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"Ain't much she can do 'bout it now.  Looks she done made her bed and fooled around in it too."

Amos voiced this in his slow drawl and finished by spitting a sizable wad of saliva-laden tobacco in the powdery dust near the feet of his companion and long-time drinking buddy, Dufus Jonesburg.  Dufus, of course, wasn't his real name, the name given to him by his mama as she bore him into the world.  Somewhere along the line, someone had noticed one too many acts of stupidity committed by Dufus, and thus christened him such.  Most people nowadays in the backcountry town of Centuryville couldn't even remember his real name; nor did most of them care.

As the brown-streaked ball of spit landed a scant centimeter from Dufus's battered, black work boots, he shifted away from Amos a bit, hoping to be out of range next time his buddy decided to let fly with one of those nasty whoppers.  At the same time, his face was contorting with the effort required to think about a suitable response.  Personally, Dufus didn't see anything wrong with Maryjohn's actions.  In fact, Dufus found Maryjohn to be just about the sweetest, prettiest thing this side of the Snake River, and deep down inside his ranching soul, he wished that she had done to him what she did with that fast-talking ranch hand from up north.  Of course, Dufus was smart enough to realize that if he voiced this desire, Amos would most likely never bottoms-up a beer with him again.  Amos was like that.  If he saw or heard something he didn't like, his intolerance would shine through, tainting everything and everyone involved with his particular dislike.  Try to tell Amos that the mind is like a parachute and only works when open, and he'd just as soon slap you upside the head as listen to the other side of the story.

As a result, Dufus was trying to figure out a way to agree with Amos without really agreeing, not an easy task for someone like Dufus.  Fortunately, he was spared the task of responding by the approach of Mayor Jenkins and his latest assistant, Wilma Blake.  Every few months, the Mayor would have to hire a new assistant to manage his office.  Rumor had it that the previous assistants had all resigned when the Mayor's plump, greasy fingers became a little too familiar with certain female body parts.  Gazing at the five sausages adorning each of the Mayor's hands, Dufus had no trouble understanding why anyone would quit a decent-paying job to get away from that.  Wilma didn't seem to mind, however.  When the Mayor placed one of the aforementioned hands on her shoulder as they stopped next to Amos and Dufus, she even seemed to lean into his hand.  Perhaps the stories about her were true, and she really was a sex maniac who couldn't get enough of the act, no matter who she was doing the acting with.  Dufus shuddered visibly at the thought of the big man pounding his peter into lumpy Wilma.

"Why, Dufus, what's the matter with you?  A ghost walk over your grave?  Or are you just havin' withdrawals from the almighty beer bottle?"  The Mayor laughed heartily at his joke, and Wilma gave a little giggle.  Dufus just stared at the Mayor like he was an alien specimen discovered in the garbage can.  Amos merely spit again, this time aiming the giant loogie at the Mayor's faux-alligator skin boots.

With a final guffaw, the Mayor quieted down and stepped closer, adopting the let's-talk-about-something-confidential mode as he leaned his head towards Amos and Dufus.

"Have you all heard about Maryjohn and that ol' ranch hand from up north?  Can you believe that she would act like that and with such a smooth fellow to boot.  I tell you, that girl may have been the smartest in her class, but I always did think she was a mite "off", if you know what I mean."  This last was accompanied by the universal finger-circling- the-air-near-the-head gesture to signify craziness.  Amos nodded slightly at hearing this, and Wilma smiled, a gleam in her eyes which Dufus recognized as pure meanness.  He wasn't surprised to see this; Wilma always had been the type to be jealous around any other woman, especially one as sweet and smart and pretty as Maryjohn.

While the Mayor rambled on in his boring, self-absorbed way, Dufus remembered the day he first met Maryjohn.  It was the day after his eighth birthday, and he was trying out the new fishing pole that his parents had given to him.  He could still recall the golds and browns of the heat-scarred prairie grass and the contrasting coolness of the verdant greens and shadow blues at his favorite fishing hole.  If he closed his eyes, something he wasn't about to do while standing with Amos, the Mayor, and Wilma, he could smell the sunshine and bright mustiness of the hot, summer day.

Maryjohn was first named Maryjane, but when her parents realized that they wouldn't be having any more children, and both sets of in-laws raised hell and tarnation about not having a grandchild named after them, her parents changed her name.  Mary to make the maternal grandmother happy; John to make the paternal grandfather happy.  Of course, that left an unhappy spouse on each side, so Maryjohn's middle name was changed to Suejoseph.  Quite a burden for a young child, but Maryjohn had always been an extraordinary person and held up well under the load.  In fact, it was often whispered behind closed doors that Maryjohn brought more glory and honor to her name than her namesakes did.

Dufus first saw her as he was reeling in his line to check that the hook and cheese bait were still on the line.  He couldn't understand how he could have spent hours without a single nibble.

"You know, the fish around here do much better with live worms than with soggy cheese, don't you?"  

At first, her soft voice startled him, and he almost dropped his fishing pole into the creek.  When he looked up to see who had spoken, he again almost dropped the pole when he saw her pretty face framed by the light of the sinking sun.  He thought he was gazing at a vision from his dreams, but soon realized that she was a real-live person.

"Oh, um, hi.  Um…yeah…I mean…no."  Dufus had no idea what he was saying.  He knew he was blushing and only hoped she couldn't see the reddening of his cheeks from across the creek.

"It's true.  Fish are more likely to go after something that is alive and wiggling on your hook then a mushy piece of cheese.  Look, if you don't believe me, why don't I meet you here tomorrow morning.  You bring your cheese, and I'll bring some worms.  Then, I'll show you that I'm right."  She turned to go, but stopped and glanced back at him. "By the way, I'm Maryjohn, your new neighbor."

That was the start of an unexpected friendship which flourished until they both started high school.  After that, both seemed to go their own ways.  Maryjohn became dedicated to her studies and her pursuit of higher education somewhere away from Centuryville.  Dufus just tried to finish school with grades somewhat higher than failing, his apparent goal being how many beers he and the guys could drink in Mayfield's pasture after school on Friday nights.  Through it all, however, Dufus had harbored a secret crush on Maryjohn which he had never discussed with anyone, not even his best buddy, Amos.

Now, as he brought his attention back to the present conversation, he could feel a slight twitch just south of his belt every time Maryjohn's name was mentioned.  He hoped against hope that he wouldn't get a hard-on while everyone was still around gabbing.  Just as the thought popped into his head, however, he felt the betrayal of his body there and tried to cross his legs without appearing to.  Amos noticed his shuffling and asked what was wrong, but Dufus just mumbled something about having to see a man about a horse.  Before he could turn away, Wilma, with a knowing grin, glanced down at his erection.  Although Dufus was in a hurry to leave by now, he could swear that she licked her lips when she looked at him.  This caused his cock to jump even more, and he practically ran to his truck.  Sweat was decorating his brow, and his face was as red as the butt of a sunburnt skinny-dipper.  He didn't want to think about the next time he saw Amos and the questions he would have to answer.  Instead, he started his beat-up Chevy and slowly drove towards home.  

A cold one would go down real nice right about now, Dufus thought to himself.  When he glanced down to check the status of his traitor cock, though, he realized that he couldn't go into Farley's store or anywhere else for that matter until someone settled himself down.  

Dufus decided to swing by the fishing hole, thinking that a quick dip in the water might do him a world of good.  He was pleased to see that he had the place to himself and quickly stripped off his clothes and entered the watering hole.  The coldness of it caused certain body parts to attempt to crawl inside where it was warmer, a relief for the thirsty man.  Soon, he could return to town and have a few beers with the guys.

"Hi, Dufus.  I didn't expect to find you here."

He didn't want to turn around, sure that her voice was just a dream inside his head.  When he didn't seem to acknowledge her, she spoke again.

"I guess you've heard what happened with me and Jake.  Knowing the people in this podunk town, they've all made it seem like the deadliest of sins.  I had to do it, Dufus.  I just couldn't stand it any longer.  It was like a…a…release for me."  When he still didn't say anything, she went on, almost like she was seeking his approval or his understanding.  "I've spent my whole life trying to live up to everyone's expectations of sweet, smart Maryjohn, but there were times when I just wanted to cut loose, be wild, act crazy.  I envied you, Duf.  Did you realize that?  You always seemed to have fun, no matter what others thought of you.  I couldn't do that, although I wanted to.  God, how I wanted to.  So, I did finally."  Here she stopped to chuckle quietly.

"Do you know what turned me on the most about Jake, Duf?  He told me, bragged actually, about how he spanked a girl once in a church confessional while mass was in full swing.  Can you believe that?  Hearing that just seemed to spark a reaction within my body that said go for it and go for it now.   So, I went for it.  I fucked Jake Billingsby, and I loved every single second of it.   I didn't know that sex could feel so good, so raw."

As she continued talking, Dufus could feel himself growing hard again, a surprising fact considering how cold the water was, though by some freaky miracle, the water also seemed to be warming up.  He sunk down into it so Maryjohn couldn't see how her story was affecting him.

"I don't care what the others think of me, Duf, but I do care what you think of me.  After all these years, I still consider you my best friend, even though I haven't shown that very well.  I don't want you to disapprove of me; I think that would hurt more than any nasty gossip that gets spread about me.  Please, Duf, will you look at me?"

She didn't have to ask twice.  Besides, it was what he had wanted to do since he first heard her voice.  He longed to gaze at her oval face framed by her silky black hair.  When he did turn, a soft sigh escaped his lips.  God, she is still so pretty, he thought, almost in awe.  How he wished that it had been him who she had let loose with instead of smooth talking, sacrilegious, butt-spanking Jake Billingsby.

Something in his eyes must have indicated his wishes, because Maryjohn's own eyes filled with surprise and something else.  He wasn't sure but he thought that it was desire which briefly flashed there before she looked down at her feet.  Silence, broken only by the whisper of the water and the singing of the birds, lingered in the air between them for several moments.  Dufus was uncertain if he should move or stay or leave or what.  So he stayed still and quiet, waiting for Maryjohn to make the next move.  When she did, the shock of her actions almost knocked Dufus over.

Slowly, gracefully, a bit self-consciously, Maryjohn began to take off her clothes, littering the bank with her shirt and pants.  Briefly, she stood there, letting Dufus drink in the unexpected sight of her paleness clothed only in sexy silk panties and bra.  He could see the cold of the breeze causing her nipples to grow hard, and he felt a moan building in his throat.  Quickly, she finished stripping, her underwear joining the rest of her clothing on the ground, and she stepped into the water to join Dufus there.

No words were spoken as he moved towards her, his wrinkled fingers reaching to touch her.  She shivered when he laid his hands on her shoulders, from the chill or desire he didn't know, but he saw her eyes darken when he moved his hands down to cover her breasts.  He squeezed, reveling in the sensations which he had always dreamed about but never experienced.  

"Maryjohn.  God, I want you.  I've always wanted you.  I just never knew.  Are you sure? I mean…"

She laid a finger on his lips to quiet him, then leaned forward to place soft lips against his, kissing him with all the passion that had been building between them for years.  Tongues searching, mouths grinding together hungrily, it was as if a fire had been ignited and set blazing through their bodies.  Dufus found that he was shaking from the overwhelming passion coursing through him.  At first, he was hesitant, uncertain in his touching, but soon the long-buried desire began to drive his actions.  As his hands skimmed down her stomach and across her hips, he could feel her arching towards him, a silent begging to touch her.  He lifted her easily and carried her to the bank, laying her down on a tangled bed of scattered clothing before touching her everywhere, gazing at the body that he had wanted for so long.  His mouth followed his hands, forging a path over her breasts, around her nipples, down her stomach to the magic place between her legs.  He inhaled her scent as he spread her legs, allowing him to explore with his eyes before exploring with his tongue.  His first taste of her almost induced his own orgasm and had her arching her hips towards him, her hand in his hair pulling him closer.  He licked her with flat strokes of his tongue from her bottom to her clit, slowly, then faster and faster as she moaned with pleasure.  

"No more.  I can't stand it.  Please, I want you inside of me.  Please, please…"  

Dufus lifted himself above her, staring into her eyes for a moment, searching to be certain that this is what she wanted.  What he saw there convinced him as he settled his hard cock against her clit, sliding it down a bit until he could enter her with ease.  She was so wet and warm around him.  It was like coming home and yet being nowhere he had ever been before, an indescribable pleasure and torment that had him seeing a myriad of colors in his mind.  He pounded into her, a thought buried within him that he should be gentle, but her cries and her fingernails clawing at his butt, bringing him deeper into her wiped that thought clean out of his mind.  His orgasm, matching hers, was the most intense he had ever experienced, and he lay spent when it was over.

After awhile, she moved, untangling herself from him slightly to better enable her to curl up next to him, her head resting in the crook of his shoulder, her hand drawing circles on his chest.  He could feel her heart beating where it lay against his side.  He didn't want to move, fearful that it would break the spell cast over them.  As the sun set, he could feel goosebumps forming on her skin where his hand lay.  Though he didn't want to, he sat her up and began to dress her, as if she was a dearly treasured, porcelain doll.   Finally, when he was done, she rested a hand on his still-bare chest.

"Duf.  I can't call you that anymore.  Not after this.  I'm probably the only one, besides your family, who remembers your real name, do you realize that?"  She sighed, then smiled sadly.  When he saw that, he knew that they would never have anything more than this.  His heart shattered into a million pieces.  At the same time, he knew that she had given him a gift more precious than any other he would ever receive.

"I love you, Maryjohn.  And it's okay."

"Sweet Roger.  I love you too."  And with that, she stood up and walked away, never to be seen again in Centuryville.

