have asked my father to stay here with us for a while. That's all right with you, isn't it?”
“That's fine,” I said.
It would take Ruth to do it just that way. She could run off and five with a bunch of fairies, go on a trip to Mexico with a man she had met two hours before, not even leaving a note when she went to Toby and leaving me standing on a corner to meet her for dinner when she was getting on the train for the Mexican trip, but when she had asked her father to stay on a while she turned to me and asked if it was all right.
“I'll run the car up into the drive,” said Ruth's father.
I wondered how long a while was.
“What do you think of him?”
We stood by the window watching the Buick turn slowly in the narrow road and swing into the drive.
“What do I think of him?” I said. “What the hell can I think of him? It was you who talked to him.”
“His name is Jackson,” she said. “I mean, that's the name he's been using. I think we ought to call him that too. I think that's what he wants. He hinted at it.”
“All right, his name is Jackson. What's his racket? What does he do?”
“I didn't find that out,” Ruth said.
“It isn't our affair anyway.”
Ruth moved away from the window. She sat down and pushed a soggy cigar around in the ashtray with a match.
“It's awfully queer, having him show up this way. I think I liked it better when I didn't know him.”
“If you don't like him you don't have to have him around,” I said. “He'd go away if he thought you didn't want him around. I know that.”
“It isn't that, she said. “It isn't that I don't like him. Only, now that he's real, I can't have my dream any more.”
“Did you expect him to be something different from what he is?”
“That isn't exactly it either. It's like visiting Niagara Falls. If you know what I mean.”
“I wouldn't call him a disappointment.”
“He's coming back.”
Jackson had his coat over his shoulder and was carrying a couple of good looking leather bags. He stood holding them and looked in the doorway. Ruth got up.
“Bill, will you show my father the bedrooms? I want to help Jane.”
She went out of the room. I took one of the bags, and Jackson and I went upstairs.
“There are three empty,” I said. I don't suppose it matters which one you use.”
We went into the first one we came to. “This one looks all right,” said Jackson. “I guess it's all right.”
“Wait a minute,” he said. “Don't go yet. I'd like to talk to you.”
I sat on the bed and watched him opening drawers and closing them and putting things away. He moved with a quick, springy step, and it wasn't hard to imagine him on a tennis court or in a gymnasium.
“I want to talk to you,” he said.
“You said that.”
He hung his coat over a chair and took off his tie and started to unbutton his shirt. Then he seemed to remember something, and he went to one of the bags and got an odd shaped bottle out of it.
“I don't know whether I should admit it or not,” he said. “Personally, I like vodka.”
He had some paper cups in his bag, and we drank the vodka from them. Jackson set his cup on the dresser and took off his shirt. He waved a handkerchief under his arms.
“That was a hot drive today,” he said.
“I think there's time for a shower,” I said. “I'll get you some towels.”
“Wait just a minute.”
He put on slippers and a robe and followed me. I got the towels and went into the bathroom with him. I turned down the toilet seat and sat there with the bottle of vodka and the cups and we shouted to each other over the noise of the shower.
“She's a remarkable girl, isn't she?”
I said yes, she was remarkable, and I poured myself some more of the vodka. Jackson was lathering himself and being careful not to get soap into his hair or to get his hair any more wet than he absolutely had to.
“Where did you meet her?” he asked me.
What he meant was where did a heel like me happen to meet a nice girl. That was all right. Tell him.
“In a whore house.”
The soap rattled around in the tub and finally stopped. Jackson shut off the shower and sat on the wall seat.
“What the hell was she doing in a whore house?” he said.
“It was a pretty good whore house. I played the piano there, with a glass of beer on top and the cigarette burns on the bass keys, and everything but the derby hat.”
“God damn it!” he said. “I don't care what you were doing there. What was she doing there?”
“She was learning all about life. She wanted to see what a whore house was like, and some boys she was with took her there to show her. Princeton boys. It was really a high class place.”
Jackson swore and turned the shower back on. He washed all of the soap away and then covered himself with it again.
“Do you think it's all right?” he said. “My staying here, I mean?”
“It's all right with me. I guess you're doing O.K.”
“She didn't say anything? Because if I thought she didn't want me to stay, I'd go now.”
“Do you want some of this?” I asked.
Jackson drank with the water running down his back and over his shoulders, and when he had finished the liquor he held his cup under the shower for a chaser.
“I suppose you're wondering who I am,” he said. “What I do, and why I haven't showed up all this time and so on.”
“I haven't said so.”
The water of the shower was pretty cold by now, and Jackson was slowly turning pink all over, but he acted as though he was used to it.
“If I wondered anything,” I said, “it was why you decided to show up at all. Or, for that matter, why you pay any attention to her.”
“Yes,” he said. “Well, do you suppose it would make any difference to her what I happened to be? Would it matter to her if I were-oh, say, a safe cracker?”
“That sounds pretty childish,” I said. “Are you a safe cracker?”
“No. Is there any more vodka?”
When he got out of the shower and started to dry himself I saw his back and the three marks on it. They were white, and they looked as though the skin had been pulled up and knotted at those places. Jackson glanced over his shoulder and saw me looking at him.
“One of them is still in me,” he said. “They were afraid to operate because it was so close to the heart. I can tell when it's going to rain.”
Then he showed me the spot under his arm where one of the bullets had come out. There was a hole big enough to put your thumb into.
“Isn't that a hell of a place to have them? In your back?” he said. “I always have to explain how they happened to get there. It was an accident.”
“Some accident,” I said. “Three of them.”
“It was Berlin. One of the boys got a little crazy when we weren't sent home after the war was over. A lot of the men didn't like that job, you know. I happened to be an officer, and that's how it happened.”
“How did it really happen?” I said. “You don't have to tell me if you don't want to.”
Jackson pretended that he couldn't hear me over the noise of the shower that was still running. He turned off the water and we went back to the bedroom and he put what was left of the vodka away in one of the drawers.
“There's something I want to ask you.”
“I'm still here,” I said.
“If she says anything about me. If it sounds as though she wanted me to get out I want you to tell me about it as soon as it happens.”
“That's easy enough,” I said.
“There's something else, too.” He got a black tin box out of one of his bags and stood holding it. “God damn it,” he said, “How do I know you're all right?”
“You don't,” I said. “I'm not asking you to think I'm all right.”
“I guess I'll have to do it,” he said. “I don't see any other way to do it.”
He threw the box on the bed beside me. “Stick that up your ass or in the attic or anyplace,” he said. “I may want it when I go. But if something happens so that I have to leave suddenly, I want you to give it to her. It doesn't have any key.”
“Do you think they'll find you up here?” I said. “They must want you awfully bad.”
“What do you mean?” Jackson said.
“I don't mean anything. Not a thing.”
“I'm not in trouble with the police, if that's what you're thinking.”
I wasn't thinking about the police. I was thinking about those scars on his back and the windows of the Buick. But I didn't say that.
“I'll get rid of this now,” I said.
I left Jackson to finish dressing and I went up in the attic and hunted around until I found a place that the box fitted pretty well and then I came back down again. He wasn't in the bedroom, so I went on downstairs and he was out in the front yard looking down over the meadow and stooping sometimes to pick a stone off the grass and throw it across the road. I went out to tell him when it was time to come in and eat.
Jackson talked a lot during the meal, and from what he said he must have had a lot happen to him during the years that Ruth was growing up. He said that he had been a music publisher and a contractor, among other things, but somehow I got the impression that Jackson had been none of those things he mentioned for any longer than he had to. Most of the things he spoke about sounded vaguely like promotion schemes of one kind or another.
Jane caught his eye, too, and he was careful to be very nice to her, but it wasn't easy to tell whether she liked him or not. She answered all of his questions, but she didn't volunteer any information about herself, and it seemed to me that she was just a trifle stiff with him.
Ruth listened to everything that he had to say, but she seldom asked him a question, and she never asked him about something that he hadn't already brought up himself. When the meal was over she got me to one side while Jackson was playing at domesticity by helping Jane clear the table.
“There's one thing I'd like to know about him,” she said. “Do you suppose he's married again? I'm afraid to ask?”
“I'm pretty sure he's not married,” I said. “He'd have said something about it to me.”
“What did he talk to you about?”
“Nothing. He showed me the bullet wounds he got in the war.”
“He likes Jane. I hope he doesn't make a mess of that. You know, he seems all right.”
I said I had some work to do, and I went upstairs and after a while I saw Jackson and Ruth walking together outside. It had just grown dark enough for me to have the light on while I worked when Ruth came up and said that her father had suggested that we go out someplace.
“Why don't you go with him?” I said. “You haven't said anything to each other yet. Jane and I can keep each other company.”
“I want you to come,” she said. “We'll take Jane too. I suggested that road house they advertise on the radio. I don't think Jane was ever in a place like that.”
So she went to tell Jane and I changed my clothes and went downstairs to find Jackson sitting on the steps of the front porch. I sat down with him and he offered me a cigar that I didn't want and we watched the fireflies coming out in the grass and we talked about the city of Baltimore until Ruth and Jane came out.
The Buick had been souped up plenty. If you knew anything at all about cars you couldn't help noticing it. Jackson watched me out of the corner of his eye to see if I knew about it.
“Why didn't you have them put wings on it too?” I said to him. “What will it do?”
“I don't know,” he said. “They wouldn't test it for me, and I've never had a chance to find out.”
It was a forty mile drive to the place where we were going, but it didn't seem like that or anything like it. The road was clear almost all the way and Jackson drove it as though he went over it every day. Once we ran into what looked like trouble when we met a car that was passing a truck on a hairpin. Jackson took the shoulder to get out of the way, and I didn't think we'd get around the second turn after that, but he kicked the car into a wide skid that brought us around as cleanly as I've ever seen it done.
“I suppose you learned to do that in the contracting business?” I asked him.
“What do you mean?” he said.
“Listen,” I said, “I learned that sort of stuff when I was in another business.”
When I was a high school punk I was doing an eighty mile run every night, with a pocket full of tacks and the rear brakes of the car set so that anybody who got too close was lucky if he just went into the ditch. And I knew that you don't learn to drive the way Jackson did in driving school.
“Do you mean you ran moonshine?” Jackson asked. “A bright young fellow like you?”
He said “hmmmph,” and we didn't say anymore about that, and after a while we got to this place that was called the Silver Slipper.
Jane, as I said, had never been in a place like that before, and she found it all very exciting. Jackson said that every girl of her age should have drunk champagne, and so that was what we drank all evening. The show they put on there was pretty bad, and we had arrived just at the beginning of it, but Jane liked it so much that we all pretended to think it was fine. I think that, more than having a good time ourselves, we were all interested in seeing that Jane enjoyed herself. When the show was over I danced with Jane and Ruth danced with her father and then Ruth and I danced and Jackson and Jane went on the floor together.
“He's a good-looking man, isn't he?” Ruth asked. “He doesn't look very much older than you do. Not old enough to be my father.”
“I guess he takes pretty good care of himself,” I said.
“Why do you say it like that? You act as though you thought he was a gunman.”
“I didn't say he was a gunman. I don't know what he is. He hasn't told me.”
“Whatever he is, I'll bet he's good at it. They look good dancing together.”
I glanced over at them. Jane was wearing one of Ruth's dresses that was not a very good dress for her as far as the color went and that did not show off her shape the way it would have Ruth's, but it wasn't bad, and it was cut low enough so that when we were sitting at the table the front of it practically shouted that she was wearing nothing beneath it. She was dancing very close to Jackson in a way that was just on the borderline of propriety.
“By the way,” I said, “Jane asked if she could sleep in our room tonight. She seems to get spooked up at night. I don't suppose she can with him here, though.”
“Do you think I'm going to let that change anything? If he doesn't like the way I do things he can go on back to wherever he came from.”
“I thought you two got along all right.”
“We do, so far. But it's a little late for me to commence playing the dutiful daughter, don't you think?”
When that dance was over Ruth took Jane's arm and they walked to the door marked “Powder Room,” and Jackson started to talk about Jane. What he really wanted to know was whether or not she was a lay, and, more particularly, if she would let him screw her, but he couldn't get around to saying what he meant. I strung him along, partly because I didn't know the answer to at least half of what he wanted to know, and he finally caught on to the fact that I was pulling his leg and shut up about Jane.
“That boy's a nice drummer,” he said next.
Jackson surprised me that time. The kid was pretty good, but I was surprised that a man like Jackson should recognize it, because he was just quietly lifting the band stud he wasn't throwing his sticks into the air or doing any of the other absurd things that people like to see.
“Do you like that stuff?” I said. “That music?”
“I was a booker for a while. That was in Albany.”
“Wait a minute.”
I went up to the stand and waited until the band had finished the set. What they were playing was very noisy and over-arranged, and when it was over everybody on the floor applauded and some of the youngsters of the kind who run the smart columns on the college papers whistled.
“Jesus, that number stinks,” said the nearest sax man.
The fellow who ran the band half stood at his piano seat and bowed at the people and moved his lips. The whistling grew louder.
“You lousy bastards,” the leader said very pleasantly and quietly. “Oh, you dirty lousy bastards.”
I went up to him and told him what I wanted.
“I don't know,” he said. “The last man we let on the stand turned out to be an escaped lunatic and put a hole in our drum. That kind of stuff doesn't look so good for us.”
But he let me sit in at the piano for the next set, and when the three numbers were over he asked me to come around and sit in with them when they were through work if I wanted to. I went back to Jackson, and Jane and Ruth were back with him then.
“If you can play like that, why in the devil do you want to write?” Jackson said.
“I like to feel that I can go to bed early if I want to,” I said. “And you can always pawn a typewriter. Did you ever try to raise some money on a piano?”
Ruth had evidently said something to Jane when they were out, because Jane was careful not to drink much, and every time that Jackson turned to fill her glass she had most of her drink left, and so we were all fairly sober when we left the road house.
Jackson drove slower on the way back to the farm, and it was late when we got in. We had what he called a night-cap, and he tried to maneuver Jane aside for a few minutes, but he gave that up in a little while and said that he guessed he'd go to bed. Jane said good night and went into her room and Ruth and I went upstairs to our room. I wondered how he felt about seeing us go off to bed together like that. Ruth said it didn't matter how he felt.
“He's taken more than one father's daughter to bed himself,” she said.
She pulled her dress over her head and sat on the bed in her pants and stockings.
“He'd like to put the works to Jane too,” she said. “He kept trying to get his hand up her dress all evening, and the best he could manage was her knee.”
“He knows something good when he sees it,” I said.
Ruth hung one leg over the edge of the bed and swung it back and forth, working at it. I looked at it too. I never got tired of looking at her legs, or any part of her.
“What do you suppose he thinks of me?” she said. “After all, he can hardly think of me as any other man would think of his daughter. And I'm not hard to look at. I noticed him a couple of times tonight when we were dancing trying to-well, trying to get close to me without letting me notice. Do you think he feels that way about me?”
“My god,” I said, “isn't your own father safe from you? What do you want, anyway?”
“I didn't say anything. I was just telling you what I noticed. And you couldn't blame him, after all, because it isn't as though we had always been together and he had seen me grow up and all that.”
She dropped back on the bed and lifted first one leg and then the other and took off her stockings. She held her legs up stiffly and sighted along them at her toes.
“It would be rather amusing to be screwed by your father I suppose,” she said. “I imagine that it would complete the cycle, somehow, to have shot into your cunt the same jism that you grew from. He doesn't wear a supporting belt or a corset, does he? I mean, is that figure all real?”
Someone tapped very lightly at the door. Ruth covered herself with something. Jane came in.
“I brought back your dress,” she said.
She was wearing some pajamas that Ruth had given her. They were too long and had been turned up at the ankles. Ruth pushed the cover from herself.
“Come here, Jane,” she said. “Did Mr. Jackson see you coming in here?”
“No. I was very quiet.”
“That's good. Because this bed won't hold four, and if he saw you come in he'd probably be in after you. If you had been in the front seat with him coming home, the way he tried to fix it, he'd probably have had you sitting on his lap with his tail up your ass.”
“I'm sorry,” said Jane. “I tried to keep you from seeing what he was doing at the place because he's your father, but I was afraid that if I let him go ahead and do it someone else would see.”
“Throw those things over the chair and come sit with me,” Ruth said. “So you were afraid someone else might see! Is that the only reason that you didn't let him feel you up?”
“Well-” said Jane.
“So you'd like to have him feel you up? Here, don't go away. I was just wondering. Let me open the top of this thing.”
She unbuttoned the pajama blouse in two or three places and slid her hand in. She held Jane in her arms and petted her until she was quiet.
“It would be strange if you didn't want him to feel you up,” Ruth said. “Don't you think it would be strange, Jane, if a girl didn't want any man to feel her up?”
“I–I guess so. He's nice. He smiles nice.”
“If he stays here there'll be times when you'll be alone in the house with him. And if he came into the room where you were then and tried to lift your dress, you'd let him, wouldn't you? Wouldn't you, you little cunt?”
Jane did not say anything. She nodded. Ruth opened the rest of the buttons of the pajama blouse and pushed it away from the girl's tits. She held one in her hand while she spoke.
“He'd open your clothes and put his hands on you and play with you until you were so hot that you wouldn't mind at all if he took your hand and put it in his pants, on his belly-like this-, and pushed it down until you felt his hair under it, and then something else that was big and stiff and wet where you touched the end of it. It would be strange if you didn't like that, wouldn't it?”
“Yes,” said Jane.
Her voice caught on the word. She groped about under Ruth's pants and closed her eyes. Ruth had the pajamas slung halfway down from Jane's hips. She stroked the girl's panting belly and got her fingers into her little cunt.
“His fingers would touch your cunt,” said Ruth, “and then go in, while you held his prick. And then you'd want him to screw you. It wouldn't matter that it was my father. You'd want to be laid, no matter who he was, and if he showed you that he wanted it you'd go down on him and be glad to.”
“Oh let me go now!” Jane cried.
She tried to leap from the bed. Ruth held her and tore the pajamas off and threw them down.
“Not tonight,” Ruth said. “There'll be time enough again to have him jazz you.”
She fell over the girl and spread her legs around her slim waist. She rubbed her cunt against the girl's belly until Jane was quiet.
“Jane,” she said, “what if you saw him trying to lift my dress? What would you think I should do about it? Would it make any difference that he happened to be my father?”
“Why do you ask me about things like that?” said Jane. “You know about them. I don't.”
“Then we'll do something you do know about.”
Ruth began kissing Jane, and she kissed her down to her toes and then up along the inner thighs of her legs. She licked Jane's thighs and put her tongue out and touched her cunt with it. Jane twisted and spread her legs slowly.
“I'm going to steal you,” Ruth said. “We'll run off to an island with the hundred best books and a jack knife and spend our days climbing for coconuts and Frenching each other.”
“Just us?” asked Jane. “I'd rather take a man too. To climb for the coconuts.”
She pushed her cunt onto Ruth's mouth and moved it back and forth. Ruth dug her tongue into it and looked across Jane's thigh at me and winked. I walked across the room and sat on the bed. I still had on my shorts, but they weren't hiding much now.
“We can get along very well without that,” Ruth said. “Why don't you have it mounted?”
“I've seen you try to get along without this before.”
I bent over to look at Jane's cunt. It was dark, now that Ruth had been sucking it, and it looked very deep and hot. I opened it and looked at Ruth. She smiled, and then she puckered her lips and shoved her mouth into Jane's cunt while I held it open. I pinched the lips of Jane's cunt up over Ruth's mouth. She sucked hard and there wasn't any kidding about it. She liked it.
“I wish,” Ruth said after a minute, “that I could believe there was something else as nice as this that I haven't tried yet. I'd have something to look forward to.”
Jane reached for my prick and tore my shorts trying to get her hand on it. I pulled them off and then she tried to twist her head around and stick it into her mouth. Ruth stopped Frenching her and pulled her away from me.
“There's something else we ought to do,” she said. “We'll keep it a secret.”
She whispered into the girl's ear. Jane looked doubtful, but finally she nodded her head, and then Ruth pulled her over to the side of the bed. Jane turned onto her belly and let her feet hang over to the floor and Ruth slid slowly off the bed and onto her knees behind Jane, letting her hands, with the fingers spread wide, slip down the girl's back until they were on her ass. She squeezed the cheeks up in her fists, feeling for the muscle under the fatty part, and she kissed them several times and every time that she kissed Jane's ass the girl would jump a little.
When Ruth stopped kissing her, Jane wiggled her ass and looked around to see why she had stopped.
Ruth had slipped lower and was looking at Jane's cunt. The moisture had all run to the bottom of the hairy slit and a drop was trembling, ready to fall. Ruth stuck her tongue out suddenly and ran it up through Jane's cunt. She held Jane's legs apart with her arms wide, seeming about to split the girl up through the middle, and she licked her cunt and the hairy places around her cunt until I was squirming almost as much as Jane. She licked up closer to Jane's ass hole, coming closer very slowly and looking up at me every time her tongue stabbed out at the girl.
Her tongue stuck on Jane's ass hole. She wriggled it. The girl's fingers clutched the bed and twisted the covers. Ruth's face half disappeared into Jane's can and her throat moved. Her hair fell over to hide what she was doing with her mouth, but the noises she made were enough.
The minutes ticked by while Ruth knelt there sucking the girl's ass.
I heard a noise in the hall. I turned my head to hear it better, and Ruth stopped.
It was Jackson, and he was trying to move quietly in the unfamiliar darkness. We heard him going down the stairs.
“He's going to be surprised when he finds you're not in your room,” Ruth told Jane.
She got up and turned off the lights. There were two windows that the moon shone through, and when our eyes got accustomed to that light we could see each other quite well.
“He'd be still more surprised if, when he came back, he found you waiting in his bed,” Ruth said to Jane. “Or me, waiting with my legs open and my ass-hole greased. Should I do it, Jane? Do you think I ought to go in and let my father screw me?”
Jane was listening for Jackson, trying to imagine that room downstairs, and she did not answer Ruth. Nothing could be heard. Ruth suddenly pulled Jane from the bed and started her toward the door.
“He'll wait down there for a minute to see if you come back,” she said. “Hurry, and you can still get to his room. Hurry!”
Jane stood with one hand on the door knob. Ruth sat on the bed with her legs apart, looking at the girl. There was a sound below, and a step on the stair. Jane hesitated. “Hurry!”


Jane moved very quickly and surely. She ran across the room and threw herself to the floor at Ruth's feet and buried her face in Ruth's lap, sucking and whimpering like a puppy. Ruth threw her arms around the girl's head and held her close until the sound of Jackson's footsteps died away in the hall.
“I'll go if you don't want me to stay,” Jane said. “If you want to be alone with Bill.”
“No, you stay,” said Ruth.
“You're damn right you stay,” I said.
I thought it was about time that I said something. Jane said something to Ruth and Ruth laughed.
“Let him wait for a minute,” she said. “There isn't anyplace else for him to go.”
“That is very good of you,” I said. “Ha ha ha ha ha.
I got up and ran the window shades higher so that the moonlight fell onto the bed. I stood there and watched the two women rolling around on the bed. Ruth crouched.
“It's your turn to suck my ass.”
Jane slid over her and kissed and licked all the way down her back. When she got to her ass it took her several minutes to make up her mind. She kissed Ruth's thighs and licked them and finally dug her tongue between them and sucked her cunt.
I thought of someone touching their toes to very cold water and drawing back. Her tongue curled out and darted back several times. Then she made the plunge. Ruth straightened her legs.
“Oh Bill,” Ruth said, “let's not ever go back to the city. I'll never find a girl there who can make me feel as good as this.”
She jazzed up and down while Jane was sucking her ass and she stuck first her fingers and then Jane's fingers into her cunt. When Jane stopped, Ruth fell over onto her side and lay limp. Jane kissed her on the mouth and the two of them lay together with their hands on each other's pussies.
I was tired of standing around. I got onto the bed and pushed between the girls. Ruth made a grab for my prick and Jane's hand slid after it too. Ruth pushed Jane onto her back and tried to push me on top of her.
“I think he ought to screw you,” Jane said. “I was in the barn with him today.”
Ruth stopped what she was trying to do.
“So that's what you did this afternoon! And neither of you told me about it!”
Jane looked scared. She didn't see me wink at her.
“I didn't mean not to tell you. I just didn't think about it when we were together.”
“Well, you can tell me about it now. What did you do out there in the barn?”
“Cut it out,” I said. “She thinks you mean it. She's kidding you, Jane.”
“I'll bet that I can guess what you did. You Frenched him, didn't you?”
She laughed when Jane said yes.
“I knew that was what you did, because that was what I would have done if I had been you.”
“It was nice in the barn,” Jane said. “And I did it all right. I swallowed it when he shot.”
“Do you know what you are?” asked Ruth.
“I'm not all of the things that you are. Not yet,” Jane said.
I laughed at Ruth's expression.
“Treacherous little cunt,” she said. “If you're going to act like that I'll get you drunk some night and take you someplace where you'll be gang fucked. Do you know what that is? A whole lot of men take turns at you.”
Jane turned to her.
“Were you ever gang fucked?”
“Yes,” Ruth said. “I guess I've been gang-fucked a few times.”
“There was a girl who went out with one of the men from the lumber camps and he took her up to the camp and the men kept her there all night. She had to leave town.”
“Right now,” I said, “I, personally, am a one-man gang. But I don't suppose I could interest anyone in that.”
“That's just what I need,” said Ruth. “Show him where my cunt is, Jane. He may need help.”
Ruth spread her legs and Jane opened her cunt. I braced my legs between Ruth's.
“I always like to have another woman put a man's cock into me,” Ruth said. “But I never thought before to have her lick my cunt while she was doing it. Try it, Jane. See if you can lick my cunt and stick his prick into it at the same time.”
Jane held Ruth's cunt open with one hand and held my cock in the other, but she did not move to do what Ruth had said. Ruth pushed her head toward her cunt.
“Tell me what it's like to have a prick slide over your mouth and into a cunt that you're licking,” she said. “If it's nice I may do it for you too. What are you waiting for? Here, put your head in back of me. That ought to be easy now.”
She held her legs for Jane to put her head between. The girl's mouth pushed up her thighs and pressed on her cunt. Her tongue slid upward and curled into the dark opening.
“Wouldn't it be nice if there were two of them going into me? If you had a prick in each hand and they were both coming closer to my cunt and your mouth? Your tongue would be crushed between them, and while they jazzed me you could suck first one and then the other. But-”
“Why don't you let her do this and forget your old man for a while?” I said.
Jane's mouth came away from Ruth wet and open, and suddenly she had my prick in it. I pushed forward while she sucked, and she slowly turned her head until her lips were holding it at the bottom and they were partly on my prick and partly in Ruth's cunt. I speared Ruth suddenly, and my cock ran against Jane's teeth and then her mouth was almost on my balls instead of the end of my prick.
I started to jazz and Jane tried to suck. It was all right, but it was one of those things that are better when you are trying to get them done than when you have accomplished them. I couldn't jazz very hard that way and Jane wasn't able to suck very well either. It required more patience that way than any of us had.
I pulled my prick out of Ruth and shoved it under Jane's nose. Ruth saw what I was doing and held the girl's head with her legs and we watched her open her mouth and try to get it. There was a wet part and a dry part of my prick, the wet marking how far it had been in Ruth's cunt. Jane got the end in her mouth and then dove and her lips squished down until she had more in her mouth than had been in Ruth. The cunty taste just seemed to make it better for her, and she really went after it. I clawed for Ruth's cunt.
“I don't want to be jerked off,” Ruth said, “when there's a cock within inches of my cunt. I can jerk myself off when I want that.”
She shoved my hand away and pushed Jane's head back and squeezed her legs together. She got them closed and Jane had her face up close to her thighs in back and was sucking the end of my prick as it stuck through them. Ruth moved her legs some more and got Jane away and stuck my cock up on her pussy and rolled around.
“You can suck my ass if you have to have your mouth on something,” Ruth said.
She wiggled her ass in Jane's face and she spread her legs again. Jane slid her hand between them and grabbed my prick, but she didn't try to put it in her mouth then. She stuck the end into Ruth's cunt and then pinched the lips around it in the same way that I had pinched her cunt over Ruth's mouth. She started to jerk me off with the other hand, and then she stopped and I stabbed it in.
Ruth hardly moved while I jazzed her. I didn't mind that. I liked to have her lie still sometimes, and I knew that it wasn't because she wasn't enjoying what I did. I knew that she was quiet just then to make it easier for Jane to suck her ass if she was going to.
Jane played round Ruth's ass and thighs and watched what was going on. Ruth had one leg thrown across me, and I don't suppose that there was much that Jane couldn't see. Jane bit Ruth's ass and thighs, and finally she plunged into Ruth's cheeks and Ruth wiggled, slapping her belly up tight against mine.
“I'm always going to have my ass sucked by a pretty young girl,” Ruth said. “When I'm rich I'll have a girl especially to suck my ass while I'm being jazzed. I'll give you a good job, Jane. You'll have nothing to do but suck my ass and stick pricks into my cunt.”
“I'd like that job. But not if it was anybody else.”
“You wouldn't want to suck any other woman's ass? Oh, Jane, you're a disappointment. But you'll change. If we were to go away you might not want to French any other woman for a while. But then one day you'd have the opportunity and you'd take it. And then you'd begin to make the opportunities.”
Jane kissed her many times.
“No,” she said.
“She says no,” I said.
“I thought once that I wouldn't ever let any man but you jazz me,” said Ruth. “And I wouldn't have if I had thought that you didn't want me to. If you had kept me in a cellar, locked in chains and never let me come out again I would have thought that you didn't want me to.”
“Don't corrupt the girl,” I said.
“No, we mustn't do that. Look at the innocent child with her tongue stuck up my ass. You can't say that I ever sucked a woman's ass while you screwed her, can you?”
“You will. It's a matter of conditioning.”

“Jane, why don't you suck Bill's ass too?”
Jane's head bounced up. She licked her lips and looked at me.
“If you'll suck his ass I'll change places with you. You need a jazzing too,” Ruth said.
I couldn't fuck Ruth if Jane was going to do that. I jammed my prick into Ruth and stopped.
Jane moved slowly, and Ruth was not able to hurry her. She got in back of me, and I pushed Ruth's leg away so I could get mine apart. Jane licked my thighs.
“Skip the preliminaries. If you get him too hot he'll shoot and then you won't get jazzed.”
“She's doing it her way,” I said.
“I was giving her the benefit of my experience. I know you.”
Jane's mouth settled against me and her tongue moved. She laughed.
“You're both a couple of lousy cunts. Both of you,” I said.
“As far as Jane is concerned, Ruth said, right now you're nothing but an asshole.”
Jane was through sucking and sat up. Ruth changed places with her. She messed up Jane's pussy by rubbing my prick around through it and then she cleaned it by licking it.
“You really like that stuff,” I said. “Here, there's more on my balls.”
“In my own fashion I'm something like Toby. Not exactly, but in a way.”
“I thought we were through with Toby.”
“Who is Toby?” Jane asked.
“Toby's a nancy,” Ruth said.
“What?”
“A lily, a pansy. A cocksucker.”
“Is she pretty?”
“Forget it,” I said. “Forget the whole thing, will you?”
“Yes, I think we'd better forget about Toby,” Ruth said.
She held my cock against Jane's cunt and reached between both our legs and pulled me up to the girl. Jane's cunt felt good, and close, and hot. Ruth crushed the part of my cock that was not into it yet.
“My god, you get hard,” she said. “It isn't going to hurt, is it Jane?”
“No, but I wish it would,” Jane said.
“You mustn't say that,” Ruth said. “It doesn't get you anyplace.”
“She's doing all right,” I said.
Ruth lifted Jane's leg and dug her mouth against the girl's ass. Jane wiggled.
“She's doing plenty all right,” I said.
I reached down behind Jane's legs until I felt Ruth's tits. I hung onto them and shoved the rest of my prick into Jane. Ruth slid her hands up under Jane's arms and shook her tits, and every few minutes her tongue would poke down and rub along my prick while it was sliding in or out of Jane's cunt. She shoved her pussy up and down on Jane's legs and on mine, and her thighs were very hot and the froth of hair between them was very wet.
Jane was soft, folded in our arms.
“When you ram that thing into her she bulges,” Ruth said. “She really does.”
“I'll make her bulge,” I said. “I'll make her bulge for the next nine months.”
I speared Jane and tried to keep my prick in her, but Ruth pulled her away. I dove at her again, but Ruth had quit sucking her and had her head between the girl's legs, covering her cunt.
I was so sore that I couldn't think of anything to say. Ruth smiled. And then she opened her mouth. Jane rolled away miserable for the moment, and clutched her hands to her cunt. She stuck her fingers into herself and began to jerk off.
“What a crummy, stinking thing to do,” I said. “What's the big god damned idea?”
“I'll fix her up. You've got me down on you; isn't that good any more?”
Jane jazzed herself with her fingers.
“Stick it in my mouth,” Ruth said. “It was good enough for you in the barn today.”
She ran her tongue over her lips and made small kissing noises with her mouth. Her hands were close to my prick, but she did not touch it.
“Watch, Jane,” she said.
Jane beat her fists on the bed. She locked her legs at the ankles, and seemed to be trying to squeeze something from herself. She threw her legs open, and stuck her fingers into her cunt again.
The end of my cock was as red as Ruth's lips, and as wet. Her tongue washed them both. I stabbed my prick into her mouth and shot.
Ruth swallowed, but I saw that she was still holding most of the jism in her mouth; and I stuck my cock deep so that she would have to swallow. She wrestled away from me.
Ruth dropped, face down, over Jane. She knocked the girl's hands away from her cunt, and grabbed at her with her mouth. Jane jumped and kicked. Ruth raised her head. She pressed her mouth hard on Jane's for a minute.
“Don't swallow!” Ruth said. “Now you have some of his jism in your cunt and in your mouth too!”
Jane looked mutely at me. Ruth moved up and threw her pussy in the girl's face.
“Put it into my cunt, the way I put it into yours! Then we can suck it out of each other until we both come.”
Ruth held the girl against herself, and then I could tell by her smile that the girl had done it. She let the girl go free, and then she licked her toes and the soles of her feet and her belly and finally her cunt. Jane started to lick Ruth.
I left them there and went to get a handkerchief to wipe the jism and other stuff from my thighs and my prick, I stood by the window and looked out at the moon, and I could hear the girls moving on the bed behind me. I lit a smoke and stood there, and I heard a train whistle somewhere. Jane cried out softly and Ruth laughed. I stood there, and the train whistle made everything seem unreal for a moment; but when the echo died everything was in place again. Still I looked out of the window, until the cigarette burnt down to my fingers, and I threw it away. I took another butt and lit it. I puffed on it. Smoke came out. I did not move then until I heard Ruth's sigh.
“That made me tired,” Jane said.
Ruth kissed her and wiped her mouth clean on the other girl's tits; and they got up from the bed and smoothed the wrinkles out of it.
“Shall I go downstairs now?” Jane asked.
Ruth told her to stay. When we went to bed the girls fell asleep very soon. But I lay awake between them for a long while.



Chapter VII


Ruth's voice. The bed moving away under me, and then throwing me up again. I pulled a pillow over my head, but it was no use. I sat up. It was light outside, but the sun had not yet come up.
“Why the hell don't you come to bed?” I said. “It's almost morning.”
Jane was lying across the bed, partly on my ankles, and Ruth was bending over her.
“We're getting up,” Ruth said. “Jane doesn't think it would be nice for her to come down from our bedroom in pajamas, so we decided that we would both get up before he does.”
Then I remembered Jackson. Jane reached over and patted my prick. I had a hard on, as usual. A hard hard on.
“Don't pay it the slightest attention,” Ruth said. “He always has a hard on in the morning. Those hard ons don't really count. They don't mean anything.”
I watched her doing something to Jane's cunt. She was lifting her legs. “Oh, not there!”
“Yes, your asshole too,” Ruth said.
I saw that she had a lipstick. Jane's nipples and navel were crimson.
“Write 'MINE' on my belly, too.”
Ruth did, and then Jane took the lipstick and Ruth lay across the bed.
“It's harder to do it to yours,” said Jane. “You've got the most hair.”
“Don't forget my asshole,” Ruth said. “Do a good job on that.”
Jane giggled. I looked at her.
“I don't see how that can look accidental. I'd like to see you work that,” she said.
“What is this?” I asked.
“Jane and I are going to see who can get an improper proposition out of my father first,” Ruth said. “Youth versus experience; and I'm spotting her a part of my experience.”
“You both look enchanting,” I said. “Are you going downstairs like that?”
“Nothing so crude. This is going to be done cleverly. I might even say adroitly.”
“So I understand. You're going to show him your asshole, but in a very lady-like manner.”
“Something like that.”
“I don't think I'll stay around today. I'm going to take my lunch and go for a walk.”
Jane put on her pajamas and then she looked out the door and tip-toed out.
“Are you going to do that?” I asked Ruth.
“I don't know. I guess I am. Does it matter very much?”
“I suppose it doesn't.”
I put my head under the pillow and tried to go back to sleep, and in a few minutes Ruth came and kissed me and then went out. It was very still in the room when she had gone, and I tried very hard to go back to sleep, but I couldn't, and after I had lain there for a half hour longer I got up.
I met Jackson on the stairs as I was going down. He backed down again.
“A man outside wants to know if you want some eggs.”
“Aren't the girls around?” I said. “I haven't seen them. I just got up myself.”
“Well, I guess we want some eggs.” Afterward we found the dishes that were left from the girls' breakfast, and we started to make breakfast for ourselves.
“Let me make it,” Jackson said. “I've lived alone more than you have. I'm used to this.”
I wasn't so sure about that. We got the meal together and it all came out and was ready at the same time, which was pretty good, it seemed to me. The morning mail hadn't come, so we didn't have any paper to read.
“I was thinking of taking a little trip today,” Jackson told me. “Matter of business. Not anything that the girls would be interested in, but I thought you might want to come along with me.
I was surprised at the invitation. But I was interested in anything that had to do with Jackson's business.
“We ought to get started right away,” he said. “That is, if you're coming.”
“I'll tail along,” I said.
After we had finished our breakfast the girls still had not come back from wherever they were, so I left a note saying that we would be gone all day and Jackson rolled the Buick out of the barn and we left.
He hadn't said where we were going, and I hadn't asked. I took one of his cigars as a form of protection against the one he was smoking, and we purred along with the needle somewhere near ninety most of the time. Jackson made what talk there was, not much about himself, and I answered yes and no, and we drove like that for about two hours.
Where we were going turned out to be a resort town, a kind of miniature Saratoga, but without the spas and without the track. One of those places that, without any very definite attraction, doubles its population in the summer months. As soon as we got there Jackson forgot that he was in a hurry and we drove around and looked at a battle monument and parked for a while by the golf course and watched the play before we drove into the center of the town.
Jackson put the car in a parking lot and we walked down along the street. Then Jackson stepped into a pool room for a couple of minutes while I stayed outside wondering what this was all about, and when he came out we walked down the street some more until we came to this cigar store.
“I guess this is it,” Jackson said. We went inside and I followed him past the counter and through a small door into a back room. The clerk looked up, but he didn't say a word. Then I saw what it was back there.
“They're all the same in that back room. Blackboards on the side wall with the prices and the early results. The iron cage up front and the man with the eyeshade taking the bets. Folding chairs.
There were about twenty men in the place and almost all of them looked like people who had come up from the city on their vacations. There was a faro game going on, but the table looked pretty slow. I sat down and Jackson went up to the cage. He came back with a form sheet.
We stayed in that place for two hours before we went out to find a restaurant and have lunch, and when we were eating, Jackson showed me an envelope covered with figures showing how his play had gone. He was in about three hundred dollars.
“This morning was just for fun,” he said. “I have something big on for this afternoon. But I wish we were at the track.”
After lunch we took a walk around town and then went back to the place. There were a lot more people there then had been around in the morning.
“Why don't you try one?” Jackson asked me.
I told him that I didn't know my way around, because I had never liked the horses. But I finally picked a name and put ten dollars on it. A local fellow who looked like a factory hand or a mechanic asked me if I had ever played the horses before. When I told him I hadn't he said that he'd like to follow my play and so he went up and put ten on the same horse. In a little while the result of that race came in and we had sixty dollars instead of ten.
“Try it again,” Jackson said.
I put the sixty on the first horse on the sheet and then I looked at the odds. That horse was paying four to one. The fellow who had won with me put his money on it too.
I won two hundred and forty dollars. “Chinese money,” I said. “I might as well get rid of it.”
When the next race was over I had six hundred dollars instead of the ten I started on. The fellow who had been riding with me punched me on the shoulder.
“What's good this time, pal?” he said.
“I'm off them now,” I said. “I'm all through.”
“Well, give me a horse.” he said. “Just give me one more. I'll break the damned place!”
I nudged Jackson.
“Give him a horse,” he said.
I pointed out a name. The fellow started up to the cage and then came back.
“Christ,” he said, “you're crazy. The odds are fifty to one.”
“All right,” I said. “That's the one.”
“Fuck that nag,” he said. “I'm not betting on him.”
He sat down and didn't bet on that race. The horse came through.
“Oh Christ! Oh Jesus! How much would I have won on it that time?” the fellow said. “How much?”
“You'd have thirty grand in your pocket,” Jackson said. “If you could collect.”
“Give me a horse, will you?” I need just one more.”
“No more horses,” I said. “Hell with it.”
The fellow grabbed my coat and almost yanked me off the chair.
“God damn it!” he said. “Give me a horse.”
Jackson stood up. He touched the fellow's arm politely.
“It's all over,” he said. “Why don't you take your money now and go home or go out and spend it or something? You can do a lot with that.”
The fellow knocked his arm away, and that was a mistake, because in the next second Jackson had knocked him under the seats. A couple of men who seemed to know him set him on his feet and led him away. In a few minutes he was back.
“You won't give me a horse?”
“I don't know any goddamned horse.”
“I'll pick my own horse. This is my day. I'll break the fucking place.”
He bet on the favorite in the next race, and he had hardly laid down the money when the results came through, and the favorite didn't even place. Everybody had watched the bet, and now everybody watched the fellow walk out.
“Do you want to make some money on the race after this one?” Jackson asked me.
“Is that the one you've been waiting for?”
“That's it.”
“I think I'll sit this one out.”
Jackson had some trouble making a bet of the size he wanted. People began to whisper it around the room, and when he came back to his seat everything had stopped and they were all watching Jackson as though they thought he might be Nick the Greek or somebody like that.
In a few minutes the results came through. The cashier handed over Jackson's money without a word and we walked out.
“Was that race fixed?” I asked Jackson.
“Hell yes,” he said.
We got the car out of the parking lot and started back to the farm.
I handed Ruth the six hundred dollars, and then I remembered that ten of it was mine to begin with, so I took that back and then I changed my mind again and took another two hundred.
“Whatever I have to do for this much,” she said, “I won't. If it's worth that much to do it's too filthy for me.”
“It was a land of present,” I said. “I'm just passing some of it on.”
So I had to sit down and tell her how I had gotten it. She was disappointed.
“Is that all?” she said. “He's just a gambler?”
“I wouldn't say that he gambles, exactly.”
“No. Well, that's better. When I was small I used to think that he might be a pirate.”
Jape came into the room. I swiped at her ass as she went by, but I missed. She sat down on a low chair.
“Good god!” I said.
“Isn't it marvelous?” Ruth asked. “She's been practicing all day.”
I looked straight at Jane's rouge-reddened cunt. She crossed her legs and turned in the chair so that her weight was on one hip. Then there was just a froth of hair to be seen sticking out from under one thigh.
“That one, of course,” Ruth said, “is for parlor use only. It would be too obvious to use on, say, a street car or a park bench.”
Jane heard Jackson coming through the house. She was undecided for about five seconds, and then she pulled down her dress and sat up straight.
“You've trained her too fine,” I said.
Jackson said hello and patted Ruth's arm and took the drink she offered him. He sat down and we talked over the first drink, and then Ruth decided that she and I had something to do somewhere else and we left Jane to talk to him.
“I hope he gets the little cunt,” Ruth said. “It's time she was picked.”
“Don't I count at all?” I said. “I screwed her, I think.”
“There's a difference. You'll see. Oh, that boy called her up today, too. She wouldn't make a date with him.”
We went outside and sat on the lawn chairs under the tree in the yard.
“Living in the country wouldn't be so hard after you got used to it,” Ruth said.
“It would be all right if you could keep away from the people they grow out here,” I said.
“Would you like to live in the country all the time?”
“What are you saying?”
“I thought you might want to marry me and live here in the country. I wouldn't disgrace you. If I ever married you I wouldn't go off with somebody else the next week.”
“I don't know,” I said; “it's something I'd have to think about.”
“I don't promise anything while you're just thinking about it,” she told me.
We didn't say anymore about it, and after a while we went to have dinner inside.
Jane was excited. Jackson had gone up to dress, and the girl pulled Ruth and me out to the kitchen. She yanked her dress up in front, over her belly. Under the word “MINE” there was a big question mark, also done in lipstick.
“I wouldn't tell him who wrote that on there,” she said. “He acted kind of mad.”
Ruth sat on a chair and sat Jane on her lap. She held her dress up and slid her hands up Jane's thighs and touched her cunt.
“You're wet,” she said. “You let him feel you up, didn't you?”
Jane nodded and slid her legs apart.
“I sat on the couch, and showed him a little of my legs, just the way you said to, and he noticed it right away. Then I kept showing him a little more until I had my legs wide apart, and then he sat down on the couch with me. He did it all a lot slower than the boy who took me out the other night, and before he even had his hand on me, he had me a lot hotter than that boy got me at all. Then when he pulled my dress up and saw that word on my belly, you should have seen his face! He wanted to know where I was last night when he went to my room, and I wouldn't tell him that either. He wanted my lipstick, and when I gave it to him he put that question mark on me. But that was all that happened.”
“That was plenty for the first round,” Ruth said. “Did he say anything about me?”
“No. All that he asked that wasn't about me was if any other men besides Bill were ever around, and I said no.”
Jane slid from Ruth's lap and leaned her head on Ruth's knees. She shoved Ruth's dress up and began kissing her thighs and trying to push them apart and get her face into Ruth's cunt. Ruth shook her head, and had her get up, and then the girl turned to me.
“Not me,” I said. “I'm not mixed up in any of this business.”
“I can lay on the table, like this,” she said.
Jane lay across the table with her dress up to her ass, and showed me everything she had.
“Not for me. I'll take my turn like everybody else.”
“If it wasn't time for dinner,” Jane pouted, “I might be mad at you.”
After dinner I went upstairs and started to work over Charlie's essays again, and I got interested enough in what I was doing so that when somebody knocked on the door it had been dark for a couple of hours. I let Jane into the room, and she wanted to know if I wasn't going to come down again.
“I might,” I said. “What's going on, anything worth taking in?”
Jane said that nothing had been going on, that they had all been sitting on the porch talking and Mr. Jackson had told some funny stories. I asked her to sit down while I put things away, and she sat down without a word, and when I was ready to go down she was still sitting there quietly looking at me. I thought that she had something that she wanted to say to me, so I sat down and waited to see what it was. She got up then, and came across the room and went on her knees.
“Won't you please let me suck you?” she begged me.
I hadn't been expecting anything like that, and I didn't have any hard on for her when she opened my pants, but she didn't mind that. She went down on it as soon as she had it out, and dragging at it with her lips, and every so often letting go of my prick and sucking one or the other of my balls into her mouth, she had it getting stiff in no time. I put my hands down through the neck of her dress, and played with her tits and watched my prick getting too big for her mouth. When it got really stiff she had to let part of it slip out of her mouth, but what she was able to keep she hung onto as though it was the last cock on earth.
She stopped Frenching me after a while, and gurgled something indistinctly around my prick.
“What did you say?” I asked her.
She let go of my prick with her mouth and hung onto it with her hands. “I want him to jazz me,” she said. “Mr. Jackson. I want him to screw me, but I'm afraid to, too.”
“All you have to do is sleep in your own bed tonight,” I told her. “I'm not advising you one way or the other. I'm just telling you.”
Jane rubbed the end of my cock against the flat of her tongue. “Let's go downstairs,” she said. “Could I have one of the Scotch sodas to drink?”
“I think we both need a drink,” I said.
Jane turned on the radio while I was making drinks, and Ruth came in from the porch. The light made her blink.
“Where's Jackson?” I asked.
Ruth took a drink too. “Shut up,” she explained tenderly. “Oh, hell,” she said, after another drink, “he's out on the swing, waiting for me to come back and be felt some more.”
“Your idea or his?”
“Mine, I guess. I've been teasing him all the time you've been gone, and as soon as Jane left he started.”
I finished the third drink pretty soon, and made another round, mainly for myself I hoped.
“He just got his hands on me and went to work,” Ruth went on. “I just about had to dress all over before I came in here. And he wanted to know if I Frenched. Imagine a man asking his daughter if she Frenches!”
“And what did you tell him?”
Ruth looked a little too defiant. “I told him that I did, and I almost went down on him right then. He tried to get me to. He didn't actually ask me to, but he tried to maneuver me into it. And I think I will. I've been jerking him off already, and I think I'll suck him off too, even if he is my own father. Did you ever hear of anything so bitchy?”
“Yes,” I said, “I think I have.”
I remembered what a fellow I once knew from India told me. He played the violin. Named Satya, as I remember. He told me that in parts of India all the kids are expected to suck off the old man a little before breakfast, just for a token of respect or something. The respect part seemed all right, but before breakfast! Christ!
Jackson came in, being hearty, and I gave him a drink. Ruth took him to the couch and they sat there together and we kept drinking, and she kept edging closer to him and finally he was feeling her up a little right there. Jane came over to me and sat on my lap. A moment came when suddenly everybody was silent.
“Does anyone know any card tricks?” Jackson asked.
The liquor affected Jane quicker than the rest of us. She said that she thought she was still able to stand on her head.
“Good,” said Ruth. “You stand on your head.”
Jane put a pillow in the middle of the room and set her forehead on it, and tried to lift her legs. Her dress fell and covered her head, and we all looked at her bare legs and her ass. She fell over three times.
“I'll help you,” Ruth said.
She held Jane's legs up, but instead of helping her to balance, she patted her ass, and stabbed her finger at the other girl's cunt. Jane wriggled and tried to push her dress up and away from her face.
“I can't see anything,” Jane said.
“That's all right,” said Ruth. “We can see everything. Both of the men are looking at you. I'm going to show my father what happened to your asshole.”
She dragged Jane across the floor by the legs and held her spread toward Jackson.
“Here,” she said to him. “Get a good look at her. All evening she's been trying to show herself off to you, and she'd do this herself if she wasn't a little afraid of you.”
“She certainly allows somebody to take a few liberties,” Jackson said. “Or is it in fashion now to paint your asshole?”
“Only when it's to be shown,” Ruth said.
“What about your own ass?” Jane said.
She got away from Ruth and pulled her dress away from her face, but she didn't try to hide her pussy.
“Why don't you show your own ass?” she said.
Ruth looked at her father. Then she slowly pulled up her dress and bent over with her ass almost up to his face.
“You couldn't see that out on the swing.”
Jackson yanked open his pants and got his cock out. He pulled Ruth backward to him, and when she sat down she sat down on his cock. She jumped when it goosed her. Jackson held her and I saw her losing her balance and she sat down hard again and that time it drove into her cunt.
Jane came over to me. She watched Jackson at work on Ruth's clothes, unfastening snaps and opening things, and she went after my cock. I helped her get it out of my pants.
“Stick it in my cunt fast and jazz me like he's jazzing her.”
Jane's throat seemed to catch. She gulped down most of another drink and lifted her dress and backed up to me.
I didn't pull her onto my lap. I stood up and bent her over the arm of a chair and gave it to her that way. Her belly rubbed on the arm of the chair.
“There won't be any question mark left when I'm through screwing you,” I said.
I pinched her ass and socked it in and almost knocked the chair over. I pulled her clothes off, and then I looked over to the couch and saw that Jackson had Ruth stripped naked too. Ruth had her hands between her legs and was holding Jackson's prick and was screwing up and down on it. Her tits bounced, and she was getting everything she could out of being fucked that way.
Ruth became interested in Jane and me and stopped jazzing, but her fingers never stopped scratching between her legs.
“Could you believe that when we came here that cock-crazy cunt had only been fucked once in her life?” she asked Jackson. “Look how she's taking it!”
Jackson lifted Ruth from his lap and lay on the couch, and he held his prick in her direction and shook it.
Td rather look at you taking this one,” he said. “The French way.”
“You'd really ask your daughter to suck your prick?” Ruth said.
“I wish I had half a dozen daughters like you. I might have, at that. Might not be a waste of time to go over my trap line again.”
“You'd probably turn up more than you could use. You'd have to make some arrangement, an endless belt thing. Hundreds of them, all on their knees moving by you. But I don't suppose they'd all think it was nice to have a father who wanted to jazz them.”
“If they were all like you I'd have to jazz them, whether they liked it or not.”
Ruth began taking off her father's clothes.
“Don't forget to show her the bullet scars,” I said. “She's interested in things like that. If you had something funny growing out of your back she'd like you better.”
“What bullet scars?” Jane said. “I want to see the bullet scars.”
“Oh my god!” I said.
I let her go. She leaned over the couch with her hands behind her back. Her tits swayed out.
“That thing isn't a bullet scar,” Ruth said. “You know better than that.”
Jackson showed them the marks on his back and the one under his arm.
“Do they do anything?” Jane asked.
“Yes,” Jackson said. “When a pretty girl like you is around they do something.”
“You're fooling me,” said Jane.
He pulled her onto the couch and she sat there quietly and let him squeeze her legs. She sat stiffly straight and Jackson patted her thighs sharply and laid his hand on her belly. Ruth touched Jane's tits. Jane just watched their hands moving over her body.
Ruth grabbed her father's prick. Her hands moved, oddly automatic, like some piece of working machinery. Jane's eyes followed the jerky motion. Jackson's fingers slid to her cunt. Ruth pushed Jane, and she fell gently over on top of Jackson, her body suddenly soft.
Ruth came to me and knelt. She rested with her face in my lap, against my prick.
“You can be sore if you want to,” she said. “You have the right to be.”
“Why do you have to fuck things up? She was doing fine with me.”
“Because I'm what I am, I suppose. I want to see him jazz her. You've jazzed her before anyway.”
Jane's back was toward us. Jackson lifted her leg with his knee and he ran his fingers on her cunt. Jane rubbed against him.
Ruth took my hands from her head.
“If I French you I can't see what he's doing to her.”
“Excuse me. I'll go upstairs and read a good book. Tell me what happens.”
She dragged at my legs. “I didn't mean it that way,” she said. “I thought it would be better if you screwed me.”
Jackson and Jane were attracted by the disturbance and looked over. I sat down again and Ruth took off my clothes.
“I'll go down on you,” she said. “I don't care about seeing them.”
Her mouth dragged on my prick. I shoved her on her ass and then went after her. She planted her feet and held up her ass and I speared her.
“I'll show you how your daughter can jazz,” she said to Jackson. “I'll show you how I take a fucking.”
I ploughed her, and she slapped her hips up. She tied her legs in mine. I looked at Jackson and the girl, and they were both lying on their backs and she was jerking him off with one hand and holding his fingers in her cunt with the other and rubbing against them.
“Are you sure you didn't make a mistake when you said that she wasn't working in that whore house where you met her?” Jackson asked.
“Can't you tell that I fuck for the fun of it?” Ruth said.
Jane was enjoying everything that was happening. She laughed drunkenly.
“You know all about that, don't you Jane?” Ruth said. “Do you want to show my father what we learned to do last night?”
Jane remembered and laughed. She said that she didn't want to do that.
“Oh show me what you learned last night,” said Jackson. “What was it?”
Jane turned to Ruth.
“Do you want me to?” she said.
“I think we ought to show him.”
Jane slipped away from Jackson and crawled on the floor to Ruth and Ruth turned her ass to the girl. Jane looked over her shoulder to see if Jackson was watching and she started to suck Ruth's ass. When she stopped her mouth was smeared with red and there was lipstick on the tip of her nose.
“She did that to me too,” she said. She was defending herself against the look Jackson gave her.
“Don't you scold our Jane,” Ruth said. “She didn't learn to do that by herself. All that she learned to do by herself was what every girl has to do by herself until she learns the ropes.”
“Let's see what she learned to do by herself,” said Jackson.
“Don't you think it's a little too personal?” Ruth said.
“I don't want to do it in front of them,” Jane said. “It was hard enough to let you watch me do it.”
“What's this?” said Jackson.
“You don't suppose that she'd have any secrets from me, do you?” Ruth said. “And we had to do something while you men were away today.”
I stopped jazzing Ruth and let her get up. She started to pet Jane.
“I don't want to do it,” said Jane.
Jackson seemed to be looking for a cigar. Ruth petted Jane and Jane shook her head.
“You showed me today. And then I let you watch me do it. Don't be like that,” said Ruth.
“That was different,” Jane said.
“Then just pretend they're not here. We're alone, and you're showing me. Let your legs open and your hands will go there by themselves.”
Ruth held Jane's hand and drew it over her thighs and then the girl's and she put her other arm around Jane's waist and tugged her leg. It did not take her very long to make Jane spread and when Jane did that Ruth pushed Jane's hand over her pussy.
After a while Jane was moving her hand without Ruth's help. She rubbed the outside of her cunt with her whole hand, but she stuck the ends of her fingers inside, and while she got more excited she stuck them deeper.
In my mind I could see Jane alone in her room doing just that. I remembered what she had said in the barn, the words about not having to do it again because she would have a man to jazz her. And here she was with two men, and the men seemed to be more interested in seeing her jerk off than in jazzing her. I wondered what she thought about that.
Ruth went to the mantel piece and took one of the thick ornamental candles out of its holder. She knelt beside Jane. Jane had her eyes closed and did not know at first what it was that Ruth was pushing between her legs. Ruth put the end of the candle into Jane's cunt and twirled it. Jane grabbed it and looked down.
Ruth whispered something in Jane's ear. Jane threw her head back and jazzed herself with the candle. She spread plenty and lifted her ass and showed us how she was sticking it in and out of her cunt.
Jackson sat up and looked at Ruth.
“Let me see you do that,” he said.
“Are you shocked, father?” Ruth said.
“Let me see you do that.”
Ruth turned over on her back and opened her legs and spread her cunt. She stuck her fingers into herself and then reached toward Jane and jammed at Jane with the candle. She finally bent over Jane and stuck the thing into her mouth like a prick and she worked it back and forth by first shoving it into Jane's cunt with her tongue and then sucking it out again.
“Aren't I awful?” she said.
She took the candle out of Jane and stopped jerking off and licked the candle before putting into her own cunt. Jane started to get up. Ruth caught her.
“You're not going away before I French you a little, are you?” she asked.
Jane sat down with her. Ruth stuck the candle into herself and closed her legs to keep it there. She lay with her face in Jane's lap and licked her pussy and put her head through Jane's legs and started on her ass. Jane lay on one side and held one cheek of her ass up so that Ruth could get at her better.
“By god!” Jackson said, “I wish I'd come to visit you sooner!”
“If you'd come a few days ago you'd have found me with a houseful of fairies,” Ruth said. “I had the most marvelous time.”
Jackson dove at her so quickly that Jane flinched. He pulled his daughter's legs apart and yanked the candle out of her cunt. She looked up, but he shoved her head back between Jane's thighs and held it there while he stabbed his prick at her. He began to give it to her hard. Jane wanted to get away. Ruth looked at me, her mouth wet and sticky.
“For god's sake, give her your prick to suck on, will you? I can't let her go now.”
Out of the tangled bodies Jane's hands reaching toward my prick, and then her mouth, noisily grabbing. She was after me, as hot to French me as Ruth was to French her. She stuffed her mouth with hair and then picked a spot on my belly and sucked that before she really took my prick.
Ruth didn't stay quiet very long.
“We have a lot of things to do tonight,” she said. “They might not get done if you shoot now.”
“I can christen every damned bed in the house,” Jackson said. “Tonight.”
“I'll take your word for that,” said Ruth. “But just the same, wouldn't you like to have somebody go down on you before you shoot?”
Jane pulled close to me and put her arms around me. She was staying where she was.
Ruth put her mouth close to her father's prick. Her tongue stabbed at the tip of it.
“Ruth,” he said, “if you do that I won't take any responsibility for what happens.”
“I'll take the responsibility and anything else you can give me. Stick the damned thing in my mouth and let me worry about the rest.”
She started to lick his cock, but she didn't do that for very long because Jackson took her offer and crammed it in. She grabbed his prick and was jerking him off when he shot, and even though she had trouble getting it all down fast enough, and it was easy to see that he had given her an awfully big haul, she didn't stop jerking him off until he was clean and finished.
“There,” she said, “I've done it. I've sucked off my old man. What do you think of me as a cock-sucker, father?”
Jackson rubbed the sweat from his forehead and licked his dry lips. “I think I need a charge,” he croaked. The bottle didn't hold enough for a decent drink. He set it down and looked back at Ruth in a way that made me think that he was trying to believe that it all happened and then he went out to get another bottle.
Jane was not Frenching me so hard now. She was really just playing with my cock in her mouth, not trying to make me blow off. Ruth sat down and licked her mouth and watched us.
“Do you want me to help you, Jane?”
“You go away,” Jane said. “You have one man, and you can keep him.”
“Do you know what I think I'll do?”
“No, and I don't give a damn what you think you'll do,” I said.
“I think Jane would like to see this,” Ruth said. “She might like to try it too.”
She disappeared for a few minutes. I took Jane to the couch and we lay there Frenching each other when Ruth came back. Ruth had the handful of pictures she had given to Jane and she dropped them on the table.
“I'm all ready,” she said. “But I can't sit down anyplace.”
She turned her back to us. Her ass was shiny between the cheeks.
Jackson came in with the bottle. He stood holding his glass and then he saw the pictures and picked them up.
“Just a few candid shots,” Ruth said. “I don't photograph very well.”
Jackson looked at all of the pictures.
“Father,” Ruth said, “look at what I've done. See this.” She bent over and touched the floor with her ass toward Jackson. “I greased my ass hole so that you could bugger me,” she said.
“I don't understand you. I don't understand,” Jackson said. He sat shaking his head. Ruth stood in front of him and almost threw it in his face.
“I thought you liked to jazz me.”
“The way you young girls act. It's almost frightening.”
“Haven't girls always been buggered?” Ruth said. “Don't tell me that you never shoved your prick up a girl's ass!”
“You ought to be shocked at the proposal of such a thing,” he said.
“But do it after a few more drinks and the right kind of persuasion. Why? All right, if that's the way you want me to do it, go ahead and ask me and I'll be shocked for a few minutes.”
Ruth began running her tongue up and down his thigh and then she stuck it on his balls. Jackson suddenly picked her up and put her across the arm of his chair. He goosed her with his cock a time or two and then he speared her good. He just about lifted her over the chair.
“I guess he did shock her,” Jane said.
Ruth recovered some of her breath, but none of her dignity. She looked as awkward as I had ever seen her, and Jackson didn't give her a chance to get set. He had her grabbing at the air most of the time, and she was kicking wildly and jumping each time that he socked into her. He jazzed her like that until she commenced to yell for him to stop and he kept it up until she stopped yelling, and he didn't let her up once during that time.
He went to his clothes and got a handkerchief and threw it to her.
“Wipe that stuff off your ass,” he said.
“Yes sir,” said Ruth. She cleaned the grease from her ass and then wiped it from his prick.
“What you need is discipline,” he said.
“Oh bullshit,” I said.
“You could both put your pricks in me and discipline me that way,” Ruth said. Jane held me tightly.
“Don't count on me for anything,” I said to Ruth. I got on top of Jane and she spread her legs for me and I was glad to go after her and forget about Ruth and her old man for a while. I gave her my prick and she gave back and the temperature of the room seemed to go up about ten degrees.
“I don't think I want to have Ruth's father jazz me,” Jane whispered. “I think he's awful.”
“Remember that,” I said.
Jane squeezed me with her legs and pushed around under me. She heaved her belly up and snuggled her pussy against me and I knew that this one wasn't going to last much longer for me. My prick was burning, and the fact that her cunt was pouring didn't help much because what it was pouring felt as though it was boiling, and I was digging almost to the top of her belly when I jammed my cock in.
“Hold it that way when you shoot,” Jane said. “Please?”
“I'm liable to climb in after it,” I said.
That made her laugh, and her tits jumped on my chest and her belly panted, and inside her cunt there were all sorts of impossible things happening. She was still laughing and they were still happening when I shot, but as soon as Jane got a load of jism in her belly she stopped laughing and jazzed for all she was worth. She bounced and jiggled and I kept shooting it into her and then she came, kicking and jerking like a calf that is being castrated. I emptied myself into her, and she went soft and limp along with my prick.
“How soon can you screw me again?”
I leaned on my elbow. Jane was looking at my prick and shaking it. She gathered it in her fist and let it slip through her sweating fingers.
“Why don't you ask Jackson to jazz you? He'd be glad to do it.”
Jackson and Ruth were on the floor and Ruth was wrapped around him so that she could lick his ass while he Frenched her. His prick looked enormous, and I thought vaguely of what psychological lack it is in men that makes every other man's cock look bigger than their own. I have noticed that all men apparently have a set personal conviction that, sexually, they're not up to standard.
“I'd rather not. What I'd like to do is go someplace with you and not be where they are anymore. Like when we were in the barn.
Something told me that she meant it. “We'll go someplace,” I said.
Ruth and her father paid us little attention and we picked up our clothes and went out of the room without saying what we were going to do.
“Where shall we go?” Jane said.
“Your room is all right,” I said.
When we were in Jane's room I thought about it a minute and then I locked the door. Jane put her clothes on the chair and I put my clothes with them and then I sat on the edge of the chair and watched her climb into the bed.
“I have been here before,” I said.
“What did you say?” Jane asked.
“Nothing. Not a thing.”
She curled on the bed and smiled at me. I looked at her gravely, my mind prowling back to the night when I had crept to this room and had been there with her in the night. I was going to tell her about that, but I thought that I probably could not make myself understood. Jane curled and smiled. “I like you,” she said.
I lit a butt and gave it to her and she smoked awkwardly. We heard Jackson's voice, and then came Ruth's laugh, and after that the sound of something falling.
“I'm afraid of her the way she is tonight,” Jane said. “It was all right when there were only the three of us.”
“Nothing can happen to you that you don't want to happen to you. She wouldn't hurt you. She likes you a lot.”
“I'm not afraid of her that way. I know that she wouldn't hurt me, really.”
Jane's bed was against the wall, and she sat up Indian fashion with her back resting on the wall. She put the soles of her feet together and squinted one eye while the smoke curled from the cigarette hanging from the corner of her mouth.
“Tell me about what you do in the city,” Jane said. “Do you and Ruth stay together in the city?”
She no longer called us Mr. and Mrs. March. I suppose that Ruth had told her that we were not married.
“Sometimes we stay together,” I said. “Sometimes she is with someone else and then I am with someone else or I am alone.”
Jane plucked at one crimsoned nipple. “Do you have a girl to work for you in the city?” she asked.
“No. We're usually too poor to afford one, even if we had a place big enough to require a girl.”
“When you go back-if you know anyone who wants a girl to work for them-will you write to me and tell me about it? It doesn't matter how much they wanted to pay.”
I took a saucer for an ashtray and got onto the bed beside Jane. “What is it?” I said. “Why do you want to go to the city? Don't you like it here?”
Jane touched my shoulder and we leaned together against the wall. She wormed one finger like a hook and pulled my prick and my balls from where they were hiding between my thighs.
“It isn't that I don't like it here. I like it here now, but I won't like it when you go away. I won't be able to stand it when you aren't here to screw me and when I can't go to bed with you and Ruth anymore. I want to go with you when you go away. I'll work. I'll get a job someplace and I won't bother you at all if you will just come and see me sometimes. And if Ruth is with someone else, sometimes I could come and stay with you until she comes back.”
“How long have you had that idea?” I said. “Does Ruth know about it?”
“You're the only one I've told about it. Can I do it?”
“It's something to think about,” I said.
She didn't continue, and in a minute she smashed her cigarette in the saucer and rolled into my arms. Her hands roved down my belly and she grabbed my nuts. Her mouth followed her hand and I looked down at her licking my prick.
“What makes a man's cock get hard?” Jane wanted to know.
I told her what, and she thought it was wonderful and wanted to know if I didn't think it was wonderful, too, and I told her that it had done that ever since I could remember.
“And do all of those things happen just because you see a woman someplace? That's the most wonderful thing I ever heard.”
“Suppose we go to bed,” I said. “That would be pretty wonderful wouldn't it? Did you ever sleep with a man? Forgetting last night, of course.”
“You mean just the two of us sleep here together? I never did that. But what about Ruth? I don't want her to be mad with me.”
“I guess her father can keep her busy. Let's go to bed. It's fun that way.”
We slid under the covers together and Jane put her head on my arm and shoved herself against me. She stuck her pussy against my thigh and tied my legs together with hers, and it seemed like the best thing that had happened to me in a long time. I faced her and stuck my cock on her belly and my chest into her tits and she seemed warm and alive, and the good cunty smell of her was nice.
“It's nice to have somebody for yourself, isn't it?” Jane said. “Like this, when you get tired of the party.”
“It's about the nicest thing there is,” I said. “I'm glad you know that.”
Jane pushed my cock into her pussy and stuck it against her cunt. I eased it in, taking plenty of time because there wasn't anything to be in a hurry about, and she wiggled around on the bed until I had her good.
Ruth liked to be jazzed fast and hard and a little roughly, but Jane didn't like it as much that way as when I took it easy. It was all the same to me. I suppose that there is a time, or perhaps many times, in everybody's life, when violence is exciting but I had gotten over that, and there was as much excitement in lying curled up with that girl and sliding my cock softly in and out of her cunt as there would have been in jazzing someone who fought and raised hell every other minute.
“This is swell,” Jane said.
Ruth came banging on the door. She rattled the knob and whistled.
“I want to stay here,” Jane said.
“Go away,” I called. “We're tired of that old stuff. Come back tomorrow.”
“Come on out,” said Ruth. “Free Frenching for everybody. Little Ruthie is going to go down on everybody in the house, just like in the old days. Come on, the chance of a lifetime.”
Jane laughed but she stayed where she was. I was glad of that. “She's funny,” Jane said.
“Jane says don't be funny,” I called.
“All right, I'll see you tomorrow,” Ruth said. “Have a good time. Don't forget to get some sleep too.”
“You have a good time too,” Jane called.
She lowered her head to the pillow. I jazzed her softly for a long time before we came, and then I shot warmly into her cunt. She fell gently, and almost immediately, to sleep.
The next morning when I woke up, Jane and Ruth were already down in the kitchen drinking coffee.
“Where's Jackson?” I asked Ruth.
“He got a call in the middle of the night and left right away. Said he had a big deal in the works and that he gave you a box he wanted me to have.”
Jane started to fix some eggs while I went up to the attic to retrieve the box. I had had a good idea of what Jackson left so I wasn't too surprised when Ruth pried open the lid to find nine thousand dollars in cash.
“Well, Bill it looks as though Jackson enjoyed his visit an awful lot,” Ruth said.
“He seemed pretty happy last night.”
“Does this mean that you two are going to go back to the city?” Jane asked nervously.
“Not without you,” laughed Ruth. “Not without our little flute girl.”
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