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20 O'CLOCK

It would take another seven minutes until the
train started rolling out of the station. He leaned out of the
window of his compartment and tried to ignore Sonia's presence. She
had accompanied him to the station very much against his will. It
was difficult to avoid her eyes, looking up at him. He bought a few
magazines which he would not look at later on, as he knew. He
pretended to be interested in a group of sailors who leaned out of
the wagon next to his. No matter how much he tried, he could not
make Sonia's figure disappear from the platform. Her face a little
tense, she kept saying things.

Francois could not shut out that low-pitched
voice that seemed to repeat the same sentences, all conveying
Sonia's regret at his departure. Suddenly he heard the word
“happy.” She said she hoped he would be happy where he was going.
He noticed the amused glitter in her eyes when she used the word
“happy.” He became angry and remained silent, looking at her with
cold disdain. She stopped talking and didn't speak or make any
gesture, even when the train began to move. A chorus of whistles
indicated that the wagon with the sailors was passing her by, and
then her dimly outlined figure became a blur against the vanishing
building of the station.

It was May. Few people used the train to go to
the South of France at this time and Francois had the compartment
all to himself. He suddenly felt like somebody who had escaped from
a prison; the feeling of being free was still too new to seem
natural. He knew he had to adapt himself to the new situation and
was grateful to know that the moving train increased the distance
between him and Sonia every minute.

Then he remembered that the same train was
taking him to Ann and that they would be reunited next morning
under the brilliant Mediterranean sun. He tried to anticipate the
character of their meeting, but could think of nothing but what
words and phrases they might use when greeting each other. He
remembered Ann's smiling face, the blondness of her hair and the
blue-gray of her eyes, but he could not animate the image. Every
time he seemed to succeed, Ann's features were replaced by the
intense face of Sonia. He had just left her and more time would be
needed to erase her from his memory. Yes, that was exactly what he
must do now, Francois thought. Now, during this train ride. He must
try to forget.

20.07 O'CLOCK

The rhythm of the train had the calming effect
of a sedative. But Francois did not want to fall asleep, although
the fatigue that had accumulated during the past few days made
itself felt. No, he had to force his brain to think. To think very
clearly so that his thoughts would subdue his emotions. After all,
he had to become himself again. For the first time in a long while
he was removed from anything that might influence him against his
will and he must use this precious freedom profitably. He had to
analyze his feelings for Sonia and why he had wanted to get away
from her at all costs. And he wanted to know whether Ann's
attraction was his only reason to reject Sonia. Yes, he took more
and more delight at the idea of analyzing the woman he had decided
to leave. It was a kind of revenge, a method that would permit him
to get even with her.

What would she be doing now? She too was alone
at the moment. She would take a taxi to return to her flat at the
Rue d'Odessa and, yes, she would certainly be thinking of him. And
she would smile. She had the strange habit of smiling even in the
most dramatic situations. But apart from her smile, she would be
sorry not to have him with her. She had told him as much and he
knew that she didn't lie. Sonia was always frank, so frank that it
was not easy to become accustomed to it.

Even if she had not told him that she would
miss him, he knew he had got under her skin. She was obsessed with
his young body and had come to need it almost as much as he thought
he needed hers. He felt the gates of memory being pushed open in
his mind and tried desperately to close them again. But it was too
late. Hundreds of seductive images surged around him like the
breakers of the sea and he was soon submerged.

There was the day when she
gave him the famous tongue-treatment.

This mental image hit him with such startling
brutality that he quickly pulled the blue shade over the ceiling
lamp in the compartment. He sank back on his seat and helplessly
submitted to the moving pictures in his memory. It was during the
Easter holiday when they had decided to spend two days in a little
village in Brittany. They loved to have their dinner at the
old-fashioned inn and then take long walks along the craggy coast
line. Sonia seemed more relaxed than in Paris. The spicy sea air
and the noise of the surf made her exuberant as if she were a
little girl. That first evening when they returned from their
exhilarating walk, she turned to him and said:

“Tonight you will lie perfectly still! You're
not to move a limb and leave everything to me! You'll see!”

And that well-known smile accompanied her
words.

When they had entered the hotel room, he stood
still as if he were rooted to the floor. Sonia relieved him of his
coat and hung it up. She quickly removed the bedspread and sat down
on the white sheet, taking off her shoes, her dress, everything,
until she was naked. Then she was ready for him. Gently pushing him
on the bed, she undid his shoes and undressed him as if she were a
mother undressing her baby. When he lay nude on the sheet, his head
resting on the large pillow, she joined him, but remained squatting
over his feet and legs. She looked him over as if she had just
discovered him: he enjoyed having her eyes dwell on his
maleness.

She had not caressed him during the process of
undressing, nor did she touch him now. She caressed every detail of
his body with her eyes, and he was fascinated by her intense
expression. Sonia looked slender and small in her clothes, but in
the nude one noticed the ripeness of her breasts and the strength
of her hips and thighs. Nevertheless, she immediately looked
graceful when she began to move with that feline nonchalance that
stimulated the senses of a male. It flattered his pride whenever
men turned around in the street to watch her stride. Now she was
kneeling next to his feet and he could see only her hair while she
put her mouth close to his ankles.

The first touch of her tongue electrified him
with a sudden shock and he had to control himself to remain quiet.
Sonia's tongue began to wander over his legs-,and knees, up to his
thighs and then back again to the sides of his calves like an ant
trying to find the way back to its hill. Francois closed his eyes
and felt every nerve in his body vibrate. His penis stood up, hard
and stiff, but Sonia ignored it and bypassed it with her tongue on
the way up to his navel. When her moist caresses on his belly made
him sigh with pleasure, she stopped and went back to his ankles and
calves, following with her tongue every curve until she was back at
his thighs. From time to time, she interrupted her play to watch
his face and show him that eternal, enigmatic smile.

She didn't use her hands at all, but continued
to touch him with her tongue all over his chest, up to his throat
and wandering toward his ears and, behind them, toward the neck.
The stimulating sensation had become almost intolerable for him and
it took all of his will power not to tremble too much and to
suppress an outcry. Her breasts were stroking over his chest while
her tongue worked near his temples, and more and more on his
neck.

The mere touch of her tongue in that sensitive
spot made him turn around and rest on his belly. He had obeyed an
unspoken command. Sonia's tongue became more active, licking every
part of his shoulders and wandering down his spine, which caused
him to arch his body like a cat and to grip the bed sheet
convulsively with both hands. His moaning seemed to excite Sonia,
who licked the small of his back with a furious intensity,
wandering back and forth between his hips. When she came to his
buttocks, she hesitated for a moment before she sank her teeth into
his flesh, letting her tongue beat a tattoo that made him forget
the impact of her teeth.

Now her hands seized him with a violent frenzy
and he felt himself turned around so that he rested on his back
again. Sonia emitted a deep-throated groan and closed her mouth
around his penis. The combined efforts of her lips and tongue made
the intensity of his climax almost painful.

He felt completely spent, but his
over-stimulated nervous system did not let him sleep. Sonia, too,
lay awake, breathing fast and sighing from time to time. At
daybreak he heard her voice:

“Francois, are you awake...?”

It was very rare that she called him by his
name and he wondered whether, this time, it was the manifestation
of tenderness. It was a question he had asked himself a hundred
times since their first meeting, since they had begun to make love
to each other. “Does she feel anything at all for me...?” And this
made him remember the beginning of their affair.

He had been only sixteen at the time. He saw
himself climbing the six floors of the apartment building where
Sonia had found a small place consisting of three former servant's
bedrooms that had been connected to form a one-bedroom apartment.
It was a bright place and the flower boxes outside the windows
increased the rural atmosphere created by a complete lack of street
noise which filled the Rue d'Odessa far below.

That day, he had come to return some books his
mother had borrowed from Sonia, but this time Sonia did not receive
him with the usual routine, which meant offering him a piece of
cake and asking him questions about his mother and then letting him
go home. That day she kissed him on his cheeks and when he was
still hesitating on the threshold and said:

“Come in, come in, I'm going to introduce
you!”

There were two other young women sitting at the
table, sipping coffee. They were about Sonia's age which was
twenty-eight. They made him sit down with them and Sonia placed
some coffee and a piece of cake in front of him. Francois was quite
fascinated with the two other visitors. Lucienne, a racy brunette,
was a sculptor. She eyed him calmly and seemed to undress him in
her mind, as if she were planning to sculpt a statue of him in the
nude. Francois liked her clear gray eyes and her olive complexion.
Her self-assured examination of his body filled him with
embarrassment and elation simultaneously.

The other woman, blonde with rosy cheeks, was
an American who had come to Paris “to dabble in painting,” as she
said. Her name was Nelly and she asked Francois to call her that.
Her small and slightly chubby figure was dominated by the most
vivacious face he had ever seen on a woman. She giggled quite often
and seemed to have a good time wherever she went. She said as much
when she told Francois of her experiences in the various cafes of
Montparnasse which she described as a veritable paradise where all
the sweetness of life can be found. Although he thought her less
impressive than the more controlled Lucienne, her foreign kind of
gaiety and her strong accent made her somehow attractive.



Francois wondered how long he was expected to
stay, but he soon had to drop that thought when Sonia began to
reminisce about her early friendship with his mother before he was
even born, or later, when he was still a little boy. She said so
many flattering things about his mother that he could not very well
interrupt her to say good-bye.

Especially not when Nelly began to question
Sonia about what she knew of his childhood, and then himself about
his studies, his friends and his hobbies. He could not quite
determine when the atmosphere in the room began to change. It was
perhaps when Sonia offered them some wine and Lucienne kept
refilling his glass. Nelly, who did not seem to have any
inhibitions when it came to interviewing somebody, became even more
interested when she found out that he was attending a coeducational
school.

“Have you already experimented a little?” she
asked him as if she were inquiring about his grades at school.

He blushed and avoided answering by taking
several slow sips from his wine glass. Sonia, too, did not seem to
like the turn the conversation was taking and tried to moderate the
directness of Nelly's behavior. But the wine began to work in him
and, suddenly, he liked the great interest that the young women
seemed to take in him. Before he knew how it had happened, he sat
on the sofa next to Nelly and talked a blue streak, telling her of
the secret desires shared by him and his classmates and following
it up with daring compliments about Nelly's breasts which changed
the girl's giggles into little fits of breathless laughter.

Lucienne had squatted down on the carpet in
front of them and had begun to hold Francois' ankles and then run
her fingers up his legs until he could feel her touch on his skin
above his socks. Sonia, too, began to share the general change of
mood and kept refilling the wine glasses.

Francois felt a strange excitement rush through
every vein of his body and was aware that he was about to enter
upon a new realm of life which attracted and frightened him at the
same time. His instinct told him that his excitement was different
from that of the three women. Their attraction was that of snakes
who fascinate their prey into a quasi-paralyzed state before
devouring it. He, on the other hand, wanted to experience his first
sexual embrace, but his desire was not clear to him. He only felt
the furious pulsating of his blood and a kind of free-floating
sensuality that called for fulfillment.

A tiny voice in him told him that he was not
ready for what the women seemed to want of him and that he could
still extricate himself and bolt out of the door. But the beat of
his pulse contradicted that warning and he decided to do something
that would make it impossible for him to retreat. He impulsively
grabbed Nelly and pressed his lips on hers.

The suddenness of his gesture affected the
women like a green traffic signal permitting them to race ahead on
the road that had suddenly opened up. They pounced upon him like
the proverbial Greek maenads, the frenzied participants in the cult
of Bacchus. He felt himself gripped, held down and stripped of all
clothing. First he felt fear, but when he saw the women stripping
down too, all thinking stopped and gave way to a furious, naked
desire.

He didn't know which woman had crouched over
his face abandoning to his mouth and tongue all the secrets of her
anatomy. He knew instinctively what was expected of him and he
complied. While his lips and tongue explored the sweet moistness of
the vulva, he felt his penis being explored by the lips of two
other women, until, at last, it was surrounded by a tight, warm
sheath which was moving on it in slow motion and gradually
accelerating its speed.

His body was surrounded on all sides by hot
female flesh, anonymous and impersonal, like a sinister symbol of
something he had not bargained for. Two hands closed around his
buttocks and greedy fingers explored the resistance of his anal
sphincter. The sensations became too much for him. He heard deep,
groaning sighs and felt the vulva on his mouth becoming heavy. He
was dimly aware of what was happening and the realization of it
exploded in his brain like a burst of fireworks.

At the same time he felt the wild motions of
the woman who had engulfed his penis and she, too, emitted a loud
groan, almost a yell, before she stopped. Francois felt his body
open up and yield its essence which mixed with the fluid that had
whetted his penis. His pleasure was mixed with pain as if he were
going to die. Then he became unconscious...

* * *

Francois pressed his hot forehead against the
window of his compartment. The memory of that first devastating
experience in the world of the senses made him sweat. The train
moved through a moonlit landscape that had something unreal about
it. From time to time it stopped at some dimly lit depot before
resuming its nightly passage again. Those few stops helped Francois
to remember the present and where he was going.

He began to tremble and cursed himself for the
foolishness of yielding to memories he preferred to avoid and, if
possible, to eradicate from his mind altogether.

A strange thing, this mind. All he wanted was
not merely to remember his experiences, but to understand them. To
analyze their meaning, and, above all, to understand that great
riddle called Sonia. Once he was able to see the various
personalities that combined in Sonia's character, and recognize
them for what they were, he could perhaps escape the fatal spell
that still dominated him. His future with Anne depended on his
getting rid of that spell.

But was it actually possible, he asked himself,
to analyze a complex phenomenon like Sonia on such short notice?
How to handle this situation without being overpowered by mere
memories? Would he ever arrive at understanding Sonia?

On that day, for instance, when she and the two
women had taken him by force? He had regained his senses when the
nude bodies began to disentangle themselves and he discovered that
it was Sonia who had buried his penis in her flesh. She was still
resting on his belly and had to be helped to her feet by Lucienne,
while Nelly relinquished her crouching position over his face. He
didn't know why he sympathized with Sonia, who had benefited from
his maleness, while Nelly had used him merely as a convenient
instrument for satisfaction. Nelly! She had taught him, without
being aware of it, that the joys of the flesh are not dominated by
any rules. Also, that sex was one thing and affection another.

He hated that American female who suddenly
behaved as if she had merely taken a shower and now was drying
herself and getting back into her dress. She laughed and joked
while redoing her hair before the mirror. She didn't even look at
him and was more interested in refilling her glass with some wine
and gulping it down in thirsty drafts.

Sonia, on the other hand, had taken care of
him. She led him to the bathroom and helped him sponge his
perspiring body. He heard Lucienne and Nelly call from the room:
“Goodbye, Sonia, see you soon!” They ignored his presence
completely. While he dried himself he observed his body in the
mirror. Was he a seducer of women, or merely a toy for them? In the
case of Nelly the truth was obvious. She had used him for her own
satisfaction and didn't even look at him when she left. And Sonia?
She had whispered to him:

“Don't leave now! I want to talk to you.”

Yes, she wanted him to stay. Why? Of course, he
was still a novice in lovemaking and didn't know that one can have
sex more than once on one and the same occasion. He examined his
body in the bathroom mirror and found that his torso was much too
slim. His arms had not very well-developed muscles and his neck
could have been thicker at his age. His whole appearance was not
that of a provocative male, but it could not be called effeminate
either. He thought the features of his face were not unattractive
and he liked his crew-cut hair. Anyway, women often looked at him
twice in the street even when he didn't invite it by some juvenile
maneuver.

But Sonia was the great surprise for him. Until
that day she had never shown anything equivocal in her behavior.
She dressed and moved like a perfect lady, hardly using any perfume
or much makeup. In her black skirts and white blouses, made of
costly material and tailored according to the latest style, she
could be taken for an executive of a reputable firm. Francois could
never have anticipated the slightest intimacy between them.

And now, at two o'clock in the morning, he was
sitting in her apartment, his nude body covered by one of her silk
robes.

“I'll make some coffee for us, all right?”

The slight Eastern inflection in her voice
reminded him of his mother, whose inflection conveyed something
tender and gentle whenever she spoke to him.

“Yes, that would be fine, Sonia...”

“And something to nibble at...?”

He smiled.

“Yes, I have become hungry...”

“Lovemaking always does that... you will notice
it time and again...”

It made him happy to hear that there would be
many repetitions of this newly found pleasure. The fragrance of the
percolating coffee lured him into the kitchen where Sonia had
already prepared a regular early breakfast: scrambled eggs,
buttered toast with jam and marmalade and some of the cake of the
previous afternoon. They both were ravenous.

“You are a chef par excellence...” said
Francois between mouthfuls.

There it was, that strange smile of Sonia's.
She didn't look up from her plate when she said:

“You don't know me at all, mon cher... you really don't know me... anyway, I'm
going to do the dishes right away...”

“Why now...?” he asked, stretching himself
lazily in his chair.

“It's a peculiar thing about doing the
dishes...” said Sonia. “If you don't do them immediately after a
meal you hate doing it later. I never procrastinate things that
have to be done, even when they are not pleasant to do. Yes,
especially the ones that are unpleasant. You'll find that out for
yourself...”

He watched her feline figure bent over the
sink. The flimsy negligee was transparent enough to let him admire
her body that began to attract him more and more. He became aware
of his growing desire for her. He debated with himself how he
should go about touching her. Perhaps he should sneak up behind her
and put his hands under her arms and grasp her firm breasts. Or
would it be better to press his lips on her neck? He also could
press his abdomen against her buttocks to make her feel how
strongly he was aroused. At the same time he wan [...]
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