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A Mod­ern Love Story

Pro­logue

God, there has to be an eas­ier way to make a liv­ing. Dave Parker was on his back in the loft of an old de­tached house in Sur­rey. The owner, who had re­cently been wid­owed, was hav­ing some work done on the house be­fore she put it on the mar­ket. The Pri­vate House Sale Act of 2007 com­pelled the ven­dor to in­dem­nify the pur­chaser of a prop­erty in the event of any ma­jor work need­ing to be done in the two years im­me­di­ately af­ter the sale. It was pos­si­ble to get in­sur­ance cover for this con­tin­gency, pro­vided the prop­erty had been sur­veyed and sub­ject to an ap­proved con­trac­tor re­pair­ing any de­fects found. The com­pany for whom Dave worked, Brown & Co, was such a con­trac­tor, and had been ap­pointed to un­der­take the re­me­dial work on the roof tim­bers.

All these old houses were the same. There was al­ways a life­time of ac­cu­mu­lated junk stored in the loft. He had been forced to move much of it around in or­der to un­der­take the ul­tra­sonic scans and he was sweat­ing freely from his ex­er­tions. He was now wedged in the area close to the eaves, right where the roof trusses met the joists. There was hardly any room to move. Not only that; the loft had been in­su­lated with fi­bre­glass and it was al­ready ir­ri­tat­ing his skin. The dust mask he was wear­ing merely ex­ac­er­bated the sense of claus­tro­pho­bia. Still, at least the old biddy that owned the house was very pleas­ant. She would reg­u­larly make him cof­fee and there was al­ways a plate­ful of bis­cuits too. He had got talk­ing to her the day be­fore and she had told him that she was sell­ing up be­cause the house was now far too big for her fol­low­ing the death of her hus­band. She was mov­ing to a smaller, more man­age­able house, not too far from where her daugh­ter and her son-in-law lived.

There was one last sec­tion of the joists to test. He would have to shift some wooden boxes to gain ac­cess. He was able to move the first box with­out any trou­ble but the sec­ond one seemed to be much heav­ier. He man­aged to drag it far enough along the boards to al­low him to crawl be­hind it. It was quite dark in this area and he was ob­struct­ing what lit­tle light there was. For­tu­nately he had a torch with him and he was able to at­tach the probe with­out too much dif­fi­culty. He be­gan to ease him­self out and then some­thing caught his eye. He shone his torch at the ob­ject in ques­tion. A thick manila en­ve­lope, cov­ered in dust, was rest­ing on the fi­bre­glass in­su­la­tion. Maybe it had fallen from one of the wooden boxes that he had just moved. He wrig­gled over to it and picked it up plan­ning to put it back.

“Dave,” he heard her say, “I’ve made you a cup of cof­fee.”

“Thank you, Mrs May­hew, I’ll be right down.” He slid back into the main area of the loft and putting down the en­ve­lope and his torch, he climbed down the loft lad­der to the land­ing. She had left him a mug of freshly per­co­lated cof­fee and a plate con­tain­ing a gen­er­ous help­ing of bis­cuits. He care­fully placed the mug on the plate and hold­ing onto the lad­der with his free hand, he re­turned to the loft. He had for­got­ten about the torch un­til he trod on it. He lost his bal­ance and in his ef­forts to re­gain it, the mug of cof­fee slipped across the plate, dis­charg­ing its con­tents as it did so. The plate was awash with cof­fee and sod­den bis­cuits. Not only that, there was cof­fee on the floor too, and it was al­ready per­me­at­ing the en­ve­lope. He quickly picked it up and mopped at it with his hand­ker­chief. It was al­ready soaked so he promptly re­moved the con­tents. There was a video­cas­sette and a bun­dle of loose pa­pers held to­gether by an elas­tic band. The video was en­ti­tled, ‘Ma­jor­can Plea­sures’ and judg­ing by the name, was one of those scenic videos that tourists used to buy as a sou­venir of their hol­i­days. The cas­sette was only slightly wet and he was able to wipe it dry with his hand­ker­chief.

But it was not that sim­ple with the pa­pers; cof­fee had al­ready be­gun to seep into the edges of some of them. Mop­ping at them would not make much dif­fer­ence. It made more sense to wave them about in the air and to try and dry them that way. So that was what he pro­ceeded to do. And then a four-let­ter word caught his eye. He looked more closely at the top doc­u­ment. The word only ap­peared once amidst the mass of close typed text that filled four fifths of the page, yet his eyes had some­how alighted on it. He read the sen­tence con­tain­ing the word and then the para­graph con­tain­ing the sen­tence. Then he read the whole page start­ing from the head­ing ‘Chap­ter 1’. He was in­trigued and he care­fully re­moved the elas­tic band from the bun­dle in or­der to read the next page. It was a con­tin­u­a­tion of the text, the fig­ure two at the foot of the page con­firm­ing the fact. He thumbed through the other sheets. They were all con­sec­u­tively num­bered and he re­alised he was look­ing at the man­u­script of a book.


  Chap­ter 1

My wife, Kelly, is drop-dead gor­geous, an ab­so­lute stun­ner. She is twenty-nine years old, about five feet nine tall and has long dark brown shoul­der length hair. Some­times she wears it combed up, with a few longer strands hang­ing down in coils, fram­ing her beau­ti­ful neck. She has a pert nose, cap­ti­vat­ing warm brown eyes and an even warmer smile. She thinks that her mouth is too big but since she is al­ways smil­ing it just adds to her charm. She is of­ten as­sumed to be an Ital­ian, es­pe­cially when she has got a tan. She has a su­perb fig­ure too, slim but shapely. Her bust is full yet firm enough for her to dis­pense with her bra when she wants to. She has a nar­row waist, a lovely firm rounded back­side and long legs that seem even longer when she wears tight trousers. She looks af­ter her­self and goes reg­u­larly to a keep fit class as well as a ten­nis club. I reckon that she could have been a model, but in fact she works for a small com­pany sup­ply­ing com­puter prod­ucts.

As if her looks and fig­ure weren’t enough she also has a won­der­ful per­son­al­ity. She is al­ways happy and it is no ex­ag­ger­a­tion to say that she seems to light up any room she en­ters. She is by na­ture, car­ing and con­sid­er­ate and, in con­se­quence, is well liked by ev­ery­one who knows her. I read­ily con­cede that my ob­jec­tiv­ity is open to ques­tion, but dur­ing the six years we have been mar­ried, a num­ber of our friends, both male and fe­male, have all told me as much, usu­ally go­ing on to say how lucky I am, as if I didn’t al­ready know. To put the ic­ing on the cake, so to speak, she is very good in bed. And not only in bed ei­ther; but also in the lounge, in the kitchen, in the gar­den or wher­ever else we hap­pen to be when the fancy takes her. Suf­fice it to say that she is par­tic­u­larly gifted in this re­spect. And be­fore any­one ques­tions my ob­jec­tiv­ity, let me say that a man whom Kelly had met a cou­ple of months ear­lier, has the same opin­ion. How do I know? Be­cause he told me so him­self! In words that will re­main in­deli­bly stamped in my mem­ory, he ca­su­ally in­formed me that my wife was a ‘fab­u­lous fuck’! But maybe I should start at the be­gin­ning.

Kelly and I have been mar­ried for just over six years. We weren’t child­hood sweet­hearts ex­actly but we have known each other since we were chil­dren. She is the younger sis­ter of Sean, who was my best friend at ju­nior school. She was just six years old and was hav­ing a birth­day party when we first met. Sean didn’t want to be the only boy present so I was also in­vited. It’s funny how some things stick in the mind. I can’t re­mem­ber any­thing about the party but Kelly can. Ap­par­ently there were some choco­late fin­gers on a plate on the ta­ble and she ar­gued with me be­cause I took the last one. Not so long ago I came across some pho­tos that were taken at this very party. It was ev­i­dent she was self-con­scious about the brace on her teeth, but she ac­tu­ally looked quite sweet in her blue check dress and her hair in pig­tails. How­ever ap­pear­ances can be de­cep­tive and ac­cord­ing to her brother she was a real pain.

I sup­pose I started to be­come more aware of her when she was about eight or nine. Sean and Kelly had been in­vited to a fancy dress party and their mother had made cos­tumes for them. Sean’s was Sir Lancelot, and Kelly’s was Lady Guini­vere. I did not go to the party be­cause my par­ents could not af­ford to make me a cos­tume, al­though I only found that out some years later. A few days af­ter­wards, I was round Sean’s house and we were play­ing Knights of the Round Ta­ble. Sean was dressed up in his Sir Lancelot cos­tume whilst I was in my ev­ery­day clothes pre­tend­ing to be Sir Gala­had. Kelly felt sorry for me and she gave me the scarf to wear from her Lady Guini­vere out­fit. She said this was her ‘favour’ and it sig­ni­fied that I was her cham­pion and that I would for ev­er­more have to pro­tect her hon­our.

I re­mem­ber her turn­ing into a bit of a tomboy, when she gen­uinely pre­ferred to be with boys, rather than with friends of her own sex. She would of­ten come out with Sean and me when we went tree climb­ing in the nearby woods. She was both ag­ile and fear­less and would in­vari­ably climb higher and quicker than any­one else. She would also join in when we played foot­ball and she was ac­tu­ally quite skil­ful. She had good ball con­trol and she could use both feet. Not only that, when she tack­led you, she re­ally got stuck in. The only thing she wouldn’t do was to head the ball be­cause she didn’t like get­ting her hair dirty!

In fact, she seemed to have a nat­u­ral abil­ity at any sport in­volv­ing a ball. She was gifted at ten­nis, and hav­ing joined a lo­cal club, won both the ju­nior and then the in­ter­me­di­ate cups. She be­came a reg­u­lar in her school net­ball team and it wasn’t long be­fore she was made cap­tain, even­tu­ally go­ing on to play for the county. She had stopped play­ing foot­ball much ear­lier, re­al­is­ing that her legs looked all the more at­trac­tive when they weren’t cov­ered in bruises.

I can­not ex­actly re­call when my feel­ings for her be­came more in­tense, when I be­gan to think of her as more than just Sean’s sis­ter. I may have been about fif­teen or six­teen. I know it took me ages to pluck up the courage to ask her out on a proper date and I don’t think I will ever for­get my trep­i­da­tion as I waited to see how she would re­act. To my great re­lief she agreed, and we ar­ranged to go to the cin­ema. I felt very proud as I pur­chased two tick­ets for the back row. Un­for­tu­nately I didn’t have enough money for two pop­corns and two or­angeades, so I bought just the one drink and two straws. Kelly had placed our con­tainer of or­angeade on the arm­rest so that we could share it. I de­cided I would take my coat off and in so do­ing man­aged to knock over the drink, spilling it all into her lap! The cold and sticky or­ange juice ut­terly soaked her. To make mat­ters worse she had dropped her pop­corn from the shock and that was stick­ing to her dress. I was mor­ti­fied, she was fu­ri­ous and she stormed out of the cin­ema say­ing that she would never speak to me again! How­ever Kelly was no more suc­cess­ful in shak­ing me off, than she had been shak­ing off the pop­corn. She agreed to go out with me on an­other date and whilst she was get­ting ready, Sean, ever one to tease his sis­ter, couldn’t re­sist a joke at her (my?) ex­pense and of­fered her the loan of his wet suit. For­tu­nately it wasn’t needed on this oc­ca­sion or in­deed on any of our sub­se­quent reg­u­lar dates.

And de­spite the in­aus­pi­cious start, our re­la­tion­ship flour­ished and we be­came quite se­ri­ous. We even dis­cov­ered sex to­gether, and, in a never to be for­got­ten mo­ment, jointly lost our vir­gin­ity. How­ever the re­la­tion­ship be­gan to cool when I went away to Bris­tol to fur­ther my ed­u­ca­tion. And the fi­nal nail in the cof­fin was ham­mered in when Kelly got a place at Durham Uni­ver­sity. In all hon­esty nei­ther of us was that up­set; we both re­alised that we had been too se­ri­ous at too young an age.

I had wanted to see a bit of the world be­fore I set­tled down any­way, and the break-up with Kelly pro­vided the nec­es­sary stim­u­lus. I set off on a round the world trip ex­pect­ing to be away for a year or so but I was away for nearly three times as long. I had ended up in Aus­tralia and I liked the coun­try and the life­style so much that I wanted to make it my per­ma­nent home. How­ever ap­pli­ca­tions to em­i­grate could only be made from Eng­land and I there­fore had to re­turn.

I had been at my par­ents’ home for about a month or so when I bumped into Sean. We were re­ally pleased to see each other and nat­u­rally we had lots to talk about. Of course I asked him about Kelly and he in­formed me that she now had a steady boyfriend whom she’d met when she had been study­ing at Durham. Sean was on his way to meet some of his friends in a pub and he asked me to join him, which of course, I did. By chance Kelly was there. She and her boyfriend had planned to go else­where but they’d had a big row and he had stormed off. Kelly did not want to be alone on a Sat­ur­day night, and as Sean had told her where he was go­ing, she rea­soned that she would at least be with him and his friends. But she hadn’t an­tic­i­pated his friend from his ear­li­est child­hood be­ing present.

We saw each other at the same mo­ment. She hadn’t changed much in the in­ter­ven­ing three years. She’d filled out just a lit­tle but she was still slim. She had clearly gained con­fi­dence and was, if any­thing, even more at­trac­tive.

She was smil­ing as she said, “Let me know if you are go­ing to take your jacket off, Ben, and I’ll move all the drinks out the way!”

We kissed with real af­fec­tion and then we just looked at each other. She may have been slightly misty eyed; I know that I was. I had fallen in love, for the sec­ond time in my life, and with ex­actly the same per­son! We ar­ranged to meet the fol­low­ing week and ev­ery­thing there­after was in­evitable. We were mar­ried two years later. With the ben­e­fit of hind­sight I recog­nise that we were sex­u­ally in­ex­pe­ri­enced at the time. Kelly had had sex­ual re­la­tions with her boyfriend at uni­ver­sity and I’d been with a hand­ful of girls dur­ing my time in Aus­tralia, but we were still pretty green.

Me, I’m thirty-two and I work in a busy cor­po­rate fi­nance house, part of a ma­jor in­ter­na­tional bank­ing con­glom­er­ate. I used to work in a pri­vate bank and I made a fair amount of money when we were taken over some two years ago. With this money, Kelly and I bought an old de­tached house, in quite large grounds, sit­u­ated in a leafy se­cluded part of Sur­rey.

Now that we were fi­nan­cially se­cure we wanted to start a fam­ily. We tried for about twelve months but with­out suc­cess. Fi­nally we both un­der­took tests in a pri­vate clinic early last year. The re­sults showed that Kelly had some rare med­i­cal con­di­tion pre­vent­ing her from be­ing able to con­ceive. This caused her to be­come very de­pressed and, in­cred­i­ble as it might seem, even to en­ter­tain doubts about her own fem­i­nin­ity. As a re­sult she lost in­ter­est in sex. This was rather frus­trat­ing for me, to say the least. But I knew she was a nat­u­rally happy per­son, who would, sooner, rather than later, put this all be­hind her and I was there­fore quite con­fi­dent that things would re­turn to nor­mal. In the in­terim I ob­tained my sex­ual re­lief by watch­ing blue movies and mas­tur­bat­ing. Kelly was work­ing late from time to time so it wasn’t re­ally a prob­lem.


  Chap­ter 2

Kelly had been due to work late one night, but there had been a mix up and she came home ear­lier than ex­pected. I didn’t hear her come in and only be­came aware of her pres­ence when she opened the door of the study. I was watch­ing a film, wear­ing only a tee shirt, mas­tur­bat­ing like fury and just about to ejac­u­late. She was em­bar­rassed, but not as much as I was! She didn’t say any­thing; she just closed the door be­hind her, and left me alone with my hu­mil­i­a­tion. She didn’t want to talk about it that night but she was more amenable the fol­low­ing morn­ing. We were just fin­ish­ing break­fast. She put down her cup of tea and looked ques­tion­ingly at me.

“So, Ben, I sup­pose you are go­ing to tell me that you’re watch­ing pornog­ra­phy be­cause of me.”

I felt no small de­gree of em­bar­rass­ment as I started to an­swer her. “Well, Kelly, it’s like this… look, I ac­cept that you’re not that in­ter­ested in sex at the mo­ment. But that doesn’t mean that I’m not! What am I sup­posed to do? Watch­ing pornog­ra­phy and sat­is­fy­ing my own needs is surely prefer­able to me hav­ing an af­fair with an­other woman, isn’t it?”

When the sig­nif­i­cance of what I’d said had sunk in she started to cry. And then she was apol­o­gis­ing, say­ing it was all her fault. I com­forted her as best I could, telling her that there was no need for re­crim­i­na­tions, that it was not her fault and that I could un­der­stood why she’d lost in­ter­est in sex. There were more tears at this point and in be­tween wip­ing her eyes and her nose she said that she would love it if we could go back to the way we used to be, but as she now felt less of a woman, such a re­turn seemed in­creas­ingly un­likely. I asked her why she felt that way, why should she feel di­min­ished by what was a med­i­cal con­di­tion. There were no doubt thou­sands of in­fer­tile women who did not let this de­tail pre­vent them from en­joy­ing full sex lives. I told her it made ab­so­lutely no dif­fer­ence to the way that I felt about her, and that there was no ba­sis what­so­ever for her low self es­teem. Then I had a flash of in­spi­ra­tion and sug­gested that watch­ing a video to­gether might help mat­ters. Her ini­tial re­ac­tion was far from en­cour­ag­ing, but a de­gree of per­sua­sion on my part over­came a de­gree of re­luc­tance on hers, and she fi­nally agreed. We planned it for the fol­low­ing Sat­ur­day evening.

It was al­most like go­ing out on a first date again and Kelly was pre­pared to make a real ef­fort. She’d taken a long re­lax­ing bath and had then spent a long time mak­ing her­self up. Her hair was combed up in that en­chant­ing style I like so much and she was wear­ing a grey slinky two-piece that clung to her body like a sec­ond skin. I could even see the out­line of her high cut panties. I loved her when she wore those be­cause of the way they em­pha­sised her long legs. I di­verted the phone to the an­swer ma­chine and I opened a bot­tle of wine. We were sit­ting side by side on the sofa in the study and were hold­ing hands. I had cho­sen a film about a cou­ple who had once been lovers, had lost con­tact with each other and had then met up again. In some ways it was an al­le­gory for the two of us, but that was only one of the rea­sons for my choice. It was also a ro­man­tic story, the lead­ing cou­ple were both good look­ing, and the sex took place in pic­turesque set­tings.

When Kelly had first started to watch it she’d told her­self she was only do­ing it for me and that she would be able to take or leave such a film. How­ever she was sur­prised when it did be­gin to have an ef­fect on her and be­fore long she could hardly bear to take her eyes from the screen and was un­con­sciously cross­ing and un­cross­ing her legs. It was clear that she was ex­cited and I hadn’t even laid a fin­ger on her. I planned to rem­edy that at once and slowly slid my hand up the smooth skin of her in­ner thigh. In a re­flex ac­tion she parted her legs, her ab­sorp­tion in the film never wa­ver­ing. I felt her vagina through the soft and in­creas­ingly wet fab­ric of her panties and then I eased my hand in­side them and be­gan to stroke her soft pu­bic hair and to touch her open­ing. She felt me try­ing to pull her panties down so she im­me­di­ately raised her­self, so as to make it eas­ier for me. She re­sumed her for­mer po­si­tion once I had re­moved them. She man­aged to tear her­self away from the screen long enough to plant a full wet kiss on my lips and then I felt her un­do­ing the top of my trousers and she care­fully un­zipped me. She in­vited me to take them off, re­mind­ing me with a smile that I never usu­ally wore them when I watched such films! I slipped them off and sat back next to her.

We were now both naked be­low the waist and it was thus very easy to play with each other whilst we con­tin­ued watch­ing the film. It was an in­cred­i­bly erotic sit­u­a­tion and in a very short space of time we had both cli­maxed. Had we been in bed, there would have been a few post coital kisses, a few en­dear­ments voiced and then we would have both fallen asleep. How­ever the video was still run­ning, the lead­ing cou­ple were now on a nud­ist beach and we con­tin­ued to watch it. I picked up her glass and wav­ing it in front of her face asked her if she wanted more.



“I’d love to if you’re up to it, but maybe we ought to wait a while and have an­other glass of wine in the in­terim.” She was smil­ing as I re­plen­ished her wine and sat back along­side her. The woman on the beach was now giv­ing a blowjob to her well-en­dowed part­ner and Kelly was again show­ing signs that it was get­ting to her.

She de­cided she’d sit on my lap. When had made her­self com­fort­able she turned her face to mine and told me how much she loved me. We watched the film be­tween kisses. Now and again I stuck my tongue in her ear, or gen­tly bit her ear­lobe. She has very sen­si­tive ears and she would in­vol­un­tar­ily shud­der. Al­though I had not long cli­maxed, watch­ing a porno­graphic film with a beau­ti­ful half naked woman squirm­ing on my lap did won­ders for my rate of re­cov­ery. In record time I was sport­ing an­other full erec­tion. Kelly could not fail to be aware of it and she got off my lap, but only so that she could then strad­dle me. Her eyes never left mine as she reached down be­tween us, grasped my cock and slowly im­paled her­self on it. When it could go no fur­ther she leaned for­ward to kiss me, and I tasted her tongue. Then she crossed her arms in front of her, gripped the sides of her grey top and slowly re­moved it. First her midriff was un­cov­ered, then the lower swell of her breasts came into view and fi­nally her nip­ples were ex­posed as they sprung free of the cling­ing ma­te­rial. Whilst Kelly eased the top over her head and tossed it aside I was press­ing my palms against the sides of her full breasts and rolling her nip­ples with my thumbs. This made them stick out even more and I had to suck them. I could feel her fin­gers gen­tly stroking my hair as I kissed and del­i­cately bit each one in turn. We kissed each other once more and then she placed her hands on my shoul­ders. She was star­ing into my face as she be­gan to fuck me.



My right hand let go of her breast and glided across her midriff, over the soft round­ness of her stom­ach and into the dark for­est of her pu­bis. My thumb found her cli­toris, and was soon travers­ing back and forth over the highly sen­si­tive bud. She was on the very brink of her sec­ond or­gasm when I stopped. She looked at me, her wide-open eyes im­plor­ing me to con­tinue and I asked her to fin­ish it off for her­self. She ap­peared re­luc­tant to ac­cede to my re­quest even though to do so would have brought about her own de­sired re­lief. Maybe she felt that nice girls shouldn’t play with them­selves. Maybe it was gen­uine shy­ness about per­form­ing such an in­ti­mate act in front of me. Per­haps she just didn’t want to seem too ea­ger, and felt that a de­gree of ret­i­cence would not go amiss. What­ever her rea­sons, I sensed that she was suf­fi­ciently ex­cited not to need much per­suad­ing and I was not mis­taken. I only had to re­peat my re­quest and to add the magic word ‘please’. It was enough.

Hang­ing on to my up­per arm with her left hand she leant back and be­gan to stroke her­self, at first ten­ta­tively but then with grow­ing as­sur­ance. She closed her eyes as she sought to con­cen­trate on the won­der­ful self-in­duced sen­sa­tions em­a­nat­ing from her cli­toris. I could see that she was breath­ing harder and I no­ticed that the are­o­las around her prom­i­nent nip­ples ap­peared darker. And then she was did­dling her­self in a man­ner that could only be de­scribed as fran­tic, and in­deed, might have fallen back­wards, had I not reached out to sup­port her with my free hand. And within sec­onds, she’d cli­maxed, shud­der­ing as wave af­ter wave of in­tense plea­sure coursed through her body. Her in­vol­un­tary move­ment around my cock caused me to cli­max, and I jet­ted my sperm deep into her. Then as our sex­ual pas­sion be­gan to sub­side she slumped for­ward against me and I cud­dled her tightly. I lifted her hand to my face so that I could take her fin­gers in my mouth and taste her flavour. Be­fore long she’d nod­ded off, the in­evitable re­sult of the sex and the al­co­hol. The video was still run­ning but I wasn’t tak­ing much no­tice. I felt my eye­lids droop­ing; the com­bi­na­tion that had caused Kelly’s som­no­lence was af­fect­ing me too.

I glanced at the tele­vi­sion and was sur­prised to see that the porn star bore a strik­ing re­sem­blance to Jimmy Hill. Then I re­alised that I had dozed off, that the film had ended and that ‘Match of the Day’ was on the tele­vi­sion! Think­ing about it, I had heard the theme, but it hadn’t reg­is­tered. What was reg­is­ter­ing, though, was the dis­com­fort aris­ing from the pins and nee­dles in my legs. Kelly still ap­peared to be asleep.

“Kelly! Wake up! Kelly!”

She opened her eyes.

“Can you get off, please?”

“Aren’t you the ro­man­tic one? Now you’ve had your end away, you can’t wait for me to get off.” As she stood up, she reached for her clothes. She didn’t look best pleased.

It was only when I be­gan stamp­ing on the floor that she re­alised I had a prob­lem. In fact I had two prob­lems but the sec­ond one was rel­a­tively mi­nor. I had slipped out of her whilst she was on my lap and the area around the base of my cock was very wet and sticky. I grabbed a tis­sue and was wip­ing my­self whilst do­ing a pass­able im­pres­sion of the clog dance. But there was no sym­pa­thy what­so­ever from Kelly; she was too busy laugh­ing. When we had both re­cov­ered from our con­trast­ing con­di­tions we sat down with an­other glass of wine. We were hold­ing hands like young lovers. We sipped our wine in si­lence but it was a com­fort­able si­lence, a si­lence that loudly pro­claimed we were still very much in love, a si­lence that por­tended things would soon be back to nor­mal.

We went to bed that night, ut­terly ex­hausted, (shagged out would be a more ex­act ex­pres­sion!), and both agree­ing that it was the most ex­cit­ing sex we’d ever had. Kelly must have found her night’s sleep highly restora­tive be­cause I woke up in the morn­ing to find her suck­ing my cock! When she re­alised I was awake she con­tin­ued suck­ing me whilst po­si­tion­ing her­self so that her knees were ei­ther side of my head and her lovely tight fanny was di­rectly above my face. The she low­ered her­self onto my mouth and I put my tongue in her, savour­ing the pi­quant flavour of her fresh lu­bric­ity and my stale se­men. I had barely be­gun to lick her cli­toris when she cli­maxed. She re­sponded by suck­ing me even harder and I ejac­u­lated. We’d had oral sex be­fore of course, but she had never wanted me to cum in her mouth. This time she wouldn’t let me do any­thing else! When I had fin­ished she re­leased me and put a hand­ker­chief to her mouth. Then she turned round to kiss me prop­erly. I told her I loved her very much.

We spoke about the film. Kelly com­mented on the fact that the man who starred in it was very well en­dowed. I should say here that I rather missed out in that de­part­ment. I was no more than av­er­age size, maybe less. No mat­ter how badly I acted, I would make an un­likely star in a blue film! When I had sug­gested that we watch some porno, it had not oc­curred to me that Kelly might make com­par­isons. But she had and it was ev­i­dent that she was fas­ci­nated by the size of the porn star’s cock.

“I won­der what the woman thinks, when the man is that big.” I didn’t an­swer so she car­ried on. “I mean,” she mused, “do you think she’d be con­cerned that it might hurt her, or does it just make her all the more ex­cited?”

“How would I know, Kelly? Why, do you wish mine was that big, then?”

Her re­ply was quick, too quick. “Of course not, Ben. It was just idle cu­rios­ity, that’s all.” She told me that she that she loved me, and she as­sured me that was more than happy with me. How­ever, whilst I be­lieved she was telling the truth in­so­far as far as her feel­ings for me were con­cerned, I sensed that there was more to her ques­tion than she had been pre­pared to ad­mit. I felt that she had imag­ined her­self hav­ing sex with the man in the film and this had aroused my own cu­rios­ity. I had never pre­vi­ously thought about Kelly with any­one else. I knew she’d been with her for­mer boyfriend at uni­ver­sity but I was not on the scene then. It was quite dif­fer­ent now. She was my wife, and yet to my sur­prise, I found my­self in­tensely aroused by the con­cept of her hav­ing sex with an­other man. More­over, this arousal was not ma­te­ri­ally af­fected by whether or not he was well en­dowed. It was just the thought of my wife with an­other man, pure and sim­ple. Or maybe not so pure!

I thought about the way it would hap­pen. There would be the eye con­tact and the pre­lim­i­nary flirt­ing. There would be the kiss­ing, the fondling and the mu­tual un­dress­ing. I tried to imag­ine what sen­sa­tions Kelly would ex­pe­ri­ence the first time she was naked in front of him. And how she would feel when he ca­ressed her breasts and kissed and sucked on her nip­ples. And what her re­ac­tion would be when he touched her be­tween her legs, in­serted first his fin­ger and then his tongue into her wet vagina. And what would be go­ing through her mind when she touched his pe­nis. What would she be think­ing as she took the head of this un­known cock into her open mouth? And then I could vi­su­alise the scene when she was on her back with her legs splayed, when her hot flesh would yield to his ir­re­sistible pres­sure and his cock would slowly sink into her depths. He would be fuck­ing her, her legs would be wrapped round his, and her fin­gers would be dig­ging into his back. She would be groan­ing, her eyes would be closed and her fea­tures would be a mask of hard sen­su­al­ity. And then, when she knew he was about to cum, her eyes would open, and she would hold his gaze, whilst he con­tin­ued to ejac­u­late in­side her. She would be feel­ing no small de­gree of pride. Not only could she pro­voke such an in­tense sex­ual de­sire in him, but she could also sat­isfy it. And fi­nally, in an echo of her lover’s de­tumes­cence, the soft­ness would grad­u­ally re­turn to her fea­tures.

A mo­ment or so ago it was my cu­rios­ity that had been aroused. Now it was my cock. I climbed on top of Kelly and im­me­di­ately pen­e­trated her. I was very close to ejac­u­la­tion. I had to say it and I man­aged to hold off long enough to get the words out.

“Per­haps you should have an af­fair, Kelly. You never know, he might even have a dick like the man in the film!”


  Chap­ter 3

I didn’t know if what I’d said in that mo­ment of in­tense sex­ual ex­cite­ment had reg­is­tered with Kelly but she cer­tainly never re­ferred to it. There was no rea­son to any­way, as ev­ery­thing was now back to nor­mal. Hav­ing en­joyed the pre­vi­ous ex­pe­ri­ence we would, on oc­ca­sions, watch a porno film to­gether. Our ses­sions af­ter­wards would be very in­tense, the more so if we fan­ta­sised aloud about the story, or if we tried out some of the po­si­tions we had just seen. As a re­sult our sex life im­proved im­mea­sur­ably. Kelly now took great de­light in be­ing sex­u­ally provoca­tive and she loved it when she knew she had turned me on. We went to a party once and she wore a dress that did not leave much to the imag­i­na­tion. It was only as we ar­rived that she ca­su­ally in­formed me she was not wear­ing any un­der­wear! It was in­cred­i­bly ex­cit­ing watch­ing her dance with some­one else, know­ing that only the thin fab­ric of her dress cov­ered her fem­i­nin­ity. And when I danced with her it was dif­fi­cult to keep my own hands off her, even though we were an ‘old’ mar­ried cou­ple.

Then there was the party at the home of a col­league of hers. At the last minute I was asked if I could go to Zurich with my boss on the same week­end. A very im­por­tant client was plan­ning a ma­jor ac­qui­si­tion and both se­crecy and speed were of the essence. Kelly was very un­der­stand­ing about it and was quite pre­pared to tell her col­league that we wouldn’t now be at­tend­ing the party but I sug­gested that she still go, any­way. What was the point of stay­ing in alone, when she could be at a party with her work friends?

Paul, my boss, picked me up at home early on the Sat­ur­day morn­ing as planned and we flew out to Zurich on the mid morn­ing flight. I was due home on the Sun­day af­ter­noon.

Kelly took the op­por­tu­nity to go shop­ping in the West End and had a very en­joy­able day. She had ended up buy­ing a suit, a pair of shoes and some un­der­wear. She was still in two minds about go­ing to the party but since she had al­ready in­formed her col­league that I would be away, and had promised her that she would be there nev­er­the­less, she felt she would be let­ting her down if she failed to turn up. She con­soled her­self in the knowl­edge that she had made no com­mit­ment about how long she would stay, how­ever.

But even if she was only there for an hour she had to look nice. So she show­ered, did her hair and made her­self up. When she was happy with her ap­pear­ance she put on her new undies. The glossy bra and briefs looked just as nice on her as they had done on the model in the big pic­ture in the shop win­dow. Her legs were al­ready quite tanned from the re­cent spell of hot weather so she didn’t bother with any stock­ings or tights. She slipped on her pale blue fit­ted knee length dress with the high neck­line. It did not show much flesh but it clung to her and showed off her su­perb fig­ure. Open toed high heels com­pleted the pic­ture. She phoned for a mini­cab, poured her­self a gin and tonic and sat down to wait.

Half an hour later she was at the party. She had not ex­pected to en­joy it much, and af­ter two hours her ex­pec­ta­tions had been largely ful­filled. She was on the point of phon­ing for a cab to take her home when she heard a voice at her side.

“Kelly?”

She turned round. It was Carl. Carl used to work for the same com­pany as Kelly but had left two years ear­lier to set up on his own. He had even asked her to come and work for him but she had de­clined, partly be­cause he was known as a bit of a lady’s man. She was not con­vinced that he would keep his hands to him­self es­pe­cially if they were the only two peo­ple in his of­fice. It was widely be­lieved that his wife had left him be­cause of his con­stant wom­an­is­ing. Yet in spite of that, she still liked him. He had a ready charm and had al­ways been able to make her laugh. He was thirty-five, dark haired, and about six feet tall. He was also quite mus­cu­lar, mainly as a re­sult of fre­quent work­outs at the gym. He was wear­ing a pale green Ralph Lau­ren shirt and a pair of dark blue trousers with a ra­zor sharp crease. He asked the ob­vi­ous ques­tion and she ex­plained that I was away on busi­ness. They chat­ted about their old col­leagues and some of the things that had hap­pened in the past. She was en­joy­ing his com­pany and when he asked if she wanted to dance, she im­me­di­ately agreed. They had been danc­ing slowly to­gether for a short while when he spoke.

“You know, Kelly, I’ve al­ways fan­cied you.”

She was quite unim­pressed with this un­o­rig­i­nal chat up line and her re­ply was rather dis­mis­sive. “Carl, as far as I can re­mem­ber, some­one only had to show a bit of leg and there was a risk that you might take a fancy to them.” She grinned and then car­ried on in the same vein. “That’s why I ad­vised Hamish never to wear his kilt in the of­fice!” She was pleased that he smiled at her lit­tle joke. How­ever, it was true that he had shown more in­ter­est in her than in any one else in the of­fice. Just as he ap­peared to be do­ing this evening. And it wasn’t as if she was show­ing any leg, ei­ther. She asked him if he was in a re­la­tion­ship.

“No,” he said. “Hon­estly! When I started the busi­ness I never re­ally had the time. Now I have a bit more time I’ve yet to meet the right per­son.”

Kelly couldn’t re­sist lead­ing him on. “So I’m still in with a chance then, am I?”

Carl knew she was teas­ing and re­sponded in the same vein. He tried to look non-com­mit­tal, “Well,” he said with ob­vi­ous doubt in his voice, “I might be pre­pared to give you an au­di­tion!” He held her lit­tle bit tighter.

It was about 11.30pm when he in­formed her that he had an early flight in the morn­ing and would there­fore have to leave. He of­fered to take her home if it suited her. She said that would be fine and that if he had the time, he could have a night­cap at her house. Nat­u­rally enough Carl was de­lighted to ac­cept and soon he and Kelly were in his car driv­ing home where they ar­rived just be­fore mid­night. I know this with cer­tainty be­cause I saw them!

Our meet­ing in Zurich had been cur­tailed when the per­son with whom we had the ap­point­ment had been in­volved in a fa­tal ac­ci­dent on his way to meet us. He had been taken to hos­pi­tal suf­fer­ing from shock and was in no fit state for such an im­por­tant busi­ness dis­cus­sion. He had man­aged to get hold of his as­sis­tant, who, whilst not be­ing fully briefed, was able to meet with us, al­though the dis­cus­sion that fol­lowed was some­what in­con­clu­sive. We re­turned to Lon­don on the late af­ter­noon flight. De­spite the ab­sence of the key in­di­vid­ual, a num­ber of im­por­tant is­sues had nev­er­the­less been raised and we felt that some of them needed to be ad­dressed quite quickly. Ac­cord­ingly Paul and I went straight from the air­port to his home to be­gin work­ing on them. I had re­frained from phon­ing Kelly since I did not know how long this would take and thus did not know when I might get home. Just af­ter 11pm, and hav­ing worked through a take­away din­ner, Paul and I felt we’d done enough.

He or­dered a mini­cab for me. I’d nod­ded off in the back only to wake up when the cab had al­ready driven one hun­dred yards past our house. I told the driver to stop and he was about to turn round when a car passed in the op­po­site di­rec­tion. I looked be­hind me as it passed and watched it turn into our drive. I don’t know what it was, a sixth sense or some­thing, but I told the driver not to bother to turn round. I paid him, picked up my brief­case and my overnight bag and walked back.

I could see that there were lights on in­side as I ap­proached the house. The out­side lights weren’t work­ing (I had been mean­ing to fix them for the last six weeks). I didn’t recog­nise the car on the drive. I put my bags down by the hedge and, tak­ing care to stay in the shad­ows, moved to­wards a win­dow. I could see Kelly mak­ing cof­fee. I crept round to the back of the house. The cur­tains in the lounge had been drawn but they had not fully met in the mid­dle and I was thus able to see into the brightly lit lounge. A man was sit­ting on the sofa. Un­likely as it might seem, I vaguely recog­nised him from some­where, or other. He stood up and then it came to me. He was a reg­u­lar at the gym I go to. We’d never spo­ken apart from the usual good morn­ing stuff. I didn’t know his name, but I had heard some­one call him ‘Horse’. I had re­alised why when I had seen him in the shower.

What was he do­ing here? I de­cided I’d wait to find out. The re­cent fine spell showed no sign of end­ing and it was not un­pleas­ant to be out­side. It was prob­a­bly more pleas­ant than be­ing in­side be­cause Kelly had opened the lounge win­dows to cool the room down when she’d re­turned home.

She came in with the cof­fees, put them down and then went over to the hi-fi to put on some back­ground mu­sic. By co­in­ci­dence it was the very mu­sic that they had been danc­ing to at the party. Carl re­alised this at once.

“Kelly, they’re play­ing our tune,” he said in his soft voice.

He held out his hands and she joined him in a slow dance. This time they were danc­ing much closer to­gether and Kelly soon be­came aware that he was aroused. By now she had her arms round his neck and he had his hands on the cheeks of her be­hind. They looked at each other and the kiss that fol­lowed was in­evitable. Her mouth opened to his tongue and he pressed him­self still closer to her. His bulge was now im­pos­si­ble to ig­nore and then she felt his hand on her breast. What had she got her­self into? She thought about telling him he ought to leave but then she re­called my fate­ful words. She moved her mouth away from his, and pre­tend­ing to be an­gry, she ad­mon­ished him.

“Carl, if you are go­ing to do that,” she paused at this point and his heart sank, “why don’t we sit down!” She couldn’t re­sist a smile and nei­ther could he. But his smile was the broader.

They walked over to the sofa and Carl sat down as Kelly had sug­gested. She re­mained stand­ing in front of him and then she reached over her shoul­der to un­zip the top of her dress. She then changed hands and pulled the zip down the rest of the way. She eased it off each arm in turn, main­tain­ing her mod­esty by hold­ing it against her breasts un­til she let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it, and stood in front of him, her nip­ples, are­o­las and dark pu­bis vis­i­ble through the fab­ric of the glossy white undies. The briefs were cut very high so the white tri­an­gle did not fully cover her nat­u­ral dark one, any­way. Carl could not re­sist her. He reached out for the cheeks of her be­hind and pulled her to­wards him whilst he pressed his face to her soft slightly round stom­ach. He kissed her smooth skin above the briefs trawl­ing his tongue over her as he did so. He felt her hands on the back of his head hold­ing him to her as he savoured the taste of her per­fumed skin. His hands were busy be­hind her and they were now in­side her panties press­ing into the soft downy flesh of her but­tocks. With a dex­ter­ity borne of prac­tice no doubt, he eased them over the round­ness of her cheeks and slid them down. Kelly felt them round her an­kles and she non­cha­lantly stepped out of them. The dark curls of her pu­bis promised so much and he pulled her to­wards him so that his face could nuz­zle in them. He was sud­denly aware of some move­ment above and he looked up to see that Kelly had re­moved her bra. Her firm smooth breasts looked ev­ery bit as invit­ing as the rest of her! Her nip­ples were stand­ing out, de­mand­ing to be sucked.



“God Almighty, Kelly”, said Carl, “how can your hus­band ever let you out of his sight!”

At that point it would still have been pos­si­ble for me to go in and stop things be­fore they had gone too far. But some­thing was hold­ing me back. It was the la­tent voyeur in me, ex­cept that it was now no longer la­tent, on the con­trary, it was man­i­fest. It was the voyeur in me that had un­zipped my trousers and had eased out my rigid cock. And it was the voyeur in me that was stroking it as I con­cen­trated on the un­fold­ing scene in the lounge.

Kelly sat down and Carl im­me­di­ately knelt be­tween her open legs. But he wasn’t look­ing at her naked body, not yet, any­way. He was look­ing at her face and he con­tin­ued look­ing un­til their lips met in a kiss. It was not enough for him; he wanted more, he wanted to kiss her all over. He be­gan with her eyes, and then af­ter part­ing her hair, he kissed her ear and gen­tly bit the lobe. His tongue probed into the ori­fice and she trem­bled. Then he kissed the nape of her neck. He bit her shoul­der and then his mouth was on her beau­ti­ful soft breasts. He be­came more an­i­mated, as he licked and kissed them, flick­ing the sen­si­tive tips of her fully erect nip­ples with his tongue, and teas­ing them with his teeth.

His hand was ca­ress­ing the soft smooth skin of her in­ner thighs and then he was stroking her wet cleft. She was al­ready squirm­ing with plea­sure be­fore he in­serted his fore­fin­ger. Now he was kiss­ing her ab­domen and then the very top of her tri­an­gle. As he was do­ing this, his hands were on her hips eas­ing them closer to the edge of the sofa. He be­gan to lap at the soft silky skin of her in­ner thighs and was able to de­tect the fra­grance of her sex­ual arousal. His tongue was at the very top of her thigh and he could feel her wet­ness on his cheek. And then he was tast­ing her soft slip­pery flesh. He pulled his head away and looked more closely at her fem­i­nin­ity; at her en­gorged labia, at her shiny pink in­ner flesh and at her cli­toris, so prom­i­nent in the sur­round­ing fem­i­nine folds.

He was sud­denly aware that she had both hands on his head and was gen­tly guid­ing him back to her open wet­ness. He del­i­cately pulled her lips apart, pushed his face into her and pen­e­trated her with his tongue. He licked the whole length of her wet fur­row, glo­ry­ing in the taste and the tex­ture. And then he be­gan to lap gen­tly at her cli­toris and her in­creas­ing sex­ual arousal was plain to see.

Kelly looked around her. Could this re­ally be hap­pen­ing to her? Here she was, in her own home, a hap­pily mar­ried and hith­erto re­spectable woman. But it was not her hus­band’s tongue that was trans­port­ing her to the heights, it was an­other man’s. A man, more­over, that she hadn’t seen in two years be­fore this evening. A man who had only kissed her once be­fore, when she’d got a lit­tle bit tipsy at the of­fice party one Christ­mas. Well, he was cer­tainly mak­ing up for it now!

She be­gan to whim­per and I watched, mes­merised as she built up to an or­gasm. And then it was on her. Rais­ing her­self up, she pushed her fanny into his face. She re­mained there for a few sec­onds, be­fore she let out a long groan and col­lapsed back into the sofa. Carl, mean­while, was con­tent just to carry on slowly lick­ing her beau­ti­ful soft in­ner flesh. The taste was sub­lime and he did not want to stop. But he had to when she cov­ered her­self with her hand. As he looked up as if to ques­tion her she leaned for­ward to kiss him. She could taste her own se­cre­tions on his lips.

“It’s your turn now”, she whis­pered.


  Chap­ter 4

Carl stood up in front of Kelly, who re­mained seated on the sofa with her legs splayed. He took off his shirt and then slipped off his shoes and socks, fi­nally re­mov­ing his trousers. He was stand­ing be­tween her legs, his Calvin Klein’s level with her face. It was ev­i­dent that he was work­ing out reg­u­larly, his flat hard stom­ach and his mus­cle def­i­ni­tion pro­vid­ing am­ple ev­i­dence of the fact. But it was his bulge that com­manded her at­ten­tion. She grasped the waist­band of the CK’s, and care­fully eased them over his erec­tion. I’d seen him in the shower so I knew he was well hung, but I hadn’t seen him erect, of course, and I had no idea he was this big. In its fully erect state it was sim­ply enor­mous, al­most twice as long and prob­a­bly twice as thick as mine. The bul­bous head was slightly thicker still and his tes­ti­cles seemed as big as eggs in his heavy pen­du­lous scro­tum. Kelly ap­peared to be mes­merised by this mon­ster. It was even big­ger than the one that had made such an in­deli­ble im­pres­sion on her when we had first watched a film to­gether, the one that had fu­elled so many of her fan­tasies. What’s more, it was right in front of her face.

Kelly reached out to touch it, afraid that when she did so, it would dis­ap­pear and that she would wake up, but no, she wasn’t dream­ing. It was real enough for her to feel how hot it was. It was real enough for her to feel how it throbbed. She was hold­ing it but her fin­gers could not fully en­cir­cle its pul­sat­ing thick­ness. She slid her hand up and down the whole length of the shaft, from its base amidst the for­est of black hair to the smooth head that was al­ready glis­ten­ing with his an­tic­i­pa­tory juices. Her fore­fin­ger played in them leav­ing a damp trail as it cir­cled his crown. She was in­trigued by the size of his tes­ti­cles and she cupped each one in turn, as if try­ing to gauge their weight. And then she was again hold­ing his shaft. She had never felt such a pe­nis be­fore. She had never tasted such a pe­nis be­fore. But she had plans to rec­tify that at once!

Open­ing her mouth she bent down to­wards it. Ten­ta­tively she touched it with the tip of her tongue. She pulled away for a mo­ment, but only in or­der to look up at his face and smile. She again bent down to­wards it, this time kiss­ing his open­ing and tast­ing his wet­ness. Open­ing her jaw to an un­com­fort­able de­gree, Kelly could just about take the head of it in her mouth. Her left arm was hooked around his thigh, her fin­gers press­ing against his in­ner flesh. It seemed she was hold­ing him cap­tive; mak­ing sure he couldn’t es­cape. Call it in­tu­ition, but I would have thought that was the last thing on his mind! She con­tin­ued to stroke his prodi­gious thick­ness with her free hand but the ache in her jaw forced her to re­lease him. She may have had dif­fi­culty tak­ing him in her mouth but that did not mean it should be de­nied the plea­sure of her lips and tongue. Ac­cord­ingly she kissed and sucked his shaft be­fore turn­ing her at­ten­tion to his tes­ti­cles. She even man­aged to take one of them in her mouth as she con­tin­ued stroking him.

And then she felt him go tense and she knew he was about to come. I ad­mit to be­ing to­tally sur­prised when I saw her fas­ten her mouth over the open­ing of Carl’s prick as he be­gan to ejac­u­late. But I wasn’t the only one. Kelly had ac­tu­ally sur­prised her­self at her spon­ta­neous ac­tion. She had thought that be­cause his cock was so per­fect, his se­men would taste like nec­tar. Well she was cer­tainly wrong about that! It tasted like se­men, and, what’s more, there was a lot of it. With the re­al­ity came her in­stinc­tive re­ac­tion and she pulled away from his cock but not be­fore an­other thick wad of sperm hit the back of her throat. More of it landed on her face and ran down her chin, to form elon­gated strands as it dripped on to her breasts. His fi­nal emis­sions sim­ply oozed out, and ran down the shaft on to her fin­gers. When she was sure he had fin­ished she took him into her mouth once more. Suck­ing his soft­en­ing cock she ma­noeu­vred her­self so that she could again look at Carl’s face. When their eyes met she re­leased it and smiled at him. Then she gave it one fi­nal kiss and sat back in the sofa. Ca­su­ally she picked up her dis­carded panties and pro­ceeded to wipe her face and to mop his se­men from her breasts. Carl sat down be­side her. And I was sud­denly aware that the trousers of my best suit were cov­ered in spunk!

They kissed for some con­sid­er­able while. Then Kelly reached down for her cof­fee and Carl did the same. As they sat side by side on the sofa it was a scene of nor­mal cosy do­mes­tic­ity, mir­rored, no doubt, in house­holds, ev­ery­where. That is if one is pre­pared to over­look the fact that both were naked, that the man with her was not her hus­band, and that her hus­band was ac­tu­ally watch­ing them, al­beit with­out their knowl­edge! Kelly was now sit­ting in rather a prim fash­ion, her long legs close to­gether. Carl was more re­laxed, his pe­nis now flac­cid but still im­pres­sive, rest­ing on his up­per thigh. He was the first to speak. He was smil­ing.

“Kelly, I am pleased to in­form you, that on the ba­sis of that au­di­tion, I am go­ing to add you to my short list!”

“I’m so re­lieved to hear that, Carl. I was con­cerned that I might have blown it.” She was pre­tend­ing to be se­ri­ous but she was find­ing it dif­fi­cult.

Carl had a grin all over his face. “That’s funny, Kelly, my con­cern was that you might not! But se­ri­ously, I would like to see you again. The only thing is, I’ve got to go to Ma­jorca early to­mor­row morn­ing. That’s why I had to leave the party so early. There are some le­gal mat­ters in con­nec­tion with a villa that I’m plan­ning to buy and I have to at­tend to them in per­son. Can I call you next week when I get back?”

She didn’t an­swer. He won­dered if she was now re­gret­ting what she had done. Kelly was re­gret­ting it, but for a com­pletely dif­fer­ent rea­son, a rea­son that would have as­tounded him, had he but known. She was re­gret­ting the fact that be­cause she had got too car­ried away when she was giv­ing him a blowjob, she had de­prived her­self of what, (judg­ing by the size of him), could only have been a truly out­stand­ing fuck. And now he was giv­ing her the vibes that he wanted to go. He put down his cof­fee and spoke again.

“It is a very early flight, Kelly, I sup­pose I re­ally ought to be mak­ing a move.” But there was a marked lack of con­vic­tion in his words.

“All right, Carl,” she replied, “if you have to.” She put down her cup too, and turned to kiss him. Carl may or may not have wanted to leave. Kelly was ab­so­lutely de­ter­mined that he was not go­ing to! She wasn’t go­ing to miss this op­por­tu­nity even if it meant he would miss his plane. Hell, he could al­ways get a later flight. Or an­other villa! As they kissed she started to ca­ress his pe­nis again and there was an im­me­di­ate re­sponse. He re­sumed stroking her soft rounded breasts, his fin­gers again teas­ing her nip­ples. In next to no time he was fully erect once more. Kelly smiled in­wardly; she wasn’t go­ing to miss out af­ter all; but she had to make ab­so­lutely sure. Hold­ing his erec­tion, she looked into his eyes. There was a breath­less tone to her voice.

“I want you, Carl, I want you in­side me.” I could hardly be­lieve my ears. That was my wife and she was ask­ing an­other man to fuck her!

She got up, turned to face him, and po­si­tioned her­self so that she was stand­ing astride him. With­out tak­ing her eyes off his face she grasped his cock again and slowly be­gan to lower her­self on it. I al­ready had some ex­pe­ri­ence of this in­spired tech­nique of hers, and could there­fore well imag­ine how much plea­sure Carl would be de­riv­ing from it. How­ever the rea­sons for her ac­tion were not solely al­tru­is­tic. By these means she would be able to re­tain con­trol and could thus stop if it be­came too painful. Her cau­tion was jus­ti­fied, too, be­cause de­spite his ear­lier ef­forts with fin­gers and tongue, Kelly’s open­ing was not pre­pared for such an or­gan. She had to pro­ceed very care­fully, and even then, she ex­pe­ri­enced some dis­com­fort as her nar­row en­trance slowly di­lated. Be­fore long, the head of his glo­ri­ous prick was tightly sheathed in her vagina. She waited for a few sec­onds and then she slowly lifted her­self off it, only to press down once more and take more of him in­side her. Kelly groaned with plea­sure as she felt her­self be­ing stretched to a de­gree she had never imag­ined. Again she raised her­self and when she sank down this time she had taken it all. She stayed in that po­si­tion un­til the mem­branes of her vagina had stretched enough to ac­com­mo­date it with­out too much pain. It still felt rather un­com­fort­able, hav­ing such a mon­ster in­side her, but the over­rid­ing sen­sa­tion was now one of in­tense sex­ual ex­cite­ment. She leant for­ward to kiss him and I will never ever for­get the sight of Kelly, my beau­ti­ful wife, astride him, and to­tally im­paled upon his im­mense prick. Only his heavy balls were vis­i­ble. Then I saw Carl reach out be­hind her, cup her but­tocks with his large hands, and stand up, all with no ap­par­ent ef­fort. (I must go the gym more of­ten!) Kelly had her arms round his neck whilst he sup­ported her weight with his hands and his cock! He turned round and then gen­tly laid her down on her back on the sofa. Her legs were scrunched up, with her knees al­most level with her shoul­ders. They were still joined at the groin.

Carl with­drew slightly be­fore eas­ing his cock all the way into her. Kelly groaned.

“Are you ok?” he asked. He was now sup­port­ing his weight on his arms.

“Yes, I’m fine. It is just that you are rather big,” she whis­pered.

“I’m sorry, Kelly. Am I hurt­ing you?”

“Only a lit­tle bit now. But I’ll be all right. Don’t stop.”

Carl did as he was told and con­tin­ued to fuck her in a slow de­lib­er­ate man­ner. Kelly con­tin­ued to groan ev­ery time she felt his full­ness deep in­side her but it was a softer sound, one that sig­ni­fied sex­ual plea­sure, as op­posed to pain. Carl had wanted to take his time fuck­ing her, but be­cause she was so tight and so re­spon­sive he could not con­trol him­self. He quick­ened his pace and soon he was thrust­ing away at full speed, his heavy scro­tum slap­ping against her but­tocks. Kelly’s breath was be­ing forced out of her in gasps; gasps min­gled with groans. She was obliv­i­ous now to ev­ery­thing but his pow­er­ful thrust­ing cock, and she was even rais­ing her­self up, so as to en­sure ab­so­lute pen­e­tra­tion. She looked up at him and their eyes locked. Her fin­ger­nails were dig­ging into his shoul­ders as he rut­ted her. She was ec­static and al­most cry­ing in her ec­stasy. She was no longer con­cerned that he might do her harm. Her real con­cern was that he would have to stop. She had never, ever ex­pe­ri­enced such sen­sa­tions be­fore, and she wanted them to go on for­ever. But they had to end.

Carl cried out that he was about to come and made as if to with­draw. Kelly im­me­di­ately wrapped her legs around him whilst her hands pressed down on his back­side so as to en­sure he stayed deeply imbed­ded. Now she re­ally was hold­ing him cap­tive. Carl groaned, his whole body tensed, and his but­tocks clenched as surge af­ter surge of his seed spurted into her depths. He stayed in that po­si­tion, sup­port­ing his weight on his arms un­til he was sat­is­fied that he had noth­ing left to give her.

He looked down at her and said in his soft voice, “Kelly, you are fan­tas­tic! And to think I only went to the party be­cause I had noth­ing bet­ter to do.”

You and me both, thought Kelly, but she didn’t say any­thing. She just re­sponded with a kiss. She could hardly ad­mit to Carl, es­pe­cially so soon af­ter meet­ing him, that she’d of­ten had sex­ual fan­tasies, and that what they had just done to­gether had been far more ex­cit­ing than any of them. But it was true, it had!

Carl with­drew his soft­en­ing mem­ber from Kelly’s dis­tended open­ing and got to his feet. She sat up and swung her legs round.

“Kelly, I’m re­ally sorry but I do have to leave if I’m go­ing to catch my plane. I know I’m re­peat­ing my­self but I do want to see you again. Can I ring you when I get back?” He didn’t wait for her an­swer but added, “That’s if you want me to.”

In­stead of an­swer­ing Kelly reached out her hand and del­i­cately held his glis­ten­ing pe­nis. She could en­cir­cle it now, but only just. She leaned for­ward and took the whole glans into her mouth for a sec­ond or so be­fore plant­ing a kiss on the tip of it. She stood up, and as she did so, she was aware of his sperm be­gin­ning to seep out of her. She kissed him.

“Yes, Carl, I do.”

He put his clothes back on. They ex­changed one more kiss, he fully clothed, whilst she was still naked. He had his arm around her neck and his hand on her breast as they walked to the front door. She could now feel his wet­ness trick­ling down her in­ner thighs.

“Don’t for­get to ring me,” was all she said.


  Chap­ter 5

As they went to the door I moved round to the side of the house con­tin­u­ing to stay out of sight. I waited un­til Carl’s car was out of earshot and then rang the door­bell. Kelly came to the door, fully ex­pect­ing Carl to have re­turned, hav­ing had nei­ther the time, nor in­deed the in­cli­na­tion to dress. The rapidly chang­ing ex­pres­sion on her face mir­rored her tur­moil within when she re­alised it was her hus­band on the doorstep, and not her re­cent lover.

“Ben! What are you do­ing, back home? I thought you were in Zurich.”

“No, Kelly, it was can­celled, I’ll tell you about it later.” I looked at her naked­ness. “You look ter­rific. How did you know it was me at the door?”

“I didn’t!” Kelly sud­denly re­alised what she had said and the ob­vi­ous im­pli­ca­tions. She ap­peared em­bar­rassed and I could see her rack­ing her brain, try­ing to think of a cred­i­ble ex­pla­na­tion for the predica­ment in which she now found her­self.

I at­tempted to al­le­vi­ate her em­bar­rass­ment.

“Any­way, Kelly, I’m hardly likely to com­plain when you wel­come me home like this, am I?” I didn’t wait for her re­ply but asked her if she had en­joyed her­self at the party. It was clear that she was pre­oc­cu­pied. It was all I could do, to keep a straight face.

Kelly ob­vi­ously de­cided that hon­esty was the best pol­icy. But that may have been be­cause she couldn’t come up with any­thing re­motely plau­si­ble.

“Ben, about the party,” she said, “there’s some­thing I have to tell you. Please prom­ise that you won’t be an­gry with me.”

“Okay, Kelly. What about it?” I looked at her ex­pec­tantly.

Her eyes were averted as she con­tin­ued, “Do you re­mem­ber that time when you sug­gested that per­haps I should have an af­fair?”

I nod­ded.

“Well I met some­one at the party and he brought me home and…” There was a pause.

“And what?” I asked. I tried to ap­pear calm but I was aware of the tight­en­ing in my throat and in my stom­ach.

“And we ended up hav­ing sex!”

I didn’t say any­thing.

She started to cry, “Oh Ben, I’m sorry!” I em­braced her. She ap­peared so vul­ner­a­ble in her naked state whilst I was fully dressed (or so I thought). I kissed the tears from her eyes. Then I kissed her lips, and our tongues met.

“It’s all right, Kelly, there’s no need to cry. Let’s go and sit down and you can tell me all about it.”

I put my arm round her waist and walked her into the lounge to­wards the sofa, the very same sofa on which she had just been so well and truly fucked not more than ten min­utes ear­lier. We both sat down and we re­sumed kiss­ing. Her arms were tightly wrapped around me. I stroked the side of her soft breast as it pressed against the fab­ric of my jacket. My hand alighted on the silky smooth skin of her in­ner thigh. As I slid it up to­wards her tri­an­gle I de­tected an in­creas­ing damp­ness on her skin and when my fin­gers reached her cleft she was all but over­flow­ing. My fin­ger pen­e­trated her with ease and I im­me­di­ately in­serted a sec­ond. It was ob­vi­ous that she was full of his se­men. All the time our mouths were locked to­gether. Her hand reached for my zip­per only to find that it was al­ready un­done. She stopped kiss­ing me and looked down. She im­me­di­ately saw the still wet se­men stain on my trousers and was clearly sur­prised.

“What’s go­ing on, Ben?”

I looked at her. “I was out­side, watch­ing the two of you.”

I re­sumed kiss­ing her, not giv­ing her the op­por­tu­nity to say any­thing else. My tongue was deep in her mouth whilst my fin­gers con­tin­ued to delve into her pussy. I even­tu­ally pulled away from her mouth but only so that I could suck on her nip­ples. I could see the patches of dried se­men on her soft breasts. I moved down and be­gan to kiss her stom­ach. I felt her go tense when I sought to move down lower still. She pressed her legs to­gether, and held my head to pre­vent me go­ing any fur­ther.



“No, Ben, you can’t do that,” she said, “He didn’t use a con­dom.”

“I don’t care, I want to kiss you.”

“Please, don’t,” she was plead­ing in her soft voice.

“I want to.”

“No, you mustn’t!” Her voice was firmer.

“I must!” My voice was firmer, still. She did not say any­thing, but she re­laxed her grip on my head. I kissed the soft dark curls at the top of her pu­bis. I then got on my knees in front of the sofa. Her legs were still tightly closed.

“Please, Kelly,” I im­plored.

“Are you sure you re­ally want to do this?” She had a puz­zled look on her face. I didn’t have to say any­thing! She only had to look at me to know what my an­swer would be.

She sat on the edge of the sofa, leaned back and spread her legs. As she did so, I moved be­tween them and bent down so that I could look more closely at her open vagina. On ei­ther side of her dis­tended canal was the en­gorged flesh that was Kelly’s labia. The nor­mally soft curls around her open­ing were mat­ted and wet. Carl’s sperm was ooz­ing out of her. The in­sides of her thighs were streaked with it too. She would have said she was mess down there but I thought she looked lovely. I was now so close to her that I could smell the pun­gent aroma of the se­men and then I tasted it. Nei­ther its salty tangy flavour nor its un­mis­take­able tex­ture could be de­scribed as ap­peal­ing, but the fact that it was com­ing from Kelly’s core made all the dif­fer­ence in the world. I pressed my face to her open­ing, and pushed my tongue into her as deep as it could go. I heard her moan­ing qui­etly and then she was rais­ing her­self to meet my tongue. I sucked on her cli­toris, rolling the tip of my tongue round the bud and she quickly cli­maxed. I raised my head and looked in her eyes. I told her I loved her and then we kissed and I felt her tongue in my mouth. I told her I wanted her to sit on my face.

She con­sid­ered it for a mo­ment and then she gen­tly pushed me to the floor, strad­dled my face and then slowly low­ered her open wet­ness on to my wait­ing tongue. More se­men was welling out of her. I felt for my cock and was pre­par­ing to bring my­self off when Kelly’s hand re­strained me. She raised her­self off my face so that she could look at me. She re­alised that she was now com­pletely in con­trol. Ini­tially she had been ap­pre­hen­sive about the way I might have re­acted to her con­fes­sion but she quickly com­pre­hended that it had ac­tu­ally turned me on.

“You re­ally are in your el­e­ment, Ben, aren’t you?”

It was a state­ment, rather than a ques­tion. I could only nod and with that she pressed her­self down even harder on my mouth. It may seem per­verse I know, but I don’t think I have ever felt closer to Kelly than I did at that mo­ment, when I was suck­ing Carl’s se­men out of her fem­i­nin­ity. Af­ter a while she lifted her wet, dis­tended fanny off my face. I looked a real mess, his se­men was ev­ery­where…up my nose…on my cheeks… in my hair… ev­ery­where. My best suit was ut­terly wrecked, and so was my tie when I’d fin­ished wip­ing my face with it. And I still had one hell of an erec­tion! I had to have her and I told her so.

She re­turned to the sofa and adopted ex­actly the same po­si­tion she had taken ear­lier when she was with Carl. How­ever, there the sim­i­lar­i­ties ended, as there was ab­so­lutely no re­sis­tance when I pen­e­trated her. Carl’s cock had stretched her so much, and she was al­to­gether so wet, she could not even tell I was in­side her! I asked her to grip me with her fin­gers and very soon af­ter I ejac­u­lated into her loose­ness. Kelly was look­ing anx­iously at me as I with­drew.

“How long were you out there, watch­ing us?” she asked.

“I saw ev­ery­thing!”

“Are you an­gry?” she con­tin­ued.

“I don’t know.” I was in the post ejac­u­la­tory phase, the phase when things that seemed in­cred­i­bly erotic be­fore ejac­u­la­tion, have lost a lot of their ap­peal. I thought about my an­swer. “I ought to be an­gry, I ought to be jeal­ous and up­set, but I’m none of those things. In fact Kelly, I found it in­cred­i­bly erotic. I know it might seem strange, but in a way I’m proud of you! What’s his name?”

“Carl.”

“How long have you known him?”

“Quite a while. We used to work to­gether. But we’ve never done any­thing be­fore tonight, hon­estly.”

“What made you do it tonight, then?”

Kelly looked at me. She was not de­fi­ant ex­actly, but she was cer­tainly pre­pared to stand her ground. “I’m sorry, Ben but this is all your idea, you know. You’re the one who told me I should go to the party with­out you. You’re the one who said, ‘maybe I should have an af­fair.’ You’re the one who sug­gested he might have… ” She stopped. She was still look­ing at me.

“What were you go­ing to say, Kelly? A big dick? Was he big, then?” I didn’t have to ask of course, but I had a com­pul­sion to do so.

“You said that you saw ev­ery­thing!” Kelly re­sponded.

“Yes, I did, but I still want you to tell me.”

“Ben, what can I say? Yes, he is quite big.”

“And did you like it when he was fuck­ing you, Kelly?”

“Why are you ask­ing me this?”

“Be­cause I want to know, that’s why.”

She looked at me and when she spoke her voice was very soft. “Okay, if you must know, Ben, then I’ll tell you.” She again averted her eyes. “Yes, I liked it very much.”

“You said that tonight was the first time.”

“Yes, it was.”

“Is there go­ing to be a sec­ond time?” I asked.

“What do you want me to say, Ben?” She was look­ing straight at me this time, try­ing to fathom me out.

I could not an­swer her. In all hon­esty I did not know what an­swer to give.

“I don’t know, Kelly, is there, then?”

Her eyes were full of love as she looked at me and when she spoke, she ac­tu­ally seemed sad.

“I hope so.”

Three words, but what di­verse, and fleet­ing emo­tions they gen­er­ated in me. There was anger, jeal­ousy, de­spair, envy, a feel­ing of in­ad­e­quacy even, but soar­ing high above them all was an­other, to­tally con­tra­dic­tory emo­tion. One, more­over, that could not in any way be de­scribed as fleet­ing. It was ex­cite­ment and it was in­tense!

We kissed once more as if to re­as­sure each other that we were still in love. We went to bed, to­tally sa­ti­ated and Kelly fell asleep im­me­di­ately. I felt very pro­tec­tive as I wrapped my arms around her. But what was I pro­tect­ing her against, I won­dered. Cer­tainly not a well en­dowed man who had it in mind to fuck her! Kelly was very af­fec­tion­ate when she woke up the fol­low­ing morn­ing. She had that soft and vul­ner­a­ble look about her but when we started to make love I found my­self try­ing to em­u­late her new lover and I fucked her as hard as I could. The knowl­edge of the pre­vi­ous evening served to keep us in a per­pet­ual state of randi­ness and we must have done it three or four times dur­ing the course of the day. And each time I was about to ejac­u­late I would re­call that huge dick buried up to its balls in Kelly’s tight fanny. Lit­tle did I know it but as her own cli­max over­took her, she would be re­liv­ing it too.

Im­me­di­ately af­ter our love mak­ing, I would ex­pe­ri­ence a de­gree of self-con­scious­ness, won­der­ing if Kelly might be com­par­ing my prick to Carl’s. But even if she did so, and it would ob­vi­ously be an un­favourable com­par­i­son, I felt it was a price well worth pay­ing, given the in­tense sex­ual ex­cite­ment of the week­end.


  Chap­ter 6

In the fol­low­ing days I fre­quently thought about what had hap­pened. There were a num­ber of oc­ca­sions when I ques­tioned my own ra­tio­nal­ity. How many men get off se­cretly watch­ing their wives be­ing un­faith­ful? My head recog­nised that this was hardly nor­mal be­hav­iour, but it was my prick that ex­erted the most in­flu­ence and, how­ever amoral it was, I could not deny that I had found it in­cred­i­bly arous­ing. Be­cause of this I was randier than ever. But I wasn’t the only one! Kelly was al­ways ready for it too and we would in­dulge our­selves at ev­ery op­por­tu­nity. Maybe Kelly was sub­con­sciously try­ing to atone for her in­fi­delity with Carl. Maybe I was sub­con­sciously try­ing to show her that she didn’t need him. What­ever the rea­sons our love­mak­ing had never been more pro­lific.

Un­for­tu­nately this bliss­ful pe­riod of sex­ual har­mony was soon to be in­ter­rupted. A ma­jor project came up at the of­fice and the amount of work in­volved was in­cred­i­ble. The man I had planned to meet in Zurich had re­cov­ered from his ac­ci­dent and his com­pany had launched their takeover bid. How­ever, in the in­terim, a ri­val com­pany had got wind of their im­pend­ing ac­tion and de­cided to make a bid for the same com­pany. A full-scale takeover bat­tle then en­sued. We had to work round the clock pro­duc­ing in­for­ma­tion to sup­port our client and to un­der­mine the claims of their ri­val. They, of course, had ad­vis­ers do­ing ex­actly the same thing on their be­half. We would then have to ad­vise our client how best to re­fute the neg­a­tive com­ments made by the other side. And so it went on. And whilst all this was hap­pen­ing we were also try­ing to se­cure ad­di­tional fund­ing to cover the in­evitable in­crease in the share price of the tar­get com­pany.

It was a reg­u­lar oc­cur­rence for me to get home af­ter mid­night and I would be so shat­tered that I just crashed out. I was not home to no­tice that Kelly was go­ing to the gym and to her ten­nis club more of­ten than usual. Our ex­haus­tive ef­forts were not in vain, how­ever, and it was our client who fi­nally won the bat­tle. All of us who had been deeply in­volved were promised some free time to re­lax and recharge our bat­ter­ies. I was in line for a rea­son­able bonus too so there was a dou­ble cause for cel­e­bra­tion. I took the af­ter­noon off and on the way home I bought some flow­ers and a bot­tle of cham­pagne.

When I got home Kelly was out. I knew that she had taken the day off, so I was slightly sur­prised not to find her at home. How­ever, I wasn’t too wor­ried be­cause at least it gave me a chance to chill the bub­bly and to take a shower. She came in about an hour later and looked sur­prised to see me. She was wear­ing a tight fit­ted pale blue cot­ton top, ob­vi­at­ing the need for a bra, and a short white skirt. She was bare legged.

“You’re home early!” she said.

“I’ve got some­thing to cel­e­brate, Kelly. We’ve won! And af­ter all the hours I’ve put in, I thought it would be nice to come home early, es­pe­cially as you had the day off. I thought you’d be pleased.”

“I am,” she said but I sensed that some­thing was not right. I gave her the flow­ers and kissed her. She went to walk away say­ing she wanted to take a quick shower but I caught up with her. And then I de­tected the un­mis­tak­able aroma. She’d re­cently had sex! I asked her out­right and she looked straight into my eyes as she ad­mit­ted that she had been with Carl that af­ter­noon. I asked how long it had been go­ing on and she told me that she had been see­ing him for the past four weeks. She re­minded me of the con­ver­sa­tion we’d had about it.

“I ac­tu­ally asked you, Ben, and you raised no ob­jec­tion to my see­ing him again, did you?”

“I know, but… ” I did not know what I was try­ing to say.

Kelly con­tin­ued, “Ben, I never used to think sex was that im­por­tant but some­thing’s hap­pened to me since we started watch­ing your films. It’s as if some­thing dor­mant in me has been awak­ened; some­thing I never even knew was there. Look, Ben, I don’t want to sound like a nympho­ma­niac, but I need reg­u­lar sex.”

How bloody ironic! We had only got in this sit­u­a­tion in the first place be­cause that was the one thing I was not get­ting.

“But we have been hav­ing great sex, Kelly.”

She laughed. “How can you pos­si­bly say that, Ben? I agree we did for a while but the last time we made love was two weeks ago. Dur­ing the past five or six weeks we have had sex no more than three or four times at the most. I know you’ve been ex­hausted by all the pres­sure at work,” Kelly shook her head, “and I know you needed your sleep but I have needs too. I need to feel wanted; I also need sex. Do you know I’ve even bought a bloody vi­bra­tor! But it’s not the same.” There was a mo­men­tary pause. “And that’s where Carl comes in. He gives me the real thing. That’s all he wants from me. And that’s all I want from him, too. We have a per­fect re­la­tion­ship and it is based solely on sex.”

“Just sex?”

She an­swered my un­spo­ken ques­tion be­fore she dealt with the one I had asked. “I am fond of him, Ben, but I don’t love him, if that’s what you’re think­ing.” She car­ried on in her soft sen­sual voice, “And to an­swer your ques­tion, yes, it is just sex.” I knew there was some­thing else she wanted to say, so I waited. “He is very good in bed and it is very sat­is­fy­ing.”

“So it will carry on then, Kelly?” My stom­ach was churn­ing as I waited for her an­swer.

“I don’t want it to stop, Ben, if that’s what you mean.” Kelly looked at me, know­ingly bit­ing her lower lip in that se­duc­tive fash­ion of hers. If ever there was a bit­ter­sweet mo­ment, it was then.

She was just stand­ing there, to­tally im­pas­sive and with her arms at her side. I em­braced her and told her how much I loved her. Her eyes welled up and then her arms were round my neck and we kissed pas­sion­ately. I reached down to un­zip her skirt and it fell in a crum­pled heap around her feet. She un­did my shirt and I quickly re­moved it, to­gether with the rest of my clothes. Then I knelt down and pressed my lips against the soft curve of her stom­ach. She was wear­ing skimpy white panties. And they were skimpy too! I put my hands un­der the thin lace strips and gen­tly eased them down her legs. I im­me­di­ately saw that the cot­ton in ac­tual con­tact with that most in­ti­mate part of her was not white. His se­men, ooz­ing out of her, had caused the fab­ric to be­come wet and the crisp white­ness was now a translu­cent grey. Kelly stepped out of them when she felt them round her an­kles and I picked them up. I trailed my fin­ger in the wet patch.

“I see he’s still not us­ing a con­dom.” I was stat­ing the ob­vi­ous.

“I’m hardly likely to get preg­nant, am I?” she re­torted. “He did use a con­dom the sec­ond time but we both pre­fer it with­out. It’s not a prob­lem for me be­cause as soon as I come home I can use the bidet. Any­way, why are you con­cerned? If I re­mem­ber rightly, you liked it last time!”

I could not dis­pute that. It had been in­cred­i­bly erotic, lick­ing her af­ter he’d cum in her. But surely, that had been a one-off. It was hardly likely to be­come a habit, was it? There was an­other si­lence. She just stood there, her vulva right in front of my face, wait­ing for me to an­swer her.

She sensed what my an­swer would be when she felt my tongue briefly pen­e­trate her. The taste was just as I re­mem­bered. She knew her pre­science was spot on when I looked up at her.

“You don’t have to use the bidet ev­ery time, Kelly.”

And then we were both on the floor fuck­ing for all we were worth. Per­haps it was the two weeks with­out, per­haps it was be­cause she had been with Carl, but wet as she was, loose as she was, it was not long be­fore I was spurt­ing into her, and she was be­ing filled up with spunk for the sec­ond time that same af­ter­noon.

I told Kelly that I would like to take her out to din­ner. Her plea­sure was only marginally tem­pered when I asked her if she would re­frain from us­ing the bidet, and would agree to go out in the same skimpy panties that she’d just taken off. Af­ter she had oth­er­wise fresh­ened up and dressed we were sit­ting in the lounge wait­ing for a mini­cab to ar­rive. Kelly’s lean bare legs looked ter­rific; what­ever ever else she’d been do­ing, she had been play­ing quite a bit of ten­nis and they were go­ing a nice shade of brown. We opened the cham­pagne whilst we waited. I raised my glass to the sex­i­est woman I’d ever known and she re­sponded, nom­i­nat­ing me as the most tol­er­ant hus­band in the world. The mini­cab ar­rived and we went out to din­ner.

There were a num­ber of peo­ple al­ready in the restau­rant, and Kelly at­tracted no lit­tle in­ter­est. I found my­self won­der­ing how much more in­ter­est she might have at­tracted had any­one known that two dif­fer­ent men had cum in­side her that very af­ter­noon and that she was still wet, a con­di­tion ex­ac­er­bated as she walked to our can­dlelit ta­ble. The meal was very good and Kelly, who had a real glow about her, was on top form. We were en­joy­ing a won­der­ful ro­man­tic evening to­gether.

Oc­ca­sion­ally there would be a slight lull in our con­ver­sa­tion and when this hap­pened, a thought kept re­cur­ring. I had ini­tially re­jected it as in­sane but it was in­sid­i­ous. I re­alised that when Kelly had been with her lover, and es­pe­cially when there was ev­i­dence of the en­counter, there was a new di­men­sion to our love­mak­ing. That af­ter­noon had been a case in point. I also re­called how ex­cit­ing it had been that night when I’d come home un­ex­pect­edly and when I had se­cretly watched them. What would it be like if I were to watch them with their knowl­edge? What if we were to be in the same room to­gether and they were to have sex in front of me? I be­gan to con­sider how I might be able to en­gi­neer such a sit­u­a­tion. Slowly an idea be­gan to take shape.



  Chap­ter 7


  As luck would have it the next time I went to the gym Carl was there. He was wait­ing to use a row­ing ma­chine and was tak­ing the op­por­tu­nity to have a drink of wa­ter. I en­gaged him in con­ver­sa­tion. It seemed he went three times a week on a reg­u­lar ba­sis. I made sure I was there two days later when he ar­rived for his evening work­out. I said that I’d only just ar­rived too, so we went round to­gether. Af­ter we’d show­ered I asked him if he fan­cied a drink and we ended up hav­ing a cou­ple of beers in the bar. He seemed a like­able enough chap, per­haps a bit flash, but he did have a sense of hu­mour too. He told me he had his own busi­ness in com­puter equip­ment. I told him that my de­part­ment was in the process of up­grad­ing and that there might be an op­por­tu­nity for him. I in­vited him to lunch and said that I would bring some­one else so that we could dis­cuss mat­ters more fully. We agreed to meet in a smart Ital­ian restau­rant on the fol­low­ing Thurs­day at noon. In the evening I told Kelly that I wanted to take her to lunch to thank her for her un­der­stand­ing when I had been so busy with the take-over. (The irony was wasted!) I knew of a very nice Ital­ian restau­rant and had al­ready booked a ta­ble. I said I would be tak­ing a taxi and would stop by her of­fice on the way.


  Kelly and I ar­rived at the restau­rant twenty min­utes af­ter the ap­pointed time. The poor punc­tu­al­ity was de­lib­er­ate, so as to en­sure that Carl would al­ready be there. He was, and was sit­ting at a ta­ble with his back to the win­dow. I ush­ered Kelly into the restau­rant and walked up to Carl.


  “Hello, Carl, so sorry we’re late. Can I in­tro­duce you to my wife, Kelly! Oh! How stupid of me! I for­got, you two al­ready know each other, don’t you?” Carl’s jaw dropped, his face was ashen. Kelly looked as if she was about to cry. “It’s all right,” I said, “I’m not about to make a scene, but I think we ought to talk.”


  It would have been pedan­tic to point out to Carl that I had in­vited him to lunch to dis­cuss mat­ters with­out ac­tu­ally spec­i­fy­ing what those mat­ters were. I had not got him there un­der false pre­tences, and I could not be re­spon­si­ble if he had jumped to the wrong con­clu­sion. Like­wise with Kelly, I had not said it was a lunch for two! Just then the waiter came up. Nei­ther Carl, nor Kelly was in a fit state to or­der, so I or­dered for the three of us. When he’d taken the or­der I re­sumed talk­ing, paus­ing be­tween each sen­tence.


  “Carl, I know what’s been go­ing on be­tween the two of you. Kelly and I have dis­cussed it at some length and she has in­formed me that she would like it to con­tinue.” She ac­tu­ally blushed at this point. There was a longer pause. I car­ried on, “And so would I!” The si­lence was deaf­en­ing. No one wanted to speak, so I con­tin­ued. “I just don’t want it to be be­hind my back, that’s all.” I looked at Carl, “Look, I’m not say­ing that the two of you can­not see each other alone,” Kelly blushed again, “but oc­ca­sion­ally, I would like to be present!” My throat was dry and my heart was pound­ing as I made this con­fes­sion.




  Kelly was the first to re­act. She held my hand and said, “Oh, Ben!”


  It took a lit­tle while for the sig­nif­i­cance of what I had said to reg­is­ter with Carl. He looked around the restau­rant to en­sure he could not be over­heard and then he spoke. He had a ques­tion­ing look on his face.


  “Let me get this straight. When you say that you want to be present, do you mean what I think you mean?”


  “What do you think I mean?”


  “That you ac­tu­ally want to watch?”


  I nod­ded, “Yes. That is ex­actly what I mean.” I could feel the lump in my throat as I waited for his re­ply.


  “Are you tak­ing the piss?”


  “No, I’m deadly se­ri­ous.” There was no doubt­ing my tone.


  Carl looked at Kelly. “He is straight, isn’t he?”


  She nod­ded but her face showed her anx­i­ety. She could see I was get­ting an­noyed.


  I spoke very de­lib­er­ately. “You don’t need to ask Kelly. You can ask me. Of course I’m straight, Carl. You’ve heard of voyeurism, haven’t you? Well, be­ing a voyeur doesn’t mean you’re bent. I don’t sup­pose I’m the first hus­band to be turned on be­cause his wife has been to bed with some­one else.”


  Carl raised his hands as if to sur­ren­der. “Sorry, Ben. I wasn’t cast­ing any as­per­sions. It’s just not what I ex­pected we’d be dis­cussing over lunch. And it was a bit of a shock, Kelly be­ing with you.”


  Kelly was look­ing from one of us to the other and her re­lief was self-ev­i­dent. Mo­ments ear­lier she had been afraid that Carl and I would end up brawl­ing in the restau­rant.


  “If it’s any con­so­la­tion, Carl, Kelly had no inkling, what­so­ever, that we were meet­ing you for lunch and is prob­a­bly just as shocked as you are. And, as far as the sub­ject mat­ter, we’ve never ever dis­cussed such a thing be­fore.” I looked at her and she nod­ded in af­fir­ma­tion. “But now, I’ve put my cards on the ta­ble; you both know what I want. Whether or not I get it de­pends upon you two. It’s your de­ci­sion. And what­ever you de­cide, there’ll be no reper­cus­sions; that’s a prom­ise.”


  Carl let my words sink in and then he looked at Kelly. “How do you feel about it, Kelly?”


  She looked first at her lover and then at me. “Well now that I’ve got over the shock…” There was a slight hes­i­tancy in her voice; she was still weigh­ing it up. “Er…I sup­pose it would be all right.” Then she made up her mind and there was no more equiv­o­ca­tion. “If that’s what it takes to makes you happy, Ben,” she smiled, “I’m pre­pared to do it, but I can only speak for my­self. Carl has to make up his own mind.”


  “Well if it’s okay with you, Kelly, it won’t be a prob­lem for me, that’s for sure.”


  Kelly spoke for the two of them. The soft smile was still play­ing on her lips. “Well, Ben, it seems we all agree.”


  The waiter then ar­rived with our or­der and we com­menced eat­ing. We had a very nice Bar­dolino with our meal. There was far less ten­sion now and we were even able to laugh oc­ca­sion­ally. We or­dered port with our cof­fees. Carl raised his glass. “I’d like to pro­pose a toast to the three of us; ‘the eter­nal tri­an­gle’. Or do I mean ‘the equi­lat­eral tri­an­gle’?” He smiled at both of us.


  Kelly, catch­ing the mood at once, did like­wise. “The Bermuda Tri­an­gle.”


  I wasn’t about to be out­done, ei­ther. “Trafal­gar Tri­an­gle!”


  It was Kelly that asked the in­evitable ques­tion. “Surely you mean square?”


  “No, Kelly, of course not. How can you have a square tri­an­gle?”


  This was get­ting a bit silly but it was a sign that the for­mer ten­sion had dis­ap­peared and that we were now at ease, hardly the case when we had first sat down. Be­ing up front and open had helped bring about the change, but the al­co­hol we had con­sumed was also re­spon­si­ble for our re­laxed state. In fact, we were not far from be­com­ing as re­laxed as newts. I asked the waiter for the bill.


  As Kelly and I got up to leave, Carl said some­thing about us all meet­ing on a Sat­ur­day night. He also told me that to pull a stunt like this, I had to have balls. Maybe I did, I thought to my­self, but they weren’t like his, though.


  In the taxi on the way back, Kelly made it clear that she was none too happy about my sub­terfuge. (Isn’t there a say­ing about peo­ple in glasshouses?) But it didn’t mat­ter, no harm had been done, and at least now ev­ery­thing was in the open.


  That same evening the phone rang. I an­swered it. It was Carl and he asked if he could speak to Kelly. I sug­gested she take the call in the study where she could talk more freely. They must have been on the phone about fif­teen min­utes or so. When she re­turned she planted a long wet kiss on my cheek.


  “He’s go­ing to come round on Sat­ur­day night. I told him he could stop over.”


  So, it was go­ing to hap­pen! My mouth was dry, and my heart was thump­ing as the full im­pact of Kelly’s words be­gan to reg­is­ter. I tried to speak calmly. “So what did he say to you, Kelly?”


  “He just wanted to be sure that I was happy to go along with it. I told him that I was.”


  I kissed her. “Do you want to spend the night with him, Kelly.”


  “Would you mind if I did?” She was bit­ing her lower lip.


  “No. You can hardly in­vite him to stay and have him sleep on his own, can you?”


  “Ben, you are won­der­ful!” She kissed me again.


  Won­der­ful, or just a fool! My mind was in tur­moil. There was, of course, in­tense ex­cite­ment but there was real anx­i­ety too. I was ac­tu­ally en­cour­ag­ing their re­la­tion­ship. Kelly was al­ready aware of this and now, fol­low­ing our lunch, so too, was Carl. Kelly had said that it was just a mu­tual phys­i­cal at­trac­tion, but there was a risk that it could be­come more than this. Any­way, I rea­soned to my­self that they would con­tinue to see each other, with or with­out my sanc­tion and ir­re­spec­tive of whether I was there or not. It was not too dif­fi­cult to per­suade my­self that the pros far out­weighed any cons.


  Next day, at the of­fice, I strug­gled to con­cen­trate on my work; most of the time I was think­ing about the forth­com­ing week­end. I went to a ladies’ shop in my lunch hour. I wanted to buy Kelly some undies for the fol­low­ing night. It was as if I was gift-wrap­ping Kelly for her lover. (I’m sure a psy­chi­a­trist would have a field day with me.) I was very par­tic­u­lar. I didn’t want any­thing loud or tarty. The colour had to be white or a pas­tel, I wanted her to look pure, vir­ginal even. I bought the only thing I liked, a pair of panties in white cot­ton. There was a car­toon draw­ing of a young cou­ple on them. It was the sort of pic­ture that would of­ten adorn the front of a ‘To my wife’ birth­day card. And un­der it, were the words, ‘Be gen­tle with me.’ On my way home that evening I also bought her some flow­ers. I gave her those as soon as I got in.


  We fin­ished our din­ner and went and sat in the con­ser­va­tory. I told her that I had an­other lit­tle gift for her and I gave her the panties. Kelly thought they were very sweet in­deed, and told me she would wear them the fol­low­ing evening. I was re­ally pleased that she liked them. We had a cou­ple of glasses of wine and ended up watch­ing a bit of tele­vi­sion be­fore turn­ing in for an early night. We made love but Kelly specif­i­cally asked me not to cum in­side her. It was ob­vi­ous to me that she didn’t want her fanny tast­ing of se­men. Not be­fore to­mor­row night any­way. I lay along­side her in bed lis­ten­ing to her reg­u­lar breath­ing. Un­like me, she ap­peared to have no trou­ble get­ting off to sleep. I won­dered if she’d go off to sleep so eas­ily to­mor­row night. Would she get the chance? Would she want to, even if she did!


  I woke up early on the Sat­ur­day, made the tea and brought it up­stairs to Kelly. Hav­ing tea in bed is very civilised way to start the week­end. There is time to talk to one an­other, for a start. But this morn­ing con­ver­sa­tion was vir­tu­ally non-ex­is­tent. It was ev­i­dent that the ten­sion was get­ting to us. Kelly usu­ally goes shop­ping on Sat­ur­days on her own. I went with her this morn­ing. I can’t say it is my favourite oc­cu­pa­tion but at least it helped to pass the time. I have ac­com­pa­nied her be­fore and I’ve found the best way to cope is to leave my brain at home. How­ever it was dif­fer­ent this day. I found my­self fuss­ing over things that, un­der other cir­cum­stances, I would not have given the slight­est thought to. In Sains­bury’s, for ex­am­ple, did we need any more cof­fee? Should we get cus­tard creams or di­ges­tives or both? And then in Boot’s, did Kelly have enough Fem­fresh? I’m sure I must have driven her mad. We got back home at mid­day and had a light lunch. I kept my­self busy in the af­ter­noon, pot­ter­ing around the gar­den. Kelly fin­ished the house­work, her last task be­ing to put the freshly washed sheets and du­vet cover back on our bed.


  It was now about a quar­ter to seven. Kelly dis­ap­peared into the bath­room to get her­self ready for the evening. She was still at it an hour or so later, when I bought her up a cup of tea. For­tu­nately we have a sec­ond bath­room so it was not a prob­lem for me. I had show­ered, dressed and was al­ready sit­ting in the lounge hav­ing a beer when she fi­nally came down. She looked ab­so­lutely stun­ning. Her hair was again swept up, her make-up was per­fect, es­pe­cially the eye shadow and she was wear­ing the same fig­ure-hug­ging two-piece that she’d had on that un­for­get­table night when she’d re­dis­cov­ered sex! She had put this out­fit on just for me! The sil­ver stud ear­rings and match­ing neck­lace looked just right, too. As she walked over to kiss me her un­re­strained breasts gen­tly swayed un­der the thin grey fab­ric.


  “Kelly”, I said, “you look ter­rific.” De­spite the beer my mouth felt dry.


  “Thank you, Ben.” She gave me the once-over. You look very nice your­self.” All I had on was a short sleeve ca­sual shirt, a pair of light­weight sum­mer trousers and some decks. She stood in front of me. “And I’m wear­ing my new knick­ers. Do you want to see?” She pulled her skirt up. The dark shadow of her pu­bic hair was vis­i­ble through the white cot­ton. The words, ‘Be gen­tle with me’ ap­peared slightly con­vex, cov­er­ing her mound as they did.


  I smiled at her. “They’re de­light­ful.”


  Just then we heard the mini­cab hoot­ing. We had ar­ranged to meet Carl at a pub, on neu­tral ground so to speak. A short while later we were driv­ing into the car park of the Black Swan. I was aware of the but­ter­flies in my stom­ach as I en­tered the pub. It was al­ready quite crowded but Carl was nowhere to be seen. We sat at the last empty ta­ble and I went and got some drinks. Kelly took a sip of her gin and tonic. There was a slight pause and then she asked, “You are sure about this, Ben, aren’t you?”


  I felt my heart beat­ing faster. “It’s a bit late to be ask­ing, Kelly, but yes, I am, as long you still want to go ahead with it.” Was I still so sure? I thought I was, but the nearer we got to the mo­ment of truth, the less cer­tain I be­came. I at­tempted to de­flect the ques­tion.


  “What about you, Kelly, you do, don’t you?”


  “I think so, Ben. Any­way, it’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”


  Our con­ver­sa­tion was never go­ing to end at this rate, nor was it des­tined to be­cause just then Carl came in. He was wear­ing a light blue ca­sual shirt and a pair of dark blue cords. There was a pleas­ant aroma of af­ter-shave about him and his dark hair was shin­ing. I said hello and shook his hand. He stood over Kelly and I saw him take a quick look down her neck­line, no doubt tak­ing in the swell of her breasts and the ab­sence of a bra.


  “Hello, Kelly. You look very nice.” He bent down to kiss her hello. It was a for­mal act, ex­actly how one would have ex­pected pla­tonic friends to greet each other. No one watch­ing would have thought oth­er­wise. Nev­er­the­less Kelly coloured slightly.


  “Hello, Carl.” Her voice be­trayed her ner­vous­ness.


  “What can I get you?” I asked him.


  Carl had a lager and I got an­other round for Kelly and for me. Whether it was the heat, our nerves, or a com­bi­na­tion of both, the drinks didn’t last long. Carl got the next round in. We sat there talk­ing about this and that but our con­ver­sa­tion was some­what stilted. In truth we were all pre­oc­cu­pied with what we were go­ing to do when we got home. It was now about ten. I looked at the two of them and sug­gested that we make a move. Both agreed and within fif­teen min­utes we were home. Carl re­trieved an overnight bag from the boot of his car to­gether with a bou­quet of flow­ers, which he gave to Kelly. He dropped the bag in the hall and I led him into the lounge, for­get­ting mo­men­tar­ily that he al­ready knew the way! I went out to fix some more drinks.


  When I re­turned with them he was sit­ting in one of the arm­chairs whilst Kelly was sit­ting on the sofa. This was not go­ing to plan! I again at­tempted some light con­ver­sa­tion but with even less suc­cess than we’d had at the pub. The ten­sion in the room was pal­pa­ble; you could have cut it with a knife. I had to do some­thing. I looked at my wife and spoke.


  “Do you know what, Kelly, you look so gor­geous, I could give you one here and now! What do you think, Carl?”


  Kelly looked em­bar­rassed at this point. She leaned for­ward to get her glass and Carl, who was sit­ting op­po­site her, was again able to look down her top.


  Carl, al­ways the charmer, merely said in a soft voice, “You do look beau­ti­ful, Kelly. And I can see just what Ben means!”


  I looked at Kelly sit­ting next to me. She was look­ing at Carl.


  “Per­haps I ought to change places with Carl. Would you like that, Kelly?”


  She was un­able to speak for a mo­ment. Carl was look­ing at her wait­ing for her to an­swer me. The room sud­denly seemed deathly quiet. When she fi­nally spoke, it was just one word.


  “Yes.”



  Chap­ter 8

Carl and I changed places. My glass was nearly empty so I fetched an­other beer in from the kitchen. By the time I’d re­turned they were al­ready kiss­ing. I sat down fully aware of the pound­ing in my chest and of my rac­ing pulse. No! Don’t let me have a heart at­tack. Not now, please! But it was just the ex­cite­ment of the mo­ment. In front of my very eyes, no more than a few feet away, my beau­ti­ful wife was about to have sex with her lover!

Carl’s hand was al­ready gen­tly ca­ress­ing Kelly’s left breast. Her hand was touch­ing his face whilst the other was rest­ing on his thigh. They were kiss­ing each other with real pas­sion. He be­gan to knead her breasts, feel­ing for her nip­ples, and gen­tly squeez­ing them through the thin fab­ric of her top. Thin as it was, it was too thick for Carl, and his hand slipped un­der the ma­te­rial in or­der to stroke the soft smooth skin of her breasts and to tease her rigid nip­ples. Then he slid her top up, thereby ex­pos­ing both breasts in full. The top was rucked up around her neck so she quickly slipped it off com­pletely. He changed po­si­tion slightly so that he could kiss her nip­ples and as he was do­ing this Kelly was look­ing di­rectly at me.

She was still fairly com­posed al­though I no­ticed that she was al­ready breath­ing more heav­ily. She was try­ing to gauge my re­ac­tion and she smiled when she saw the thin ma­te­rial of my trousers strug­gling to con­tain my erec­tion. How­ever, her ex­pres­sion grad­u­ally be­gan to re­flect her own in­creas­ing sex­ual arousal. He was still suck­ing at her nip­ples and she was still softly stroking his hair, but by now Carl’s hand was on the in­side of her knee. I was trans­fixed as I watched it glide up her in­ner thigh. She had parted her legs a lit­tle, so as to make it eas­ier for him, but his move­ment was caus­ing the cling­ing fab­ric of her skirt to be stretched. Kelly solved the prob­lem by lift­ing her bot­tom and pulling up the skirt so that she was no longer sit­ting on it.

Al­though she was still look­ing in my di­rec­tion, her eyes were now half closed, and it was clear I was no longer reg­is­ter­ing in her vi­sion. She was too pre-oc­cu­pied with her own sex­ual plea­sure. Carl’s hand was ex­actly where they both wanted it to be and all that sep­a­rated his fin­gers from her warm wet­ness was the thin white cot­ton. He could feel the out­line of her labia lips, could even feel them sep­a­rat­ing as he pressed the damp ma­te­rial against her. He whis­pered some­thing in her ear and she im­me­di­ately raised her­self from the sofa for a mo­ment. He grasped her panties and slid them down her thighs. She then sank back in the sofa, and raised her feet off the ground. Carl pulled them down the rest of the way and re­moved them com­pletely. He no­ticed the words for the first time and smiled. Then he held them to his face and in­haled Kelly’s in­ti­mate fra­grance. Kelly now parted her legs and both Carl and I were treated to an un­hin­dered view of her dark tri­an­gle. Ex­cept that it was no longer a tri­an­gle! No won­der she had been so long in the bath­room! She had trimmed her pu­bic hair in the shape of a heart and in ad­di­tion she had re­moved all the hair ei­ther side of her pink and suc­cu­lent labia. It was a real work of art.

Pos­si­bly in­ter­ested in such art but un­doubt­edly keen on the can­vas on which it was painted Carl gen­tly pressed his palm against her pu­bic cre­ation, and his fin­gers be­gan to play in her wet­ness. His thick mid­dle fin­ger dis­ap­peared into her and I saw Kelly close her eyes for a fleet­ing mo­ment. He with­drew his fin­ger and I could see it was al­ready coated with her lu­bri­ca­tion. He put it in his mouth and sucked it. Then he pen­e­trated her with two fin­gers, mov­ing them around in­side her, and stretch­ing her in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions. She let out an in­vol­un­tary groan and once more closed her eyes. As he re­moved his fin­gers she opened them again. She was look­ing at him as he put his fin­gers to his lips. He smiled and of­fered them to her. She del­i­cately touched the tip of his fin­ger with the tip of her tongue. She seemed to like the taste be­cause she then took the whole fin­ger in her mouth. And then she licked his other fin­ger. She had no sooner re­leased them than they were again in­serted into her en­trance. And a minute or so later they were back in her mouth and she had to start all over again!

He now knelt down in front of her and po­si­tioned him­self be­tween her legs. Be­fore he bent down to lick her he reached up for her skirt and re­moved it. As she sat down again she moved closer to the edge of the seat and spread her legs. Carl bent for­wards and in­serted his tongue into her open­ing. The room was alive to the sound of his slurp­ing and her whim­per­ing. I had to undo my zip and hold my cock. Af­ter ten min­utes or so, dur­ing which Kelly must have cli­maxed twice, Carl lifted his face from her fra­grant wet­ness and kissed her full on her lips, his tongue dart­ing into her mouth. Then she got to her feet. She was to­tally naked apart from her neck­lace and her shoes. She looked rav­ish­ing!

Kelly told Carl to stand up and she un­but­toned his ca­sual shirt and re­moved it. Then she dropped to her knees and pro­ceeded to take off his shoes and socks. She un­fas­tened the catch at the top of his trousers, un­zipped him and pulled them down. He kicked them off and stood there wear­ing only his Calvin Klein’s. Kelly kissed his im­pos­ing bulge and then she eased them down un­til he was able to step out of them. He was now as naked as she was. I had seen Carl’s erect prick be­fore, of course, but I’d never seen it from such close prox­im­ity and in such good light. The crown had an al­most vel­vety tex­ture whilst the shaft was veined mar­ble. It was mag­nif­i­cently erect, proudly stand­ing out from his stom­ach. It was threat­en­ing, malev­o­lent even, yet at the same time, it promised un­told sex­ual plea­sure. She asked him to sit down on the edge of the sofa. Carl and I both knew why. She was go­ing to fel­late him.

He sat down where in­di­cated and looked at Kelly as she moved be­tween his legs. He was ea­gerly an­tic­i­pat­ing that mo­ment when he would feel her lips and tongue on his sen­si­tive crown. But be­fore her mouth was oth­er­wise oc­cu­pied, she turned round to look at me. She silently shaped the words, ‘I love you,’ and then she turned back to his im­mense or­gan. I watched her hold his thick­ness and press her face against it whilst she gen­tly ca­ressed his tes­ti­cles. I watched her hand gen­tly trav­el­ling up and down his smooth col­umn. I watched her lick him from the for­est of black hair at the base of the shaft to the un­der­side of the bul­bous head. And I watched her fi­nally take the head into her mouth and be­gin to suck it. It was no good; I had to take my trousers off, and my shirt fol­lowed. Kelly had seen some move­ment out of the cor­ner of her eye and she let go of his cock in or­der to see what it was. She smiled when she saw that I, too, was now naked and she re­turned to the job in hand, or more ac­cu­rately, mouth. I sat back in my chair, gave them my rapt at­ten­tion, and slowly mas­tur­bated.



Carl now took the ini­tia­tive and they changed po­si­tion. Kelly was now ly­ing on her back, her knees al­most level with her shoul­ders and with her arms round her thighs. Her hands were at the lips of her labia and she was clearly try­ing to make her make her open­ing as large as pos­si­ble to al­low his cock eas­ier ac­cess. He po­si­tioned him­self above her en­trance and be­gan the bliss­ful task of gain­ing en­try. Kelly was al­ready whim­per­ing as she felt him press­ing against her. He pushed again and slid a third of the way in. It was not easy to en­ter her, wet as she was, but she was be­side her­self and she pleaded with him not to stop. An­other push, an­other groan and Carl’s cock had fully pen­e­trated her. She was quite tight, so he started very care­fully, with­draw­ing slowly, de­light­ing in the sen­sa­tion as her in­ner lips clung to his shaft, and then sink­ing back into her depths un­til he could feel her pu­bic hair at the base of his cock. He was grad­u­ally in­creas­ing the tempo and then when his cock was in her as deep as it was pos­si­ble to be, he sud­denly stopped. He turned to look at me.

“So, you like watch­ing me fuck your wife?”

It was ev­i­dent from my erec­tion that I did, but I still nod­ded.

He con­tin­ued in the same vein. “And she likes me fuck­ing her, you can tell.”

“Come on, Carl.” Her voice was soft but there was an im­plicit ur­gency about it. She had raised her legs to present more of her­self to him. She was des­per­ate for him to con­tinue. And con­tinue he did. De­spite the ad­ju­ra­tion on her panties it was not a gen­tle fuck; it was an ur­gent, pow­er­ful, even bru­tal fuck. And it was ex­actly what Kelly was long­ing for. And then, when he was in her up to his balls, he could hold back no longer. Nei­ther could I!

I felt em­bar­rassed. I had jerked off in front of an­other man. He had been oth­er­wise oc­cu­pied, of course, but that is ex­actly what I had done. I was wip­ing my chest and stom­ach with a tis­sue as Carl with­drew his heavy thick­ness from her and got to his feet. He glanced over at me as he reached for his lager. I pon­dered on what he might be think­ing. He was prob­a­bly won­der­ing why I seemed to pre­fer to wank whilst watch­ing some­one else fuck Kelly; why I didn’t want to fuck her my­self. I wish I knew. Kelly now stood up and slipped her knick­ers back on, prob­a­bly so as not to leak on to the sofa. She went out to the kitchen and came back with a min­eral wa­ter. Carl was al­ready sit­ting down, his de­tumesc­ing cock rest­ing on his thigh. She looked at me, and smiled be­fore she went back to the sofa and sat down next to him.

It was now half past eleven and I de­cided I’d go to bed. I went over to them and kissed her good night. She was pos­i­tively glow­ing; the sparkle in her eyes am­ple ev­i­dence of her de­light.

“Good­night, Ben,” she said, “See you in the morn­ing.”

I went out of the lounge, leav­ing my semi naked wife along­side her naked lover. I car­ried Carl’s overnight bag up­stairs and left it in our bed­room. I headed for the spare room.

I lay in bed and tried to go to sleep. The noises down­stairs were not at all loud, but I could tell they were again on the job. Half an hour or so later I heard them come up­stairs, and get into bed. I must have drifted off to sleep but some­thing woke me up. There were sounds com­ing from the bed­room where Kelly and Carl were sleep­ing, but it was ob­vi­ous that nei­ther was asleep. From the reg­u­lar tempo and from Kelly’s sup­pressed groans it was ap­par­ent that he was again fuck­ing her. They were try­ing to keep the noise down but to no avail. I looked at my watch. It was now three in the morn­ing. What was Carl on for Heaven’s sake? He could fuck for Eng­land! The tempo in­creased in speed and Kelly’s groans be­came louder. My hand crept down to my prick. I slowly be­gan to mas­tur­bate whilst try­ing to make sense of what was hap­pen­ing. Why was I ly­ing alone in the spare room, mas­tur­bat­ing, whilst a stranger was in my bed­room, in my bed, and in my wife? And why did I find this so arous­ing? I did not have an an­swer. I felt the thrill of an ap­proach­ing ejac­u­la­tion and was soon asleep.

I woke up at about nine the fol­low­ing morn­ing. There were some noises em­a­nat­ing from their bed­room. They were awake at least. I got up, slipped on my box­ers and called out to see if any­one wanted a drink. Both said yes, so I made three cups of tea and brought them in on a tray.

“Morn­ing!”

It was a weird feel­ing to en­ter my own bed­room and to find a stranger in our mar­i­tal bed with my wife. They were ly­ing side by side un­der a thin sheet that cov­ered them to their waists. Kelly’s nip­ples were quite prom­i­nent whilst Carl was clearly sport­ing an­other erec­tion. I put the tray down and kissed Kelly. She had that vul­ner­a­ble sleepy look.

“Morn­ing, Ben,” she said. “Did you have a good night’s sleep?”

“Not re­ally; but still more than you two man­aged, I bet.” She smiled.

As we were fin­ish­ing our teas I no­ticed Carl, sur­rep­ti­tiously stroking Kelly’s in­ner thigh un­der the sheet. I put the cups back on the tray and as I turned to go out, Carl pulled back the sheet, re­veal­ing his proud erec­tion. By the time I reached the door he had al­ready po­si­tioned him­self be­tween Kelly’s legs. As I turned round to shut it, Kelly was in the act of rais­ing her legs to as­sist his en­try. She saw me look­ing at her and, in a ges­ture full of ten­der­ness, she put her fin­gers to her lips and blew me a kiss.


  Chap­ter 9

Carl joined me in the kitchen af­ter hav­ing show­ered. He was wear­ing a short sleeve check shirt and a pair of faded blue jeans.

“Hello again, Ben.”

“Hi, Carl. Fancy some break­fast?”

“That would be nice, thanks.”

There was a si­lence. It was only the sec­ond oc­ca­sion that we had been alone to­gether and the first real op­por­tu­nity we’d had to speak since he had ar­rived the pre­vi­ous evening. Since then, he’d spent most of the in­ter­ven­ing time in in­ti­mate con­tact with my wife. In the­ory there must have been a num­ber of rel­e­vant top­ics, about which we could have mean­ing­fully con­versed. In prac­tise, I was too em­bar­rassed and too self-con­scious to broach the sub­ject. I as­sumed Carl would be sim­i­larly ret­i­cent. How­ever he seemed to­tally re­laxed when he spoke.

“You know, Ben, I re­ally didn’t know what to ex­pect when I came over. In fact I was se­ri­ously con­sid­er­ing not go­ing through with it at all.” He paused slightly and then he con­tin­ued, “But I’m re­ally glad that I did.”

“I’m pleased to hear it.” I car­ried on pre­par­ing the break­fast.

“It was an in­cred­i­ble night. You’re a very lucky man, Ben. Not only is Kelly ab­so­lutely gor­geous and a nice per­son with it, but she’s a fab­u­lous fuck too!” It was a com­pli­ment to be sure, but one that would have prompted most men to start a fight! Carl was obliv­i­ous and he car­ried on re­gard­less. “And you’re a nice guy, Ben, as well as be­ing very gen­er­ous.”

“I agree that I’m lucky, Carl”, I said, “but I wouldn’t say I’m gen­er­ous. I love Kelly very much in­deed, and when you love some­one, you like to give them what they want. I know she is phys­i­cally at­tracted to you, so…” I didn’t com­plete the sen­tence. Kelly ap­peared.

She breezed in to the kitchen, glow­ing de­spite the lack of sleep. She was wear­ing a soft blue and white pat­terned top with a loose match­ing blue wrap over skirt. As she walked, she showed glimpses of her thigh. She kissed me good morn­ing. She had that sparkle in her eyes again. The three of break­fasted to­gether and chat­ted like old friends.

Carl left shortly af­ter break­fast. We shook hands.

“Bye, Ben. Thanks for a great evening!”

He kissed Kelly good­bye, gave her breast a soft squeeze and then he was gone. Kelly put her arms around me and kissed me ten­derly.

“Well, Ben?” she asked.

I couldn’t an­swer her straight away be­cause there seemed to be a lump in my throat. I man­aged to com­pose my­self. “You’ve no idea how much I love you, Kelly.”

“I do know, Ben, and I feel ex­actly the same way about you.” She didn’t need to ar­tic­u­late the words. I could see it in her eyes. She kissed me again and then she looked ques­tion­ingly at me. Her voice had that soft sooth­ing tone. “But you can see why I’m sex­u­ally at­tracted to him, can’t you?”

“Not re­ally!” I paused, “OK, so he’s hung like a horse and can go on for ever… but what else can he do?” I tried to look se­ri­ous but my smile gave the game away.

“Oh Ben!” She pulled me to her and cud­dled me.

We kissed once more. “Any­way, since we are on the sub­ject, did you en­joy your­self?”

“I won­dered how long it would take you to ask.” She smiled at me.

“And are you go­ing to tell me?” It was just a cha­rade. I knew she would.

Her eyes looked straight into mine. “Yes, Ben, I did en­joy it. When it was hap­pen­ing I was en­joy­ing it very much in­deed; it was very ex­cit­ing.” She paused, and I saw her frown­ing. “But, to be hon­est, think­ing about it now, I can’t help feel­ing em­bar­rassed.”

“There is ab­so­lutely no rea­son at all for you to feel em­bar­rassed. You were won­der­ful! You are won­der­ful!” I waited a mo­ment for my words to sink in. I slid her skirt up and was pleas­antly sur­prised to see that she had noth­ing on un­der it. My hands were on her bare but­tocks. “God, Kelly, you’re such a tart!”

Her face be­came se­ri­ous. “Don’t get too car­ried away, Ben. I’m quite sore at the mo­ment. That’s why I had to leave them off.” She briefly smiled. “You can have too much of a good thing, you know. I’ve even had to put some Nivea on.”

I let her be and a short while later we were in the con­ser­va­tory, hav­ing a cof­fee. Kelly sat on the cane two-seater sofa whilst I sat in an arm­chair. The room was pleas­antly warm and be­fore long we both be­gan to doze. I awoke with a start. Kelly was still asleep. She had made her­self more com­fort­able and was ly­ing down along the length of the sofa. Her left leg was draped over the arm­rest, the other was still par­tially sup­ported by the seat cush­ion. Her skirt had fully sep­a­rated and her heart shaped pu­bis was vis­i­ble, in­deed her whole fem­i­nin­ity was now to­tally ex­posed. I couldn’t take my eyes off her; she looked so invit­ing! I crept over and sat on the floor in or­der to look at her more closely. Her labia lips ap­peared rather in­flamed; as did the skin at the tops of her legs and I could see where she’d ap­plied the Nivea. I moved be­tween her open legs so that I could in­hale her fra­grance. I fan­cied that I could even feel her heat on my face. Kelly did not stir but con­tin­ued to slum­ber; catch­ing up on the sleep she had sac­ri­ficed in or­der to fuck Carl.

I stood up and looked at the face of my sleep­ing beauty. I stud­ied her soft fea­tures, her flaw­less skin, her long eye­lashes and her dark hair, which had parted to re­veal her slen­der neck. Carl was right. I was a lucky man. I smiled as I com­pared the way she looked now and the way she had acted last night. How could Kelly, who looked so in­no­cent, be so wan­ton? How could I, a wit­ness to her wan­ton­ness, love her all the more be­cause of it? But I did! Some­what re­luc­tantly I went back to my chair, sat down and watched over her.

Once more I tried to ra­tio­nalise my ac­tions. I had en­cour­aged an­other man to fuck my wife, in­deed to make her so sore that she couldn’t even wear her knick­ers! It was odd, re­ally. Some men would feel com­pelled to kill their wife’s lover. I too had a com­pul­sion, but it was a com­pul­sion to en­cour­age him, to make him wel­come in our house, hell, even to make him wel­come in our bed­room! Was it the same com­pul­sion that drew the moth to the flame? Would it have the same re­sult? How could I know? But I could no more re­sist my com­pul­sion than could the moth re­sist the danc­ing light of the can­dle.

I con­tin­ued watch­ing her while she slept. In a way it was a throw­back to our child­hood. Once again I was Sir Gala­had stand­ing guard over my Lady Guini­vere and I con­tin­ued to pro­tect her un­til she woke up a cou­ple of hours later. My lady was es­pe­cially af­fec­tion­ate to her loyal knight for the rest of the day. We re­tired early to our bed­cham­ber but only to catch up on our sleep. Me­thinks we were both far too fa­tigued for any more love­mak­ing.

She was also far too sore!


  Chap­ter 10

A rou­tine was es­tab­lished and it seemed to be work­ing out for all con­cerned. On Fri­day nights Kelly would go out with Carl and would stay overnight at his place. I had got used to her weekly ab­sence. I missed her, of course, but I could look for­ward to the Sat­ur­day morn­ing when she re­turned, when our pas­sion knew no bounds, es­pe­cially on those oc­ca­sions when she would leave Carl in his bed, drive home and im­me­di­ately get into our bed with me. But there was a change to the es­tab­lished rou­tine when they spent a cou­ple of days in Paris!

Carl had to go there on busi­ness and asked her if she’d like to go with him. She asked me if I would have any ob­jec­tion. It meant fly­ing out on the Fri­day morn­ing and re­turn­ing on the Sat­ur­day evening. In some ways it was not that much dif­fer­ent to the nor­mal rou­tine; she just be away for a lit­tle bit longer, that’s all. Since it was un­likely to hap­pen on a reg­u­lar ba­sis I agreed.

On the Thurs­day evening I helped her pack her case. I was nat­u­rally in­ter­ested to see what clothes, and es­pe­cially what un­der­wear she was tak­ing. There was no doubt that Carl would be pleased with her wardrobe. She wanted an early night be­cause Carl would be round early in the morn­ing and she needed to get up at about six to get her­self ready. We went to bed and we held each other in a close em­brace. We made love but as was now the norm on Thurs­day nights, I re­frained from ejac­u­lat­ing in­side her.

The fol­low­ing morn­ing I went off to work and Kelly went off to Paris. I ex­pe­ri­enced con­flict­ing emo­tions. I knew that I’d miss her and yet I couldn’t deny it turned me on. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I be nor­mal and en­joy Kelly’s sex­u­al­ity di­rectly rather than vi­car­i­ously?

In the evening I put on some porno but I couldn’t get into it. In­stead I watched some old com­edy videos. I went to bed quite late, and I had a cou­ple of drinks too, but I was still un­able to get off to sleep for some time.

I woke up on the Sat­ur­day morn­ing, happy that she would be com­ing home that day, but wish­ing that I didn’t have to wait un­til that evening. I oc­cu­pied my­self do­ing odd jobs around the house, fi­nally get­ting round to fix­ing the ex­ter­nal lights but the hours re­ally dragged.

Kelly and Carl re­turned from Paris at about eight. He came in car­ry­ing Kelly’s case, said a quick hello, apol­o­gised for hav­ing to dash off and then left. She came in and gave me a long lov­ing kiss.

“Have you missed me then, Ben?” she asked in that soft sen­sual tone I loved to hear.

“Yes, Kelly, I re­ally have. It’s strange when you think about it. In the­ory your be­ing in Paris should have made next to no dif­fer­ence. You’re not with me Fri­day nights any­way and if I have to work late I don’t see you from the time I leave on Fri­day morn­ing un­til the time you come home on Sat­ur­day. But I know where you are and I know I can con­tact you. But in Paris you were out of reach and be­cause of that, you seemed to be away for much longer. And you know what they say about ab­sence, don’t you?” I knew she would be pleased to hear this but it was also true. I asked her if she’d missed me.

She was much more suc­cinct. “Yes, Ben, of course I did.” I didn’t know if it was just as true, but I was cer­tainly just as pleased to hear it.

I made a cup of tea and gave Kelly a bou­quet of flow­ers I’d bought for her. She asked me what I had been do­ing with my­self. I told her that con­trary to what she might be think­ing I had ac­tu­ally got round to do­ing some of the jobs that I had been putting off for ages. She smiled at me as she sug­gested she should get away on her own more of­ten if that was the re­sult. She dis­ap­peared for a mo­ment and re­turned car­ry­ing a gift-wrapped bot­tle of Remy Mar­tin, which she gave to me. They say, ‘it’s the thought that counts’, and it’s true. It was the thought I most val­ued, not the ex­pen­sive brandy. She had thought about me whilst she was in Paris and I was re­ally happy.

Kelly said she would take a re­lax­ing bath and sug­gested that we have an early night. We were tucked up in bed, her pert bare bum nestling in my lap, when I asked her about her week­end. She had en­joyed her­self and the ho­tel was ex­cel­lent. Yes­ter­day they had ex­plored Paris, tak­ing in the Notre Dame, the Arc de Tri­om­phe and the Eif­fel Tower. Last night they went to a cabaret and had eaten out af­ter­wards in Mont­martre. They had a late break­fast this morn­ing, had strolled along the Champs El­y­sees and had then taken a taxi back to their ho­tel and thence to the air­port. She told me that she would like to go back but that she would want it to be with me next time.

She was ex­pect­ing me to then ask her about her sex­ual ac­tiv­i­ties and she was pleas­antly sur­prised when I told her I didn’t want to know. But I did want to make love to her. She made her­self more ac­ces­si­ble and I en­tered her from be­hind. I guessed she’d be a bit ten­der, (she had said some­thing about a late break­fast; a eu­phemism I pre­sumed, mean­ing that they had been too busy shag­ging to no­tice the time) so I was gen­tle with her. In the event I came quite soon any­way; the in­evitable re­sult of two days celibacy! We were still joined when we went to sleep.

In the morn­ing I woke up to see that Kelly was al­ready awake and was star­ing at the ceil­ing. I kissed her and she started to cry.

“What’s the mat­ter, Kelly?”

“Oh, Ben!”

“Please tell me what’s wrong.”

“It’s not right, Ben. What I’m do­ing with Carl. It’s not right.”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you think I mean, Ben? My af­fair with Carl of course. I think I should fin­ish it.”

“But why, Kelly?”

“Be­fore all this be­gan we were very happy and con­tent with each other. We didn’t need any­body else. But now there is Carl. And I feel like I’m cheat­ing on you. I love you Ben, I re­ally do. I don’t love Carl, in fact I’m not sure I even like him that much, but there are times when he ex­cites me so much that I would do any­thing he asked. And then I feel guilty about it when I come home to you. I want it to end be­fore it goes any fur­ther.”

Once again it was my cock, rather than my brain, that in­flu­enced my re­ply. She was still qui­etly weep­ing. I kissed her eyes and tasted her salty tears. My voice was very soft. “Come on Kelly, there’s no need to cry. How can you be cheat­ing on me when I know you’re with him? And why on earth should you feel guilty? I don’t mind what you do as long as it is of your own free will. It would be dif­fer­ent if you were be­ing forced to do things that you didn’t want to do. I ad­mit I would pre­fer it if you didn’t go away with him any­more, but that doesn’t mean you can’t stay with him on Fri­day nights. Look Kelly, a re­la­tion­ship based on love will al­ways be stronger than one based on sex. And ours is based on love. By all means end the af­fair with him if that’s what you wish, but do it for the right rea­son. Do it be­cause you want to do it, be­cause you’ve gone off him for ex­am­ple, and not be­cause you think you ought to do it for my sake.”

She didn’t an­swer but at least she’d stopped cry­ing. She turned round to kiss me and I felt her hand on my face. She again told me that she loved me. And then she told me some­thing else. She said she wanted me in her mouth.


  Chap­ter 11

“Hello, is that you Ben?” The voice on the phone was fa­mil­iar. Jane on the switch­board had in­formed me it was a per­sonal call.

“Yes, who’s that?”

“It’s Carl. Can you talk?” I got up and shut my of­fice door. I picked up the phone once more.

“I can now.”

“Sorry to ring you at work but I wanted to talk to you, rather than Kelly.”

“Go on.”

“Well Ben, it’s like this. Kelly might have told you I’ve just bought a villa in Ma­jorca. I needed to spend some money be­fore the tax­man got his hands on it.” He laughed. “It’s got two bed­rooms and they’ve each got an en-suite. It’s very pri­vate and it’s got its own pool. Well, I’m go­ing to be out there for most of Sep­tem­ber and… well, I was won­der­ing if you and Kelly fan­cied com­ing out. There’d be no cost to you, a bit of food and drink maybe, and of course your air fare.”



I told him it sounded very at­trac­tive. He gave me the dates and I said I would call him back. I felt a fris­son of ex­cite­ment. If the villa was as pri­vate as Carl said, we could do any­thing that took our fancy. And I needed a hol­i­day. We had orig­i­nally planned to be away in Spring but that had been can­celIed be­cause of the take-over bat­tle. I knew we wouldn’t be able to take a month, but we could have two weeks. I checked my di­ary. The first two weeks were def­i­nitely out. The last two weeks were okay. Oh bol­locks! There was an im­por­tant pre­sen­ta­tion on the Wednes­day of the sec­ond week. It was to a new client and we had al­ready post­poned it once. Maybe I could still get out of it. I ex­plained the sit­u­a­tion to Paul, ac­knowl­edg­ing that it was at rather short no­tice.

“It’s go­ing to be dif­fi­cult, Ben. Giles will be on his hon­ey­moon.” I put my hand to my fore­head. I’d for­got­ten that. And he was the only one who could deputise for me. “Re­ally, Ben, I ought not to let you go at such short no­tice, but be­cause you gave up your hol­i­day ear­lier I will agree to it on one con­di­tion. If I can­not get a stand-in, you have to agree to re­turn, and if that is the case, we’ll pick up all your travel costs.”

He was be­ing fair and I couldn’t re­ally ar­gue. He could have re­fused per­mis­sion for me to go in the first place be­cause I hadn’t given him suf­fi­cient no­tice. Yet not only did he agree I could go, but he was also pre­pared to pay for a re­turn ticket if I had to re­turn. Kelly had no such prob­lems and could take any two weeks. Ac­cord­ingly I phoned Carl and said we’d be out for the last two weeks. Dur­ing our con­ver­sa­tion I dis­cov­ered that we would all be com­ing back on the same flight.

And then the bad news! My pres­ence would be re­quired in the of­fice on the Wednes­day week af­ter all. And since we were due to fly home on the Fri­day there seemed very lit­tle point in my go­ing back. Kelly said that she would come home with me but I told her not to bother. She might as well come back with Carl three days later. It was bad enough that I should have to cut short my hol­i­day; why spoil hers, too?

We were in the de­par­ture lounge at Gatwick Air­port, on the Sat­ur­day wait­ing to catch an early evening flight to Palma. Kelly was wear­ing a sleeve­less lilac broderie anglaise blouse, and a match­ing plain short skirt. The lilac ef­fect was com­ple­mented by the mauve nail pol­ish she had ap­plied to her fin­gers and to her toe­nails. She was al­ready quite tanned from sun­bathing in the gar­den the pre­vi­ous week­end, in fact she would not have looked out of place had she been in the ar­rivals hall, hav­ing just re­turned from her hol­i­day. But hers was about to start and she was ex­cited. She kept turn­ing to look at the de­par­tures board, try­ing to see if our flight had been called and with ev­ery move­ment of her head, her long dark hair would bounce on her shoul­ders.

But the com­mence­ment of our long de­layed hol­i­day wasn’t the only rea­son for Kelly’s happy frame of mind. There was the not in­signif­i­cant fact that that Carl would be there. She hadn’t seen him for three weeks now and had missed the sheer in­ten­sity of their phys­i­cal re­la­tion­ship. She was look­ing for­ward to ‘sleep­ing’ with him that night. Kelly and I had pro­vi­sion­ally agreed that she would al­ter­nate her nights with Carl and me, a sort of adult time­share re­ally! The de­par­tures board was now show­ing a gate for our flight. We picked up our bags and ar­rived there just as the plane had be­gun to board. We were only twenty min­utes late de­part­ing and af­ter an un­event­ful flight we landed at Palma. We grabbed a trol­ley and joined the milling crowd in the bag­gage hall. And be­fore very long we were out in the main area.

Carl was al­ready there to meet us and he had a broad wel­com­ing smile on his face as we came up to him. He put his arms around Kelly as he kissed her and then he shook my hand. We made the usual small talk that ev­ery­one seems to en­gage in at air­ports; how was the flight; how has the weather been, etc. And then we fol­lowed him out to his car. Even though it was quite late in the evening, the tem­per­a­ture had not re­ally dropped and as we stepped out­side the air-con­di­tioned ter­mi­nal build­ing, the sul­tri­ness was sur­pris­ing. It was some­what op­pres­sive and the at­mos­phere was not ren­dered more pleas­ant by the oc­ca­sional whiff of kerosene. How­ever his car was not too far away and we were soon on our way to his villa, not much more than one hour dis­tant.

It was com­pletely dark by the time we ar­rived. Carl zapped the elec­tric gates and we drove in. The drive was about a hun­dred me­tres long and at its end was the sin­gle-storey villa. As we ap­proached it, sen­sors switched on the ex­te­rior lights il­lu­mi­nat­ing the sur­pris­ing amount of green­ery and colour that con­trasted with the white painted fa­cade. Carl un­locked the wide front door that opened into the lounge. We walked in, our foot­steps re­sound­ing on the beige ce­ramic tiled floor. The lounge was quite large and con­tained a sofa, an easy chair and a small din­ing ta­ble with four chairs. At the far end was the kitchen, and a line of work sur­faces de­lin­eated the change of use. A door led out from the kitchen to a ter­raced area on the right, where the swim­ming pool was sit­u­ated.

The bed­rooms were lo­cated ei­ther side of the lounge. Carl’s was on the right hand side as we en­tered. He was thus able to over­look the pool and the ter­race from his bed­room win­dow. Carl ush­ered us into the other bed­room and left us to un­pack. The room was a nar­rower than the lounge but about the same length. It had a dou­ble as­pect with win­dows at the front and at the side. At the far end was a door lead­ing into the en-suite. The walls were fin­ished in the ubiq­ui­tous Span­ish white rough tex­tured style. On each side of the am­ple dou­ble bed was a small low bed­side unit, which matched the dark wood of the two free­stand­ing solid look­ing wardrobes. There was a match­ing dress­ing ta­ble with a large mir­ror, around the edge of which, was a built in light. The en-suite bath­room was more than ad­e­quate. There was a bidet, a large hand basin and a toi­let all in white china with or­nate brass ac­ces­sories. In the cor­ner was a shower cu­bi­cle with a bronze screen. The light­ing in the bath­room was very bright, in sharp con­trast to the sub­dued wall light­ing of the bed­room.

We fin­ished un­pack­ing the cases and went out to the ter­race, where Carl was al­ready seated. The light­ing on the ter­race was also sub­dued, two small lamps on the wall pro­vid­ing what lit­tle over­head light there was. The un­der­wa­ter lights in the pool were all that il­lu­mi­nated the ter­race at that end. Carl was al­ready en­joy­ing a cold beer and he fetched two more from the fridge when we joined him. With the lug­gage un­packed, our cloth­ing put away and with the cold beers in front of us I felt the hol­i­day had fi­nally started. It had been a long day, the trav­el­ling had been tir­ing and it was great to be able to un­wind. I sat back con­tent­edly in the chair deeply in­hal­ing the warm night air, scented as it was with the aroma of basil and oregano. In the dis­tance I could see the lights of a small vil­lage and in the black­ness above us the stars were gleam­ing.

Kelly fin­ished her drink and said that she would take a shower to freshen up. Carl and I re­mained on the bal­cony and had an­other beer. He told me a lit­tle bit about the area. We were not far from Cala d’Or in the south­east part of Ma­jorca. He also told me about a cou­ple of places that we might want to visit. Twenty min­utes later, Kelly re­turned. She was wear­ing a pale green camisole, match­ing high cut panties, and some sling backs. De­spite the low light­ing I could dis­cern her dark shadow through the gos­samer fab­ric of her panties. She re­ally did look fan­tas­tic. I asked her if she’d like an­other drink.

“No thanks, Ben.” She was look­ing di­rectly at Carl, and in a sul­try voice she said, “What I’d re­ally like, is to say ‘hello’ to Carl prop­erly.” With­out wait­ing for an an­swer, she turned and walked back into the villa. She had never looked more provoca­tive.

Carl glanced at me and made as if to shrug his shoul­ders, but his ex­pres­sion could not con­ceal his de­light. As he got up to fol­low her, he looked at me and said, “How can I refuse?” An af­ter­thought oc­curred to him as he reached the door. “Help your­self to a beer when you want, Ben. There’s plenty in the fridge. Just make your­self at home.”

I went in to get one, just as Carl was about to close his bed­room door. I caught a glimpse of Kelly. She was al­ready ly­ing on his bed.

I went back to my chair on the ter­race. It was very quiet. There were hardly any sounds from the road be­low; an odd mo­tor­bike or car but that was all. Span­ish vil­las are de­signed to be cool; they are not de­signed to ab­sorb sound. The solid glazed floors tend to re­flect and even to am­plify sound. The win­dows of the villa were open, and the sounds em­a­nat­ing from Carl’s bed­room were car­ried to me in the balmy night air. I knew what they were do­ing even though I could not see them. I heard their low voices, the odd laugh, and then the quiet be­fore Kelly’s whim­pers be­came au­di­ble. In­sis­tent repet­i­tive whim­pers, more­over, that grad­u­ally in­creased in fre­quency and in vol­ume. A whim­per that be­came a cry, and a cry that rent the night air as she cli­maxed.

I must have fallen asleep out on the ter­race. I looked at my watch when I woke up and I re­alised that I had been sit­ting out there for two hours! I had to get to bed. As I en­tered the villa I no­ticed that Carl had opened his bed­room door, pre­sum­ably to al­low the cooler evening air to cir­cu­late. When I’d been sit­ting out on the ter­race I was un­der some cover and I hadn’t re­alised that a full moon had risen. It was now shin­ing through the open bed­room win­dow, bathing them in moon­light. They were fast asleep on top of the cov­ers. Carl was naked. Kelly had kept her camisole on but her match­ing panties were nowhere to be seen. His hand was ca­su­ally rest­ing on her thigh. Her hand was loosely hold­ing his flac­cid pe­nis.


  Chap­ter 12

I woke up early the next morn­ing. I was go­ing to make some tea but I could hear noises from Carl’s bed­room and it was ob­vi­ous that they were at it again. So I de­cided I’d wait a while. I must have dozed off be­cause the next mo­ment Kelly was in my bed say­ing, “Rise and shine, or at least rise!” Her hand was around my cock. She kissed me, her tongue im­me­di­ately in my mouth.

“Morn­ing, Kelly, did you have a good night?”

“Hello, Ben. Yes I did, thank you, and now you’re go­ing to have a good morn­ing!” She started to stroke my cock and it be­gan to stiffen. When she was happy that it was hard enough, she strad­dled me and low­ered her­self onto it. She was very loose and very, very wet. Try as I might there was ab­so­lutely no fric­tion and there was no way that I could achieve a cli­max. I was aware of the in­creas­ing wet­ness around the base of my cock.

“It’s no good, Kelly, I’m sorry but I can’t come like this.” She got off me and lay on her back, spread­ing her legs. I looked at her open, wet and well-used fanny. I rein­serted my sticky length into her and as I thrust away I knew that it wasn’t go­ing to work this way ei­ther. She was just far too loose.

She knew too. “Don’t worry, Ben.” I with­drew from her and lay down along­side her.

“Sorry, Kelly.”

“That’s al­right”, she said and she moved down to take me in her mouth, de­spite the fact that it was lib­er­ally coated with Carl’s se­men. I watched our re­flec­tion in the mir­ror. She was try­ing to bring me off with her hand, whilst she con­tin­ued to suck me. But she was be­gin­ning to tire.

I reached down and cov­ered her hand with my own. Know­ing what I was about to do she re­moved her hand. Tak­ing care not to hit Kelly in the face, I be­gan to mas­tur­bate. It wasn’t long be­fore I was ejac­u­lat­ing in her mouth. She waited un­til I’d fin­ished be­fore she reached for a tis­sue and emp­tied her mouth into it. We turned on our sides to face each other and we kissed. Her mouth still tasted of my se­men.

Her voice was very soft when she spoke. “I’m not go­ing to leave you out, you know.”

“I know you’re not, Kelly, but you don’t have to worry about me, hon­estly.” I paused. “When you’re with him I usu­ally jerk-off, any­way.”

“You must want more than that.”

“Not re­ally, Kelly. Look, what you just did was great but you don’t have to do it.”

“What do you mean, Ben?”

“Kelly, I know it’s hard to un­der­stand. In fact I’m still not sure that I fully un­der­stand it my­self, even af­ter all these weeks. All the same, I’ll try and ex­plain it to you. I re­ally love you, Kelly. I love you be­cause of the per­son you are. I love your sense of hu­mour, I love you be­cause of your sym­pa­thetic na­ture, and I love the way you ra­di­ate hap­pi­ness wher­ever you go. I know that you try to make me happy and in that re­spect you re­ally do suc­ceed. I could not be hap­pier, hon­estly. And you’ve got so much pa­tience and tol­er­ance, far more than any­one I’ve ever known. Then there’s the phys­i­cal side. You are ab­so­lutely gor­geous to look at and you have a won­der­ful body. Mak­ing love to you is fan­tas­tic. Oral sex with you is out of this world. I could never tire of the taste of your fanny and I adore the way you suck me and let me cum in your mouth. I could go on even more, Kelly, but I as­sume you’ve got the pic­ture.” I moved slightly and eased my hand be­tween her up­per thighs. In this po­si­tion my fin­gers could bathe in her wet­ness. “Kelly, I want you to know that as far as I’m con­cerned you’re per­fect. But, and this is the cru­cial point, cer­tain things are so per­fect, that they cry out to be shared with oth­ers. Imag­ine if there was only one record of, say Beethoven’s Fifth, and I had it. I would have to play it to some­one else so that they would also know that it is a mas­ter­piece.

“I’m not sure what you’re driv­ing at.”

“It’s sim­ple re­ally, Kelly. I think it would be very sad if I were the only per­son to know how good you are in bed. For­tu­nately I’m not; Carl knows about you, too. And that in turn ex­cites me. Last night, when you told Carl you wanted him, I saw the de­light on his face. Do you know, I felt re­ally proud of you, I re­ally did. And I saw you on his bed af­ter­wards, when you were asleep. You still had your camisole on, but not your knick­ers. You’ve no idea how arous­ing that was. When I went to bed I had to toss my­self off. Even talk­ing about it now is hav­ing an ef­fect on my cock!” I felt her fin­gers around it. “See what I mean?”

“Where is this all lead­ing to, Ben?”

“It’s sim­ple re­ally. When you think about it, all three of us want the same thing. So, make the most of the op­por­tu­nity. If you want to fuck him, or if he wants to fuck you, then do it. It doesn’t mat­ter what­ever else you’re do­ing.”

“What­ever else I’m do­ing?” Her in­com­pre­hen­sion was ob­vi­ous.

“Well, not lit­er­ally, Kelly! I don’t mean if you’re shop­ping in Sains­bury’s or what­ever the Ma­jor­can equiv­a­lent is! I mean when you’re here in the villa, even if you’re with me. I’ll get turned on be­cause I know how much you adore it when he fucks you.” My fin­gers were still in­side her. “And I like the re­sults; when you’re full of his cum, just like you are now.” I got a bit car­ried away at this junc­ture. “There can never be too much of it. I want you over­flow­ing with it.” I saw her nose wrin­kle at the prospect.

“But Ben, when I’m like this I can’t even feel you.”

“It doesn’t mat­ter to me, Kelly.”

“Well it does to me! You know, Ben, I was look­ing for­ward to our hol­i­day here. I guessed I’d be spend­ing a lot of time on my back but it never oc­curred to me that it would only be with Carl. I as­sumed that you’d want to make love to me, too.”

“I do, Kelly, hon­estly.”

“I don’t think you do, Ben. The re­al­ity is you pre­fer to watch, don’t you?” She still had a puz­zled ex­pres­sion.

“Well, per­haps some­times, Kelly, I sup­pose you could say that, yes.” Did I re­ally mean that? It was too late. I’d al­ready said it.

“I wish I could un­der­stand you, Ben.” And then she be­gan to cry.

“I wish I could un­der­stand my­self. But I do love you, Kelly, I swear.”

She did not an­swer me but con­tin­ued to cry silently. The pil­low was now wet with her tears. I kissed her wet salty cheek but she told me to leave her alone. I told her I didn’t mean to up­set her but she ig­nored me. I kissed her once more and this time she told me to go away. I knew she meant it too; her ac­tual words al­lowed for no am­bi­gu­ity. I slipped on some swim­ming shorts and leav­ing her in our bed­room, went out to the pool.

I felt re­ally in­vig­o­rated af­ter swim­ming a dozen or so lengths. I climbed out and sat on a chair to dry off in the sun. I looked around me. We were sit­u­ated near the top of a small hill. Carl’s villa was in its own large grounds. There was any num­ber of olive trees dot­ted around. The bound­ary of the prop­erty was fenced and lines of pine trees had been planted to form a screen. His near­est neigh­bour was some way away on the lower slopes, but only the roof of the build­ing could be seen above the trees. Carl was cor­rect when he said that his villa was very pri­vate. Fur­ther away still was the lit­tle vil­lage whose lights we had seen last night and where, ac­cord­ing to Carl, there was a bar that served good food. In the dis­tance, through the shim­mer­ing heat haze, the sea was vis­i­ble. The stan­dard rec­tan­gu­lar shaped pool was a good size with a small spring­board at one end. Signs in­di­cated that it was two me­tres deep at this end and one me­tre deep at the other. Scat­tered around the pool­side were white plas­tic sun beds, on which were cush­ions in a blue and white check. Closer to the house there was a ta­ble and four chairs but these were in the shade as above them was a large tim­bered struc­ture on which a dense bougainvil­laea was flour­ish­ing. The clus­ters of small cerise flow­ers were in strik­ing con­trast to the azure blue sky. It was a lovely spot, for sure.

A short while later Carl came out on to the ter­race. He was naked. He was ob­vi­ously proud of his body and rightly so. It wasn’t just his dick; he had an ex­cel­lent physique, too. He worked hard in the gym and it showed. But he was also an ex­hi­bi­tion­ist and he grasped this op­por­tu­nity to walk around bol­lock naked. He walked straight past me and dived into the pool. Af­ter he’d swum about twenty lengths he climbed out and saun­tered to­wards me. “That’s bet­ter”, he said. “The wa­ter’s per­fect”, he added. He dis­ap­peared into the villa but soon re-ap­peared car­ry­ing a tray on which there was fruit juice, crois­sants and cof­fee. He was still naked and was to re­main that way for most of the time we were at the villa. We were seated at a ta­ble drink­ing cof­fee when Kelly ap­peared. She wore only a pair of high cut blue bikini bot­toms.

She was look­ing all around her. “This re­ally is beau­ti­ful,” she said as she walked to­wards the pool. Carl agreed but he was think­ing about her back­side. Her lightly tanned firm rounded cheeks com­ple­mented the thin strip of blue ma­te­rial that pur­ported to be a bikini bot­tom. She was mov­ing in an al­most hyp­notic way and could not have looked more al­lur­ing. She stood at the edge of the pool for a while and then she turned round and sashayed back. With each step her full breasts gen­tly swayed from side to side. Her nip­ples were al­ready prom­i­nent, coaxed out and then ca­ressed by the soft breeze. The shadow of her dark pu­bis and the con­tours of her labia could be seen through the thin blue ma­te­rial of the bikini bot­tom. She looked in­cred­i­bly sexy. By the time she sat down Carl was half erect. She looked at him and laughed. “Don’t you ever think of any­thing else, Carl?”

“It’s very dif­fi­cult when you’re around, Kelly!” He stood up and went in­doors to get an­other cup of cof­fee.

She was still up­set and in no mood to talk to me. How­ever she was de­ter­mined to look on the pos­i­tive side, and to make the most of things. She men­tally listed them. One; the villa was per­fect. Two; there was not a cloud in the sky. Three; she could still have a good time with Carl. Things weren’t that bad, all in all. She sat down with us and took a crois­sant from the plate. She reached lan­guidly for the jug and poured out an or­ange juice.



“Well, Kelly, do you like it?” Carl had re­turned.

“It’s won­der­ful, Carl.” She looked up at the blue sky and squinted when her gaze strayed too near the sun. “I could eas­ily get used to this, I re­ally could.”

We en­joyed a leisurely al­fresco break­fast to­gether. It didn’t take long to clear away, to put the juice back in the fridge and to load the dish­washer. When Kelly was sat­is­fied ev­ery­thing was in or­der she went back out­side and made her­self com­fort­able on a sun bed. I hadn’t even shaved so I re­turned to my room. By the time I came out on to the ter­race both Carl and Kelly ap­peared to have nod­ded off as they basked in the warmth of the sun. Carl had po­si­tioned his sun bed quite close to the one oc­cu­pied by Kelly. I dived in the pool and swam an­other few lengths. It is quite a pleas­ant sen­sa­tion to swim naked. When I’d had enough I climbed out and pre­pared for some sun bathing, spread­ing my towel out on a sun bed. I lay down and closed my eyes, al­ready feel­ing the warmth of the sun on my back. The only sound was the gen­tle slap of the wa­ter against the sides of the pool and even this was di­min­ish­ing as the wa­ter was grad­u­ally re­turn­ing to its for­mer calm state. The whole ef­fect was so­porific and the re­sult was in­evitable. It was Kelly’s voice that woke me up.

“Carl, you’ll no doubt be pleased to hear what Ben said to me this morn­ing.” She was mak­ing no ef­fort to mod­er­ate her voice. She was still an­gry with me; that much was ob­vi­ous and it was per­fectly clear she had wanted me to hear what she was say­ing. She con­tin­ued, “He says that you and I should in­dulge our­selves when­ever we feel like it. It seems,” she strongly em­pha­sised the word ‘seems’, “he prefers to watch.” The venom in her words was quite ap­par­ent.

“Is that so?” Carl paused for a mo­ment. He con­tin­ued and this time the ques­tion was not rhetor­i­cal. “Is that a prob­lem for you, Kelly?” He was try­ing to sound con­cerned.

“I don’t sup­pose it is for you, Carl.”

“So what would you say, then, if I said that I feel like it right now?” I could hear the smile in his voice.

She thought for a mo­ment and then she laughed. “I think I would say, ‘Snap!’”

He did not an­swer. I waited a while and then I looked at them. They had taken the cush­ions from their two sun beds to make a dou­ble mat­tress on the ground. Kelly was on her side fac­ing me, her be­hind nestling into Carl’s groin. Her eyes were closed but I knew she was awake. Her bikini bot­toms were round one an­kle. They were fuck­ing. It was a slow com­fort­able fuck; it was too hot for any­thing else. And when he’d fin­ished it was ev­i­dent that she’d known all the time I was awake. She just looked at me and the briefest of smiles crossed her face. “Sat­is­fied?” she asked. Then, with­out wait­ing for my an­swer, she again closed her eyes. They were still cou­pled to­gether when she nod­ded off.

I had to ad­mit one thing. She had taken no­tice of what I’d said.


  Chap­ter 13

We were get­ting ready to go out that evening and I de­cided I’d try again to make amends. “Kelly, I’m sorry about this morn­ing. I didn’t mean it to sound as if I didn’t want to have sex with you. I do!”

She was rather off­hand. “You have a funny way of show­ing it, Ben! Any­way, it doesn’t mat­ter. I’m hardly likely to go short, am I?”

Still hop­ing that it did mat­ter, I went into the bath­room to take a shower. I was dry­ing my­self when I walked back into the bed­room. Kelly, who had show­ered ahead of me, had combed her hair up in that en­chant­ing style and was wear­ing an­other hal­ter neck dress, this one in pale blue cot­ton. She was sit­ting on the edge of the bed ap­ply­ing a deep blue nail pol­ish to her toe­nails. Her knee was up by her chin and it was clear that she was not wear­ing any un­der­wear. “Aren’t you putting any knick­ers on?” I asked.

“Why, do you think I should? I thought you liked it when I went with­out. Would you rather I put some on?”

“No Kelly, of course not.”

I sup­pose it was an id­i­otic thing to have asked. Why should she wear any? It has al­ways been a turn on for me to know she was naked un­der her dress and I could not imag­ine Carl com­plain­ing. There was a knock on the door and the man him­self came in. He was wear­ing a green checked ca­sual shirt and black chi­nos. Kelly car­ried on ap­ply­ing the pol­ish.

“Hello, Kelly”, he said, ” You look nice!” He looked at me and grinned. “Evening, Ben!”

Kelly af­fected sur­prise. “Oh it’s you, Carl. I didn’t recog­nise you with your clothes on!” She stood up, still smil­ing at her own joke. The dress length was half­way up her thigh. As she moved the hal­ter neck re­vealed in a most tan­ta­lis­ing way the sides of her breasts. “Well, how do I look?” she asked us both.

I told her that she looked stun­ning and kissed her. She put her arms around my neck and the hem of her dress rose to re­veal the very tops of her legs and the be­gin­ning of the soft curves of her but­tocks. Carl, who was stand­ing be­hind her, was af­forded a de­light­ful view.

We drove down to the har­bour in Carl’s car. It was a two-door job and Kelly vol­un­teered to climb in the back. I gave her a help­ing hand, or more ac­cu­rately a help­ing fin­ger. She was very wet. It was only a ten min­utes drive to the har­bour and we were soon parked. It was a beau­ti­ful balmy evening with just the barest hint of a breeze. A large num­ber of peo­ple were al­ready milling around. Carl led the way into the restau­rant. The build­ing it­self was not very big but there was a rea­son­able sized ter­race on which there were a num­ber of ta­bles, most of which were al­ready oc­cu­pied. Carl spoke to a waiter and he led us to the one un­oc­cu­pied ta­ble that over­looked the wa­ter’s edge. There was a re­served sign on it and he promptly re­moved it. Kelly sat down, care­fully hold­ing the hem of her dress. I sat next to her and Carl sat op­po­site us both.

I looked at the har­bour, ob­serv­ing the boats gen­tly ris­ing and fall­ing in the al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble swell. They ranged in size from small fish­ing boats to large cabin cruis­ers, from boats that looked barely sea-wor­thy to lux­u­ri­ous gin palaces with ev­ery con­ceiv­able ex­tra. On some of the lat­ter, peo­ple could be seen sit­ting on deck with drinks in hand, os­ten­si­bly ig­nor­ing, but per­haps se­cretly en­joy­ing the en­vi­ous looks of the or­di­nary tourists who were try­ing to as­cer­tain if such os­ten­ta­tious wealth be­longed to any­one they might recog­nise, a pop-star or a cap­tain of in­dus­try. I watched a rather di­lap­i­dated fish­ing boat leave the har­bour and I won­dered how many hours would pass be­fore it would re­turn.

I heard the waiter say ‘Buenos Noches’ and I took the prof­fered menu from him, re­turn­ing his greet­ing in my best Span­ish. He replied, in Eng­lish, and asked if I wanted a drink. I or­dered a San Miguel, and I pe­rused the menu, stroking my lip as I de­cided what to or­der. My taste buds were work­ing over­time, but not be­cause of the ap­petis­ing choices on of­fer. Kelly’s beau­ti­ful in­ti­mate flavour, still lin­ger­ing on my fin­ger, was the rea­son. Carl seemed un­able to make up his mind what he wanted. He looked around to check that he couldn’t be over­heard and then he leaned for­wards and spoke to us both.

“They’ve got some nice things on the menu,” he said in a con­spir­a­to­rial voice, “but I have to say that the most ed­i­ble thing I’ve seen tonight is Kelly’s bum!”

She made as if she was shocked but she was se­cretly de­lighted. She put on a some­what haughty man­ner and said, “Well you’ll have to choose some­thing else, Carl, my bum’s not on the menu”.

I tried to be funny. “Well it would be, Kelly, if you sat on it!”

Our drinks ar­rived and we all touched glasses and wished each other a happy hol­i­day. Carl fi­nally de­cided what to eat and the waiter took our or­der. It was a very good restau­rant. The food was ex­cel­lent and so was the wine. At the end of the meal I paid the bill and then we drove back to the villa. Carl sug­gested we have a night­cap and went off to fix them. Kelly and I went out on the ter­race and sat down at the ta­ble, hav­ing first pulled three chairs to­gether. I turned to Kelly and told her that de­spite what I’d said ear­lier, I was glad she would be sleep­ing with me that night. She told me she was glad, too. I had my hand on her up­per thigh. It was fairly dark and her legs were un­der the ta­ble so it wasn’t ob­vi­ous.

Carl re­turned with three glasses and a bot­tle of Ri­oja that he had just opened. He poured out the wine and then sat down next to Kelly. We sat there chat­ting and oc­ca­sion­ally laugh­ing. We were all very re­laxed and were en­joy­ing each other’s com­pany. I was also en­joy­ing an in­ti­mate con­tact with Kelly. My hand was now so high on Kelly’s thigh that I could feel her pu­bic hair on the out­side of my hand. I was more than con­tent just to leave it there; a lit­tle se­cret shared by the two of us, but it didn’t re­main a se­cret for long. I sup­pose it was no sur­prise that Carl had the idea to touch Kelly up, es­pe­cially as he knew she had no un­der­wear on. But it was a ma­jor sur­prise to him when his hand made un­ex­pected con­tact with mine. In a vi­o­lent re­flex ac­tion, he pulled it away and in so do­ing, his knuck­les rapped the un­der­side of the ta­ble, caus­ing the glasses to bounce.

It was rather com­i­cal, but Carl had ac­tu­ally hurt him­self. Kelly who had laughed loud­est, and who now felt a de­gree of guilt for do­ing so, im­me­di­ately went into full Flo­rence Nightin­gale mode. She went into the kitchen and re­turned with a cloth in which she’d wrapped some ice cubes. She placed it on the back of his hand and told him to keep it there as long as pos­si­ble. Once she had sat­is­fied her­self that his in­jury was un­likely to be life threat­en­ing, she agreed that we could go to bed. She kissed Carl good­night and we left him out on the ter­race, nurs­ing his bruised knuck­les and the re­main­der of his drink.

We were no sooner in bed than we were all over each other. We made ur­gent love and then in the post coital af­ter glow we both drifted off to sleep, wak­ing in the morn­ing all the bet­ter for the per­fect night’s rest. The only ev­i­dence of the pre­vi­ous night’s sex­ual ac­tiv­ity was the pun­gent aroma of stale se­men when Kelly moved in bed.


  Chap­ter 14

We had wo­ken up to the sound of rain. Kelly kissed me and said that she would make the tea. She slipped out of bed, into her lit­tle green camisole and dis­ap­peared into the kitchen. Ten min­utes later she reap­peared car­ry­ing a tray on which there were three cups. She looked like a lit­tle French maid, ex­cept that she wasn’t wear­ing the frilly knick­ers; in fact she wasn’t wear­ing any knick­ers. She gave me a cup and said that she would take Carl’s in per­son­ally, the no­tional rea­son be­ing so that she could check how his hand was. I guessed that Carl would be pleas­antly sur­prised. You don’t of­ten get a semi-naked nurse pay­ing that much at­ten­tion to a mi­nor in­jury, even with a pri­vate med­i­cal scheme like BUPA!

Half an hour later she came back. I was al­ready in the bath­room shav­ing. She came in and kissed me on my cheek. She ran some wa­ter in the bidet and as she douched her­self she told me that, ac­cord­ing to Carl, the rain was likely to clear up in the af­ter­noon. She then show­ered and was still dry­ing her­self when she joined me in the bed­room, look­ing for some­thing to wear. We re­alised af­ter the first morn­ing that Carl didn’t wear clothes in the villa and we were pre­pared to ‘do in Rome what the Ro­mans do’, but the rain had cooled things down con­sid­er­ably. Kelly felt rather cold, the erect state of her nip­ples pro­vid­ing am­ple ev­i­dence of the fact. She looked in the wardrobe and se­lected a yel­low tee shirt that just about cov­ered her bot­tom. She was about to slip some knick­ers on as well, but I in­ter­vened, putting on as shocked an ex­pres­sion as I could man­age.

“Surely,” I asked, “it is not that cold is it?”

It was easy for me to say this; I was al­ready wear­ing a pair of shorts. The dou­ble stan­dards in­volved did not go un­no­ticed but Kelly, in a ges­ture typ­i­cal of her gen­eros­ity of spirit, sac­ri­ficed her com­fort for my plea­sure. The three of us break­fasted in the kitchen and watched the rain beat­ing down on the ter­raced area out­side. Carl said that he was plan­ning to go to the bank in Cala D’or, and I asked if I could go with him, as it would give me the chance to change some trav­eller’s cheques and to hire a car for a cou­ple of days. We fin­ished our break­fast and Carl got up from the ta­ble. He went into his room to get the doc­u­men­ta­tion for the bank, and also to put some clothes on. I just had to don a tee shirt and a pair of decks and we were ready to go. Kelly de­clined the in­vi­ta­tion to come with us be­cause she wanted to wash a few things and write some cards. Maybe she also wanted to take the op­por­tu­nity to put on some knick­ers on and warm her­self up.

The wind­screen wipers were strug­gling to cope with the rain as Carl and I drove into town. We were un­able to park out­side the bank and the near­est spot we could find was at least fifty me­tres away. For­tu­nately we were out­side a bar so we went in. I or­dered two beers and we waited for the rain to ease. I no­ticed his bruised knuck­les and I asked him how his hand was.

He looked a tri­fle em­bar­rassed as he flexed it “It’s fine thanks, Ben. Look I’m sorry about last night.” He must have seen the sur­prised look on my face. “I mean about touch­ing Kelly up. It was a bit crass.”

“Carl, you don’t need to apol­o­gise. You know what Kelly said to you yes­ter­day, so as far as I’m con­cerned, there is ab­so­lutely noth­ing for you to apol­o­gise for. Any­way, apart from your hand, I pre­sume ev­ery­thing else is okay.”

“Are you se­ri­ous, Ben? How could it not be? Your wife’s the sex­i­est woman I’ve ever known!” He paused a mo­ment. “Do you mind if I ask you a per­sonal ques­tion, Ben? How is it that you never get jeal­ous when she’s with me?”

“You have to un­der­stand her, Carl. She is a highly sexed woman. She needs sex fre­quently. And it is a real need, Carl, make no mis­take. You ful­fil that need; we both know why. Yes, and be­fore you say any­thing, I’ve heard all the bol­locks about it’s not what you’ve got; it’s the way that you use it. Kelly’s even told me that her­self, but she was spar­ing my feel­ings. I be­lieve that size does mat­ter, at least as far as she is con­cerned, and I know I can’t sat­isfy her in the way that you can. But that’s all you are do­ing, Carl, you’re sat­is­fy­ing her sex­ual needs. She is fond of you, of course, but the at­trac­tion is, pri­mar­ily, a phys­i­cal one. I would cer­tainly be jeal­ous if she loved you but she doesn’t; she loves me. So, why should I be jeal­ous? You tell me.” I looked out of the win­dow at the rain. It showed no sign of abat­ing.

Carl looked at me and sighed the­atri­cally. “So, what you are say­ing, Ben, is that Kelly only wants me for my body.” He smiled rue­fully. “Well, what­ever the rea­son, I’m not com­plain­ing. But there’s no way I’d let her screw around if she were my….”

I an­grily in­ter­rupted him. “Hang on, Carl! Kelly is screw­ing you… only you! She is not screw­ing around and I don’t like to hear you say that she is.”

He apol­o­gised at once. “I’m re­ally sorry, Ben. Of course I didn’t mean to im­ply that Kelly was screw­ing around. I only meant to say that I could not be as gen­er­ous, as al­tru­is­tic, if you like, as you are, that’s all. Look, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have raised the sub­ject.”

My anger had passed. “Okay, Carl, apol­ogy ac­cepted. Com­ing back to what you meant to say, then.” There was a pause as I tried to get my thoughts to­gether. “Hell, Carl, I’m re­ally speak­ing from the heart, here. It has got noth­ing to do with al­tru­ism.” I was ac­tu­ally sur­prised that he had as­cribed such high mo­tives for my be­hav­iour. “But the word sounds sim­i­lar. Troil­ism is the ac­tual name for it. And the def­i­ni­tion of troil­ism is a third per­son de­riv­ing sex­ual plea­sure from a sex­ual act in­volv­ing two oth­ers. You two are not the only ones get­ting plea­sure from the re­la­tion­ship; I am, too.” I looked straight into his eyes. “And it’s a real turn on, be­lieve me. So I’m happy for it to carry on as long as Kelly wants it to.”

Carl looked at me and nod­ded. There was a broad grin on his face. “In that case, Ben, I’ll do my very best to keep you happy!”

I guessed that Kelly would be equally de­ter­mined to en­sure my hap­pi­ness but no doubt he’d find that out for him­self. Any­way, the rain had be­gun to ease up so we took the op­por­tu­nity to make a dash to the bank. And by the time we’d left some twenty min­utes later it had stopped al­to­gether and the sun was shin­ing. Carl then drove me to the car hire of­fice. As I was only hir­ing it for a cou­ple of days I went the whole hog; au­to­matic, air con­di­tion­ing and power steer­ing. I ar­ranged for it to be de­liv­ered the fol­low­ing day.

We drove back to the villa and we smelt the aroma of the freshly per­co­lated cof­fee as soon as we stepped in­side. Kelly had been play­ing soli­taire and she got up and poured out three cups. Carl said a quick hello and then went straight to his bed­room, re­turn­ing barely a minute later. Barely was the op­er­a­tive word, he was com­pletely naked when he came back into the kitchen.

We took our cof­fees and were sit­ting out­side on the ter­race, un­der cover of the bougainvil­lea, when the rain re­turned with a vengeance. No one wanted to get soaked go­ing to lunch, so we de­cided to eat in. Carl sorted out a pizza whilst Kelly pre­pared a salad. I laid the ta­ble and or­gan­ised the wine. Con­sid­er­ing the lunch was rus­tled up out of noth­ing it was more than ad­e­quate. I was tak­ing my wine waiter du­ties quite se­ri­ously, en­sur­ing our glasses were never empty. We were on our sec­ond bot­tle and were all in a happy frame of mind by the time we’d fin­ished eat­ing. Kelly tried to tell a joke but got a fit of the gig­gles. She could barely get the words out for laugh­ing and ev­ery time she laughed her breasts jig­gled un­der her tee shirt. This tended to make her nip­ples stand out all the more. To cap it all she could not re­mem­ber the punch line but it re­ally didn’t mat­ter. We could not have en­joyed the joke more and her laugh­ter was in­fec­tious any­way. I looked out of the win­dow. The rain was still lash­ing down. So much for Carl’s weather fore­cast­ing!

Kelly and I left the ta­ble, tak­ing our wine glasses with us, and went over to the sofa to sit down. Carl had some pa­per­work to at­tend to, so he stayed at the ta­ble. Kelly was still happy, she was still gig­gling but now she was also feel­ing randy. I’d no sooner sat down than she was kiss­ing me, push­ing her tongue in my mouth and grop­ing me through the thin ma­te­rial of my shorts. I looked over my shoul­der; Carl, who had his back to us, seemed pre­oc­cu­pied with his pa­per­work so I sur­rep­ti­tiously un­zipped my shorts. My erec­tion sprang free but it wasn’t free for long! She had al­ready grasped it and was po­si­tion­ing her­self astride me. And she con­tin­ued hold­ing it un­til it was sheathed in her hot vel­vet fanny. She was pleased with her­self, that much was ev­i­dent from her man­ner, a man­ner sug­ges­tive of a cat that had taken all the cream. Carl had his back to us and was ap­par­ently un­aware of what we were do­ing. I found it quite arous­ing, be­cause it was tan­ta­mount to do­ing it in pub­lic. Nev­er­the­less I didn’t want our ac­tiv­ity to be too bla­tant so I pulled down the hem of her tee shirt so as to cover us as much as pos­si­ble. I was ex­pe­ri­enc­ing glo­ri­ous sen­sa­tions as her vagina rhyth­mi­cally con­tracted around my dick and I closed my eyes so that I could bet­ter savour them. Then I felt her hands on my face and her tongue in my mouth. We had to come up for air, and I took the op­por­tu­nity to pick up our wine glasses from the oc­ca­sional ta­ble. Kelly took her glass, which had been half-full and drained it.

Carl looked up from the ta­ble. “More wine?” he asked. He didn’t wait for an an­swer but walked round the ta­ble car­ry­ing the bot­tle and his own glass. Pos­si­bly aware of our shenani­gans, and cer­tainly em­bold­ened by our dis­cus­sion out­side the bank, he stood very close to Kelly as he re­filled first her glass and then mine. His pe­nis was hang­ing di­rectly in front of her face. Dif­fi­cult to dis­re­gard at the best of times, it was im­pos­si­ble to ig­nore it now, and he knew that only too well. He knew she would re­act, but he didn’t know how. Just as well re­ally. Be­cause she bit it; and rather harder than she had in­tended to, as well! She had only been jok­ing, of course, but she’d had four glasses of wine. He yelled and quickly stepped back so as to be out of range. She hadn’t hurt him that much; it was his pride, rather than his pride and joy that had been wounded. No one spoke for a mo­ment.



“Kelly,” I tried not to laugh, “I think you’ll find that Carl said, ‘more wine’ not ‘gnaw mine!’”

Carl smiled through the pain. “Oh come on Ben, it’s an easy mis­take for a girl to make!”

She looked sheep­ishly at Carl. “I’m re­ally sorry about that, Carl. I didn’t mean to hurt you, hon­estly. Come back here and I’ll kiss it bet­ter. I won’t bite it, I prom­ise.” No one would turn down an of­fer like that and Carl was cer­tainly not go­ing to. He re­turned, now stand­ing so close to the two of us that I could feel his knee on my thigh. Kelly was as good as her word. It be­gan to get bet­ter as soon as she held it in her hand. It con­tin­ued to make good progress when she kissed it. And once it was in her mouth re­cov­ery was com­plete. This much was self-ev­i­dent; even her cheek was be­gin­ning to bulge as she sought to con­tain his grow­ing erec­tion. She gave up the un­equal con­test, but she con­tin­ued hold­ing his rigid shaft, con­cerned, maybe, that with­out such care and at­ten­tion, it would suf­fer a re­lapse and soften. “Does that feel bet­ter, now?” she asked him.

He gri­maced. Talk about lay­ing it on with a trowel! “It’s a bit bet­ter now, thank you, but I think it still needs more treat­ment.” I hon­estly don’t know how he man­aged to keep a straight face. This was re­ally pa­thetic!

His erec­tion was jut­ting up above her face and she had to gen­tly pull the tip down to get it back into her mouth. And then came her piece de re­sis­tance. She placed both hands on my shoul­ders and pro­ceeded to raise her­self off my dick. And as she raised her­self off mine so would she take more of his in her mouth. And then, as she sank back on mine, more of his ap­peared. She had de­lib­er­ately skew­ered her­self on our dicks and she ap­peared to be in a sev­enth heaven. Al­though she would oc­ca­sion­ally look up at Carl, her at­ten­tion was mainly fixed on me. I think that she was try­ing to see just how ex­cited she could make me. I would have told her had she asked. It was un­be­liev­ably erotic and I was on the verge of ejac­u­la­tion. I was des­per­ately try­ing to de­lay the mo­ment, men­tally recit­ing Ar­se­nal’s cup win­ning team of 1971. I had got up to ‘Geordie’ Arm­strong when Kelly stopped mov­ing. She had been forced to call a halt; her jaw was aching too much for her to con­tinue.

I sug­gested we go into our bed­room be­cause it would be more com­fort­able. Kelly nod­ded and im­me­di­ately stood up. I got to my feet too, glad to be able to stretch my legs and glad to af­ford my rigid cock the op­por­tu­nity to cool off! I turned to Kelly and kissed her. My tongue was im­me­di­ately in her mouth. Per­haps I was sub­con­sciously re­claim­ing the ter­ri­tory that had just been in­vaded by Carl’s dick! I un­did the but­ton at the top of my shorts and I stepped out of them. I also took off my tee shirt.

I handed Kelly her wine and she took a sip be­fore she walked into the bed­room. Carl and I fol­lowed, catch­ing al­lur­ing glimpses of her de­light­ful bum as the hem of the tee shirt moved with ev­ery stride. She sat down on the edge of the bed and placed her wine glass on the bed­side ta­ble. She re­moved her tee shirt, and gave us both a big smile as she did so. I sensed she wanted us both at the same time. It was clear that she would be more com­fort­able ac­com­mo­dat­ing me in her mouth, so I took con­trol.

I lay down on my back with my feet to­wards the pil­low and Kelly, do­ing ex­actly as I’d asked, po­si­tioned her­self over me, as if we were about to have oral sex to­gether. Carl im­me­di­ately knelt down be­hind her with his knees just in­side and slightly be­hind hers. He grasped her hips and his erect pe­nis sought out the del­i­cate pink petals of her en­trance. But Kelly was im­pa­tient, and had al­ready reached down be­tween her legs in or­der to guide him into her. It was fas­ci­nat­ing to watch her soft flesh open up and to see his great thick­ness slowly sink into her. To sink into her un­til their pu­bic hairs meshed and only his heavy hairy balls, dan­gling in my face, were vis­i­ble. And then I felt her lips around my cock. Kelly tried to take the whole of me in her mouth, but she had to give up when she be­gan to gag. I sug­gested that she leave me alone for a mo­ment be­cause I didn’t want to cum too soon.

Carl now slowly with­drew his shaft, heav­ily smeared with Kelly’s lu­bri­ca­tion, un­til only his bul­bous crown re­mained in her. I mar­velled at Kelly’s in­ner lips, di­lated so as to be al­most di­aphanous, yet still cling­ing limpet like to his shaft, and hold­ing him fast. Her cli­toris had never been more prom­i­nent and the suc­cu­lent pink in­ner flesh, swim­ming in her lu­bri­ca­tion had never looked more de­li­cious. I looked at her en­gorged outer labia lips. I had never pre­vi­ously no­ticed that one was slightly thicker than the other but such beauty is rarely per­fectly sym­met­ri­cal. I stud­ied the smooth tanned skin of her in­ner thighs and the white crease lines in her groin. I ob­served the soft and shiny black curly hair of her pu­bis. I could see where she had de­pilated her bikini line, and where the new growth was just be­gin­ning to ap­pear. I wanted to kiss, to suck and to taste ev­ery lit­tle bit of her but Carl was al­ready slid­ing back into her depths.

His ac­tions were some­what slow and de­lib­er­ate and I felt that he was putting on a show for me, a live sex show with my wife as his co-star. Their per­for­mance went on for about five min­utes or so be­fore he dis­en­gaged him­self from her com­pletely. Then he sat back on his haunches so that I could have an un­in­ter­rupted view of my wife’s adorable fanny. But now, in­stead of the soft pink flesh there was just a black hole lead­ing into her core. She was, if any­thing, even more ir­re­sistible. I was like a man pos­sessed as I sucked and licked her fleshy labia and cli­toris. I heard Kelly groan­ing with plea­sure be­fore she again took me in her mouth. How­ever I sensed she would pre­fer Carl to re­sume fuck­ing her, so I ceased my oral min­is­tra­tions and rested my head on the bed once more. I had no sooner done so than Carl was again in­side her. Only this time it was patently ob­vi­ous he meant busi­ness.

The ear­lier slow mo­tion fuck had clearly been for my ben­e­fit, but this one was for his. This was a proper fuck, and the speed and power of his thrusts was in­creas­ing all the time. With each deep thrust his hard flat stom­ach col­lided with the soft round­ness of her back­side, and the re­sult­ing shock waves spread through her whole body and caused her mouth to jud­der on my cock. In fact she had to re­lease me be­cause she was con­cerned she would in­ad­ver­tently bite me. (To bite one cock ac­ci­den­tally was bad enough; she could never live down bit­ing two!) It was a bless­ing in dis­guise be­cause it al­lowed me to con­cen­trate more fully on what was hap­pen­ing just inches from my very eyes.

My ears were as­sailed with dif­fer­ent sounds, the sticky slurp­ing noises as Carl partly with­drew from her, the thwack of flesh against flesh as he drove back in, and the dis­em­bod­ied grunts and groans, as Kelly and Carl gave voice to their sen­sual de­light. Kelly’s but­tocks were red­den­ing from the con­stant im­pact, but she was obliv­i­ous to it, in fact she was obliv­i­ous to ev­ery­thing. Her whole uni­verse was cen­tred on her vagina and on the in­cred­i­bly pow­er­ful tool that was driv­ing into it with such fierce en­ergy. Carl gave a last thrust and I sensed him strain­ing to get even deeper as his se­men spurted into her. Kelly felt that he was try­ing to split her in two and this brought on her own cli­max. A mo­ment or so later it was all over. Carl with­drew from her, and I heard him say that he’d leave us alone to­gether. Then I heard the door shut and there was si­lence for a mo­ment be­fore Kelly spoke.

“What was it that you said, Ben? Oh! I re­mem­ber. That you wanted me to be full of his cum? You did say that, didn’t you? Well, do you think I’m full enough, now?”

She low­ered her gap­ing, mat­ted and spunk filled vagina to my face and I drank from her well. Then I felt her lips around me once more. But this time I was nei­ther in­clined nor able to hold back and I ejac­u­lated long and hard into her greedy mouth. And such was her sex­ual ex­cite­ment that she swal­lowed it, too. Well they do say that ex­change is no rob­bery!


  Chap­ter 15

Kelly and I de­cided to have a day on one of the beaches in Cala D’or. Carl had al­ready told us that he had some busi­ness to at­tend to that day so Kelly and I would be on our own. The hire car turned up on time and we were all set. We packed our tow­els, sun creams and some bot­tled wa­ter. Kelly had put on a short skimpy white sum­mer dress made of fine cot­ton. The white straps at­tached to the bodice were no thicker than string and the cot­ton was fine enough to hint at the colour of the bikini bot­toms she was wear­ing un­der her dress. We set off mid-morn­ing, and were on the beach twenty-five min­utes later. The small sandy beach was quite full by the time we had ar­rived and there were not many spa­ces left.

The sun loungers had all been taken ear­lier of course but we had our tow­els to lie on. We picked our way across the beach un­til we found a suit­able spot and promptly laid claim to it, spread­ing our tow­els out be­fore sit­ting down. Kelly took off her sun­dress and then be­gan to ap­ply the sun cream to her body. Her ac­tions were not meant to be provoca­tive, but when she was cream­ing her breasts and nip­ples it was all but im­pos­si­ble not to be pro­voked. I could never tire of watch­ing her, even af­ter six years of mar­riage, but I wasn’t the only one tak­ing a close in­ter­est. There were two lads close by, prob­a­bly no more than sev­en­teen years old, and they had been watch­ing her since we’d ar­rived. They made no at­tempt to con­ceal their in­ter­est, they were too young and too naïve for such fi­nesse. Judg­ing by their ex­pres­sions she had clearly made their day. It was dif­fi­cult to ig­nore their stares, and still more so not to show how proud I was that they found my wife so at­trac­tive.

On the other side of us was an older cou­ple. The lady had just been for a dip in the sea and the man, who was en­grossed in his news­pa­per, had barely ac­knowl­edged her re­turn. In fact ev­ery­one around her seemed equally obliv­i­ous to her pres­ence. I looked at her and won­dered if, in her youth, she might once have been sub­ject to the same rapt at­ten­tion that Kelly com­manded.

We de­cided to go for a swim and so we picked our way down to the wa­ter’s edge. Kelly was ahead of me and as she waded out into the crys­tal clear sea I could see how her bikini bot­tom was rid­ing up slightly to re­veal more of the curves of her cheeks. She was aware of it, too and ev­ery so of­ten she would reach round and ad­just it. We were al­ready up to our waists when Kelly looked back at the beach and pointed some­thing out to me. I turned round to look and then I felt the sud­den shock of cold wa­ter on my back and I heard her laugh­ing. Be­fore I had the chance to re­tal­i­ate she dipped be­low the wa­ter and be­gan to swim to­wards a raft that was moored some way out. I caught up with her and ten min­utes later we were hold­ing onto the side of the raft tread­ing wa­ter. I man­aged to clam­ber on to it and then gave Kelly a hand to get aboard.

We sat down fac­ing the sun, get­ting our breath back. There was a man al­ready on the raft. He was aged about forty-five. Kelly and I said hello to him and we got talk­ing. It tran­spired that he was Eng­lish, had lived in Ma­jorca for the past fif­teen years and ran a lo­cal bar cum restau­rant. He had come out for a work­ing sum­mer and had be­come so en­am­oured of the re­sort that he had stayed on. As we con­versed he seemed un­able to take his eyes off Kelly’s breasts. The sea breeze on her wet skin had caused goose pim­ples, her are­o­las had con­tracted and her nip­ples were fully erect. She was aware that he was star­ing at her breasts and she felt rather self-con­scious. So she brought her knees up to her chest, leant for­wards, and wrapped her arms around her legs, thereby hid­ing them from view. He must have re­alised why she had done this and may have felt em­bar­rassed. Ei­ther that or he re­alised that the show was over. What­ever his rea­son, he said that he had to be get­ting back, and he stood up, walked to the edge of the raft, and dived in to the sea. He called out from the wa­ter, and told us that we were very wel­come to visit his bar, be­fore turn­ing to swim back to­wards the beach.

Kelly said that she would not go near the place be­cause she did not like the way he had been star­ing at her. I said that in his place I, too, would have stared. She did look gor­geous. Her hair, nor­mally dark brown, was still damp and ap­peared vir­tu­ally jet-black. It was hang­ing down in strands, fram­ing her beau­ti­ful face. She was re­ally get­ting a tan and her brown skin con­trasted strongly with her white teeth. And in fur­ther stark con­trast were the skimpy lime green bikini bot­toms, faith­fully cling­ing to ev­ery soft con­tour of her fem­i­nin­ity. And then there were her nip­ples! Hard, erect and cry­ing out to be kissed. Had we been on our own, I would have been chew­ing on them al­ready. In fact I would have been mak­ing love to her there and then, but some­one else was al­ready climb­ing on to the raft, so I sug­gested that we swim back.

By the time we had com­pleted our leisurely re­turn and had dried off, it was time for lunch. Kelly slipped her dress back on and we went to the small tav­erna at the edge of the beach. We sat at a ta­ble in the shade, with a view of the beach. We or­dered a salad, and washed it down with a cou­ple of small beers. I set­tled the bill and we me­an­dered back to our spot on the beach. The com­bi­na­tion of the heat, the sound of the sea and the al­co­hol caused us to doze off as soon as we lay down to sun­bathe. We went in for an­other swim an hour or so later and by then we’d had enough. We thought that we would have a cof­fee be­fore go­ing back to the villa. Kelly dried her­self and put her dress back on. She stepped out of the wet bikini bot­toms, and reached in her bag for the knick­ers she’d packed that morn­ing. She took them out and im­me­di­ately no­ticed that there was sun cream all over them. The plas­tic top of the con­tainer had some­how opened and ev­ery­thing in the bag was cov­ered in am­bre so­laire! She would have put the bikini bot­toms back on but they were now cov­ered in sand so she tossed them into the bag along­side her panties. It was amus­ing to note that the older man next to us, who had paid such scant at­ten­tion to his wife that morn­ing, was now very in­ter­ested in my wife’s dilemma.

Kelly did not seem at all per­turbed about this; in fact she gave the im­pres­sion that she couldn’t have cared less. She just made sure her dress was de­cent and slipped on her san­dals. She was in front of me as we filed off the beach. Just as her lime green bikini bot­tom had been dis­cernible through the thin cot­ton of her dress, so now was the tanned skin of her bare back­side. Not only that; as she climbed the steps to the tav­erna and I fol­lowed some three steps be­hind, I was even treated to tan­ta­lis­ing glimpses of her rounded cheeks. How­ever no one else was to be so lucky, be­cause as soon as we sat down at the ta­ble she draped a towel over her legs. We fin­ished our cof­fees and af­ter tak­ing a last look at the beach we strolled back to the car.

The car was in­cred­i­bly hot and we could not even sit on the seats un­til we’d cov­ered them with our tow­els. But the air con­di­tion­ing was quite ef­fec­tive and the tem­per­a­ture in­side the car was soon re­duc­ing. Kelly’s short skirt and ab­sence of un­der­wear was a ma­jor dis­trac­tion, how­ever. Nev­er­the­less, I man­aged to keep my eyes on the road even if I didn’t keep both hands on the wheel. And by the time we’d got to the villa I was sold on the ben­e­fits of an au­to­matic gear­box; only once had it been nec­es­sary to let go of her lovely lit­tle fanny. A ring­ing en­dorse­ment for Borg-Warner, no doubt, but one un­likely to fea­ture as a cus­tomer tes­ti­mo­nial.

We were half­way up the drive be­fore we no­ticed that Carl must have vis­i­tors. There was an­other car parked out­side the villa.


  Chap­ter 16

We came round the back. Carl and an­other man were sit­ting at a ta­ble on the ter­race. Carl, un­usu­ally for him, was dressed but then so was his vis­i­tor. Carl saw us at the same mo­ment and he im­me­di­ately beck­oned us over. Kelly smoothed down her dress once more and we walked to­wards them. They both got up, and Carl did the in­tro­duc­tions.

“Jeff, may I in­tro­duce you to dear friends of mine, Kelly and Ben.”

“It’s nice to meet you both,” said Jeff, “Carl has told me all about you.”(All about us? Hope­fully, just a fig­ure of speech.)

“Hello, Jeff,” I said, “It’s nice to meet you too.”

Jeff looked older than Carl but that might have been due to his grey­ing hair and the fact that he was some­what over­weight.

“Carl,” said Jeff in an ad­mon­i­tory way, “you didn’t tell me that Kelly was this at­trac­tive!”

Kelly smiled gra­ciously. Carl in­vited us to join them, and pulled up two chairs. It was dif­fi­cult not to laugh as she sat down; she was so awk­ward as she tried to main­tain her mod­esty. There was a bot­tle of white wine in the ice bucket. Next to it were two ad­di­tional glasses and it ap­peared that we had been ex­pected. Carl re­trieved the bot­tle and poured out some wine for the two of us. Jeff had an Amer­i­can ac­cent and I asked him what part of the USA he came from.

“I live in Cal­i­for­nia, in LA to be pre­cise.”

“And what do you do, Jeff?” Kelly asked.

“I sup­pose you’d de­scribe it as a form of mar­ket­ing. I make com­mer­cial videos for com­pa­nies, some­times about their prod­ucts, some­times about the com­pany it­self. It is not that glam­orous but it pays well.”

Carl in­ter­jected, “Jeff is far too mod­est to tell you this him­self, but he has won awards for his work. He is one of the best in the busi­ness.”

Jeff laughed, “They were merely awards from a trade as­so­ci­a­tion, that’s all. The way Carl talks you’d think they were Os­cars! He’s al­ways one to talk things up.” There was some­thing about him. I couldn’t put my fin­ger on it. I sensed the bon­homie was false and the charm was some­thing that he could in­stantly switch on as nec­es­sary.

“And how did you get to know Carl?” Kelly asked.

“Through busi­ness. Carl un­der­took a project for me.” Jeff an­swered. “We hit it off, and we’ve stayed in touch ever since. Any­way, that’s enough about me. What about you two? Are you both en­joy­ing your­selves here?”

“Yes we are, aren’t we, Ben?” She looked at me to con­firm it and I nod­ded.

“I hear you’ve got to re­turn early, Ben, That’s a shame.” I nod­ded again. (Maybe Carl had told him ev­ery­thing!)

“Are you here on hol­i­day, Jeff?” I asked.

“No, I’m work­ing, be­lieve it or not. But when I’m over here in Eu­rope I al­ways make the ef­fort to look up Carl.”

At that pre­cise mo­ment there was a pierc­ing shriek. Kelly had seen a huge spi­der close to her foot. In her panic she raised her legs out of harm’s way with­out giv­ing a mo­ment’s thought to her lack of un­der­wear. Jeff was thus treated to the sight of her naked fanny, and from point blank range, too. Kelly, re­al­is­ing at once what she’d done and blush­ing fu­ri­ously, im­me­di­ately stood up and pulled her dress down to cover her­self. Her em­bar­rass­ment was not less­ened in any way by the fact that the three of us were all laugh­ing.

“Kelly,” I said, “I think you mis­heard what Jeff said. It was Carl that he likes to look up!”

Jeff, still smil­ing, again ex­er­cised his oily charm. “You don’t need to be em­bar­rassed, Kelly. You are an ex­tremely at­trac­tive woman,” there was a the­atri­cal pause, “in ev­ery re­spect. And you, Ben, are a very lucky man!” (I know I am, but why does ev­ery­one feel the need to tell me?) “And now, un­for­tu­nately, I have to leave. It’s been very pleas­ant meet­ing you both. En­joy the rest of your hol­i­day.”

Carl got up too and they went in­doors. A short while later we heard the car drive away. Carl re­turned wear­ing a broad smile on his face, and as usual, noth­ing else. He looked straight at Kelly. “And how is Lit­tle Miss Muf­fet?”

“Don’t start,” she said, “I feel stupid enough, al­ready.”

Carl spoke again. “I shouldn’t worry about it, Kelly. You cer­tainly made Jeff’s day, any­way. He said you were the nicest thing he’s seen since he ar­rived.”



Kelly blushed once more.

It was still hot and al­though we were sit­ting in the shade my skin seemed tight from our day in the sun. I had to cool off in the pool and I asked if any­one else fan­cied go­ing in. Within thirty sec­onds we were all in the pool. Ini­tially the wa­ter had seemed cold to our over­heated bod­ies but in fact it was ab­so­lutely per­fect. It was softer than the sea­wa­ter and seemed to ca­ress the skin. There was a ball float­ing around so we were able to play catch. Carl and I would both try to throw the ball so that Kelly would have to jump for it. We were thus treated to the oc­ca­sional glimpse of fanny as well as see­ing her breasts jig­gling. Kelly, on the other hand, would al­ways try to re­turn the ball so that we didn’t have to move to catch it. She there­fore fondly be­lieved that she was a more ac­cu­rate thrower of the ball than ei­ther Carl or me! When we’d had enough of the game we swam a few lengths of the pool. Ten min­utes later Kelly in­formed me that she and Carl were go­ing in­side. She promptly climbed out of the pool, fol­lowed by her lover, and they stood there dry­ing them­selves for a cou­ple of min­utes or so. She was still tow­elling her hair as they walked to­wards the villa. And as they went in­doors Carl’s hand was al­ready on her bare but­tocks, gen­tly ca­ress­ing the damp goose pim­pled flesh.

I car­ried on swim­ming for an­other ten min­utes and then I also climbed out. I’d for­got­ten to bring my towel with me and I am­bled back to the ta­ble where we had been sit­ting to re­trieve it. I dried my­self, fetched a beer from the fridge and re­turned to the ter­race. From be­hind the shut­tered win­dows of Carl’s bed­room I could hear the un­mis­take­able sounds. And for a fleet­ing mo­ment I was jeal­ous. This wasn’t fair! I had been the one who’d been sex­u­ally pro­voked all bloody day and yet it was Carl who was get­ting his leg over. But I was be­ing ir­ra­tional. Af­ter all, they were only do­ing what I’d been en­cour­ag­ing them to do from the start. And it wasn’t as if I was go­ing to miss out ei­ther; she’d be sleep­ing with me that night.

I sat down and took a mouth­ful of beer. It was with a grow­ing sense of con­tent­ment when I closed my eyes to bask in the gen­tle warmth of the late af­ter­noon sun.


  Chap­ter 17

The fol­low­ing morn­ing I was about to get up to make the tea when there was a knock on the bed­room door. Carl had al­ready made it and he came in car­ry­ing three cups on a tray. As usual he was naked. There was no doubt that he was proud of his lean and mus­cu­lar body, and he was now turn­ing a nice shade of brown. He was even more proud of his fully erect cock!

When he first came in, Kelly’s in­stinc­tive re­ac­tion had been to pull the sheet up to her neck to cover her­self, but she in­stantly recog­nised the ab­sur­dity of such an ac­tion and she left the sheet where it was, just up to her waist. She had a smile on her face as she teased him. “So, mak­ing tea gives you an erec­tion then, Carl, does it?” He smiled at her com­ment but nev­er­the­less re­mained res­o­lutely erect. And the sight of her bare breasts was hardly likely to re­duce his state of ex­cite­ment, ei­ther. He put the tray down on the dress­ing ta­ble. Kelly con­tin­ued, but with­out the pre­vi­ous hu­mour. In­stead there was a soft sen­sual over­tone to her words. “And what are you go­ing to do about it?” The sud­den sex­ual ten­sion filled the room.

“I don’t know.”

She looked at me briefly, but just long enough to let me know she had re­mem­bered what I had said to her on our first morn­ing here. She pulled the sheet back. Carl could now see the whole of her naked body. She parted her legs.

“Would you like to come in here, then?” The am­bi­gu­ity was de­lib­er­ate.

He needed no fur­ther prompt­ing. He climbed into the bed and ma­noeu­vred him­self be­tween her legs in an in­stant. Kelly reached down to guide his cock and he slipped into her with­out ef­fort. And then sup­port­ing his weight on his arms he be­gan to fuck her. He started off slowly; he did not want it to end too soon and nei­ther did Kelly. There was ab­so­lutely no doubt that she adored be­ing on the end of his dick. You could see it in her face, in her open mouth and in her heavy lid­ded eyes. I nib­bled on her ear­lobe and asked her to touch her­self. The very next mo­ment her hand was down be­tween her legs. The words in her ear had just tripped off my tongue. Now it was my tongue it­self that was in her ear. She turned her head to kiss me, a long, lin­ger­ing and lov­ing kiss. Her tongue was danc­ing with mine. Again I ex­pe­ri­enced this ex­tra­or­di­nary feel­ing of close­ness to her. And then she pulled her lips away from mine in or­der to speak to Carl. In that soft tone of hers, the tone that she puts on when she wants some­thing, she asked him to fuck her harder. I usu­ally find it dif­fi­cult to say no to such per­sua­sive en­treaties. And so did Carl!

She also wanted him to fuck her deeper, judg­ing by the way she had wrapped her legs around his waist, thereby mak­ing her­self even more open for him. And Carl was do­ing his level best to ful­fil her wishes. Ful­fill­ing them to such an ex­tent, I was con­cerned her del­i­cate fem­i­nine flesh would get bruised. Kelly, on the other hand, was not in the least bit con­cerned. This may have had some­thing to do with the fact that she was very close to her or­gasm, an or­gasm that was, at least in part, self-in­duced. Be­cause on ev­ery down stroke his flat stom­ach was smack­ing against the back of her hand and the shock wave was trans­mit­ted through her fin­ger to her cli­toris. And then she was cli­max­ing, her body was con­vuls­ing and she was groan­ing in­com­pre­hen­si­bly. She was still on her or­gas­mic plateau when Carl’s se­men flooded into her core, just as she was when mine spurted into my hand!

And then two min­utes later it was as if noth­ing had hap­pened. He was stand­ing by the side of the bed once more, with a cup of tea in his hand. The only ev­i­dence of his en­counter with Kelly, be­ing his sticky de­tumes­cence. That, and the grow­ing wet patch on the sheet be­tween her thighs. He looked re­ally pleased with him­self as he went out of our room. “Don’t let your teas get cold!” were his part­ing words.

Kelly re­cov­ered quickly and turned to look at me. Her eyes had that usual après-sex sparkle but there was also a broad grin on her face. Some­thing had struck her as funny.

“All right then, Kelly, what’s amused you?”

She couldn’t wait to tell me. “When Carl came in with the teas and his erec­tion. Was that what you’d call ‘womb’ ser­vice?” And then she couldn’t stop laugh­ing.

We had hired the car for two days so that we could see a bit more of the is­land. Yes­ter­day we’d been at the beach; to­day we were plan­ning to go to Al­cu­dia. Shortly af­ter break­fast the two of us set off, Carl hav­ing de­clined the in­vi­ta­tion to join us. We had reached Fe­lanitz and I was not sure which was the road for Man­a­cor.

“Oh, bol­locks!”

“What’s wrong?”

And then I saw the sign. We were on the right road af­ter all. “It’s ok. I thought I’d missed the turn but there is ob­vi­ously an­other way to get there.” I looked at her. She was wear­ing a lemon top and a short blue skirt. She was go­ing brown and she looked fab­u­lous. “I must say, Kelly, you look very tasty to­day.”

“Thank you.” She leaned across and kissed me on my cheek.

I rested my hand on her smooth skin of her up­per thigh, just where her skirt ended. My fin­gers crept up her leg and came to rest on her panties. “You’ve got some on.” I said. I don’t know what made me say that, re­ally. It was hardly likely to be some­thing she didn’t al­ready know! I sup­pose it was be­cause I was slightly dis­ap­pointed. Since we’d been in Ma­jorca she’d of­ten gone with­out, not least be­cause she knew both Carl and I pre­ferred her that way.

“Yes, I had to. I’m still quite wet from this morn­ing.”

“Didn’t you use the bidet?”

“Don’t you think this is all get­ting a bit per­sonal, Ben? As a mat­ter of fact I did use it, but ob­vi­ously it didn’t all come out.” And then she hummed the sig­na­ture tune to ‘Mas­ter­mind’. “So, Mag­nus, my spe­cial­ist sub­ject is ‘Fem­i­nine Hy­giene.’”

“Sorry, Kelly. I didn’t mean to em­bar­rass you. It’s only that I was con­cerned about your lit­tle fanny. It was get­ting quite a ham­mer­ing this morn­ing.”

“It’s fine, Ben.” She smiled at me and then she pulled her skirt up and pat­ted her­self through the white lace ma­te­rial. And then she spoke to it! “You’re quite used to it by now, aren’t you?” She took her hand away and smoothed her skirt down.

“Do that again.”

“What, talk to it?”

“No, silly! Touch your­self, I mean. It’s very erotic see­ing you do that.”

“I wasn’t do­ing any­thing, I only pat­ted it.”

“Well, pat it again.”

“Why?”

I couldn’t re­ply. We were now in Man­a­cor and I was ne­go­ti­at­ing a rather com­pli­cated round­about. Traf­fic seemed to be com­ing at us from all di­rec­tions. I fol­lowed the signs for Pe­tra and soon we were again on the open road. I glanced at Kelly. “What about the hol­i­day. Are you en­joy­ing it, so far?”

“Yes, I am, Ben. And I’m so glad you’ve hired a car. It means we can have some time to­gether on our own and I think that’s won­der­ful. I love it when it’s just the two of us.”

“I’m re­ally pleased to hear you say that, Kelly.”

“And I mean it too, Ben. Ev­ery word.”

“So you’re happy to sleep with me?”

“Of course I am. And we do sleep to­gether, Ben, some­thing I don’t …” She sud­denly re­alised what she was say­ing. “Sorry, Ben, I didn’t mean to say …”

I in­ter­rupted her. “It’s all right, Kelly. You haven’t shat­tered any il­lu­sions. I’ve never con­sid­ered my­self to be God’s gift to women.”

“That is not an is­sue as far as I’m con­cerned, Ben, hon­estly. I love you, and there­fore, when we do it there is far more to it than just the sex. You and I make love, Ben, and that makes a big dif­fer­ence.” She said it again for em­pha­sis. “We make love Ben. Carl and I don’t make love; we just fuck! I’m not say­ing I don’t en­joy it, but that’s all it is… a fuck.” She kissed me on my cheek again.

“You are in­cred­i­ble, do you know that?”

“Why do you say I’m in­cred­i­ble, Ben? Be­cause I ac­tu­ally en­joy sex with some­one else or be­cause I ad­mit that I do? Or is it be­cause you think it’s not nor­mal for a woman to be able to sep­a­rate sex and love. Men can make the dis­tinc­tion, but ap­par­ently women can’t. And who says so? Why, men, of course! Is that why you say I’m in­cred­i­ble?”

I man­aged to get a word in edge­ways. “Kelly, when I said it, I meant it as a com­pli­ment. And I still mean it too. You are in­cred­i­bly sexy and I love you all the more be­cause of it. And I ac­cept that you can en­joy sex with­out an emo­tional in­volve­ment. It’s not as if you haven’t told me be­fore.”

We had driven through Pe­tra and were now on route for Puerto de Al­cu­dia. We fi­nally ar­rived at mid­day and found some­where to park the car. We did a bit of sight see­ing but it was re­ally too hot to do too much. We found a small restau­rant close to the har­bour. A fam­ily was va­cat­ing a ta­ble just as we got there and we grabbed it. Kelly went to the loo. I glanced around at the peo­ple sit­ting at the other ta­bles, most of whom seemed to be Ger­man. I heard a flap­ping sound above and I turned to look at the pale green awning. One of the cords se­cur­ing it to the up­rights had come un­done and ev­ery so of­ten a gen­tle breeze would catch the ma­te­rial. Look­ing south I could just make out the shape of Mont Sal­vador in the far dis­tance. We had driven past it that very morn­ing on our way to Fe­lanitz.

Kelly re­turned and started to tell me some­thing be­fore she’d even sat down. “Don’t make it ob­vi­ous Ben, but see that man sit­ting over there, in the cor­ner, in the blue shirt, with his back to us. Well, I think it’s Jeff. I hope he hasn’t seen us.”

“Why? At least you can show him that you do wear knick­ers, some­times!”

“Ha-ha. Very funny, I don’t think. Any­way, he’d be the last per­son I’d show them to.”

I looked across at the man just as he got up to leave. Kelly had been mis­taken; it wasn’t Jeff. She re­alised it too.

“Some­thing tells me that you don’t like him, Kelly.”

She looked at me. “You know, Ben, you’re wasted in bank­ing. Some­one as as­tute as you should have been a pri­vate de­tec­tive!”

“All right, there’s no need to be sar­cas­tic. I didn’t re­alise he’d made such a bad im­pres­sion on you. You seemed happy enough when he was dish­ing out the com­pli­ments. How was I to know?”

“He is very false, Ben. He la­dles the charm on but it is so su­per­fi­cial. He gives me the creeps.”

I was about to tell her that I, too, felt he was shal­low when at last the waiter came to take our or­der. It was so hot that all we re­ally fan­cied was a salad and a cold min­eral wa­ter. Once we’d or­dered, the ser­vice was very quick. And we’d made a good choice too; the salad was ex­cel­lent.

“This is the life, eh, Kelly?”

“It cer­tainly beats work­ing for a liv­ing.”

We paid the bill and left. We took a stroll around the small har­bour. Be­ing so near the wa­ter, we ought to have felt cooler, even if the rea­son was purely psy­cho­log­i­cal, but it was not the case. The bright sun­light seemed to be in­ten­si­fied as it was re­flected off the wa­ter and the white paint­work of the boats. Hardly any­thing or any­one was mov­ing in the in­tense heat and the som­no­lence was per­va­sive. We am­bled back to the car, this time let­ting it run for a while be­fore we got in it. I’d de­cided we’d drive back via Arta and Porto Cristo, to give us a change of scenery.

We’d been driv­ing for about an hour when I asked Kelly if her fanny was still all right.

“Why are you so con­cerned about it? I told you this morn­ing it was ok, didn’t I?” And then she an­swered her own ques­tion. “Oh, I know why. Well I’m not go­ing to touch my­self, Ben, if that’s what you think. Es­pe­cially whilst you’re driv­ing. We’d have an ac­ci­dent.”

There is a God! We were driv­ing through a wooded area as she was speak­ing. Ahead of us was a turnoff to the right. On an im­pulse I took it and found that it led to a small de­serted clear­ing. I parked in some wel­com­ing shade and turned the en­gine off. “What was it you were say­ing about an ac­ci­dent, Kelly?”

She looked all around the clear­ing, mak­ing ab­so­lutely cer­tain that no one else was present. “I find your con­cern re­ally touch­ing, Ben.” She was be­ing very sar­cas­tic.

“What I’d re­ally like to find, Kelly, is you touch­ing your con­cern!”

She didn’t an­swer. In­stead she raised her bot­tom out of the seat and pulled the hem of her dress up so that she was no longer sit­ting on it. And then her fin­ger­tips were on the fab­ric of her panties, and her fore­fin­ger was trac­ing her cleft. “Well, it seems to be ok but you can never be too care­ful, can you? I think I’d bet­ter make ab­so­lutely sure, don’t you?” She’d no sooner fin­ished speak­ing than she’d hooked the fin­gers of her left hand around the lacy tri­an­gle and pulled it to one side, ex­pos­ing her vulva. We were both watch­ing her fin­ger trawl along the in­creas­ingly wet chan­nel be­tween her fleshy glis­ten­ing labia lips.

And then she turned to me again. “Don’t ever tell me, Ben, that I don’t spoil you!” And then my beau­ti­ful, oh so sexy wife be­gan to mas­tur­bate.


  Chap­ter 18

And all to soon it was my last full day. We hadn’t planned to go any­where, but we needed to get some more bread and a few other bits and pieces so we popped into Cala d’Or. We’d done the shop­ping and were hav­ing a cof­fee in the main street, idly watch­ing the world go by. More specif­i­cally I was watch­ing a girl go by, a girl wear­ing shorts and a low slung bikini top. She was rather at­trac­tive, an im­pres­sion not en­tirely un­re­lated to the fact that with ev­ery step her am­ple bo­som was threat­en­ing to spill out of her top. I was just think­ing to my­self that you wouldn’t have got many of those to the pound when I heard a voice be­hind me.

“Hello, you two!” I turned round. It was Roy and Sharon, our old neigh­bours. Roy looked at his wife. “So you were right, Shar.” We said hello and ex­changed the usual pleas­antries. They were about to or­der a cof­fee so we in­vited them to join us. It was a big mis­take. I’d for­got­ten how loud she was and the ex­tent to which she dom­i­nated her hus­band.

Sharon was ad­dress­ing Kelly. “I said to Roy, that was you, when I saw you yes­ter­day, didn’t I, Roy?” He nod­ded to con­firm but she wasn’t tak­ing any no­tice. She looked around as if to make sure no one could over­hear her. She would have done bet­ter just to talk more qui­etly but she was one of those women who could not have spo­ken ‘sotto voce’ even if her life de­pended on it. “When you were at the nud­ist beach.” At these words some­one three ta­bles away looked across at us. Dis­cre­tion was not her strong point, ei­ther. “But I wasn’t ab­so­lutely sure, be­cause you were with some­one else.”

She was quite right. We had gone to the nud­ist beach yes­ter­day. And she could eas­ily have seen the two of them to­gether. Carl had wanted to go for a walk along the beach and Kelly had gone with him, al­though she had in­sisted on putting her bikini bot­toms on. Not so Carl, of course. He had wanted no one to be de­prived of the sight of his dick! Gosh, I am get­ting re­ally bitchy.

“That would have been Carl, here.” Kelly ges­tured to him with her hand.

Sharon looked at him with re­newed in­ter­est and smiled. Then she spoke again to Kelly in what she imag­ined to be an un­der­tone. “Oh right. But to be hon­est, Kelly, I didn’t take much no­tice of his face!” Her laugh was both dirty and ex­ceed­ingly loud.

“He’s a friend.”

“I’m not sur­prised, dearie.”

“Ben was there, too.” Kelly’s voice was some­what cool.

“If we’d have known that we would have come over, wouldn’t we, Roy?” He just nod­ded, poor sod. We’d ob­vi­ously had a lucky es­cape yes­ter­day; a naked Sharon was not likely to have been an ed­i­fy­ing sight. But, clearly, our luck had run out to­day. Thank God we’d fin­ished our cof­fees. We got up to leave.

“En­joy the rest of your hol­i­day,” I said. And then we were off, Kelly set­ting the pace. She was al­ready in the street and march­ing pur­pose­fully to the car.

We all cooled off in the pool on our re­turn. Kelly and I got out first and were ly­ing on ad­ja­cent sun beds dry­ing our­selves in the warmth of the sun. She was ly­ing on her side, sup­port­ing her chin in her hand telling me how em­bar­rassed she’d been when Sharon was talk­ing so loudly. We were spec­u­lat­ing as to why Roy put up with her when Carl climbed out of the pool and walked over to where we were. He ap­peared not to want to say any­thing and just lay on his side on the sun bed on the other side of Kelly. She turned her head to ask him if he felt bet­ter for his swim be­fore re­sum­ing her con­ver­sa­tion with me.

He didn’t re­spond in words but he ran his fin­gers down her spine, from the nape of her neck to the small of her back. He did it sev­eral times and it be­gan to have an ef­fect on her. She arched her back ev­ery time his fin­gers touched the sen­si­tive spot at the base of her spine. And with each rep­e­ti­tion his fin­gers trav­elled a lit­tle fur­ther south. Soon they were ex­plor­ing the val­ley be­tween her cheeks, then they briefly touched her other open­ing and fi­nally they were in her cleft. Kelly’s re­ac­tion, as she felt his fin­gers there, was an in­stinc­tive one and she slid her foot back, thereby rais­ing her knee and af­ford­ing him more room in which to plea­sure her. And plea­sure her he did un­til she could not have been wet­ter.

He ceased fin­ger­ing her and Kelly glanced over her shoul­der as if in re­proach. But he’d only stopped in or­der to move his sun bed closer to hers. Hav­ing no­ticed his erec­tion she could eas­ily guess what his in­ten­tion was. It was when she had turned back to face me, os­ten­si­bly try­ing to re­sume our for­mer con­ver­sa­tion, that she felt his hands on her hips. He was now ly­ing on his side, and was eas­ing her bot­tom to­wards him. She was a will­ing part­ner to his sex­ual chore­og­ra­phy, and had even raised her­self slightly so as to make her en­trance a bit more ac­ces­si­ble. She was now at such an an­gle that I could no longer see her pu­bis and I could not, there­fore, see his cock slide into her. But I knew the mo­ment it did sim­ply by the look on her face. And then she had to stop talk­ing to me be­cause she was no longer able to con­cen­trate on any­thing save for the won­der­ful sen­sa­tion be­tween her legs.



But I could still talk, of course. “Does that feel good, Kelly?”

“Yes, Ben. It does.” There was a real em­pha­sis on the last word. She was look­ing at me through heavy lid­ded eyes. One par­tic­u­larly pow­er­ful thrust caused her to in­vol­un­tar­ily close them.

“Do you love that big cock of his?”

“Yes.”

“And do you love it when it’s deep in­side you?”

She spoke very softly, “Yes, I do!”

“And when you’re full of his spunk?”

“Yes!”

“Re­ally?”

“Yes, re­ally, Ben. I love it!”

“Well don’t just tell me, Kelly. Tell him!”

She was look­ing into my eyes as she spoke to him; her words in­ter­spersed with soft moans. “I love your cock, Carl. It’s the most won­der­ful cock in the whole world. I love it when you fuck me, when you stretch me and most of all when I feel you’re try­ing to split me in two. And I love it when you cum in me. I love it, Carl and I want to be full of it!” She re­ally meant it, too.

I will never for­get the way she looked at me as he con­tin­ued to fuck her. At that mo­ment she would have al­lowed him to fuck her to death, so pow­er­ful was her sex­ual ex­cite­ment. She could only groan as he con­tin­ued to pound into her, her breasts vi­brat­ing with each thrust. I moved to­wards her and I kissed her on her lips. She kissed me back with in­cred­i­ble pas­sion. Carl watched us kiss and he in­creased both the power and the speed of his strokes, al­most as if he were an­gry. I could feel the shock waves cours­ing through her body from the epi­cen­tre that was her vagina. Sens­ing that my prick was erect she placed my hand on it silently en­cour­ag­ing me to mas­tur­bate along­side her. She then be­gan to fin­ger her­self and very soon she ex­pe­ri­enced a mas­sive or­gasm. Carl gave one last almighty thrust and I could feel his con­vul­sions as he ejac­u­lated into her. My own hand was busy but not for long, and so force­ful was my ejac­u­la­tion that much of my se­men landed on Kelly. She kissed me in­tensely once more be­fore pulling away to turn her head and to kiss Carl, her hand round his but­tocks in a ges­ture that was more af­fec­tion­ate than sex­ual. Our pas­sion had been fierce but it had also been fully sa­ti­ated and it wasn’t long be­fore we were all doz­ing on our re­spec­tive sun beds.

That evening we were all sit­ting down hav­ing a drink be­fore we went out to eat. Kelly looked rav­ish­ing. She had her hair up in that de­light­ful way of hers and was fully made up. She was wear­ing a green top and loose skirt that but­toned all the way down. She had done up enough but­tons to pro­tect her mod­esty, but most of her thighs were vis­i­ble as the skirt parted when she sat down. Her nip­ples were al­ready erect in the slightly cooler evening air. Carl raised his glass to us said how pleased he was that we had come out.

“I know we had that Sat­ur­day night to­gether but there was no guar­an­tee we would all get on here. But it has worked out re­ally well. All the same Ben, I can’t say I’m sorry that you’re go­ing home!”

Kelly in­ter­jected at once. “That’s not a very nice thing to say, Carl!”

“Sorry, Ben, Don’t take it the wrong way. I meant that I’m pleased I’ll be able to have Kelly all to my­self, that’s all.”

“It’s all right Carl. I guessed that’s what you meant.”

We went back to the restau­rant where we eaten the evening of our first full day here. The in­ter­ven­ing ten days had gone so quickly. Much as I tried to en­joy the evening I was only too aware that within twenty-four hours I would be home on my own.

Kelly slept with me that night. We made love and af­ter­wards she went to sleep in my arms. In the morn­ing I was get­ting in­struc­tions about what to do when I got home but I wasn’t re­ally lis­ten­ing. I was think­ing about our re­la­tion­ship. It wasn’t that Kelly seemed less af­fec­tion­ate to me, on the con­trary. How­ever there were wor­ry­ing signs that there was more to the re­la­tion­ship be­tween Kelly and Carl than just the ob­vi­ous phys­i­cal at­trac­tion. There had been oc­ca­sions when there had seemed to be gen­uine ten­der­ness be­tween them. I thought about my in­ter­ro­ga­tion of her the day be­fore when she was hav­ing sex with him. She had an­swered yes to ev­ery ques­tion I had asked but, but there had been one key ques­tion that I didn’t dare ask, namely whether she loved him. In the throes of her sex­ual pas­sion she would have an­swered in the af­fir­ma­tive; of that, I was in no doubt. But I was be­com­ing fright­ened that she might now say yes, even when she wasn’t on the end of his dick.

I kissed her very ten­derly and she asked me to make love to her. Af­ter­wards we lay there for a while but un­for­tu­nately I had a plane to catch. I told her that I was go­ing to miss her and she said that she’d miss me, too. It was re­as­sur­ing to think she would miss me but some­how I had my doubts. Kelly would be alone with Carl for the next three days. She’d in­sisted that she didn’t love him, that their re­la­tion­ship was purely phys­i­cal and it was abun­dantly clear that there was a very strong phys­i­cal el­e­ment to it. Kelly was never more ex­cited than when her fanny was stretched around his cock; ex­cept that it wasn’t be­ing stretched quite so much now, her once tight fanny was def­i­nitely looser. But I was more con­cerned about her heart and the depth of her feel­ings for him. Could she re­ally be so in­ti­mate with him, yet still re­main so de­tached?

And what about Carl? What had he once said? That she was ab­so­lutely gor­geous. The more I thought about it, the sicker I felt. Yet I only had my­self to blame! I was the one that had en­cour­aged her to be sex­u­ally ad­ven­tur­ous and she had only taken me at my word. Carl had brought a new di­men­sion to her sex life, lit­er­ally as well as metaphor­i­cally. And they would be alone to­gether for three whole days. They would have the op­por­tu­nity to do and to say all kinds of things to each other. Would she still want to come home to me when her hol­i­day was at an end? But what was the al­ter­na­tive? Ask­ing her to come home with me now, as­sum­ing that a flight was avail­able, would only post­pone the in­evitable. At some fu­ture point she would have to choose be­tween us. It might just as well be the end of the week. What a fool I’d been!


  Chap­ter 19

We were on our way to the air­port. I felt re­ally sad and wished that I had not re­jected Kelly’s ear­lier of­fer to fore­shorten her hol­i­day in or­der to come back with me. But it was too late now. She looked ab­so­lutely lovely, too. She was wear­ing her yel­low sun­dress and san­dals of a sim­i­lar colour. And it was the per­fect foil to her deep tan. She’d also put some knick­ers on! But that was be­cause they were plan­ning to go to Palma once they’d dropped me off and she was adamant that she would not set foot in­side the cathe­dral with­out any. But I doubted they’d be on for long once they got back to the villa. I sat in the back of the car with her and we held hands all the way. We ar­rived at the air­port all too soon and I got my case out of the boot. I said good­bye to Carl and shook his hand. He had the sen­si­tiv­ity to walk away when I said good­bye to Kelly. “Kelly, you know I re­ally do love you, don’t you?”

“I know you do, Ben, and I love you just as much.” We kissed each other.

“You won’t for­get that, will you?” I shouldn’t have said this be­cause she looked as if she were about to cry. I had to walk away be­cause there were tears in my eyes too. I had meant to say some­thing pro­found, some­thing that would make Kelly re­alise the real depth of my feel­ings for her and yet all that I had done was to give her the im­pres­sion that I didn’t trust her. I turned to wave good­bye only to see that Carl was al­ready stand­ing at Kelly’s side. When he saw me look back he cupped her breast with his hand as if lay­ing claim to her body. Kelly wanted to spare my feel­ings and I was pleased to see her push his hand away. I walked into the air­port curs­ing the cir­cum­stances that had forced my early de­par­ture. I was de­pressed as my plane took off, and my de­pres­sion seemed to deepen with ev­ery mile that sep­a­rated my beau­ti­ful Kelly from me. I knew that I was re­ally go­ing to miss her dur­ing the next three days, days that to me would seem never end­ing. Kelly, on the other hand, would prob­a­bly spend the whole time shag­ging and won­der where the time went!

I ar­rived home in the late evening to a dark un­wel­com­ing house. My mind went back to the last time I had ar­rived home late, the night Kelly had met Carl. How I wished that I could have turned the clock back. Had I have been able to do so, I would have im­me­di­ately en­tered the house and per­haps Kelly might never have had the op­por­tu­nity to ex­pe­ri­ence sex with Carl. But it was fu­tile ex­er­cise, she had! I made my­self a drink and went to bed. I sensed that Carl and Kelly would also be go­ing to bed about now. But I made no at­tempt to mas­tur­bate; I could raise nei­ther en­thu­si­asm nor prick. I just wanted Kelly to be here next to me. I did not want her to be in Ma­jorca. But she would be there for three more days. I awoke the fol­low­ing morn­ing only to re­alise with a sink­ing heart that the love of my life was not home.

I went off to the meet­ing that had been the cause of my early de­par­ture from Ma­jorca. I didn’t say much at the start; my mind was a thou­sand miles away. In spirit I was once more at the villa, with Kelly. But Carl was there in body, rather than in spirit! And at that very mo­ment he was prob­a­bly in her body, too! Jeal­ousy and anger were now the dom­i­nant emo­tions. Why did I have to lose Kelly to an ar­ro­gant self-cen­tred bas­tard who had a big cock, but fuck-all else? And to think that Kelly had wanted to end her af­fair with Carl and I had been the one to per­suade her against it. I re­solved that I would never be so stupid again. If ever there would be a next time! The voice came into my con­scious­ness; the voice of my boss. “What do you think, Ben?”

“Par­don.” I was play­ing for time and des­per­ately try­ing to re­call what we were talk­ing about.

“I said, ‘what is your opin­ion, Ben.’”

“Sorry, I missed that, Paul. I must have drifted off. Prob­a­bly the jet lag!”

Pa­tience was not Paul’s strong point. “Ben, It’s only a two hour flight for Heaven’s sake! No-one gets jet lag com­ing home from Ma­jorca!” For­tu­nately, that was my only lapse, and the meet­ing turned out to be quite suc­cess­ful.

That evening when I came home I was, if any­thing, even more sorry for my­self than I had been the night be­fore. I put on an opera that seemed par­tic­u­larly apt, Act 3 of La Bo­heme. In mu­sic that is both beau­ti­ful, yet in­ef­fa­bly sad, Rodolfo and Mimi are part­ing but not be­fore re­liv­ing their ear­lier hap­pier times to­gether. There were tears in my eyes as I sat lis­ten­ing in the empty lounge. I won­dered what she would be do­ing, but just as had hap­pened the night be­fore, there was no sex­ual ex­cite­ment to be gained from this in­quis­i­tive­ness, just an aching sense of empti­ness. And I still had forty-six hours to go.

Good Lord! I was count­ing the hours un­til I saw her! The last time I had done that we had only just started go­ing out and I had sub­se­quently as­sumed that it was just the in­ten­sity of young love. And yet, here I was ten years later do­ing ex­actly the same thing! I woke up Thurs­day morn­ing. One more day to go! And then it was Fri­day morn­ing and I was eu­phoric. She’s com­ing home to­day! And fi­nally, af­ter the long­est eighty hours of my life, it was Fri­day evening, and Kelly was stand­ing in front of me. Carl had brought her home but he did not come in. She seemed very tired. We kissed hello but she ap­peared to be pre-oc­cu­pied. I made us both a drink and we sat down in the kitchen.

She gave ev­ery ap­pear­ance of be­ing Ital­ian, her deep tan em­pha­sis­ing her Latin fea­tures. So I spoke to her in Ital­ian. “I amma so ‘appy to ‘avva you ‘ome, Kelly. To be sure, be­ja­sus and be­gor­rah.” She didn’t have any Irish blood, of course, but I was on a roll and in the mood to show-off.

“Is that so?” She was not amused; on the con­trary, she was very abrupt. My mood in­stantly changed. Re­lief and hap­pi­ness were promptly re­placed by anx­i­ety, an anx­i­ety bor­der­ing on fear.

“What’s wrong?” The ten­sion in my voice was ob­vi­ous. I was try­ing to swal­low but my mouth had gone dry. There was a huge knot in my stom­ach.

“Noth­ing re­ally. I just think we should con­sider a sep­a­ra­tion, that’s all!” It was a dev­as­tat­ing blow to hear Kelly con­firm­ing my worst fears.

“Why?” I could hardly get the word out.

“Why? You’re ask­ing me why!” There was an in­cred­u­lous tone to her voice.

I had my head in my hands. “No, Kelly, no! We don’t have to sep­a­rate. I love you, Kelly! You must know that I love you.” I was des­per­ately try­ing not to break down.

“You love me, Ben, do you? So why do you en­cour­age me to fuck Carl all the time?” The em­pha­sis on the word ‘fuck’ could not have been stronger. She was re­ally putting the knife in. And then she twisted it! “But at least he does want to fuck me, and not just watch some­one else do­ing it!”

Her re­mark was mor­ti­fy­ing but it was no more than I de­served. I chose to ig­nore it. “Is it Carl? Are you in love with him?”

“I might have been, Ben. I was cer­tainly very fond of him.” There was a mo­men­tary wist­ful look and then her de­meanour al­tered, as if she had made up her mind about some­thing, which in­deed, she had. “I’m sorry, Ben, I shouldn’t have men­tioned it tonight. I should have waited till the morn­ing. But I don’t want to dis­cuss it any more tonight be­cause I am ab­so­lutely shat­tered. I’m go­ing to have a re­lax­ing bath and then I’m go­ing straight to bed!” Al­most as if it was an af­ter­thought, but in fact it was de­lib­er­ate, she added, “on my own! I’ll sleep in the spare room and I don’t want to be dis­turbed. I want time to think.” And with a cur­sory ‘good­night’, she went up­stairs.

I heard her run­ning her bath. I should have gone up­stairs to try to rea­son with her but I think I must have been in shock. I fetched my­self a stiff drink, went into the study and sat down on the sofa. I just sat there, and stared at the wall in a daze for God knows how long. My fears had been jus­ti­fied then. God, what a stupid prat I’d been. How could this all have gone so wrong? Why did I let it hap­pen? Kelly was ev­ery­thing I had ever wanted. Once she had been quite in­no­cent, but I had cor­rupted her. Once she had been sex­u­ally con­tent with me, but she could never be so again. She’d wanted us to sep­a­rate and I would have to live with­out her. And then I found my­self sob­bing. I put my hands to my mouth so that Kelly wouldn’t hear me.

I sud­denly felt her hands on my head. I opened my eyes and Kelly was stand­ing in front of me wear­ing a long white tee shirt. She’d had sec­ond thoughts whilst she was soak­ing in the bath and had de­cided we ought to talk things over that evening, rather than the fol­low­ing morn­ing. She was cry­ing too. We looked at each other. “Kelly”, I said, “I’m sorry, I re­ally am. I love you more than you can ever know. Please don’t leave me.” I couldn’t say any more be­cause of my tears. She pulled me to­wards her and my cheek was pressed against her soft rounded stom­ach. The salt was sting­ing my eyes and I wiped them with the end of her t-shirt. She had noth­ing on un­der it but that was the last thing on my mind.

“Ben,” I heard her say, “How do you think I felt when you kept push­ing me to­wards Carl, when you ac­tu­ally said you pre­ferred me to have sex with him in­stead of you? And when I of­fered to come home with you for your meet­ing and you said I shouldn’t bother?”

“I’d just as­sumed that you’d be en­joy­ing your­self so much with him, you wouldn’t re­ally have wanted to come home.”

“Of course, I en­joyed the phys­i­cal side – what girl wouldn’t? But it’s not ev­ery­thing. I told you that in the car. I would hap­pily have come home early with you, Ben, hon­estly.”

“But you seemed so af­fec­tion­ate to him” I said.

“What are you say­ing, Ben? That it was okay for Carl and me to shag each other stupid, pro­vided that at other times we only shook hands!” I had to smile at the patent ab­sur­dity of the idea. “Any­way, Ben, you have to un­der­stand. You can’t have sex with some­one all the time and not get emo­tion­ally in­volved. I thought I could but…” She paused, and made an ef­fort to com­pose her­self. “Look, I ad­mit that I started it, but don’t for­get I was also the one who was pre­pared to end it. And you didn’t just talk me out of it, Ben, you gave me the dis­tinct im­pres­sion that you wanted it to con­tinue!” With that she sat down on the sofa.

“It was be­cause it was a real life fan­tasy, Kelly. I knew we both en­joyed fan­tasies. I thought a real life one would be even bet­ter, that’s all.”

“Yes, I do en­joy fan­tasies, Ben, and do you know why? I’ll tell you. It’s be­cause no one ever gets hurt in fan­tasies. No one feels de­graded in fan­tasies. No one ever re­grets what they’ve done. But re­al­ity is very dif­fer­ent. In real life peo­ple do get hurt, peo­ple do have re­grets.”

I looked into her eyes. “I never ever meant to hurt you, Kelly.”

“It’s not just you, Ben.

“What are you try­ing to tell me?”

She took a deep breath. “I was in­fat­u­ated by him, Ben. I might even have been in love with him for a while. But it’s over be­tween us and I’m never go­ing to see him again.” She dis­solved in tears. I got up to fetch some tis­sues.

“Do you want to tell me about it, Kelly?”

She wiped her eyes be­fore she an­swered me. “Do you re­mem­ber what I told you when I came back from Paris, that there were times when I’d do any­thing Carl wanted. Well af­ter you’d gone home, he told me wanted a video of us to­gether. He said we were so good we should have a record of it. He also said that you might like it too. He as­sured me it would be pri­vate.”

“Go on.”

“So I agreed to it. What he didn’t tell me was that he would get Jeff to make the video! When he turned up I was fu­ri­ous and ready to walk out. He pleaded with me to go through with it say­ing that some­one had to op­er­ate the video cam­era, some­thing to do with an­gles and zoom­ing and other stuff I can’t re­mem­ber. He re­minded me that Jeff had al­ready seen me vir­tu­ally naked any­way, and asked me why I should be so con­cerned. I know I shouldn’t have agreed to it, but I did.” She be­gan to cry again.

I was to­tally un­pre­pared for this and I wasn’t very tact­ful. Fuck me, she didn’t even like the man! “Kelly,” I asked, “how could you have done it in front of Jeff? I pre­sume we are talk­ing about the same Jeff who, if my mem­ory serves me cor­rect, gives you the creeps?” She was now in floods of tears, sob­bing her heart out. I pulled out some more tis­sues from the box and gave them to her. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose.

“Be­cause I’m a tart, that’s why! Carl thinks I am and from your ques­tion it is clear that you do too. Well at least the three of us can all agree about that!”

“Kelly, what are you talk­ing about? I don’t think you’re a tart. The def­i­ni­tion of a tart is a pros­ti­tute, or a pro­mis­cu­ous woman. Some­one in­dulging in ca­sual sex. Look it up for your­self. You went with Carl be­cause you wanted to. There are prob­a­bly thou­sands of women who would like to do what you did, but they’re con­di­tioned to think that if they were to do the same, they’d be tarts. I was just sur­prised, that’s all.”

“Well, Carl thinks I’m a tart. And how do I know? Be­cause he promised me to Jeff, that’s how. I flew off the han­dle at him, de­mand­ing to know what gave him the right to make such de­ci­sions about me. It was my body and I would de­cide whom I of­fered it to, not him. How dare he as­sume that I would con­sent to it? He asked me why I had sud­denly be­come so coy and the im­pli­ca­tion was ob­vi­ous. I told him he had made it per­fectly clear what he re­ally thought about me.” She looked at me, her chest heav­ing in her anger.

“And then what hap­pened?”

“He im­me­di­ately apol­o­gised but I can’t for­give him.” She con­tin­ued dab­bing her eyes with a tis­sue.

I tried to change the sub­ject. “What about the video, Kelly, where is it?”

“Oh I don’t know, Ben. Carl’s got it. What does it mat­ter, any­way?”

She was right about the video. That didn’t mat­ter, but some­thing else did, and it mat­tered very much in­deed. “So it is over be­tween the two of you?”



“He used me, Ben. He won’t be us­ing me again. I’m not go­ing to see him any­more and I’ve told him so.”

My own con­science was not that clear. I had used her too! “Kelly, you must un­der­stand that Carl sees all women in the same way. They are a chal­lenge and the at­trac­tion for him is in the chase, if you like. Once he’s get what he wants, once he knows that you care for him, he loses in­ter­est. He wanted a video of the two of you to­gether. Maybe he likes to have a record of his con­quests. Maybe your agree­ing to it makes him feel he has con­trol over you. Promis­ing Jeff that he could have you was a fur­ther man­i­fes­ta­tion of his con­trol. He can now move on to his next chal­lenge. That’s why he’s never had a long-term re­la­tion­ship. And that’s prob­a­bly why he’ll never have one in the fu­ture. But Kelly, he doesn’t mat­ter any more. You do! I don’t care what you’ve done. I adore you, Kelly. I know I can’t com­pete with Carl in some re­spects, but he could never have loved you the way I do. And I know I’ll never stop lov­ing you. But if you don’t love me any­more … ” I was too choked to com­plete the sen­tence.

I started her off again. “Oh Ben, I don’t want to leave you. I love you. I’ve loved you ever since you were a lit­tle boy. I don’t love Carl. I might have done once but I don’t love him now. Carl has a big cock, but that’s all he has got. I know you feel in­fe­rior be­cause you’re not as big as him, but be­lieve me, you are a much big­ger man. You have qual­i­ties that Carl will never have. But you don’t re­alise it. You are a much nicer, more car­ing per­son. And you make me laugh.” She recog­nised that her tears con­tra­dicted the last re­mark and she added, “usu­ally.”

She loved me! She loved me! I kissed her and put my arms round her cud­dling her as tightly as I could. And as we kissed our tears min­gled. We went to bed and I con­tin­ued to hold her tightly in my arms. I said, “It will only be the two of us in fu­ture, Kelly, I swear.” I have never been more se­ri­ous in my life.

“I hope so, Ben.”

She fell asleep in my arms but I stayed awake. I thought about how close I had come to los­ing her. How could I have been so stupid? But it had also made me re­alise how much I loved her and how lucky I was that she still felt the same about me.

Carl phoned the fol­low­ing day. Kelly re­it­er­ated what she had said be­fore. He was half ex­pect­ing her de­ci­sion any­way. Two months later, he’d moved to Cal­i­for­nia. And at this point I should have been able to write that we lived hap­pily ever af­ter. But there was still a sur­prise in store.


  Chap­ter 20

Things were grad­u­ally re­turn­ing to nor­mal. Kelly had got over Carl it seemed, but there were a few tears when she heard that he had gone to Cal­i­for­nia. Out­wardly, at least, she ra­di­ated the warmth and gen­eral hap­pi­ness that was such an in­te­gral part of her at­trac­tion. All in all, things were go­ing well. We were even in pre­lim­i­nary dis­cus­sions about adopt­ing a child.

One Sat­ur­day morn­ing there was a knock at the door. It was the post­man and he had a par­cel for me that re­quired my sig­na­ture on de­liv­ery. It was post­marked Los An­ge­les but I did not recog­nise the name or ad­dress on the back. I opened it and saw that it was a video­cas­sette, en­ti­tled ‘Ma­jor­can Plea­sures’. There was a note en­closed. It was from Carl! I thanked my lucky stars that Kelly was out. She had left quite early to go shop­ping in the West End. I picked up the note to read it. There was no ad­dress shown.

‘Dear Ben,

I thought you might like this sou­venir of Ma­jorca.

I hope it brings back happy mem­o­ries. You might be in­ter­ested to know

that this video is sell­ing very well here. Some pun­ters have even told me

that Kelly’s the hottest thing they’ve ever seen; not only can she fuck on

cam­era, but she can also act. I told them she wasn’t act­ing at all. This is a

tart who RE­ALLY loves to fuck! Who RE­ALLY adores big cocks!

Mind you, who can blame her? She’s not get­ting enough at home, is she?

Best Wishes

Carl.

ps Jeff asked me to pass on his re­gards to Kelly.’

What a bas­tard he was! I tore the note up and put it straight into the dust­bin, re­ar­rang­ing other rub­bish on top of the pieces of pa­per. I should have de­stroyed the video too, but my cu­rios­ity got the bet­ter of me. I made my­self a cof­fee and went into the study to watch it.

It be­gan with a pic­ture of Carl’s villa in Ma­jorca and then the ti­tle ‘Ma­jor­can Plea­sures’ ap­peared. There were a cou­ple of cred­its and the film started. The cam­era panned out from the villa and the dis­tant hills came into sharp fo­cus. It was ev­i­dent that Jeff knew how to use a video cam­era; the pic­ture qual­ity was ex­cel­lent. The villa was again in shot and then there was a view of the swim­ming pool. The wa­ter was sparkling as myr­iad tiny wave­lets mo­men­tar­ily re­flected the rays of the sun. The cam­era then fo­cussed on the empty ter­race. But it wasn’t empty for long.

A girl came into shot, walk­ing away from the cam­era and to­wards the pool. There could be no doubt. It was Kelly and she was naked apart from her high heels. The cheeks of her firm round back­side were un­du­lat­ing in that fa­mil­iar way of hers. She stood at the edge of the pool, slipped off her heels and grace­fully dived in. She swam to the end and back and then climbed out us­ing the steps. As she shook the wa­ter from her hair, the cam­era zoomed in on her breasts and the pin­point sharp im­age showed the beads of wa­ter on them, the goose pim­ples and her fully erect nip­ples. The shot zoomed out as she walked to­wards the cam­era and it was her breasts gen­tly sway­ing that caught the at­ten­tion. God, she looked di­vine! She then lay on a sun bed, her legs slightly open. The cam­era­man now fo­cussed on her tri­an­gle, ex­cept that it was heart shaped once more, and she had again re­moved the hair from the sides of her labia. Then the shot changed to a wide an­gle and the cam­era panned round.

A man was walk­ing to­wards her. It was Carl. He too was naked and his tanned mus­cu­lar body seemed to be gleam­ing. With each step his long, thick but still flac­cid pe­nis swung from side to side. He moved next to Kelly’s sun bed and stood there. As she looked up at him, the cam­era zoomed in so that only her face and Carl’s pe­nis were in view. You could see the sex­ual hunger in her eyes. In full shot again Carl squat­ted down and kissed Kelly on her lips. Then he was kiss­ing her shoul­ders, her hands, her breasts, and he con­tin­ued down to her stom­ach. He then be­gan to kiss the out­side of her thigh be­fore he gen­tly raised her leg and ducked un­der it. Start­ing at the in­side of her knee he was able to trawl his tongue up her in­ner thigh and on to her groin. She in­stinc­tively opened her legs wider as Carl reached her vagina. Us­ing both hands he pulled the pink full labia lips apart. Her in­ner flesh was al­ready glis­ten­ing with her se­cre­tions as his tongue delved down into her wet­ness. Then he be­gan to lap the full length of her cleft, pay­ing spe­cial at­ten­tion to her cli­toris. The cam­era was now on Kelly’s face. She cried out as she cli­maxed and it was her body con­vuls­ing that filled the screen.

Carl now ex­tri­cated him­self and again stood over Kelly. His prick hung down over her face. Kelly just looked up at Carl and opened her mouth. He im­me­di­ately low­ered his cock into it. With­out tak­ing her eyes from his, she started to suck the end of it, si­mul­ta­ne­ously stroking that part of his shaft that she could not en­com­pass in her mouth. He could not fail to re­spond to such lov­ing at­ten­tion and soon he was to­tally erect. His heavy tes­ti­cles were now re­ceiv­ing her oral ca­resses and I watched as she took first the one and then the other into her mouth. She car­ried on in this way for some lit­tle while and would have car­ried on even longer but Carl now wanted to fuck her. He took a spare sun bed cush­ion and laid down on his back, his mas­sive cock proudly erect. Kelly knelt down on all fours, and po­si­tioned her­self so that her open­ing was di­rectly above it. Then she low­ered her­self on to it, and it dis­ap­peared into her in one smooth mo­tion. They kissed, a fran­tic al­most vi­o­lent kiss, with tongues and lips mash­ing to­gether.

She be­gan to ride up and down on Carl’s fierce erec­tion. What­ever else Jeff may have been, there was no doubt­ing his con­sum­mate pro­fes­sion­al­ism when he was be­hind a video cam­era. This time there was a close up shot and the screen was filled with the sight of Carl’s cock, sheathed in Kelly’s soft vagina. He was thrust­ing up­wards to meet her down­ward move­ments and it was clear that he was near­ing his cli­max. There was one more pow­er­ful at­tempt to spear her and his body went rigid. His back­side was off the ground as he started to pump his sperm into her. And as he con­tin­ued to ejac­u­late, his fin­gers were dig­ging into her but­tocks, pulling her onto him as if he wanted to fuse their gen­i­tals into one or­gas­mic en­tity. As his emis­sions grew weaker, so did the pres­sure of his fin­gers, un­til he was only rest­ing his hands on her soft round­ness. Then, when she was cer­tain that he had fin­ished, she lifted her­self off his cock un­til only his crown was still in her. She be­gan to inch her­self for­ward whilst still main­tain­ing con­tact with it.

With a start I re­alised what she was plan­ning to do; she was in­tend­ing to squat over his face. She reached the point of no re­turn and his glis­ten­ing cock slipped out of her and flopped onto his stom­ach. A thick glob­ule of se­men fell out of the dark hole that led to her core. She quickly moved for­wards and I watched with bated breath as she low­ered her­self on to his mouth. And then his tongue was in her open­ing, seek­ing out his own juices. The cam­era zoomed in even closer. An­other glob­ule of milky white sperm ap­peared, and he licked it up with the tip of his tongue be­fore trans­fer­ring it to his mouth. This went on for some while. At one point Kelly gen­tly squeezed her labia with her fin­gers and forced some more out. Carl im­me­di­ately put his mouth to her and I could even hear the sound of him suck­ing it up. I had hoped that I had learnt my les­son, that I would have been able to watch this video with­out get­ting an erec­tion, but I couldn’t help it. I had an almighty hard-on!

A lit­tle while later, Kelly lifted her­self off his face and looked at him. He had man­aged to swal­low most what she had re­turned to him but there was some on his chin. She licked him clean and then she kissed him, her hands hold­ing his face with real ten­der­ness. There was more in­ti­macy im­plicit in this one kiss than in any­thing that had gone be­fore. I re­wound the video­tape and re­played their kiss. No, I was not mis­taken, al­though I fer­vently hoped that I had been. It was patently ob­vi­ous that she was in love with Carl. Maybe it had lasted only un­til she’d found out that he’d promised her to Jeff, but she had been in love with him when they made the video. I felt real heartache as I watched my wife and the man who had, al­beit briefly, sup­planted me in her af­fec­tions. And what had he called her, a tart! He was just too fuck­ing stupid to re­alise that Kelly had agreed to be videoed with him for love, not be­cause she was a tart!


  Chap­ter 21

The next scene threw me for a while. The cam­era an­gle was static and the im­ages did not have that nth de­gree of sharp­ness that had char­ac­terised the pre­vi­ous scene. And then I re­alised Kelly was un­aware she was be­ing filmed. She was sit­ting at the ta­ble on the ter­race with Carl. They were talk­ing.

“So, Kelly, the end of our hol­i­day. There’ll be no more bonk­ing in the sun for a while. And you’ll be home with Ben tonight, un­less you’ve changed your mind, that is.”

“No I haven’t changed my mind, Carl. Not af­ter yes­ter­day. I still don’t know how you could do it.” She turned to look at him and I could see that she had been cry­ing.

“Look, Kelly, it was no big deal, you know.”

“Ob­vi­ously not, as far as you’re con­cerned Carl, but it is for me. I didn’t want to be videoed in the first place. And as for Jeff do­ing the film­ing… by the way, where is he?”

“He went out this morn­ing. He won’t be back for some time yet. Look, we spent long enough yes­ter­day dis­cussing why he was nec­es­sary. I don’t re­ally want to go over it all again. There is no point shoot­ing a video and then not be­ing able to watch it. In­ci­den­tally I have seen some of it. You are ter­rific. Jeff said that it was one of the best shoots he’s ever done.”

“He’s done this be­fore? So how many other women have you been filmed with?” The shock in her voice was gen­uine.

“Only one, I prom­ise. She was Amer­i­can. She knew Jeff and that’s how I met him. She was the one who wanted to be filmed, hon­estly. I was flat­tered so I went along with it. Now Jeff does a lot of this sort of thing and he told me that I could walk into the porn busi­ness. He also told me you are out­stand­ing and I be­lieve him. I’m se­ri­ous, Kelly, the two of us would make a great team. Don’t go back to him; come with me to the States. We could do re­ally well to­gether.”

Kelly could not be­lieve her ears. “You are say­ing that you want me to come with you to Amer­ica so that we can make blue films? Is that right?” He nod­ded. “And peo­ple say that ro­mance is dead!” It was a flip­pant re­mark but there was real bit­ter­ness in her voice. She looked at him again and then she was look­ing over his shoul­der straight at the cam­era. “What the hell’s go­ing on, Carl? You’re not film­ing me, are you? Turn it off. Turn it off, now!” She was re­ally an­gry.

“It’s not on, Kelly. I don’t know what sort of bas­tard you take me for but even I wouldn’t do some­thing like that, I swear. The red light is flash­ing be­cause Jeff is recharg­ing the bat­tery, that’s all. There’s only one video of you, and that was the one we did yes­ter­day. I’ll let you have it as soon as we’ve fin­ished the edit­ing. I’m sure Ben will be pleased to watch it even if you don’t want to.”

“I don’t want the damned video. It will re­mind me of some­thing I am try­ing to for­get.”

“I didn’t say you had to fuck him, did I?”

“No, but how could you even sug­gest it.”

“Where’s the harm? He’s film­ing you on the job for Christ’s sake! I mean you’re not ex­actly an in­no­cent vir­gin are you? And what’s the dif­fer­ence be­tween Ben let­ting me fuck you and me let­ting Jeff do the same?”

“All the dif­fer­ence in the world! It was my de­ci­sion to have sex with you, Carl, not Ben’s. Mind you, know­ing what I now know, I wouldn’t say it was one of my bet­ter de­ci­sions. And like­wise, if I fuck Jeff, then that will also be my de­ci­sion. I won’t, of course, be­cause I don’t even like the man.”

“So you think you made the wrong de­ci­sion about me, do you?” And then he laughed.

“What’s so funny? I don’t see any­thing to laugh about.”

“It’s us two. How can we ar­gue when we’re naked? I’m get­ting a hard-on, too. How can I ar­gue sport­ing an erec­tion? Look I’m sorry that I said Jeff could fuck you. Hon­estly, I’m sorry. Now we can end the hol­i­day on an ar­gu­ment or we can have one more bonk be­fore we go. It’s your choice, Kelly.”

“There is a joke about that and the punch line makes ref­er­ence to a sil­ver tongued bas­tard. It’s quite apt for you re­ally, es­pe­cially the bas­tard …” She didn’t fin­ish the sen­tence. He was kiss­ing her and I could see her hand in­stinc­tively reach­ing down to grasp his cock.

They came up for air. “I want you to suck me, Kelly.” She im­me­di­ately bent her head down but Carl stopped her. “No, I’ll sit on the edge of the ta­ble. It’ll be more com­fort­able for you.” (It also meant a bet­ter shot for the video; now there’s a sur­prise!) I watched Kelly’s head bob­bing up and down as she sucked his cock. Then they changed places. She had her legs over his shoul­ders as he lapped at her hot wet open fanny. Be­cause of the static cam­era an­gle her face was in pro­file but I could tell she was very close to a cli­max. He stopped lick­ing her.

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, Carl. I do. I want it now.” God, she sounded des­per­ate for it.

“All in good time, Kelly.” And then he was beck­on­ing to some­one. Jeff sud­denly ap­peared! He was naked. “Well, Kelly, what a co­in­ci­dence! We were only talk­ing about Jeff a mo­ment ago and guess what? He’s here.” I heard a stran­gled, “No!” and then I saw Carl grab hold of her legs and bury his face in her vagina. She was kick­ing back­wards with her heels but it was ob­vi­ous that her re­sis­tance was weak­en­ing as his tongue was again work­ing its magic on her cli­toris. Soon she stopped strug­gling al­to­gether. Carl broke off once more to speak to her. “Kelly, this is your lucky day. Jeff here is pre­pared to fuck you, but you’ll have to ask him nicely. You know you will ask him be­cause you will do any­thing I want as long as I lick that cli­toris of yours, won’t you?” Jeff was stand­ing close by, watch­ing her in­tensely and slowly stroking his erec­tion.

“Yes.”

“Just for the record, Kelly, are you here un­der duress?”

“No.”

“Are you free to go if you want to?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to go?”

“No.”

“Why is that, Kelly? Is it be­cause you are a tart?”

“Yes.”

“Say it again. Tell Jeff and me that you’re a tart. We want to hear it straight from the horse’s mouth.”

Jeff butted in. Gone was any at­tempt at charm, how­ever su­per­fi­cial. His misog­yny was ev­i­dent in his coarse­ness. “Don’t you mean the whore’s mouth?”

Kelly’s voice was flat, her spirit bro­ken. “I’m a tart.”

“And are you go­ing to ask Jeff to fuck you?”

“Yes.” She looked at him, at his paunch, at his flabby back­side and at his thin erec­tion, which he was still stroking. He was noth­ing to write home about that’s for sure. But she knew Carl’s as­sess­ment of her was spot on. “Fuck me, Jeff.”

“I didn’t hear you say, ‘please’.” It was Jeff. The sheer ar­ro­gance of the man! What the hell did he have to be so ar­ro­gant about, any­way? The fat fucker! It was, alas, a de­scrip­tion that was soon to prove to be only too ap­po­site!

“Please.”

Carl had al­ready moved the seat out of the way so Jeff only had to stand be­tween her open legs. He pushed him­self into my wife and be­gan to shaft her. The man who gave my wife the creeps was now giv­ing her some­thing else. And it cer­tainly wasn’t a good time! Mean­while Carl was stand­ing on the other side of the ta­ble, feed­ing his dick to Kelly’s open mouth.

“Je­sus, Carl,” he said, “She’s a bit on the loose side, isn’t she? How many more women are you go­ing to spoil for me?”

“Let’s change places then, Jeff.” No sooner said than done! Carl’s cock im­me­di­ately re­placed Jeff’s, but un­like Jeff, he was also us­ing his thumb to stim­u­late her cli­toris as he fucked her. As al­ways, this quickly brought her to the very brink of an or­gasm. And Kelly’s in­hi­bi­tions were rapidly di­min­ish­ing, in in­verse pro­por­tion to her sex­ual arousal. Jeff was now stand­ing by her head and there was only a half-hearted at­tempt to turn away as he thrust his erec­tion in her face. What­ever fee­ble re­sis­tance there had been, dis­si­pated the mo­ment she felt his sticky crown on her lips. No ef­fort was re­quired on his part to slide it into her mouth. She grasped his shaft, per­haps in an ef­fort to en­sure he could not push the whole length down her throat, and then she be­gan to mas­tur­bate him. And de­spite her ad­verse opin­ion of him, there was no in­di­ca­tion what­so­ever that she was do­ing this with any re­luc­tance. She sucked him and con­tin­ued to do so un­til he started to cum. It was only then that she re­leased him.

He must have been in­cred­i­bly aroused be­cause he seemed to go on and on. I watched great wads of his sperm spat­ter­ing her face and her hair. One par­tic­u­larly large strand hit her eye­lid and she had to wipe it away with her fore­fin­ger. And then it was Carl’s turn. He pulled out of her vagina, walked round the ta­ble and po­si­tioned him­self so that his cock was only inches from Kelly’s face. He was mas­tur­bat­ing fu­ri­ously. The cam­era an­gle had changed too! It was ob­vi­ous when I thought about it later. Jeff, hav­ing ejac­u­lated, was now op­er­at­ing the video cam­era once more. And then Carl’s spunk ex­ploded on to her. When he had fin­ished Jeff zoomed in to her face. She had se­men ev­ery­where, on her fore­head, on her cheeks, on her nose, on her chin; she even had it on her teeth!



“Smile, Kelly,” I heard Carl say, “You’re on Can­did Cam­era!” But my beau­ti­ful wife wasn’t smil­ing. On the con­trary, she was weep­ing. And she wasn’t the only one. I switched off the video and wiped my eyes.

Of course! It was all so ob­vi­ous in ret­ro­spect, why he had bought the villa and why it was so se­cluded. It was a per­fect lo­ca­tion for film­ing. That ex­plained Jeff. That ex­plained the Cal­i­for­nian con­nec­tion. I tried to col­lect my thoughts. One thing was cer­tain. Kelly must never know about the video. I re­mem­bered her de­meanour when she’d ar­rived home from Ma­jorca. No won­der she was un­happy. Carl and Jeff had creamed on her that very morn­ing! And she’d said some­thing about… now, what was it? Yes I re­mem­ber. ‘No one felt de­graded in fan­tasies.’ She’d ob­vi­ously felt ter­ri­bly hu­mil­i­ated. And in an ef­fort to make her un­der­stand that she was not a tart I had de­picted a pat­tern of be­hav­iour, the very pat­tern that she had just ex­hib­ited on the video! But I could not blame her for it; it was all my fault and there was no deny­ing it.

That was a year ago. We have moved on a long way since then. Our adopted daugh­ter, Pe­tra, has given us more joy than we could ever have imag­ined and Kelly and I have never been hap­pier. I love Kelly so much that it is hard to put into words. And I hon­estly be­lieve that she loves me in re­turn. I am so lucky to have her for my wife. But now I tell other peo­ple, be­fore they tell me! And our sex life is fan­tas­tic too, so good in fact that my col­lec­tion of porn videos is su­per­flu­ous and is gath­er­ing dust in the loft. How­ever there is one video that I do watch from time to time. It seems to ex­ert a ma­lign in­flu­ence over me and I find my­self drawn to it. I think of it as my se­cret video, a se­cret shared only by me, by Carl, by Jeff and by a few hun­dred other men! When I watch it, I imag­ine that I am mar­ried to a porn star and it never fails to get me go­ing.

As for Carl I have had no fur­ther com­mu­ni­ca­tion from him and I hope it stays that way. Our cir­cle of friends has in­creased sig­nif­i­cantly since we adopted Pe­tra. Do any of them watch videos? Who knows? But of those that do, what are the chances of any of them see­ing Kelly’s video? Surely the odds must be a mil­lion to one, at least. But if some­one of our ac­quain­tance had seen it, how would I ever know? Would you tell your friend that you’d seen his wife in a porn movie?


  Epi­logue

Dave read the last page. He had been quite af­fected by it all. He had been sex­u­ally aroused for sure but he had also smiled and even felt a de­gree of sad­ness at times. He was sure that it was a true story, not least be­cause of the ac­com­pa­ny­ing video­cas­sette. He turned it over in his hand and in­wardly smiled when he reread the ti­tle, ‘Ma­jor­can Plea­sures’. There he’d been, think­ing that it was merely a video guide­book for hol­i­day­mak­ers! He had half a mind to take it home and look at it. He could re­turn it in the morn­ing when he came back to fin­ish the work on the house. He de­cided against this course of ac­tion for three rea­sons. Firstly, it was to­tally un­eth­i­cal to take an item from some­one’s house, even if there was ev­ery in­ten­tion to re­turn it. Sec­ondly, he had al­ready formed a pic­ture of Kelly in his mind. He didn’t need to know what she looked like. She was cer­tainly quite a girl, of that he was cer­tain. The third rea­son was the most com­pelling. He did not have a video­cas­sette recorder! They had been su­per­seded in much the same way as turnta­bles and vinyl records had pre­vi­ously. Now it was all DVDs and films down the tele­phone wire. Noth­ing was re­leased on video­tape any­more and he did not know any­one who still pos­sessed a ma­chine.

The wet pages had dried out, as had the en­ve­lope. He put the pa­pers and the video­cas­sette back into it and placed the whole pack­age in the lighter of the two wooden boxes. He com­pleted the rest his work that day on au­topi­lot, he could not seem to get this Kelly out of his mind.

Two days later Dave was in the of­fice pre­par­ing for his next job. Jim Brown, the owner of the com­pany walked up to him. He was hold­ing a let­ter and smil­ing.

“Morn­ing, Dave! You re­mem­ber that job you did for Mrs May­hew. Well she has writ­ten to me. For some rea­son she is very com­pli­men­tary about you. It looks as if you’ve re­ally scored with her. And she’s a widow, too. I reckon you could be well in there, my son!” He winked at him.

“Oh come on, Jim,” Dave replied. “Have you seen her? I know she is a nice lady, but she is at least sev­enty if she is a day! She’s as old as my grand­mother!”

“So you don’t want to read her let­ter?” Jim went to walk away.

“Oh give it here then.”

“What about your man­ners!” Jim was still smil­ing.

“Would you please let me read the let­ter from Mrs May­hew. I would be most grate­ful.”

“Oh, you want to read it, Dave. Why didn’t you say?”

Jim handed over the let­ter with an ex­ag­ger­ated ges­ture. Dave ac­cepted it with a the­atri­cal bow. The first thing he no­ticed was the very neat hand­writ­ing.

‘Dear Mr Brown

Just a short note to say how im­pressed I am with your com­pany, and in par­tic­u­lar

with Mr Dave Parker. He was the model of tidi­ness and was very con­sci­en­tious.

He was also very re­li­able and is in­deed a credit to your or­gan­i­sa­tion.

I would be happy to rec­om­mend your com­pany to any­one.’

It wasn’t so much the let­ter that sur­prised him. Brown & Co had re­ceived such let­ters be­fore. It was the sig­na­ture at the end of the let­ter. She had signed it ‘Kelly May­hew’.

The End
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